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Chapter One

 


Sharon’s brow started to twitch as she glanced over her shoulder for the third time in as many minutes.
 

I knew the look all too well. We were getting close.
 

“Do you want another glass of wine?” I asked, trying to smooth the wrinkles on her forehead.
 

Her lips formed a tight line. “Well that would probably be a little difficult since we can’t even seem to get the bill,” she quipped.
 

I let out a quiet sigh. Turned to look at the door and the lineup stretching out onto the street. “I think they just got busy, sweetie,” I said.
 

She shook her head, her scowl deepening. “It’s a Friday night. They’ve been in business for three years now. They can’t figure out that things get busy on Friday and hire a couple of extra waiters?”
 

I opened my mouth but thought better of trying to argue with her. It was either going to happen or it wasn’t. Sharon was either going to ask for the manager when our waitress came back or keep her mouth shut. She was unpredictable that way.
 

It wasn’t like I’d tried to find a pattern. This had happened enough the last few years that I’d had plenty of observational data. You just never could tell. She was a Schrodinger’s uptight white lady. You didn’t know if she was going to tear you a new ass hole until she did. Or she didn’t. That was Sharon.
 

The pretty brunette who’d be waiting on us finally appeared with a tiny tray with the bill and two mints on it. “I am so sorry about the wait,” she said, looking genuinely apologetic. “Two of our waitstaff had to go home just as the rush started. I’ve gone ahead and taken the tax off your check. If there’s anything else I can do to make up for the wait please let me know.”
 

Sharon’s back straightened.
 

I pulled the tray over to my edge of the table and stared down at it intently.
 

Sharon licked her lips. She cleared her throat.
 

Three, two, one…
 

“Thank-you.”
 

I let out another slow sigh. We were in the clear.
 

“We appreciate the gesture,” Sharon said. “I see things are really piling up at the front door. Let’s pay up so we can free up the table, Mark.”
 

“Of course sweetie,” I muttered. I grabbed a wad of cash out of my wallet and plopped it down onto the tray, leaving a healthy tip for the young woman. “The service was excellent,” I said, standing up and moving behind Sharon’s chair to pull it out for her.
 

“Once again, really sorry about that wait at the end,” she said, smiling sheepishly.
 

“Not a worry. Hope your night goes smoothly.”
 

Sharon flashed her a tight smile before spinning around on her heel and heading toward the door.
 

The tension and silence that had been simmering between us dissipated as soon as we stepped out into the cool summer night.
 

The line up was almost down the block. I felt bad for the waiters that were still there. But I was elated that our server had the presence of mind to offer us something for the wait. Maybe she’d known? Probably dealt with women like Sharon all the time. She’d probably known. Probably saw it scrawled all over Sharon’s sharp features. Whatever. We’d dodged a bullet and so had she.
 

“Do you want to take a walk down Riverside?” I asked, smiling at my wife.
 

She scowled. “Tonight?” she asked.
 

I shrugged. “It’s a nice evening,” I replied. I thought maybe a bit of air would lift her spirits.
 

“It’s Friday,” she said.
 

“Yeah I know it’s Friday,” I replied.
 

“I watch Hatch at ten on Friday.”
 

“Of course you do,” I said.
 

“Don’t you want to have sex before that?” she asked.
 

I hesitated and looked out toward the river. A tour boat was all lit up heading upstream, carrying partyers to the brewery district. It looked fun. “Of course I do,” I said quietly.
 

“We should get home then,” Sharon said, adjusting her clutch under her arm.
 

“We should,” I echoed. I walked next to her enjoying the waning buzz I had from my two glasses of wine and the laughter of a group of college aged kids across the street.
 

When we got to the car I opened the door for Sharon and held it as she got in. After shutting it I jogged around to the driver side and popped in myself.
 

As I started the car and pulled out onto the street Sharon’s mood seemed to lighten.
 

“Well despite the wait at the end dinner was lovely. Thank-you,” she said, turning to me and smiling. A real smile this time. Not the terse, forced grin she flashed at people she’d decided not to berate.
 

“You’re welcome, hun. I love you.”
 

She cocked her head and squinched in my direction. “Well I love you too. You know that.”
 

It wasn’t the “well” she needed to plop in front of the “I love you too,” that poked me in a bad place. It was the damn “you know that.” Like, what? It was such a chore for her to say it that she had to admonish me for making her do it?
 

I let out another slow sigh. Quiet enough that Sharon wouldn’t notice. I was being prickly for no reason. I had a booty call incoming and now was not the time to start a stupid argument.
 

It was just that lately I’d been having a harder time just swallowing my distaste at Sharon’s personality. The I’d-like-to-speak-to-a-manager mentality that had a fifty fifty chance of being triggered anywhere we went. It was…frustrating. To say the least.
 

She hadn’t always been like that. When we’d met she’d been a gregarious, easygoing woman who was more likely to chide me for being to demanding than she was to say a word about bad service. Something had changed when her mom had passed. She’d gotten more uptight. More controlling. More…whiny, even.
 

I felt bad just thinking it but there it was.
 

We spent the rest of the drive in silence.
 

When we got home Sharon went to the bathroom to “prepare” herself (yes that’s what she called it) and left me sitting on the edge of the bed.
 

I undid my tie and the top button of my shirt. Threw the tie onto the chair in the corner of the room. Kicked my shoes off and pulled off my socks. And then…my shoulders slumped and I just couldn’t bring myself to take any more clothes off. It was a little depressing.
 

Sharon had been a bombshell when I’d met her and hadn’t aged a day in the ten years we’d been married. She was fit, hit the gym three or four times a week, and despite having given birth to two boys had the hourglass figure of a pin up girl. She wasn’t skinny. Her thighs were…substantial and her ass was plenty round. She had big double D tits. But in between was a trim tummy and waist. Visually, she was delicious. Just my kind of woman.
 

But this personality thing was really starting to get to me. She could be so unpleasant. There’d been so many times I’d felt embarrassed by her behaviour. So many times I’d wanted to bring it up with her. 
 

But when do you start a conversation like that? Over smoothie’s in the morning when you’re late for work? Or after a long day when you just want to have a beer and hit the sack? So the answer was never. There’s never a good time to talk. Not when you’re busy doing other shit.
 

But tonight felt different. I’m not sure why. Even though she hadn’t been a bitch to the waitress I just felt like I couldn’t keep it in any longer.
 

I put my head in a hand and rubbed my temples.
 

The door to the en-suite swung open.
 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Sharon and my breath caught in my throat. I turned to look at her and my eyes went wide.
 

“What are you doing?” she asked, brow furrowing.
 

“I…I…I was just…” I was speechless. Not only was she still wearing her bra, she was still in stocking and her garter belt. And the heels she’d worn at the restaurant. She looked stunning and imposing as hell scowling at me like that.
 

Normally she’d just come out in her fluffy white robe and turn off the light before crawling under the sheets.
 

“Are you not into this?” she asked. She seemed annoyed.
 

My eyes raked down her beautiful frame, the sexy underwear bringing my cock to life in my trousers. “I’m…I’m totally into this. Sorry. I was just…never mind. I…”
 

Blabbity-blah-blah.
 

Truth was I was stunned. Our sex life, while decent, was as predictable as the rising sun. Sharon didn’t come out of the bathroom wearing lingerie. Not ever. This was bizarre.
 

“Do you like it?” she asked, her voice still a little terse.
 

I stood up and padded toward her, unable to keep my eyes from wandering lazily down her frame again. “You look stunning,” I finally managed to whisper.
 

Her expression softened. The corners of her mouth turned up slightly and she eyed me with an almost playful gaze.
 

I leaned in and tilted my head. Our lips met. Sharon returned my kiss with a stiff peck.
 

I drew away and smiled. Can’t win ‘em all. “You want me to turn the light off?” I asked.
 

“I didn’t leave this on for you to turn the light off,” she whispered.
 

I nodded. Tonight seemed like it was going to be special. Different. Maybe that conversation could wait after all.
 

I popped open the rest of the buttons on my shirt and peeled it off. Undid my belt and let my pants fall down to my ankles. I took another long look at Sharon’s curvy figure and my cock twitched in my underwear.
 

Sharon smirked. “You going to leave those on?” she asked, glancing at my midriff.
 

I put a hand on the small of her back and pulled her in close. Her squishy tits mashed against my chest. She was warm and smelled like the strawberry shampoo she used. I leaned in again and kissed her neck this time. Excitement started bubbling inside me at the prospect of a departure from our usual routine.
 

Us lying in bed in the dark.
 

Me reaching over and sliding my hand up and down Sharon’s body until she seemed ready.
 

Me slipping same hand between her legs and fingering her for a bit until her slit greased up.
 

Sharon tugging on my cock for a few minutes to get it stiff.
 

Me slipping between her legs, sliding into her and grubbing in her furry gash until I popped.
 

Sometimes she’d come. Sometimes not. Sometimes I’d finger her some more until she climaxed. Or maybe pretended to. Lately it had been hard to tell and I was too tired to care.
 

What was happening was refreshing.
 

Still mauling her neck I felt her hand slip into my underwear. She wrapped her soft fingers around my prick. Except this time she didn’t just start tugging. She ran those fingers slowly up and down my shaft until I was iron hard. Then she pushed me gently away.
 

“Get on the bed,” she whispered.
 

I pulled my underwear off, gave her a funny look, then turned and walked to the bed. I lay down on my back on top of the sheets.
 

“I mean, take the covers off. I don’t want the throw getting all messy,” she said, waving a finger at the blanket.
 

Stifling a sigh I dutifully stood up and turned down the bed, then laid back down on it.
 

Sharon waited in place until I was in position on my back again. Then she walked over and sat down on the edge of the bed and eyed my cock. She reached out and wrapped a fist around it and gave it a few soft strokes.
 

I touched her outer thigh. “Hey,” I said softly. “What’s the occasion?”
 

She scowled. “Can’t a woman do something nice for her husband every now and again?” she asked.
 

I tried to soothe what might have been a coming storm with a smile. “I like it,” I said.
 

Sharon leaned over me. “Then just lie back and enjoy the show,” she whispered.
 

My eyes opened a little wider. This was very unlike her. If I hadn’t been so turned on and revved up I probably would have gotten suspicious. But as Sharon swung a leg over my lap and mounted me I couldn’t be bothered with any of that. This seemed like it was going to be good.
 

My eyes darted to her sex as she pulled her underwear to one side. They bugged at the sight of her furry bush and the sloppy hole it nearly covered. She was wet. With excitement. Excited to have sex. What the hell was going on?
 

Shuffling up onto my lap she looked down between us at my cock in her hand. She raised one leg up slightly and adjusted her hips until my cock head was right beneath her entrance. A clear drop of her goo dripped down onto it.
 

It was the most vulgar thing I’d seen her do in years. And it was amazing.
 

As she sank down onto me I felt her pubes scratching the sides of my prick. My brain melted as she sheathed me in her hot, wet innards. I felt her pussy squeeze me. “Fuck that feels good,” I whispered.
 

I looked down her calves, at the heels she was still wearing. She wore those heels to teach. There was something nice and nasty about her bringing them to bed.
 

She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. Her tits sagged a little. She let the straps fall off her shoulders. Her pointy fat nipples were as stiff as her pussy was wet.
 

I reached up and palmed them, kneading the soft flesh and thumbing the pink buds.
 

Sharon rose up off her haunches, then settled back down with a soft squish. She bit her lip and let out a soft breath. Her pussy squeezed me again. She shuddered and closed her eyes.
 

She started moving up and down in a slow rhythm. Each time she settled onto me I felt her squeeze. That was unusual too. Normally I was on top and in the dark.
 

Now I had a full view of her gorgeous breasts and I could feel her squeezing my cock with her cunt. I couldn’t help myself. The question spilled out on it’s own. “What are you doing?”
 

Idiot.
 

I guess maybe I’d lost a bit of the flair for romance I used to have myself.
 

“Shh,” Sharon shushed. “I’m trying something out.”
 

Which made me realize it wasn’t Sharon’s pussy squeezing me. It was hers. She was doing Kegels. With my cock inside her.
 

Not about to complain I lay back and watched her tits hypnotically swaying in front of my eyes, lightly slapping against each other as she rode.
 

My cock twitched in her twat. I felt a pleasant churn start bubbling at the base. This wasn’t going to last too long the way things were going. A momentary pang of guilt shot through me at not being able to last until she finished.
 

She was obviously trying to make herself come from sex.
 

Her lips parted and she licked them. A muscle in her cheek twitched. She gasped and squeezed me harder. “It’s working,” she said, her voice barely a breath. She started grinding her pussy against my pelvis.
 

I felt her puffy clit rubbing just above the root of my cock. That got me so hot. She was trying to get off on me. Using me like a toy. I liked it.
 

She leaned forward and pressed her palms against my chest. Sucked in another breath. “It’s…it’s…it’s…” She scrunched her face up and froze.
 

All I could feel was her pussy squish-squish-squishing around my organ. Then her body convulsed in a massive shudder. Her tits shook. Her arms and legs too. And her pussy choked down so hard on my shaft I thought she was trying to pop it off.
 

As the orgasm waned her eyes fluttered open. She looked right into mine. Drew her hips up until I almost fell out of her, then sank back down onto me again. She kept her eyes locked on mine. Chewed on her lip a little.
 

My cock twitched inside her. I grabbed her calves. My mouth opened and I sucked in a quick breath.
 

Sharon rode on. Slow and steady and wetter than I’d ever felt her.
 

“I’m gonna’,” I gasped.
 

She dragged her puffy lips up my cock and held just the head inside them. Bent forward a little lower so her tits were almost at my mouth. “Do it,” she said.
 

Bam.
 

A load of jizz went shooting through my prick.
 

Sharon gasped and her eyes went wide as she felt it blast into her.
 

I rocketed toward the peak of my climax.
 

A moment before it hit Sharon slid her slippery vagina back down, gobbling up my flexing cock and the load it was proffering into herself. As she settled on my lap she gave it one final, unbelievably tight squeeze.
 

I gushed like a geyser deep into her snatch, my body shaking from the mind-busting orgasm she was giving me. Pulse after pulse shot up my spine. It just kept coming. Wouldn’t quit. I was in fucking heaven that evening.
 

The descent to normalcy was slow and tinged with a tickling shiver all along my skin.
 

Sharon rode up and down a few more times until she felt I was completely spent and flagging inside her. She settled onto my lap, ground out a few more strokes, then lifted her leg.
 

My eyes darted to her puss just in time to see my creamy white load leak out of her and onto my thigh. What the hell had I done to deserve this?
 

She kicked her heels off, unclipped the stockings, slipped her underwear off and wrapped herself in the puffy robe before heading to the bathroom.
 

The light was off when she padded across the room five minutes later, having performed her ablutions.
 

I rolled onto my side as she slipped into bed beside me. “Sweetie?”
 

“What’s up?” she asked.
 

It was jarring. Just like that the Sharon I’d had dinner with was back.
 

“That was amazing.” I pressed on nonetheless. I saw her flash a tight smile in the darkness.
 

“I’m glad you liked it,” she said.
 

I so desperately wanted to ask what was up with her but didn’t want to ruin a good thing. Sleep was already calling to me and it was going to be a good one. “I love you,” I opted for instead.
 

“I love you, too,” she said. And this time it sounded as sincere as when we were still in love.
 

Made me all warm inside.
 

Sharon scowled. “Shoot,” she whispered.
 

“What’s wrong?”
 

“I left my face cream in the bathroom.” She swung a leg over the edge of the bed.
 

I put a hand on her shoulder. “Stay right there,” I whispered. Jumping out of bed, I walked to the bathroom and picked up the tube of cream lying next to the sink before walking back. “Here you go,” I said, handing it to her.
 

Sharon clicked her tongue.
 

“What’s wrong?”
 

“That’s my hand cream,” she said.
 

“Shoot, sorry. Let me…”
 

“Don’t worry about it,” she said, a note of disappointment in her tone. She stood up and walked to the bathroom, returning with the correct bottle.
 

I sighed and sank back against my pillow as she applied the cream.
 

Sometimes you really just can’t win ‘em all.
 






Chapter Two

 


I slept like a log. Woke up the next day in an empty bed. Down the stairs I heard Sharon’s voice buzzing and plates clattering in the kitchen. Swung my legs off the bed and sat up. Rubbed the sleep out of my eyes. Threw on a t-shirt and some shorts and headed downstairs.
 

The kitchen was a disaster. All the cupboards were open. Plates and pots and pans stacked high on the counters.
 

I sighed when I remembered Sharon’s to do list for when the boys were away.
 

1. Organize the cupboards.
 

Sharon was on the phone with the boys. She was wearing baggy cotton shorts and a tank top with spaghetti straps that made my eyes pop. It was too loose and the neckline hung low enough that if I stood on my toes I could probably catch a glimpse of her nipple. She would have never worn anything like that if anyone but me were around. It was kind of dirty and very delicious. She had her phone tucked into her back pocket and a Bluetooth headset in her ear. “Are you being good? Uh-huh. You’re not giving grandma a hard time are you? Uh-huh. Sunscreen?” Pause. “Can you pass me to grandma?” Her lips went tight.
 

I trudged over to the coffee maker as Sharon walked out into the living room.
 

She flashed a smile as she passed me.
 

I heard her admonishing my mother for not putting sunscreen on the boys before they went out in the sun. A sneaky thought wormed into my mind. Peeking out toward the living room to make sure she wasn’t on her way back, I whipped over to the fridge and dug out the small bottle of Irish cream that had been there since Christmas. Looked for a best before date. Finding none I shrugged and figured it was going to be alright. It was booze after all. I poured a healthy dollop into a mug, then filled the rest of it with coffee.
 

I stashed the bottle back into the fridge and slipped out the back door and into the sunshine before Sharon came back in. The silence out there was golden. I slipped onto a deck chair beside the pool and raised the mug to my mouth. It was going to be a good day. The lawnmower backfiring across the fence made sit bolt upright and spill half the mug onto the front of my shirt.
 

A moment later the machine was buzzing like a chainsaw. Grinding right through the solace of the first Saturday morning I’d had to myself in what felt like years.
 

The muscles in my jaw went tight. Of course Decker had to pick this day, of all days, to finally mow his damn lawn. I was just standing up when I heard the thing backfire again, then sputter into silence.
 

“Fuck.” Reggie Decker’s big dumb voice sailed over the fence.
 

I sighed. I had my hand on the patio door when I heard him call my name.
 

“Hey Marky Mark!” he barked from his yard.
 

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath before turning around and smiling. “Hey Reg,” I said, trying to sound as casual as I could, despite my irritation.
 

“You got any gas I could borrow?”
 

Another sigh. “Sure thing, Reg. Gimme’ a sec.” Setting the coffee on the patio table I walked over to our garage, grabbed the red gas can and hauled it out to the back yard.
 

Reggie was peering over the fence. He stood up taller and grinned as I lifted the can over. Grabbed it and set it down on his overgrown lawn. “What’s doin’?” he asked.
 

“Not much, Reg. Just catching some sun.”
 

“Where’re your kids at?”
 

“Grandma’s,” I replied, itching to get away from the conversation.
 

He looked down at my shirt. “You messed yourself,” he said, pointing at the coffee stain.
 

“Yeah I know,” I muttered.
 

“You want a beer?”
 

For some reason I actually considered the offer. Reggie was constantly asking me to come over for a beer. I’d always come up with some excuse because…well, and I’m not judgmental or anything, but he was a big dumb lug of a jock who was constantly relating locker room wisdom that his high school football coach had shared with him. I’m pretty sure it was the only thing he retained from high school. He sold shoes down at Fairfield Mall. Nice enough guy but not the brightest bulb in the basket.
 

But I had three options that morning. I could go back inside to avoid the lawnmower and probably get tasked with dusting cupboards or hand washing dishes. I could sit on my deck listening to the lawnmower and getting a headache. Or I could go have a beer with Reggie and check that off my community service to do list for a few months.
 

Not much of a choice, really.
 

“You know what Reg? Yeah. I want a beer,” I said.
 

Reg, unfazed by the dozens of times I’d rejected his offer, simply nodded. He undid the latch on his side of the gate between our two yards and swung it open. “Cool,” he said. “Come on over.”
 

I followed him through the yard and into his garage. It was open and had two lawn chairs set out by the door.
 

Reggie lumbered over to the old fridge standing in the corner and pulled it open. He was built like a hundred year old oak tree and his skin looked constantly too tight for his body. He’d packed on a few pounds since his glory days playing football but you could still see the outline of thick muscles through his shirt.
 

I turned and walked over to one of the lawn chairs.
 

“Green 56 hut hut!” Reggie shouted behind me.
 

I lazily turned toward him and the beer can he’d thrown hit me square in the gut. My hands shot up and kept it from falling. I didn’t quite double over but almost. I groaned, straightened up and rubbed the point of impact. “Reggie what the hell?” I grunted.
 

Reg looked a little stunned. “Oh shit man sorry!” he finally said. “You didn’t ever play ball?”
 

I shook my head. “No, Reggie. I never played ball,” I replied, shuffling over to the lawn chair and sliding into it.
 

Reggie lumbered over and slumped into the chair next to me. It creaked and groaned under his bulk. He hooked a finger under the beer can tab and pried it open with a hiss and a crack. Lifting the can to his mouth he guzzled what seemed like half of it then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and let out a satisfied “ah!”
 

I took a sip of my beer and stared out over the majestic view of the cracked concrete of his driveway.
 

“Gettin’ your bone on while the kids are away?”
 

The question came as I was swallowing. I choked on the beer. After a breathless moment I managed to cough sending the yellowish liquid flying out of my mouth and splattering onto the hard ground. I was about to suck in a lungful of air when Reggie’s massive paw landed square on my back with a massive wallop. Took my breath away.
 

“You okay buddy? You doin’ okay?”
 

I coughed again before drawing in a massive breath of air. “I’m fine,” I croaked. I turned to see Reggie nodding at me to make sure I wasn’t choking. “I’m fine,” I said, holding up a hand to prevent any further helpfulness.
 

This seemed to appease him. He leaned back in his chair and squinted against the bright sunlight. “What a beauty huh?” he said.
 

I wasn’t sure whether he was referring to the view or the weather but agreeing with him seemed like the best course of action. Recovering from what he’d said and the effect it had on me, I nodded and leaned back in my own seat. “Sure is,” I muttered.
 

“So?” Reggie asked after a few moments of silence. “You scratching the cat or what?”
 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw him grinning. I was starting to regret my decision to humor him by accepting his invitation. I hated locker room jock talk. Hated guys who talked about women like they were commodities or trophies. It was vulgar and juvenile. But a funny thing happened in that moment. In order for Reggie to pose the questions, he’d had to think about Sharon in a sexual way. Even if this were just his simpleton getting-to-know-you routine, there had to have formed a thought in his mind under all those layers of thick meat, about my wife. Possibly naked. Possibly getting boned, as he’d so poetically put it, by me.
 

But instead of being perturbed by this I found myself…I’m not sure there’s a name for the feeling I experienced. A not unpleasant tightness began to form between my legs. A sort of siren-song in flesh started resonating below my gut. The couple sips of Irish cream I’d had, along with the few chugs of beer had made me a little light-headed. A little tired. The growing heat did something to. So instead of changing the subject I decided to indulge the sensation for just a second and follow Reggie down whatever depraved conversational path he wanted to lead me. “We did it last night,” I said, flashing a quick half-smile.
 

Reggie’s grin turned wicked. He gave a few slow nods as he stared at me. “Niiiiice,” he purred, the vowel sounding like a knife clacking along a washboard.
 

I couldn’t help but smirk. He was so delighted at the lewd morsel I’d shared I thought he was going to start rubbing his hands together and asking for more.
 

“She like it dirty?” he asked in a conspiratorial whisper.
 

The question shocked me again. But this time the shock was followed by a warm sensation like someone pouring bath water down my neck. I smirked again and felt my cheeks heat with embarrassment.
 

I knew full well that Sharon would have been utterly mortified if she knew that I’d shared such an intimate detail with our back door neighbour. But Sharon wasn’t there. And somehow I was starting to understand why tawdry gossip could be so much fun. I couldn’t, however, bring myself to tell a lie. “Not really,” I replied, shaking my head. “We’re pretty straight laced in the sack.”
 

Reggie chortled then took another massive swig of his beer. “Those ones are the most fun,” he said, looking back out toward the street.
 

“I beg your pardon?” I asked.
 

He turned and grinned at me again. “The ones that think they don’t like it dirty. They’re the most fun. Once you turn ‘em, that is.”
 

This did nothing to quell my excitement about our illicit conversation. “How’s that?”
 

Reggie leaned toward me. The lawn chair croaked in protest at his shifting weight. “They kick up a fuss at first, sure,” he said.
 

My eyes widened at the thought of Sharon kicking up a fuss about “going dirty.”
 

“But if you know your plays they’re eating out of your hand in no time. One minute you’re in the puss having a good time. The next? Pow! You pop it in her stink and she’s bouncing on it and screaming for more.”
 

I let out an embarrassed chuckle and shook my head. Had to shift in my seat, too, to conceal the growing bulge between my legs. “Yeah Sharon’s not that kind of woman,” I assured him. A wave of guilt and shame washed over me. This had gotten very real very fast and suddenly I felt very bad about talking about Sharon that way. To a guy I barely knew to boot.
 

“Sure is smokin’ hot though,” Reggie said, smiling.
 

My own smile waned. That was off side wasn’t it? A civilized man wouldn’t talk about another man’s woman that way. “That’s my wife you’re talking about,” I said. My heart started beating a little harder in my chest. I wiped a sweaty palm off on my pants.
 

Reggie looked offended. “Hey I didn’t mean anything by it. You’ve got a ten out of ten back there,” he said, jerking his thumb toward our house.
 

I realized that for a fellow like Reggie this was just guy talk. Bonding. Making friends. I felt bad for taking it personally. “Thanks,” I muttered, unsure of whether I should be angry and jealous or pleased by the compliment.
 

“No problem,” Reggie said, his feelings seeming to no longer be hurt.
 

We sat there in silence for a few minutes. Reggie got up and grabbed two more beers then walked back and put one in my lap.
 

I squirmed as the cold can pressed against my half-stiff cock. 
 

He held out his hand for my empty.
 

“Actually I’ve still got…”
 

“Well get drinking. Saturday’s not gonna’ drunk itself. Am I right?” he asked, then started laughing at his own clever question.
 

I shrugged, brought the can up to my mouth and guzzled the warming beer that remained then handed it to Reggie.
 

He spun around put his arm up over his head and launched the can at the recycling bin that stood in the corner of the garage, then did the same with his before sitting back down.
 

I decided it would be a good time for a change of subject. “Do you have a girlfriend Reggie?”
 

He cracked his can and slammed half of it again then shook his head. “Nah. Not right now. I was married for a while. Got divorced though.”
 

“Sorry to hear that,” I said.
 

He shrugged. “Don’t be. She was sweet as pie until I put a ring on her finger. Then she turned into a fucking tyrannosaurus hex.”
 

I chuckled at his quip.
 

Reggie seemed to really like that because he flashed a half-smile and nodded again. “Oh yeah. You know what I’m talking about.”
 

And there we were again. Nothing like a good bitch session about the old lady to strengthen the bonds between men. Another wave of guilt swept through me. I’d never said a bad word about Sharon to anyone and was appalled at myself for even contemplating doing so to Reggie. He just seemed so damned pleased that I was finally there having a beer with him. Did he even have any friends? I never saw anyone over at his house over the fence. Seemed a little lonely. A little sad even. I think I decided to indulge more for his sake than anything. “Yeah. She can be a real beast of a woman sometimes.”
 

Reggie smirked. “Hell yeah,” he said, nodding, stretching the skin on his thick neck. He pointed a finger at my chest. “You gotta’ fuck that out of her.”
 

This time my eyes popped open on their own. I snorted out a laugh and shook my head. “Yeah…no. That would definitely not go over well.” The thought of me fucking the bitch out of Sharon was absurd.
 

And yet…god damn it if it wasn’t also one of the hottest things I’d heard.
 

“No you gotta’ know how to do it. You gotta’ take command. Be a man.”
 

I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. I had a sneaking suspicion Reggie’s failed marriage wasn’t entirely his ex-wife’s fault. “Did that work for you Reggie?” I asked, then immediately wished I hadn’t. How rude.
 

He furrowed his brow. “Hey can you call me Reg? Everybody else does. Only my grandma calls me Reggie anymore. Or Reginald.” He shuddered. “I hate that name.”
 

“Sure thing, Reg. Look I’m sorry about what I said. Just slipped out and…”
 

“Huh?”
 

“The thing just now. About your ex. That was thoughtless.”
 

He waved a big paw in my direction. “Don’t even fucking worry about it. She wasn’t worth it. I’d have lived the rest of my life miserable. No it was easier just to let that shit go.”
 

I wasn’t sure if Reggie…Reg, felt as awkward as I did but he didn’t seem to. So far this had been the strangest Saturday morning I’d ever experienced.
 

“There you are!”
 

Sharon’s voice from behind us nearly made me jump out of my seat. I spun around, beer sloshing out of the can and onto my shirt.
 

Reggie turned to look at her too.
 

My eyes darted between Sharon and his and my cock swelled as an entirely new anxiety twisted through me.
 

Sharon was still wearing her lewd outfit. Her firm thighs were on display. The tank top was just as loose as it had been except now the armpits were a little dark with sweat. Her forehead was damp. Her hair was tied up in a bun with loose strands poking out here and there. She was a smoking hot mess.
 

And Reggie made no attempt to hide his ogling. He set his beer can down and stood up. Walked over to where Sharon was standing in the doorway to the garage and stretched out his hand. “Hey we never met before. I’m Reg.” He stood there towering over her unapologetic about his eyes bobbing between hers and her generous cleavage.
 

My jaw fell as I sat there watching Sharon stare up at him. She was wearing the strangest expression. She looked a little cowed by the sheer size of him. But she didn’t seem the least bit embarrassed about her attire. Surely she wasn’t blind to his attention? My body trembled as I watched her lift her hand. My cock hardened as she slipped her slender palm into Reg’s fat paw. I think I may have grunted as I saw his hand close over hers and watched him pump her arm up and down.
 

“I’m Sharon,” she said softly.
 

“I seen you over the backyard fence sometimes,” Reg stated.
 

A smile formed on Sharon’s lips. She almost giggled. She seemed somehow charmed by this big dumb oaf of a man. Then she glanced over at me and it was like night and day. Her soft smile was replaced by her usual pursed lips. She cleared her throat and shook Reg’s hand a few more times then withdrew from the greeting. She put her other hand on her chest, covering the view.
 

“You want a beer or something?” Reg asked, then tilted his head in contemplation. “Actually all I got is beer.”
 

Sharon cleared her throat again. “Uh…no. Thank-you, Reg.” She turned her laser eyes toward me. “Are you drinking?” she asked, her voice as tight as her mouth.
 

I cleared my throat and stood up, trying to hide the can under my seat. But I knew it was pointless. Fun time was over and it was time to pay the piper. “Sorry. I’ve been saying no to Reg for so long I just thought…”
 

“No it’s fine,” Sharon interrupted.
 

Reg looked to me, then back to Sharon. He seemed to clue in that there was some tension between us. He rubbed the back of his neck. “Well I should probably get the lawn mowed before it gets too hot,” he said, leaning down and grabbing the gas can.
 

I shuffled across the garage under Sharon’s stern stare. Squeezed past her out the door and into Reg’s backyard.
 

“It was nice to meet you, Reg,” I heard her say.
 

My shoulders slumped and I hung my head as I walked through the back gate into our yard. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for the inevitable coming admonishment. Oh well. You can’t win them all.
 






Chapter Three

 


The kitchen looked impeccably clean as I walked in. My jaw dropped. How long had I been over there? I turned to face Sharon as she walked in through the sliding door. I reached out in hopes that a truce could be arranged. “Look I’m really sorry. You were on the phone and I didn’t want to bug you and then Reg needed some gas and then he asked if I wanted a beer and I’ve been saying no to him for so long and he seems a little sad like he doesn’t have any friends and…”
 

Sharon shook her head. “It’s okay,” she said, her voice as light as a sail.
 

I just stood there dumbstruck. Okay? Okay that I’d been drinking with our neighbour on a Saturday morning instead of helping her clean? “It…it is?” I stammered.
 

She shrugged. “It’s your stay-cation too, Mark. You deserve a break. You work so hard.”
 

My eyes opened a little wider. I could not believe what I was hearing. “Are you feeling okay?” I asked quietly then realized that maybe I’d overplayed my hand. I nearly fell over when Sharon chuckled at what I’d said.
 

She sighed and closed the distance between us. Then she put her arms on my shoulders and locked them around my neck. She looked up at me with her big, blue eyes and I swear they were sparkling. “I stressed you out talking to your mom didn’t I?”
 

I thought of lying. But she seemed sincere. Like she was going to apologize or something. “A little bit,” I admitted.
 

She sighed again and the tension left her shoulders. She shook her head. She looked tired. “I know I’ve been on edge lately. There’s just so much…stuff going on all the time. I’ve been doing my best not to let it show but sometimes it just gets the better of me.” She paused.
 

I let her have a moment to collect her thoughts. Seemed like she needed it.
 

After a minute or so she took a deep breath. “Anyways,” she said, shaking her head and looking away. “We should get started on this stuff.”
 

But the buzz I was nursing from the morning beers got the better of me. I raised my hands to her arms and pulled them gently away from my neck. Then I turned her around and kissed the back of hers.
 

“What are you doing?” she asked, her scowl apparent from her tone.
 

“You’re so sexy,” I whispered.
 

Sharon chortled. “Yeah. Right. In this outfit? With this hair and no makeup? I’m a mess. I can’t believe I went over to Reg’s place like this. What was I thinking?”
 

Hearing his name on her lips sent blood flooding through the shaft of my cock. It started to harden again. The tightness re-formed between my legs. A little sizzle of jealousy shot up my spine.
 

The memory of refrigerator Reg checking out my wife stoked a strange arousal deep within me. I lost control of myself. “He thinks you’re hot,” I whispered. The words were out before I knew what I was doing. I stiffened, kicking myself for being so stupid and spoiling the moment. I braced myself for Sharon pulling away, putting her hands on her hips and demanding to know what the hell I was talking about.
 

“He does not.”
 

The three whispered words made my testicles draw up between my legs. There wasn’t a hint of revulsion or anger in her tone. She sounded…playful? Playful?!? I have no idea what compelled me to roll the dice again. I’m not a gambling man. But there was something in the air that morning. Something dangerous about telling on myself. I couldn’t resist. “He does too,” I whispered back then kissed her neck again.
 

Sharon tilted her head to one side, granting me access to her soft skin.
 

I couldn’t believe it.
 

“How do you know that?” she asked.
 

My blood heated in my veins. Was she going for this? Was she game? “He told me so,” I said, nudging the boundary of propriety.
 

“He did not,” she said, pausing between each word. And then she giggled. Fucking giggled.
 

I was beside myself with lust and excitement. It was all so confusing. Why would Reggie Decker checking out my Sharon get me this worked up? And why the hell was Sharon playing along? There was only one way to find out. “He did too.” And then I pressed my hard cock into the crack of her ass.
 

She gasped. Her smile faded. She looked at me over her shoulder and out of the corner of her eye. “Mark?” she whispered.
 

I put a hand on her stomach. Caressed slowly upward and cupped her breast. My whole body was buzzing. This was happening. We were doing this. We were going to have sex because of this…whatever this was! “You’re so hot. Can you blame him?” I asked before kissing her neck again. I moved my hand along her breast and sucked in a sharp breath as I felt her stiff nipple between my finger and thumb.
 

Sharon drew in a quick breath as I rolled and squeezed it.
 

Not wanting to lose momentum I wrapped my other hand around her waist and tucked two fingers into the elastic of her shorts.
 

“Mark!” she said, her voice breathy. Her hands shot to my wrist to keep me from plunging deeper.
 

“Come on baby,” I whispered. Letting go of her breast I gently pulled her hands away. Arousal roared through me as her palms settled on the counter top. I slipped my hand into her underwear. I shuddered as her pubes scratched my fingers. My jaw dropped as they slipped between the folds of her pussy. She was greasy with slick.
 

I heard a voice in my head. An urgent whisper on repeat. Whyisshewet? Whyisshewet? Whyisshewet? I pushed it away. There’d be time for questions later. I was on the cusp of closing this dirty deal and the last thing I needed was a distraction.
 

“Here?” she whispered. “In the kitchen?”
 

“Right here,” I growled. “I want you right here.” This was the ultimate gamble. It could have torn apart the moment we were sharing. I closed my eyes and prayed.
 

“Mark…I’m a mess,” she whispered.
 

Holy shit. I was in. “You’re gorgeous. I want to make love to my gorgeous wife in the kitchen.” I felt a shudder race down her back.
 

And then she bent slightly forward, inviting me into herself. “Okay. I guess,” she said.
 

I yanked down my pants and underwear, worried that if I hesitated she’d change her mind.
 

Sharon tucked her thumbs into her shorts to pull them down.
 

“No,” I growled grabbing her wrist. “Like this.” I reached down between us and peeled her shorts and underwear to one side. I couldn’t see her pussy but I could smell it. The sweet and slightly acidic sting of her sex lubricating to accept me.
 

“That’s so dirty,” she said.
 

“That’s how I want you. Dirty.” 
 

She shuddered again and sucked in a breath.
 

I felt like a king. Master of my domain, commanding my wife to submit to my whims and needs. My head started to spin when Sharon shuffled her feet wider apart. Grabbing my cock I eased it between her ass cheeks until I felt the warm wetness bubble out from her hot cunt and dribble onto the head of my prick. Gritting my teeth I jutted my hips forward and sheathed myself inside her.
 

She gasped. Her hands shot forward as she braced herself against the intrusion. Her fingers splayed, then curled, hands shaking.
 

I dug in deeper, pressing into her until my pelvis touched her soft ass cheeks. Drunk on lust and beer and the improbability of the situation the urge to double down on my domination overwhelmed me. “Take your tits out,” I grunted. Blood rushed to my cheeks. I winced. What the hell was I doing? Surely this was going to make her snap? Sometimes we talked dirty but this was downright vulgar.
 

But Sharon reached up and tugged the loose tank top down. Her boobs came bobbling out.
 

Instinct caused my hands to shoot up and grab them. I squeezed as I pulled myself out then thrust back into her, my cock coated in her wet.
 

She gasped and shuddered. And to my shock she reached around behind me, grabbed my ass and squeezed it. “Harder,” she said through clenched teeth.
 

With my mind reeling I obliged. I jabbed my stiff prick as deep into her sloshing pussy as it would go.
 

“Harder!” she demanded.
 

I stabbed her again. My cock went steel-hard. My nuts drew up between my legs.
 

“Like that,” she whimpered. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop!” she begged.
 

My rut found a rhythm. My mind sank down to my cock, every last thought leaving it except for the delicious gooey wet tightness gripping my meat. I felt her squeeze.
 

She closed her eyes and grimaced. “Oh…mmm…I’m gonna’…”
 

I couldn’t shake my head and keep up my pounding but I was beside myself with disbelief. Sharon was going to come all over my cock. How? Had Reg been right? Had I been missing the point all along? Being a tender and affectionate lover when what Sharon really wanted was to be owned? To be dominated and told what to do? I groaned as an orgasm loomed over me. “Fuck,” I grunted.
 

“Almost…almost…almost…” she squeaked. She squeezed her eyes shut tight and squeezed me again with her pussy.
 

I bit the inside of my cheek to stave off a climax. Just a few more moments. A few more rough thrusts up into Sharon would set her off like a rocket. I could feel it. I started slamming my pelvis against her ass my cock burrowing deep.
 

“Ah!” she yelped. The walls of her cave closed in on my prick. More of her lubricant seeped out of her slit and coated my balls. Her hands balled to fists and she came.
 

I popped at the peak of her climax. Roaring I jabbed my cock into her gash and held it there as it lurched and spewed seed. Not thinking I reached up and grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head back. I realized too late what I’d done.
 

Sharon let out a lusty moan and her pussy clamped down on my muscle again. “Yes! Take me!” she screamed.
 

I soared over the peak of my orgasm, one hand in Sharon’s hair the other in her neck. My hips started bucking again, my body trying to stuff me sloppy emission as deep into Sharon’s crevice as it could get.
 

She shuddered and sighed and then went up onto her toes giving me even deeper access to her innards.
 

I crested another wave of pleasure and then the world came back into focus. My fucking slowed. I looked down to see my softening shaft glistening with our combined juices. It was the dirtiest sex we’d had in…forever. I don’t think we’d ever done anything like it. Pushing up into her again I held myself there savoring the heat of her insides.
 

Three knocks at the sliding door startled us both. Our eyes shot up in tandem.
 

Reggie Decker was standing on the porch, hands coming up to cup over his eyes against the glare of the sun on the glass so he could see in.
 

Sharon burst into action. She swatted my hand away from her tit. Yanked the tank top back up then pushed back on my hips.
 

As I fell out of her I doubled over, grabbed my pants and hauled them up. As I was standing I caught a glimpse of yellowish white semen leaking out of her closing sex. A trickle of it escaped right before her lips re-sealed and ran down her leg.
 

Then Sharon was striding toward the sliding door, smiling just as Reg, eyes narrowed, managed to see inside.
 

He smiled back when he saw her.
 

Sharon undid the latch and slid the door open. “Hi Reg!” she said, her voice cracking. She cleared her throat into a fist.
 

“Hey Sharon!” Reg said. “Hope I’m not bothering you guys.” His eyes darted to me.
 

I leaned over the island to hide what was left of my erection. My eyes again fell to Sharon’s thigh. My cum was slowly rolling it’s way down her leg.
 

“Not at all,” Sharon lied. “What’s up?”
 

Reg furrowed his brow and sniffed at the air. “Smells funny in here,” he said.
 

“What can we do for you Reg?” Sharon asked.
 

“Oh. I just wanted to return the gas can,” he said, pointing at the can beside his foot.
 

Sharon cleared her throat again. “Fine,” she said. “Thank-you.” She gave a slight nod.
 

Reg nodded back. His eyes slid down her neck and settled on her chest.
 

Mine opened wide as I realized her nipples were still stiff and poking through the fabric of her top.
 

Reg stood there with his mouth slightly open gawking at her tits with a bovine stare.
 

And Sharon? Fucking Sharon didn’t reach up to cover her embarrassment. No. Her back arched and her chest jutted out as if she were actually enjoying the attention.
 

I couldn’t believe it.
 

After what felt like an eternity Reg looked up at Sharon’s eyes again. “Uh…okay,” he muttered.
 

A quick glance at his crotch revealed that Sharon’s beautiful body and skimpy outfit had had an engorging effect on him.
 

“Okay,” I said after a few more moments of terse silence. “Got your lawn done?”
 

“Oh yeah,” Reg replied, nodding. “Watcha' guys up to today?” he asked.
 

My eyes darted to Sharon’s leg. The semen was starting to clump and dry but by the way her thigh was twitching I could tell she was having a hard time ignoring it.
 

At that moment Sharon looked over her shoulder at me and shrugged. She reached a hand around and between her legs. She swiped up the trail of cum running down her leg and wiped it on the back of her shorts leaving a dark smear. “Oh we have a huge list of things we need to get done don’t we Mark?”
 

I was in a bit of a stupor at what she’d just done. Unabashedly brandishing her tits for Reg to gawk at then swiping my sperm off her leg with a finger and wiping it on her shorts? It was so dirty, so unlike her but it got my cock all hot and throbbing again. All I could manage was to nod and grunt my agreement.
 

Sharon flashed a tight smile then turned back to Reg. “Speaking of which we should probably get started.”
 

Reg stole one last glance at Sharon’s tits. He looked up at me and nodded, then turned and lumbered down the porch steps and back into his yard.
 

Sharon turned toward the steps once he’d left.
 

I couldn’t quite make out what her expression meant. Her lips were stretched in the usual thin, tight line. The muscles in her cheeks looked tight, too. When our eyes met she quickly looked away.
 

“I should get changed,” she said, her tone brusque.
 

A moment before she slipped past me I stepped into her path.
 

She looked up into my eyes.
 

“Hey,” I whispered, a smile forming on my mouth. “That was hot.”
 

She looked away. She wasn’t a fan of post-coital analysis or replays. We rarely, if ever, talked about our sex life.
 

But something about my conversation with Reg that morning, and something about Sharon’s willingness to indulge my lust made me bold. “Don’t you think?” I prodded.
 

Sharon huffed. Her cheeks heated a bit. She looked like she wanted to get this over with and move on with her day.
 

That only stoked my desire to draw her out of her discomfort. I stared at her until she capitulated.
 

She rolled her eyes and looked back up at me. “It was nice,” she admitted somewhat begrudgingly.
 

I leaned down and kissed her. Even though I was met with a stiff peck I took some small satisfaction from having drawn her out of our usual routine and seduced her in the kitchen.
 

“Can you do the run to the dump today?” she asked as I pulled away. Back to business. “Everything that needs to go is in a pile in the garage. I’ve got to buy the boys new sheets and their pillows are filthy.”
 

“Of course,” I said, smiling. “Anything else you need me to do my sweet?”
 

She shot me a skeptical look.
 

I’d never called her that before. But I was in a playful mood after our playful morning and wanted to drag her out of the rut she’d sunk back into.
 

A moment later her expression softened and she almost smiled. She shook her head. “You men,” she said.
 

“What?” I asked, feigning ignorance at what she meant.
 

“You know what,” she replied.
 

“If you meant to say ‘you men are always in such a good mood after you get what you want’ then I’m not going to argue with you.” The way she smirked at this made my insides twist and tickle. It was as if she were softening a little. Like the Sharon she used to be wanted to come out but wasn’t sure how. “You’re beautiful,” I added in a whisper.
 

She rolled her eyes again. “Oh stop it,” she chided. But I swear she was on the verge of chuckling at my playful affection. “Okay get out of my way. Out, out, out!” she said, swatting me away.
 

As she passed me I turned to watch her ass swaying in those too-short shorts.
 

She caught me looking just before climbing up the stairs and shook her head. “I said stop!” she said.
 

I was pretty sure I saw the beginnings of a smile creep across her lips just before she disappeared.
 






Chapter Four

 


After packing the pile of trash and broken toys into the back of the minivan I drove to the dump. Of course, it being Saturday, there was a half hour line up. I sat in the car with the air conditioning on ruminating over what had happened that morning.
 

Decker’s guy talk, followed by Sharon’s willingness to submit, did a funny thing to my insides. What I really couldn’t stop thinking about was the what she’d done when he showed up at the back door. Her coming over to his garage in that outfit was puzzling in and of itself. Her utter lack of shame and the way she’d seemed to display herself for him was flabbergasting.
 

A part of me was sure I’d misconstrued something. I couldn’t really believe in what I’d seen with my own eyes. But the Sharon I was currently married to should have raced up the stairs in embarrassment instead of confronting Reg, who’d nearly seen me with my prick in her honey pot.
 

That did a funny thing to me, too. For so long I’d viewed her as a wife and a mother. An occasional, dutiful lover who did what needed to be done to keep her husband happy.
 

Thinking of the way she’d arched her back and offered Reg a better view of her breasts filled me with a perverse arousal. Perverse only because we’d been so buttoned down. It took a while to work my way to the bottom of that feeling. To it’s source in the murky depths of the animal part of my brain. I found it bubbling like a volcano at the bottom of the Mariana trench.
 

Sharon was a woman. Not just any woman. She was a ten out of ten bombshell sexy-as-hell milf who could still draw the stare of any man she chose to.
 

It wasn’t so much that I’d forgotten that as that I’d put it away. Locked it up in a closet after the honeymoon was over and the kids came along and everyday life got in the way. Too busy working and parenting and trying to steal a moment to myself here and there.
 

Reg had dragged it back out into the light. With his tawdry locker room talk and his complete lack of tact and his big round eyes locked on Sharon’s double D’s in the kitchen.
 

Each time I thought of it I started getting an erection. I wasn’t sure why. The excitement was shrouded in mystery. Laced with a tiny bit of jealousy. Not the angry kind that turns you into a monster. Just a little spice that added heat.
 

I was roused from my thoughts by a horn blaring behind me. The light to the dump had turned green and I was first in line. I threw the car into gear and drove up to the scale.
 

After dropping off the trash I got back into the car to find a text from Sharon on my phone.
 

Can you get mulch? Red for around the house.
 

It deflated me a tiny bit. I’d known ever since we’d confirmed with my folks that they could take the boys that this wouldn’t be a relaxing stay-cation. Sharon wasn’t good at that. It was going to be filled with errands and cleaning and de-cluttering our home office and garage. Now that it looked like that was actually what was going to happen I felt a little resentful.
 

I worked damn hard all year. We weren’t going on a vacation this year because Sharon said if we did she’d never find time to clean out the house. I’d agreed because, well, happy wife, happy life. But now I was starting to feel a little grumpy about spending the week of drudgery ahead.
 

My mind drifted back once again to Sharon’s capitulation. That memory inspired an idea. Instead of turning left on Pine, toward the garden center, I went right and a few hundred feet later pulled into the liquor store parking lot. Inside I grabbed a cart and filled it with half a case of wine, a sampler of craft beers and a bottle of vodka and gin each. I paid and hauled it out to the car, then drove back to the garden center where I stocked up on the eight bags of mulch we needed for the garden beds by the house.
 

When I got home I made sure Sharon wasn’t outside, then snuck the beer into the fridge in the garage and put the wine and hooch under a tarp.
 

It wasn’t that Sharon didn’t drink or that she disapproved if I had a few. But finding a hundred and fifty bucks worth of booze would certainly cause her to raise an eyebrow.
 

I slipped into the house and poked around until I found Sharon in the office, picking through old tax returns and receipts, the shredder whirring at her feet. “Hey lover,” I said, leaning against the door frame.
 

She looked up and scowled. “Are you going to be like this all week?” she asked.
 

Normally I would have been put off by her reaction. But on the way back home from the garden centre I’d given myself a little pep talk. We had nine whole days left to ourselves. There had to be a way to get Sharon to relax and enjoy some of that time. I’d decided I was going to do my level best to drag her out of her tired, cranky self and join me for some R and R. “What? Can’t a guy call his wife ‘lover?’ without…” I stopped myself just in time.
 

Sharon’s eyes narrowed. “Without what?” she growled. She took a deep breath and sighed. “Hand me that envelope,” she said, pointing at a stack of papers.
 

I obliged.
 

Sharon started rifling through it, pulling out papers and feeding them into the shredder. She stared at each one intently, making sure it was no longer needed, ignoring the fact that I was still standing there.
 

Time for another tack. “Hey what do you want for dinner tonight? I’m cooking. Or buying. Whatever you want. You want take out?”
 

Sharon looked off to the side. Her lips parted but she didn’t reply.
 

“Sky High Thai?” I asked. We’d eaten there a lot before the kids came along. Sharon loved Asian food but their tastes, which tended toward chicken fingers, pizza and fries, didn’t make it a very practical option.
 

She raised an eye. “Well…that sounds kind of nice.”
 

I smiled wider. “Let me find the menu and you can pick it out. Anything you want.”
 

Sharon looked up at me. Her lips were twisted a little. Like she was trying to smile but didn’t want to. She turned off the shredder, stood up and put a hand on her fist. The smile finally formed and she smirked. “You’re not just trying to seduce me again, are you McFadden?” she asked.
 

My heart went a little soft. She used to call me McFadden all the time. And seeing her smile, even if she was trying to suppress it, was magical. I held my hands up. “Of course not,” I replied. “I know when to say when. Don’t want to push my luck.”
 

She rolled her eyes and shook her head. But her smile widened which made me even happier. “You going to help me mulch?” she asked.
 

“What about all this?” I asked.
 

She looked at the pile of papers she’d pulled out of the closet and sighed. “I don’t know. Maybe we can do some more tomorrow.” She’d been complaining about this stack of papers for a few years now.
 

I knew she wanted it gone. Which gave me an idea. “Come on. Let’s get the mulch done and then why don’t you go for a swim? I’ll open up the pool.”
 

She scowled again. “A swim? Oh no, it’s too much trouble getting the pool open and getting it all cleaned out. Have you put the chemicals in there lately? And I don’t know if it’s going to be warm enough. I hate when the water’s too cold.”
 

She seemed pretty certain but my gut told me there was some wiggle room there. An opening to drive in a wedge and maybe start paving the path to her relaxing and enjoying our time off. “I’ll tell you what. I’ll help you mulch and when we’re done, if you want, I’ll open up the pool. If not just take a shower and I’ll order the food. What do you say?”
 

Sharon thought for a moment. “Let’s just go and see if we can get this yard work done.”
 

I stepped aside and let her lead the way out to the yard.
 

It took an hour and a half to get the bags opened and the mulch down and raked out. By the time we’d finished Sharon was a hot and sweaty mess, and so was I. We stood at the curb admiring our handiwork for a few minutes before I turned to look at her. “So? What do you think? Pool time?” I asked.
 

Sharon puckered her lower lip and exhaled blowing the hair out from her eyes. “I don’t know,” she said quietly. “It’s so much trouble.”
 

“It’s no trouble at all sweet thing,” I said. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Sharon give me a funny look but she didn’t protest. “Why don’t you get changed. I’ll have the pool ready by the time you get back down.”
 

She paused a moment. “Are you sure?” she asked.
 

“Positive. Do it.” I started walking toward the back yard before she could reply. A glance over my shoulder as I rounded the corner and I saw her walking toward the front door.
 

I popped into the shed, grabbed the pool skimmer and the chlorine and set them down on the concrete. I rolled back the solar pool cover and fished out a few stray odds and ends that had made it in. Threw some chemical in and stirred it around then put the pool kit away. When I stepped back out of the shed I saw Reg leaning over the fence, arms up on it, beer in one hand. 
 

He tipped his head back in greeting when he saw me. “Hey Marky Mark.”
 

“Hey Reg,” I said and walked over to where he was standing.
 

“Goin’ for a dip?” he asked.
 

“Uh, Sharon is, yeah,” I replied.
 

He nodded. A few moments of awkward silence passed between us before he turned to look at me. “Your wife is so pretty,” he said, his voice low and raspy.
 

The comment made my back stiffen. “Uh…thanks,” I said, forcing out an awkward laugh.
 

“No I’m serious,” he went on. “She looked so good in the kitchen earlier. When I brought back your gas can. That’s still on your deck by the way.”
 

I looked over to where he’d set down the can. “Yeah,” I said, sighing. “Haven’t had a chance to put it back in the garage.”
 

Reg nodded again. More silence. “Hey Marky Mark?”
 

“Yeah Reg?”
 

“Were you guys bonin’ when I came over to give you your gas?”
 

I snorted. My throat went tight. Excitement and embarrassment pulsed through me. My cock twitched. “Well…that’s a little personal, Reg,” I replied.
 

Reg smirked. “You were, too. I know you were,” he said.
 

I rubbed the back of my neck and looked everywhere but right at him.
 

“You want to know how I know?”
 

Reg’s insistence on pursuing this line of conversation was making me uncomfortable to say the least. He was baiting me and he knew it. For some reason I couldn’t resist taking a bite. “How’s that?” I muttered.
 

A slow, crooked grin spread across his lips. “I could smell it,” he grunted. “Her sex stink. Got a big whiff as soon as she opened the door. Fuck it smelled good. What’d you do? You fuck her on the kitchen table?”
 

I chortled again and scratched my head. But his admission that he’d scented my wife’s sex stink, as he so eloquently put it, was alarmingly arousing. “Yeah. Like I said, that’s a little personal,” I replied, doing my best to pretend I wanted to deflect the question. The truth was I didn’t. I want Reg to keep going. I wanted him to drag all the gnarly details of my tryst with Sharon out of me. It was bad. Terrible, even. But that’s what made it so damn thrilling.
 

“Come on,” Reg groaned. “You don’t have to be a big pussy about it. It’s just guy talk. You fucked her on the kitchen table didn’t you?” He smirked.
 

My cock was getting uncomfortably hard. It was perplexing and disorienting. Why would hearing Reg talk about my wife that way get me excited? A part of me knew. It was dirty. It was wrong. If it were me talking like that about Reg’s wife he probably would have punched me in the face. But I couldn’t help my reaction. Couldn’t help that my cock was getting hard or that I was getting hot under the collar from Reg’s insistence that I divulge a very personal, very private moment between Sharon and I. “I don’t think Sharon would appreciate…”
 

“Fuck that,” Reg interrupted. “You’re not Sharon and she’s not here.” His eyes narrowed. He let out a wicked chuckle. “You want to tell me don’t you?” he asked, grinning.
 

I managed to roll my eyes and shake my head. A bead of sweat had broken along my brow. “Now why in the heck would I want to tell you something like that, Reg?” I asked, my voice cracking mid-sentence.
 

Reg leaned closer toward me and looked me dead in the eyes. “How the fuck should I know? Probably the same reason you’ve got a big bone on about it now.”
 

And this time there was a certain…menace in his tone. There was a school yard bully in there that wanted to come out.
 

I wasn’t about to roll over and be a victim. “Hey Reg?” I said, glancing over my shoulder to see if Sharon was there.
 

“Huh?” he asked, his eyes lighting up with glee.
 

“Go fuck yourself.”
 

His silly smile faded as my words sank through his thick skull and into his brain.
 

Time to twist the knife. “If I was as stupid as you I’d probably have punched you in the face by now. But I don’t really need an assault charge hanging over me.” I’m pretty sure I saw the moment his ego shattered. It was when his lips went tight, then started to quiver, when he swallowed back what were obviously tears threatening to well from his eyes, that I felt like an ass hole.
 

My heart sank. What a dick move. I was obviously the bigger man here, despite Reg’s bulk. He was just a big baby under all that meat.
 

“I should go,” he muttered, his shoulders slumping as he turned toward his house.
 

I knew I had only a moment to save the situation. “I am really sorry,” I said, trying to sound as heartfelt as I could muster. “That was a really mean thing to say.”
 

Reg twisted his thick neck to look at me over his shoulder, still pouting. But there was a certain…hope in his expression.
 

Which is when I realized that I’d had this all wrong. I’d been a little intimidated by Reg and the strange feelings he’d provoked within me. That hadn’t been Reg trying to get under my skin. That had been Reg being a “man” the only way he knew how. This was input-output level stuff here. All I had to do was try. “Can I tell you something?”
 

Reg furrowed his brow but turned back to me and gave a begrudging nod.
 

“I’ve been dealing with a lot of anger issues lately. It’s…I’ve been seeing someone about it,” I lied. Felt a little bad about that, too. “I’m sorry I lashed out. It’s something I’m trying to work out.” I bowed my head to ask for forgiveness. A glance up from under my brow revealed that Reg’s hurt had been replaced by a perplexion and a hint of empathy. “Oh wow,” he said quietly. “Thanks for that sharing that with me, man.” And just like that, it seemed, Reg’s bad mood had been blown away like a summer storm.
 

I looked up, still contrite. “I really appreciate you being like that, Reg. Sorry I was a…dick.”
 

His face lit up, then he chortled and started nodding, apparently thrilled by my descent toward his vernacular. “That was kind of a dick thing to say,” he agreed.
 

“I didn’t mean anything by it.” It felt like a bold ploy, turning Reg’s own words against him. It worked like a charm.
 

He paused and pondered what I’d said, then shrugged. “Okay. That’s cool.”
 

An awkward silence passed between us before Reg stepped toward me again. “So?” he asked. “You gonna tell me now? Come on. Be a man. Brag a little. It’s what guys do. Stop being so fucking precious.”
 

Just like that I seemed to be back in his good graces. And there I was with the door wide open to share the lewd details of our kitchen romp. I couldn’t ignore the fact that the idea of telling him what Sharon and I had done was titillating. “We had a little something, yeah,” I finally confessed.
 

Reg smacked a fist into his palm and hooted up toward the sky. “I knew it!”
 

I put my hands up and glanced over my shoulder again. “Hey, hey! Take it easy! Keep it down. She’s going to come out here any minute now and if she gets wind that I’ve…”
 

Reg shook his jazz hands. “Hey you don’t have to worry about me,” he said. He stole a glance to see if Sharon was in the yard, then leaned in even closer and grinned. “Good for you bud. Good for you taking advantage of…”
 

“I’m not taking advantage of her,” I shot back.
 

Reg looked surprised for a moment. Then he frowned and shook his head. “I don’t mean taking advantage of her like it’s a bad thing. I was gonna’ say taking advantage of the situation. Kids gone. You want to get a little extra right? A little kitty in the middle of the day? Fuck yeah! If I were I you I’d be fuckin’ that pussy day and night.” He chuckled.
 

I couldn’t help but chuckle myself. This was preposterous. I was violating an unspoken but firmly established rule between Sharon and I. We didn’t talk about personal matters like this with anyone. We barely talked about them with each other, for god’s sake! But it was the naughtiness of it, the tawdry gossiping that had me wanting to divulge even more. “Yeah, like I said, Sharon’s not that kind of woman. Doesn’t matter who you are you wouldn’t be getting anything ‘day and night’ out of Sharon.”
 

The door to the deck slid open.
 

I turned and saw Sharon step out. My insides went a little tight. She was dressed in her modest one-piece swimming suit. Modest as it was, however, no swimsuit could hide her voluptuous curves and large breasts.
 

“Holy shit,” Reg growled, his eyes narrowing on my wife.
 

Sharon looked up and noticed us standing at the fence. She smiled, threw her towel onto a deck chair and waved. “Hey Reg!”
 

Reg smiled and waved back. “Hey Shar!” he called out.
 

Shar.
 

My stomach twisted into a knot. Sharon hated nicknames. Didn’t tolerate anyone calling her anything other than Sharon. My jaw fell when she started laughing as she descended the steps toward the pool. She seemed absolutely unperturbed by what Reg had called her. Not only that she seemed absolutely unashamed of the fact that she was wearing a swimsuit and that Reg was staring right at her. She walked to the steps that led to the pool, slipped into the water and sighed, then started swimming laps back and forth.
 

“Fuck me she’s hot,” Reg said behind me.
 

This, finally, made me turn and scowl at him. “You know that’s my wife, right?” I asked.
 

“Wow dude relax!” Reg said. “I don’t mean anything by it.”
 

I harrumphed and shook my head. Reg’s audacity was unbelievable. It was also doing very strange things to my insides. I was having a hard time keeping the vision of him ‘doing Sharon’ out of my mind. I felt Reg lean over my shoulder.
 

“So what’s the boner Marky-Mark?” he asked.
 

His hot, yeasty breath made me wince. I looked down at my crotch. There was no arguing about it. I had a rager of a hard on. And while I had some inkling of the reason, I wasn’t about to share that part with Reg. “I don’t know,” I whispered, shaking my head. I heard the sticky sound of Reg’s grin widening.
 

“Tellin’ secrets got your motor running, huh?” he asked, then chuckled. He didn’t wait for an answer. “Hey Marky-Mark. You and Sharon ever open it up?”
 

My eyes widened. Was he really asking… “Open it up?” I whispered.
 

“Yeah. You know. Let her bone another guy?”
 

My throat went tight. I stared at Sharon, who was swimming toward the house. Her hourglass figure unmistakable even through the water. I managed to summon a snorting laugh. “That would never happen.”
 

Reg waited until Sharon turned around and started swimming toward us. He put a big paw on my shoulder and squeezed. “Case of beer says I could get it done.”
 

And then he was gone.
 






Chapter Five

 


My conversation with Reg was all I could think about for the next hour. I walked by the pool after he’d left and flashed a faint smile at Sharon.
 

“Aren’t you going to come in? You must be as sweaty as I was! Oh Mark this was a wonderful idea. Thank-you.”
 

“Um…I’m good for now. I think I’ll have a shower. You want a drink of something?”
 

Sharon pondered the question for a moment. “Do we have any white wine?”
 

“I think I can rustle something up,” I replied. The tension had started draining from me and I was starting to feel like myself again.
 

“Maybe a spritzer? Or…I don’t know. Maybe I shouldn’t.”
 

An instinct gripped me to encourage Sharon to have a drink or two. I certainly needed one after what had just happened and I hated drinking alone. “You absolutely should. You deserve it.” I turned and started walking toward the house.
 

“Mark?” Sharon’s voice wafted out over the water.
 

I turned to look at her.
 

“Everything all right?” she asked, glancing at my crotch.
 

My cheeks heated as I realized I was still protruding through the fabric of my shorts. I adjusted myself. “Fine,” I muttered before hurrying up the stairs and into the house.
 

Reg’s ominous bet tormented me as I plucked the wine out of the garage and grabbed myself a beer. I cracked the can and took a couple of swigs to steady my nerves. As I poured Sharon’s spritzer I found it impossible to take my mind off of Reg’s taunt.
 

All I could think about was his tree trunk frame between Sharon’s splayed thighs, his thick tool impaled inside her, drilling in and out of her sweet pussy, the shaft glistening with her slick. My erection wouldn’t quit either.
 

I downed the beer, hid the can and opened another just as Sharon stepped into the kitchen wrapped in a towel.
 

She looked rejuvenated. She was wearing a wide smile, the kind I hadn’t seen on her in years.
 

My cock twitched as she let the towel fall from her swimsuit. Thoughts of Reg’s meaty hands pawing at her voluptuous body flooded my mind. Coupled with the effects of the beer I’d just slammed they made me positively giddy. How dirty and inappropriate and totally erotic would it be if Sharon, who’d turned into one of the most uptight and anal women I had ever known, would fall on her back and spread her legs for a strange man to rut into her cunt? My cock hardened once again, all the work I’d done talking it down going out the window, and I had to turn to keep from showing Sharon my stiffness. “Your wine’s on the counter, my love,” I said.
 

She shot me a funny smirk but walked over, picked up the glass and eyed it before taking a sip. She let out a long, satisfied exhale before taking another. Then, setting the glass back down on the counter, she sauntered over to where I was standing.
 

I adjusted myself yet again to conceal my arousal. To my surprise, Sharon looked up at me with her wide and smiling eyes and wrapped her arms around my neck. “What’s gotten into you?” she asked softly.
 

I shook my head, slightly puzzled by the question. “Gotten into me? What do you mean?”
 

Her eyes wandered along my face, studying me for a while before they met my gaze again. “All of the ‘my love’s’ and ‘my sweet’s.’ You haven’t called me names like that in years.”
 

I smiled before I spoke. “I mean all of them. I’m happy to see you relaxing a little.”
 

She nodded at my answer. Then one arm fell from my shoulder before I could do anything about it and a moment later her soft hand cupped my rigid prick.
 

I drew in a quick breath at the pleasant but surprising pressure. “What are you doing?” I asked with an awkward chuckle.
 

She bit her lip. “What about this?”
 

My mind started racing to find an answer. Obviously I wasn’t going to blurt out that Reg had suggested he was going to try and bed her and that had me harder than a twenty year old man who hadn’t been fucked in a fortnight. “You just…that swimsuit’s really sexy on you,” I said instead. A half-lie, she did look terrific, but I sort of thought of myself as past the age and experienced enough where just seeing a woman didn’t inspire this sort of rigidity anymore.
 

“Oh yeah?” she asked, sounding unconvinced.
 

“What can I say?”
 

Her eyes narrowed ever so slightly. Like she knew I was harboring a secret but wasn’t ready to confront me about it just yet. “You want me to take care of it for you?”
 

My heart started to race. I couldn’t believe it. Sex last night. Naughty kitchen sex this morning and now this? Taking care of a random erection the source of which was suspect? “What’s gotten into you?” I asked half-jokingly.
 

Sharon kept me locked in her gaze. She squeezed my cock again, as if she couldn’t quite believe how hard I was herself. She glanced over at the patio door. “You think your friend’s going to come back and surprise us again?” she asked.
 

Reg had no reason to show up on the porch again but the way this weird day was going who could know for sure. “Probably not,” I muttered, too much of my mind between my legs to think of something witty.
 

“What were you two talking about anyway?” Sharon asked.
 

I couldn’t help that my eyes widened. Because as she asked the question she stroked my cock as if my conversation with Reg and the way she was touching me were somehow intertwined. Lust flooded through me. My cock jumped in her firm grip. I had to brace myself against the table behind me. “Just…guy things,” I muttered. My mind dropped into fight or flight.
 

Was she suspicious? Was that what that look meant? Had she overheard one of Reg’s lewd remarks and was now trying to get me to confess? Or was this all a coincidence that I was blowing out of proportion because of my strange new itch I felt the need to scratch?
 

“What sorts of guy things?” Sharon prodded, massaging me through my shorts with her palm.
 

My eyes darted side to side as I tried to think of an answer. Nothing came up. I smiled and raised a hand. Wrapped it around her wrist and tried to pry her hand away from my organ. “You want to take this upstairs?” I asked. Upstairs where I could take back some semblance of control. Maybe get on top of her, or do it doggy style so she couldn’t see my face to try and read my mind. But of course that was not to be.
 

Sharon leaned toward me, paused her gentle rub and whispered “I kind of had fun down here this morning. Want to do it like that again?” she asked. 
 

A wickedness infected her smile that drove me wild. My resolve melted and in an instant I felt like putty in her hands. “Sure. If you want. I guess,” I muttered.
 

Sharon chuckled. In a way that made it clear she knew that my attempt at playing it cool about the situation was just an act. “Oh yeah,” she purred, undoing my zipper. She pulled down the elastic of my underwear and my cock sprang out, slapping her on the wrist. She laughed again. “Wow. Impressive,” she said softly looking down at my prick. “But seriously,” she said, wrapping her soft, warm palm around it and looking up at me again. “What brought this on?”
 

“I…I…uh…” I stammered before abandoning any attempt at an explanation that made sense.
 

“Was it guy things?” she asked.
 

My body betrayed me. My cock flexed in her hand. My eyes darted down to see clear fluid beading at the tip. It collected until the surface tension broke. Then it rolled down my shaft and onto Sharon’s thumb. I glanced up to find her watching me. “Uh…no. Of course not.”
 

She raised one eyebrow. “Oh really?” she mused, eyeing my flexing cock and milking it for more liquid.
 

Her treatment of me was as arousing as it was bizarre. Not twenty-four hours earlier she’d been all business about getting our weekly intercourse wrapped up in time to watch her TV show. Now she was standing in front of me in her swimsuit, hand wrapped around my cock and purring like a lusty minx hungry for a fucking.
 

“I don’t…I mean I didn’t…we weren’t…” I blathered trying again to come up with a plausible excuse for my hardness.
 

“Reg kind of lonely over there?” she asked.
 

My eyes widened again. “What?” I whispered.
 

She narrowed her eyes. “Oh come on Mark,” she chided. “I might be a bitchy middle aged wife but I still have eyes.”
 

What?!?
 

“Eyes?” I asked. “What did you see?”
 

Sharon rolled her eyes. “Oh don’t start with me,” she said. “You think I don’t know why Reg was draped over that fence with his tongue hanging out of his mouth?”
 

“What are you talking about?” I could have sworn my member grew an inch at what she’d said.
 

Sharon drew a line up the underside of my shaft with her wet thumb. “You think I don’t know what guys are like? I saw the way he looked at me when I showed up in that t-shirt in his garage.” She scratched her thumbnail against my glans.
 

I was beside myself. This was a side of Sharon I’d never seen before. She might have been less uptight when we’d first met but this was downright tawdry. Knew what guys were like? What the hell did she know about what guys were like? And why was she jerking me off about it?!?
 

“Did it happen to have something to do with this morning?” she asked.
 

“This morning? What about this morning?” I blathered.
 

Sharon shook her head slowly. “You’re a terrible liar,” she said, squeezing me again.
 

I grunted at the pleasant pressure and the way it made my balls tighten. Another glance at her revealed there was no getting out of this. She’d know in a second if I told a lie. And who knew what my punishment for that might be? But could I really tell her all the nasty things Reg had said about her? About us in the kitchen and about…about wanting to… Just thinking about it again made me groan.
 

Sharon choked my cock with her fist and grinned. “Spit it out.” Releasing her grip slightly she slid her hand up and down, her palm now slick with my precum.
 

I looked down. The head of my cock was throbbing and an angry red color. My groin was so tight I felt like I was going to pop at any moment. And Sharon’s insistent glare lit a fire in me like I don’t think I’d ever felt. “He…he knew what we were doing.”
 

Her momentary puzzlement faded quickly. The smile crawled back across her lips. Like she actually enjoyed the thought that Reg had caught us in the act. “You mean in the kitchen when he came back with the gas can?” she asked quietly.
 

I nodded. My face was hot. My chest was, too. My cock felt like it was burning up. I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer. “You sure you don’t want to go upst…”
 

“I want to stay right here,” Sharon interrupted. “What did he say?”
 

I gripped the table so hard my fingernails dug into the wood. “Oh god,” I moaned, feeling a climax welling up from between my legs.
 

Sharon circled my cock with a finger and thumb, slid down to the base of my shaft and tightened her grip again. She looked down at the way my cock was jumping between us. “Hang on,” she whispered. “Not yet.”
 

My head started to spin as she looked up at me again.
 

“What did he say Mark?”
 

I swallowed and looked deep into her eyes. The kitchen seemed to shrink around us. “He said…he said…he smelled it.”
 

Sharon paused, then smirked. She relaxed her grip on around my cock and ran a few fingers up the underside. “He didn’t say it like that though, did he?”
 

I shook my head. Sharon’s sudden…control over me, because that was exactly what it was, was bizarrely erotic.
 

“What did he say?” she repeated.
 

“He…he called it your sex stink.”
 

This caused her to smirk again but in a way that made it seem like she’d known it all along. Knew how guys talked. Knew that deep down inside I was one of those guys, no matter how upstanding a husband and father I might be. “Is that what got you all excited?” she whispered. “Reg saying dirty things about your wife?” She smiled with one corner of her mouth. “You throw him a few more morsels? Is that it? Bragging about banging your wife in the kitchen?”
 

My head nearly exploded. I’d been a little tipsy earlier in the morning. Spilled the beans about what Reg had said to try and spice things up. It had been hot.
 

Now, though, now that she had me pinned to the table for an inquisition this whole thing seemed to be spinning out of my control. Which caused me to want to explain myself. “Sharon I didn’t…I mean, I don’t talk like that,” I protested. “He started babbling and you were swimming and I just kind of went along with it to shut him up.”
 

She wrapped her sweet hand around me again and started stroking. “I know you’re not like that,” she said, eyeing my hard muscle. She raised her eyes to meet mine. “But you must have kind of liked it. Otherwise what would this be about?” she asked giving me another squeeze.
 

I opened my mouth but all I could manage was wagging my jaw a few times. I had nowhere to hide.
 

“Oh relax, Mark. I’m not offended. I might be a little uptight sometimes but you don’t go through life with a set of these,” she said shaking her chest, “and not know when men are looking at you.”
 

Her flippant acknowledgement, that she was aware of her own attractiveness and just had to live with it was, for some reason, also intensely arousing. She knew? She knew men gawked at her tits and her ass as she walked by them? Did she like it? Why hadn’t she ever said anything?
 

“You did kind of like it didn’t you?” she asked, her voice a whisper.
 

“I…I…I don’t…”
 

Sharon shrugged. “It’s okay. You’re a good man. You want to crack some jokes with Reg about your wife I won’t be mad.”
 

“I didn’t crack any…”
 

She raised an eyebrow again. “Oh yeah? Just told him to shut up did you?”
 

My eyes fell. I shook my head. “I tried…I was kind of mean. He got all hurt and…”
 

“And you joined in to cheer him up?”
 

I looked up at her again, dumbfounded. “Did you hear us?”
 

Sharon’s eyes wandered over my expression again. “No. But I saw you looking at me. I saw him looking at me. And I wasn’t born yesterday.” Through all this she hadn’t stopped her fondling.
 

My nuts were tightening and I was on the verge of an orgasm again. “I’m sorry,” I muttered.
 

“Oh stop. I’m sorry.”
 

“You?” I said. “For what?” I asked.
 

Her shoulders slouched a little. “For being so uptight.”
 

The conversation, to my dismay, seemed to be heading in the wrong direction. But it seemed like Sharon wanted to get something off her chest and I didn’t want to stand in the way of that. I tried to draw her hand away from my cock. “If you want to talk…”
 

She swatted mine away. “I don’t want to talk right now. I want to do this.”
 

“Okay,” I said, trying not to pant.
 

“Are you close?”
 

“So very close,” I whispered.
 

She reached out with her other hand and grabbed mine. This time she brought it to her crotch. Hooking her fingers into her bathing suit she pulled her bathing suit to one side. “Touch me,” she said.
 

With my cock throbbing almost painfully in her hand I slid a finger along her seam. My eyes bugged and my jaw fell.
 

She was sodden.
 

“Put it in me,” she asked.
 

Parting her pussy lips I slipped my finger into her fleshy groove.
 

Sharon shuddered. Her grip on my prick tightened. She looked up and her smile had faded replaced by a wanton abandon in her eyes. “Put another one in,” she whispered.
 

I stuffed my middle finger in with my index, stretching the walls of her cunt.
 

She wrapped her hand around my wrist and squeezed. “One more,” she gasped.
 

Still bug-eyed in disbelief I worked my ring finger into her.
 

Her eyes fluttered shut. Her body shook against me. Her lips parted and she licked them. “Now fuck me with your hand,” she panted.
 

Stunned, I slipped my fingers carefully out of her then slid them back in. I did that three more times before Sharon let go of my cock and grabbed my wrist with both her hands. “Not like that. Like this,” she explained. She jerked my fingers out of her then jammed them back in then pulled them out again like they were a plunger. After dictating a suitable rhythm she grabbed my cock again and started jerking.
 

The kitchen filled with the dank scent of her sex stink and the sucking sounds of her pussy as I finger fucked her.
 

I stood there and clung to the edge of my orgasm for as long as I could. My mind replayed our conversation over and over with the odd intermission to remember Reg’s promise and visions it had evoked. All the while I could not get over what I’d just heard Sharon say. My knees started shaking. “I’m gonna…” I grunted.
 

Sharon clenched her jaw, tightened her grip around my cock and started pumping harder. Her thighs parted and she did a dirty little curtsy, riding my hand to get it deeper into her.
 

As my climax overwhelmed me a streak of white ejaculate shot from the tip of my cock. It landed in a diagonal slash across her navy blue swimsuit. It was quickly followed by another and another. The bone-rattling orgasm was over as quickly as it had come. My fingers started to cramp but the look on Sharon’s face doubled my resolve.
 

A moment later she grabbed me by the wrist again and slowed my pumping, then made me stop. Everything went still except the muscles of her pussy contracting on my hand and the soft squish that accompanied. Her legs started to shake. The tremor worked it’s way up her body making her belly tremble and her tits jiggle. She sucked in a slow raspy breath that made it sound like she was having trouble getting air.
 

Then her eyes opened slowly. She uncrossed them and looked into mine as she sighed. She looked drunk.
 

I eased my hand out of her pussy, blushing at the intimate way our bodies had been coupled.
 

Her bikini snapped back into place.
 

She bit her lower lip and looked down at the ground. “I should take a shower,” she said softly.
 

All I could do was nod. I followed her with my eyes, watching her ass sway up the stairs until she disappeared.
 

I’d do all the dump runs she asked for if the whole stay-cation was going to be like this.
 






Chapter Six

 


I woke up a little bleary-eyed the next morning. Rubbing my face I glanced at the alarm clock on the nightstand. Hope swelled inside my chest when I saw it was ten minutes to ten.
 

Sunday service started at ten o’clock. We were normally in the car by twenty past nine but with the kids gone we could have made it if we’d started driving at nine-thirty. But ten to ten? No way we were getting there on time. I said a quiet prayer for the blessing of a lazy Sunday morning spent in bed instead of in a pew.
 

Sharon peeked her head through the door to the en-suite and my heart sank. She was smiling, which was lovely, but she also had her makeup on. Which wasn’t. “Hey sleepy-head,” she said in an unusually sing-song voice. “Nine-fifty. I’m impressed.”
 

“I’m sorry sweetie,” I said, feigning disappointment. “I guess we’ll have to skip church this week, huh? We’ll never make it on time.”
 

“Oh didn’t you read the newsletter? They moved it to ten thirty for the summer. You want to come with me?”
 

A deep rage began to bubble in the bottom of my belly. It only lasted a few seconds but it was the kind of feeling you get when you just sit down with a beer and a magazine and the kids come barrelling in and tell you they’re hungry and could they have some dinner?
 

I decided that maybe it was time to assert my natural rights as a man. That question always drove me a little crazy. Do you want to come with me? As if there were an answer other than “of course” that I could give. It was always the same thing, too. Not “we’re going to church” or “can you please come with me to church?” No. It had to be passive aggressive like that, as if I had a choice.
 

Well I decided not today. Not on this vacation-not-vacation when the kids were gone and I didn’t need to set a good example and I could spend the morning lounging in the backyard or in the pool or reading a book. This was going to be the day that stood up for myself and…
 

Sharon stepped out of the bathroom.
 

My jaw dropped.
 

She was wearing a Sunday dress I didn’t even knew she owned. All white, it hugged her curves spectacularly before flaring into an airy shape at her thighs. It was sleeveless and she’d put on a small sweater to cover her shoulders and upper arms. The sweater was buttoned but together with the neckline of the dress created an impossibly perfect frame for just the first hint of a cleave her breasts made pressed together by a push up bra.
 

A small gold chain with a crucifix was draped around her neck.
 

She looked stunning.
 

“I…I…are you sure we can make it?” I stammered.
 

She turned her wrist and glanced at the tiny gold watch her father had given her for her thirtieth birthday. “If we can be in the car in seven minutes we’ll be there in plenty of time,” she reassured.
 

I leapt out of bed and past her into the bathroom, brushed my teeth, ran a comb through my hair, then ran around the room collecting socks and pants and a shirt. I was downstairs six minutes later.
 

Sharon was waiting by the door wearing a big smile. “It’s so nice to see you this enthusiastic about church,” she said.
 

I muttered something about not wanting to let Reverend Thompson down as I stuffed my feet into my shoes.
 

Sharon stood to the side watching me and smiling.
 

I pulled the car out of the garage. She met me on the driveway and was about to open the door when a thought struck me. I held up a hand, threw my door open and ran around to the passenger side of the car. “Allow me,” I said, bowing my head slightly.
 

Sharon was tickled. She chuckled at my half-serious chivalry, then lowered herself into her seat. The open toed heels she was wearing were scandalous enough, according to the Ways of Sharon. She’d doubled down and painted her toes pink to boot.
 

I couldn’t believe it and couldn’t help think it had something to do with what had happened yesterday between us. Jogging back around the car I dropped down into my seat, closed the door and backed out of the driveway.
 

As I drove I couldn’t keep myself from stealing glances at her calves, the pretty lines of her feet and, occasionally when I got brave, the pleasantly bulging flesh of her breasts.
 

“Eyes on the road, mister,” Sharon said. This was bizarre because I was very careful to make sure she was turned the other way before ogling her. She’d been looking out the passenger window when I peered over at her tits.
 

“How did you…”
 

Sharon turned and looked squarely at me. “Women just know, Mark. Why do you think I wear pant suits most of the time?”
 

I shook my head in amazement. There was apparently a whole world of women’s intuition I was completely ignorant about. I turned and looked at her one more time. “So why are you…why do you look so amazing today?”
 

Sharon chuckled. “Nice save.” She shrugged. “I liked the way you were looking at me yesterday, I guess.”
 

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. She looked so good I felt a little bad at my own slightly shabby attire. But I felt like a king for having a woman like her on my arm.
 

We got to church with a few minutes to spare. I parked the car and we hurried across the lot and through the doors. And somehow as we walked down the side aisle I started to get a sense of Sharon’s intuition.
 

They were everywhere. Eyes everywhere. Heads turning, then quickly turning back. Men’s natural instincts commanding them to gawk before their social mores kicked in causing them to look back toward the altar. But you could tell. You could tell that lustful thoughts were intruding on their minds.
 

I started to better understand the pant-suits, too.
 

But Sharon seemed unperturbed. She asked an elderly woman if she minded if we shared her pew. The woman smiled, patted the seat next to her and said “not at all.”
 

The service passed by in a flash. Mostly because I was not paying the least bit of attention to anything but Sharon sitting next to me. Watching Sharon sitting quietly with her eyes closed or on her knees praying I couldn’t help but juxtapose those poses with the dirty things we’d done the day before and with her admission about knowing the dirty ways of men’s minds.
 

At the end we shuffled down the aisle toward the exit, where Reverend Thompson was standing greeting people on their way out the door. His eyes lit up when he saw us, or perhaps more accurately when he saw Sharon. He gave her a warm smile and a good long handshake before turning to me and giving the briefest of hello’s. “Sharon it’s lovely to see you,” he said, his eyes studiously pointed at her face. But he looked like at any moment they might pop out on springs, like those party glasses, and swing toward what he really wanted to stare at. “Where are the children?” he asked.
 

“They’re at their grandparents,” Sharon explained. “We’ve got so much to do around the house we thought it would be easier with them out of the way. They’ll be back in a couple of weeks.”
 

“Of course. Of course. Much easier without them around,” Reverend Thompson agreed. “Well I hope you two are making some time for fun as well. You know what they say about all work and no play!” He burst into a nearly maniacal fit of giggling then looked at me with the craziest stare. “You enjoy the rest of your Sunday and God bless you both!”
 

It was bizarre. Reverend Thompson was normally the most mild-mannered almost shy human being. I was still scratching my head about his behaviour on our way to the car in the parking lot. I turned to look at Sharon. “What the heck was that back there?” I asked.
 

Sharon shot me a pointed stare and a half-smile. “That is why I wear pant-suits,” she said.
 

I opened the door for her again then got in myself. The sun had baked the inside of the car and I turned the air conditioning to full before pulling out of the parking spot.
 

My mind drifted back to when Sharon and I had met. I tried to remember if I’d ever noticed other men’s attention. I certainly didn’t remember feeling jealous, not that I was feeling jealous then, either. It just seemed like such an obvious thing now that she’d pointed it out. “Can I ask you something?”
 

“Of course,” she said.
 

“You know men look at you like that. Is that annoying?”
 

She smiled and sighed. “A lot less annoying if the kids aren’t around. There’s just nothing sexy about it if they are.”
 

My throat tightened. Sexy? “But there is if they’re not?” I ventured.
 

Sharon kept her eyes on the road ahead but a smile flickered across her lips again. “I mean, if I’m inviting it it’s not that bad.”
 

A knot formed in my stomach. A delicious sort of tension that you get when you’re young and looking for a mate and the world is full of possibilities. “And you’re inviting it now?” I asked, my fingers tightening around the steering wheel.
 

“Just having a little fun,” Sharon replied. She turned to look at me. “Why? Are you jealous?”
 

Excitement crackled through me. I glanced at her then back at the road. “I mean…it’s only natural isn’t it? You’re mine and all these men are looking at you. I’m not mad about it. But there is something…I don’t know. Something that seems wrong about it, I guess.” My cock had been half-awake since I first laid eyes on Sharon that morning. Her coy demeanour and the way the conversation was progressing made it start to harden.
 

A few minutes of silence passed between us.
 

“You kind of like it?” Sharon asked softly out of nowhere.
 

The question caught me almost completely off guard. I’d been trying to figure that out myself since the whole thing with Reg the previous morning. Sharon bringing it out into the light amplified my arousal. “I don’t know,” I replied. “I think…there’s…there’s something about it that gets me going.”
 

Sharon pulled her hand out of her lap and slowly passed it over mine. It settled ever so gently in my crotch, over my half-hard cock. “Certainly seems that way,” she whispered.
 

I shook my head, unable to unearth what lay at the root of this strange new feeling.
 

Sharon put her hand back in her lap.
 

I looked at her out of the corner of my eye. She was still wearing the same faint smile and seemed quite pleased with herself. It urged me on. She looked like she wanted to…play. “Why’d you wear that today?” I asked.
 

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Kind of fun. Don’t you like it?”
 

“You look amazing. But…you kind of know that already, don’t you?”
 

The smile widened and she chuckled. “Kind of, yeah,” she said.
 

More excitement sizzled down my spine heightening my arousal. “You kind of like it too,” I said. “Knowing all those guys are leering at you?”
 

Sharon looked out the window and fiddled with her thumbs. A quiet giggle bubbled out of her. “Kind of, yeah,” she repeated quietly.
 

I gripped the steering wheel even harder and leaned on the accelerator with my foot. My heart was racing and no amount of air conditioning could wick the sweat off the back of my neck. We got home in record time. I jumped out of the car, opened Sharon’s door and offered a hand to help her out.
 

She took it, stood up and smiled then started walking toward the house.
 

I nearly slammed the door shut on my hand as I stumbled to follow her. As I walked in I watched her set her purse down on the side table in the hall and start to kick off her shoes. Blood was pumping through my veins. My cock was hard. I needed her. I just wondered if it would be pushing my luck trying to get into her four times in under forty-eight hours.
 

But in that state men don’t tend to think much about consequences. And I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been in such a state of heightened arousal without booze. I reached out, wrapped my fingers around her arm and turned her toward me.
 

Had I done that on any other day she would have hissed or clucked or swatted me away and asked me what I was doing, then told me she had laundry to do. But on that day, that holy and incredibly exciting day, she just fixed me with those playful eyes and that smile flirting with the corners of her mouth. Like she knew just what I wanted, no, what I needed so desperately from her again. “Sharon,” I said, my voice raspy from my tight throat.
 

“What is it?” she asked, feigning a girlish innocence.
 

I stepped closer to her and stared into her beautiful eyes. “I want it again.” It was, I think, the boldest request I’d ever made. But for the first time in years I felt like a man, a real man and she looked like the same beautiful woman I’d married except now I knew she knew it. She’d known the whole time but life had made her tired of it.
 

Her smile faded. Her lips pushed out in a sultry pout. “Are you just going to stand there? Or are you going to take it?”
 

My hard-on rose to an iron stiffness as I spun her around and pressed her up against the banister.
 






Chapter Seven

 


Her smirk at my rough handling sent more arousal raging through me. “What’s that smirk for?” I growled as our little game heated up.
 

“I forgot how fun it is to dress up and make boys do what I want.”
 

I undid my belt buckle and yanked my pants down off my hips. My head was swimming with lust. I grabbed both of Sharon’s wrists and pinned them at the small of her back. Tugged my boxers off. My cock sprang out. I pulled up Sharon’s dress, revelling in the way her thighs were revealed inch by inch. “Is this how you make me do what you want? By acting like a little sl…” I bit my tongue. The blood drained from my face. I glanced at Sharon. Her face was turned to the wall and I couldn’t see her expression. “Shit,” I muttered. “I’m sorry.”
 

Sometimes we dirty talked. But I’d never ever called her dirty names.
 

She glanced over her shoulder at me. “Is that what you want me to be? A dirty little slut?”
 

I couldn’t believe it. The blood that had drained from my face flooded into my cock and it bounced, the tip sliding against Sharon’s dress.
 

Sharon’s back arched. Her ass pressed against my cock and she slid it up and down. “Is that what you want me to be? Your little slut?” she repeated.
 

I reached between us and yanked her underwear down onto her thighs. The scent of her arousal, her sex smell wafted up and tickled my nose. Growing bolder with each passing second I reached up with my other hand, twisted it through her hair and yanked her head back. “That’s what I want,” I growled.
 

“Then say it,” she demanded.
 

“I want…I want…I want you to be my dirty little slut,” I barked.
 

Sharon gasped and gripped the banister.
 

Dizzy with arousal I pulled her ass cheek to one side. I pressed my cock between her thighs then up against her sex. Hot lubricant leaked out of her. I slid it back and forth until it was slathered in her wet. “You dirty slut. Parading around like that in church. Did you like knowing all those men were watching you? You know what they were thinking?” I let go of her hair and put both hands on her hips.
 

Sharon looked over her shoulder at me and giggled. “From the way you’re acting I have some ideas.”
 

My eyes bugged and my body reacted on it’s own. My hips jutted forward, spearing my hard cock into her soaked sex. The pleasure that crackled through me was electric, heightened by what Sharon had just said.
 

“Oh my god you’re so hard,” Sharon whispered. She was still staring at me over her shoulder. “You…this really turns you on,” she said.
 

Gripping her hips I drew myself out then slammed back into her. The banister shook.
 

Sharon bit her lip.
 

I looked up and our eyes met.
 

“You want me to keep going?” she asked.
 

I clenched my jaw and looked down at my cock protruding from her. It was aching with need for a release. “Yes,” I muttered.
 

Sharon’s lips parted and she drew in a quiet breath. “Do you want to know a secret?”
 

I shuddered at the question and locked eyes with her again. “Yes,” I muttered.
 

“I saw Reg walking through the backyard yesterday. Right before he almost caught us. I watched him walking toward us and…”
 

My cock turned to steel inside her.
 

A touch of anguish spread across her face. She rose up onto her toes, reached down between her legs and touched herself. “You’re so deep,” she whimpered.
 

“And what?” I barked. “Tell me.”
 

She looked over her shoulder at me again. “It made me come. Knowing he might see us made me come, Mark.”
 

Her admission flipped a switch. I experienced something I never had before. My cock started to spit ejaculate deep into her pussy as I stood there perfectly still.
 

Sharon gasped and her eyes widened as she felt it twitching. “Are you…”
 

“I’m coming,” I grunted.
 

Her eyes opened wider still. Pressing her hand against her clit she started to rub.
 

Slow waves of pleasure rolled over me bending and twisting my mind. All I could focus on was the receding tickling ache at the root of my cock and the way each twitch brought me closer to the release I’d craved. And in the background I kept hearing Sharon’s words repeating. Knowing he might see us made me come.
 

Her slippery flicking quickened. She gasped. Suddenly I felt her cunt squeeze and her body start to shake. She had her eyes closed tight, one hand still on the banister and she was coming.
 

And I could only dream of what was going on inside her mind that had sent her over the edge. I held her by the hips, impaled deep inside her still and savoured the squishy hugs of her snatch around my member.
 

She shook again a moment later and exhaled. A bead of sweat had broken on her brow. Her hair was messed up. She blew a strand out of her eyes as she stood there panting.
 

The situation suddenly seemed surreal now that we were ourselves again. I don’t think we’d ever had sex like that before. We’d certainly never talked like that. I cleared my throat, not sure how she felt that I was still inside her now that it was over. I started pulling out.
 

“Hang on a sec,” Sharon whispered. She reached down and pulled her panties up her thighs. “Okay. Go ahead.”
 

I looked down. As the tip of my flagging cock flopped out of her I saw a creamy trickle of sperm leak out and onto the fabric of her underwear. A moment later she pulled them up and covered her ass with her dress.
 

I tucked myself into my boxers and pulled my pants up. As I rose Sharon turned around.
 

She was blushing, looking side to side and I could see the beginnings of a smile forming on the corners of her mouth.
 

“Hey,” I said, pulling her toward me.
 

She tipped her head back and our eyes met. “Hey yourself,” she said.
 

“You’re amazing,” I whispered. “Where have you been my whole life?”
 

Sharon chuckled. “Doing laundry and making peanut butter sandwiches.”
 

I shook my head, my eyes riveted to how beautiful she looked in that post-coital glow. “You’re not mad? About…what I said?”
 

She tilted her head to one side. “Did I seem mad to you just then?”
 

“If you were I’m going to work harder to piss you off.”
 

Sharon rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Yeah. I knew you were dirty like the rest of them but I didn’t know you were that dirty,” she said.
 

“I didn’t…”
 

She put a hand on my chest. “I liked it.”
 

My heart soared. “What did you like?”
 

She scowled. “Maaark,” she said, her cheeks getting even redder with embarrassment. She turned to look away.
 

But I couldn’t resist. I had her right where I wanted her. Right where I couldn’t have ever, not in my dirtiest dreams, believe she’d be. “Come on baby,” I pleaded in a whisper. “Please? That was so hot. I want to know.”
 

She put a hand over her eyes.
 

I pulled it away and turned her face to mine with a finger on her cheek. “Come on. You can do it. Feel this. I’m getting hard again just standing here thinking about it.” I pressed her hand against my bulging cock.
 

Her eyes went wide in disbelief.
 

“You feel what you’re doing to me?”
 

She looked up into my eyes and stared at me for what must have been a minute. “You really want to know?” she finally asked.
 

“So, so badly,” I admitted.
 

She bit her lip.
 

“Come on baby. You can do it. For me.”
 

She drew in a breath. “I…” Her eyes fluttered down to the lump in my pants. She reached out and brushed the tips of her fingers against it. Then, to my astonishment, she pulled my pants and boxers down again. Her eyes widened as my cock sprang out between us. She looked up at me again. “Come here,” she whispered, raising her dress again.
 

As I stepped into her she pulled down her underwear. Then she wrapped a leg around mine and pulled me in closer still. Her pubes scratched my cock. I saw the stain my emission had made in her panties.
 

She put a hand on my ass and pulled me into herself. She put her hand on the back of my neck and squeezed me with her pussy again.
 

I was in heaven.
 

“I thought of all those eyes on me when we walked into church,” she whispered.
 

“Oh god,” I groaned, feeling another climax welling in my loins.
 

Sharon gasped at feeling my cock harden inside her. “You really like this,” she said.
 

“Keep going baby,” I pleaded.
 

“I thought…I thought of what they’d…I have this fantasy.”
 

“Oh god yes,” I muttered.
 

She slid back and forth greasing my shaft with her slick. “Sometimes when we’re…when we’re in bed I think about it. I have this fantasy that all these men are around me and…and inside me, in all of my…holes.” She shuddered as she said it.
 

Come started to seep into my shaft. “Don’t stop,” I begged.
 

“They’re all in me and around me and…and you’re there and you’re watching me and you can’t stop looking at me and sometimes…sometimes that makes me come,” she said with a whimper.
 

Her pussy was squeezing my cock like a tube of toothpaste. Come started to leak from me again. “Oh god. Don’t stop.”
 

Sharon started panting. She pulled me closer until I felt her breath on my cheek. “And then…when I was touching myself, when you were…when you were shooting up inside me I thought…” She gasped and closed her eyes. “I thought of Reg.” She rocked me back and forth, my cock sliding ever so slowly out and in. “I thought of what it would be like if Reg…if Reg were in me and not you.”
 

I groaned as the dam broke. Sharon thinking of Reg, thinking of him inside her instead of me, hearing her say it was the sexiest thing.
 

She tipped her hips back and forth sliding along my rigid muscle as it spewed whatever seed was left in my nuts up into her pussy, her hand still on the back of my neck.
 

The climax only lasted a few seconds. I’d never felt so spent.
 

Sharon unlocked her leg. She released my neck and looked down as she pushed me gently away. More semen dribbled out of her, adding to the mess already in her underwear. She blushed and smiled and covered up. “Well,” she whispered. “We should get our day started. Do you want to help me clean the upstairs this afternoon?”
 

Hell no. I leaned in and kissed her and put a hand on her cheek. “Baby. Let’s not do this.”
 

She frowned. “Not do what?” she asked.
 

“This, whatever this is going on between us, this is so amazing. Let’s just…forget about all the cleaning.”
 

Her back stiffened. “Forget about the cleaning?” she asked, bewildered.
 

“Listen to me. This is all we’ve got. This week. Just you and me. Let’s relax. I haven’t felt like this in…years,” I admitted. “Have you?”
 

She started to pout.
 

“Look at me.”
 

She did.
 

“Tell me. Say it. You know it’s true. You haven’t felt like this either.”
 

Her eyes focused on some spot in the distance. We stood there like that for a few minutes. Then she looked up at me again. “I told myself last week that we were going to enjoy this time alone together. And then…” She trailed off.
 

“And then you started making lists?” I offered.
 

She chuckled and nodded. “And then I started making lists.”
 

I nodded. My heart grew in my chest as I watched Sharon transform back into the person I’d married. I’d seen a glimmer of it the night before. It was like she was shedding the armour she normally wore to keep the world at bay. It was beautiful. “Forget about them.”
 

“Hm?”
 

“Forget about the lists.”
 

Sharon rolled her eyes. “Oh Mark don’t be ridiculous. There’s so much we need to get done and it’ll take twice as long if the boys are underfoot.”
 

“Hey,” I whispered.
 

She looked up at me again. “What?” she asked in a whisper.
 

“Forget about the lists. I’ll do all that stuff next week. I promise. Let’s relax. You deserve it as much as I do.”
 

Her eyes fell to my chest. I could tell she was mulling it over. Tempted by the tantalizing promise of long, lazy days lounging around the house, chores be damned. Her lips parted. She drew in a breath. Tilted her head, looking skeptical for a minute. She bit her lip and looked up at me again. “You’re not going to do it,” she said.
 

“I will. I swear I will. I’ll get up early. Stay up late. Whatever it takes. I’ll do all the dump runs you want. They’re gonna’ be so sick of me over there showing up with all that trash.”
 

Sharon looked to one side and started laughing.
 

I could just feel all she needed was another little nudge and this would be the best week we’d ever shared. I leaned closer. “We could even, you know, have Reg over for dinner. If you wanted.”
 

Her laughter faded and her eyes snapped to meet mine. “Mark!”
 

“What? You worried?”
 

“Worried?” She looked terrified and excited all at once.
 

I leaned in closer still, my lips just a few inches from hers. “You worried you’re gonna’ lose control? Maybe let something…dangerous happen?” I asked softly.
 

A few seconds of silence passed as we stared into each other’s eyes. “Don’t be ridiculous,” she whispered. “This is a fun game but…”
 

“But what?” I whispered.
 

“But I would never actually…I’m not going to cheat on my husband,” she said, her expression solemn.
 

Cheat on my husband.
 

The words sliced through me. A fresh swell of arousal followed. “It wouldn’t be cheating if I gave you permission,” I ventured.
 

Sharon huffed and shook her head.
 

My stomach tightened. Had I gone too far? Had I just ruined our chance at a relaxing week? I reached out and touched her arm. “Okay. Forget about that. But forget about the chores, too. We’ll get them done I promise. Let’s let loose and relax a little? For me?”
 

She stared at me for a long time. “Okay,” she finally said.
 

“Okay?”
 

“Okay I’ll forget about the lists.”
 

An uneasy excitement blossomed in my stomach. I was thrilled she was going to forget about the lists. The fact that she’d agreed right after my suggestion of inviting Reg to dinner made my cock twitch.
 

Sharon narrowed her eyes. “And I guess you can invite your friend to dinner if you want. Just don’t get any dirty ideas. But right now let me go. Can you open the pool up again? I’ve got to get cleaned up. I’m filthy.”
 

Oh yes you are, I nearly said out loud. I stepped back and watched her walk up the stairs.
 

She shot me a playful scowl. “I said no dirty ideas,” she said before bursting into giggles.
 

But it was too late. I had already had all of the dirty ideas and none of them were going away.
 






Chapter Eight

 


I was nearly done skimming the pool when out of the corner of my eye I saw Reg’s big arms fold over the top of the fence. I turned and smiled at him. A frisson of lust pulsed through me at the memory of my conversation with Sharon moments earlier.
 

“Hey big guy,” Reg boomed, eyeing the skimmer. “Wife taking another dip?”
 

“She sure is,” I said, fishing one last leaf out of the water.
 

“You get some Sunday pussy in there?” he asked, nodding toward the house.
 

I chortled at Reg’s shamelessness. “That would be my business, Reg,” I said, leaning the skimmer against the shed and strolling over toward the fence.
 

“Yeah. You did,” he said, a grin sprouting along his lips.
 

I shook my head and laughed again. “And how would you know?” I asked.
 

“You’ve got that loosey-goosey walk going. You’re all floppy, Marky-Mark.” He narrowed his eyes in a way that made it clear he was going to say something untoward. “She must have drained you good,” he growled. “Bet you stunk up the place again, too.”
 

“You’re really something, Reg,” I said.
 

“Oh yeah,” he said, nodding and grinning. “You think about my offer?”
 

“What offer was that?”
 

“Case of beer for fucking your wife.”
 

My gut tightened and a pulse of adrenaline shot down to my toes.
 

Reg grinned wider and pointed a meaty finger at me. “Gotcha!”
 

I flashed a weak smile. “Yeah. I guess you did.” It took a few moments for the lightness in my head to go away. Behind me the door to the house slid open.
 

Reg straightened and his lips parted. “Holy shit,” he whispered.
 

I knew before I laid eyes on her that Sharon was not wearing her modest one piece. I’m not sure how. Reggie’s reaction I guess. A knot formed in my stomach as I turned around slowly. It tightened as I laid eyes on Sharon.
 

The one piece had, in fact, been abandoned. In it’s place was a red bikini Sharon had bought the summer before her first pregnancy. Her boobs were bigger and the top was stretched trying to contain them. Her slim tummy was on full display. My throat went tight as she looked over at us and waved.
 

“Hey Reg!” she said. She threw the towel she had draped over one arm onto a deck chair.
 

Reg raised his hand and waved but without any of his usual swagger. He looked like he might just actually start drooling looking at Sharon. “Hey Sharon,” he bellowed.
 

An anxious tension filled me as Sharon, instead of slipping into the pool, waltzed over to where we were standing. She put on a real show for Reg and, I assume, for me. Swinging her hips side to side, her breasts bouncing with each step. She was wearing a wide grin. She stepped right up to me and put a hand around my waist. “What’s happening?” she asked Reg.
 

His eyes wandered down her body pausing at all her softest bits.
 

I glanced at Sharon. She didn’t seem the least bit upset by being checked out. Still smiling, she put a hand on her hip, which only accentuated her curvy figure.
 

“Uh…not much at all,” Reg said, finally managing to drag his eyes up to meet hers. “How about you?”
 

“I was just going to go for a swim. Mark over here has successfully convinced me to try and enjoy some of our stay-cation so I’m going to start with a dip. Do you like to swim Reg?” She squeezed my waist as she asked the question.
 

Reg seemed a little taken aback. His eyes widened as he contemplated what she’d asked. “I mean, yeah, sure. Especially on a hot day like this.” He glanced at me still looking bewildered.
 

“Well do you want to come on over and take a dip? I don’t mind and I’m sure Mark won’t either, will you honey?”
 

I looked at Sharon in disbelief. Had she had a change of heart while changing upstairs? Even if she hadn’t it seemed she was interested in taking our game to another level. “Of course not,” I managed to say without my voice shaking.
 

“Great! Get your swim trunks, Reg and join us any time you’re ready.”
 

Reg’s eyes lit up. He grinned, nodded, then spun around and lumbered off in a half run.
 

I turned to Sharon. “What was that?” I asked, a little stunned by her performance myself.
 

She flashed a sly smile. “Just inviting the neighbor over for a friendly swim,” she replied.
 

“Wearing that thing? Where did you even find it?” I asked, unable to keep myself from gawking at her.
 

“Oh I’ve had this packed away in the back of my drawer for years. Couldn’t bring myself to throw it away. You used to look at me just like that when I’d wear it.” She leaned over and pecked my cheek, took her sunglasses off her nose and handed them to me, then spun around and dove into the deep end of the pool as gracefully as she had when we’d met.
 

I walked around the pool and set her sunglasses down on the deck table. Then I wandered up into the house and upstairs. I picked through my drawer and found a set of swimming trunks and changed into them. Grabbed a beer from the garage before heading outside again. My timing could not have been any better. Just as I was stepping back out onto the deck Reg opened the gate and walked through it.
 

I stopped in mid-step, paralyzed by what I was looking at. It turned out that Reg was of the persuasion of men who preferred the more hydrodynamic choice of swimwear. He was wearing a set of tight, red Speedos. They had obviously been purchased at a time when there was a little less of Reg. That, however, was not what was most remarkable about them.
 

Packed into the polyester spandex was either an early season zucchini or an absolute rail gun of a penis. It was tucked off to the left and rose up and onto his thigh. It shook slightly as he ran and each step seemed to test the elastic strength of his skimpy briefs.
 

As he ran into our backyard, Reg threw the towel he’d brought off to one side. He
 

Sharon, who’d been swimming laps, stopped in the middle of the pool and started treading water.
 

Reg launched himself off the edge of the pool deck, bellowed “cannonball!” tucked his knees up and grabbed his shins in mid-air.
 

Sharon spun around to protect herself from the oncoming tidal wave. As we locked eyes her jaw fell and stayed that way.
 

There was no question in my mind about the reason for her expression. Reggie Decker was packing.
 

Time seemed to stand still for a moment. Reg hung at the apex of his leap. Sharon and I stared at each other. The light shifted between us. Her eyes fluttered away from mine a moment before Reg’s hulking, balled up frame impacted with the water. Like she’d suddenly gotten embarrassed by her reaction.
 

As the deep end of the pool swallowed Reg a plume of water shot up where he’d disappeared. The ensuing tsunami sent waves crashing up onto the pool deck.
 

Sharon had to swim to the edge and hang on to keep from being swallowed by the lack of buoyancy created by all the air bubbles frothing where Reg had jumped in.
 

Reg emerged a few seconds later. He swept his wet hair out of his eyes, punched a fist in the air and yelled “yeah!” Then he swam over to the side of the pool Sharon was clinging to and put his arms up on the deck and grinned. “I haven’t done cannonball in, like, forever!” he proclaimed.
 

Sharon looked over at me and started giggling. She made an expression that seemed to say “can you believe this guy?” and turned back to Reg. “That was pretty impressive,” she said.
 

I managed to pull myself out of my stupor and crossed to one of the deck chairs and sat down in it. I put my beer in the cup holder and my sunglasses on so I could stare at Reg and Sharon while pretending to be asleep. My cock twitched to life as he closed the distance between them. So close their elbows were nearly touching.
 

“Thanks for having me over,” he said quietly. He made no apology for his roaming eyes.
 

“Oh it’s our pleasure,” Sharon said, ignoring his lewd attention.
 

“I don’t know if Marky Mark told you but I just think you’re so pretty.”
 

My eyes bugged but I managed to stay still and pretend I couldn’t hear what he was saying. His voice travelled perfectly over the water, though.
 

“Oh that’s sweet!” Sharon squeaked. “No he didn’t mention anything,” she lied.
 

“Well you really are,” Reg went on.
 

I could hardly believe it. The dumb lug was going to ruin everything coming on that strong. Sharon would get tired of it in no time and our game would have to stay just that.
 

“Reg you know I’m married, right?” Sharon asked, giggling.
 

“Oh I didn’t mean anything by it,” he said.
 

I almost groaned. What a dolt! No finesse. No charm. No romance. Just duh you’re pretty can I fuck you?
 

Sharon smiled. “Right,” she said. “It’s just when you say something like that to a woman she might get the idea that…”
 

“You look smokin’ hot in that bikini, by the way,” Reg went on.
 

Sharon paused a moment.
 

I held my breath. If she didn’t smack him across the face he’d be lucky.
 

She tilted her head to one side. “Well thank-you. That’s a nice thing to say.”
 

“You’re welcome,” Reg replied. He looked like he was trying to bore a hole in her head with his stare. “I’d do anything to…” He paused, unfolded an arm and gently brushed his fingers against her shoulder.
 

I had to grab the arm of the deck chair to keep from falling out of it. What the hell?!? Trying not to sit up and lean closer to watch them took an enormous effort. I was certain Reg had just killed any chance he, or I, had of living out our dirty fantasies. I just wanted to see Sharon wallop him up close.
 

The bottom fell out of my stomach when she didn’t.
 

She turned and locked eyes with him. Her smile faded.
 

Reg met her gaze with his own unflinching stare.
 

“That’s a pretty personal thing to say,” Sharon said softly.
 

My cock started to stiffen.
 

Reggie shrugged and grinned. “Well it’s true,” he whispered.
 

Sharon stared at him for a few more seconds. Her lips parted like she was going to say something, then changed her mind. She turned toward me, swam to the steps leading up out of the pool and mounted them, water dripping off her body. She tipped her head back and pulled her hair out of her face, then wrung it out off to one side.
 

Reg just stared at her and I could see all the dirty wheels turning in his mind.
 

Sharon looked over at me. “Mark? Can you throw me that towel?”
 

I think I did a plausible job of pretending like she had woken me up. I grabbed the towel and tossed it over to her. I was sure the game was over.
 

But instead of wrapping it around her body, she dried her hair with it, then threw it over the back of the deck chair next to me before strutting up the steps toward the door. It may have been my imagination but she seemed to make a show of swinging her hips just a little further out with each step. She turned and smiled at me. “I’m going to get a drink. You want anything?” she asked.
 






Chapter Nine

 


I muttered something about needing to go to the bathroom, sprang up from the deck chair and hurried in after Sharon. “I’ll be right back!” I yelled, a moment before closing the sliding door.
 

Sharon was at the fridge. She pulled out a bottle of white wine and a soda water and started making herself a spritzer.
 

I stood there, my eyes wandering over her beautiful curves, pausing at her wide ass, my cock growing between my legs. I sucked in a breath as she turned around, wine glass nearly at her mouth, and smiled. “Well hello there,” she said.
 

My jaw fell open. I had a hard time tearing my eyes away from her breasts. When I finally raised them to her face I saw she her smile had widened. “You want…you want me to go out there and set him straight?”
 

Sharon nearly snorted the sip of spritzer she’d just taken out of her nose at my suggestion.
 

I furrowed my brow, unsure of what to make of her reaction.
 

She raised an eyebrow and tilted her head to one side. Setting down her drink she crossed the kitchen and came to stand in front of me, one hand on her hip. “Really, Mark?” she asked.
 

“Really what?”
 

“What are you going to do? Go out there and get into a fist fight?”
 

A thwack-thud-shloop-splash sounded from outside and made Sharon chuckle and shake her head. She raised a fist above her head and whispered “yeah! Cannonball!”
 

I couldn’t resist the grin that twisted my lips. Still I didn’t want Sharon to think that I was unwilling or unable to defend her honor. “I heard what he said out there you know? All of it.”
 

She arched her brow and nodded. “I figured.”
 

“That’s what I meant by setting him straight,” I said.
 

She slowly folded her arms under her breasts. The sight of them plumping drew my gaze. My cock twitched harder.
 

“Except you kind of liked that, didn’t you Mark?” she whispered, glancing at my rising prick.
 

My heart fluttered as I followed her gaze. “Oh god, Sharon,” I whispered, my voice tight.
 

She smirked, reached out and cupped my hard member. Her lips parted as she squeezed it, testing it’s firmness. She lowered her eyes again and shook her head. “This is wrong, Mark,” she said quietly as she pulled her hand away.
 

It was certainly wrong according to the life we’d been leading. We weren’t like this. But two days ago seemed like a lifetime away. The games we’d been playing, seeing Reggie hit on Sharon had inspired a lust in me that I’d never known. “God I know it seems wrong,” I said after a moment of silence. I looked up at her again. “But baby it makes me so hot.” I reached out and took her wrist and brought her palm to my cock again.
 

She bit her lip. Hesitating at first, she squeezed me again, this time drawing her hand to the tip of my cock and twisting the tips of her fingers just under my glans. “I…” she started, then paused. She stayed still for a moment.
 

My cock ached and flexed in her grip.
 

Then she reached up with her other hand and pulled the elastic of my shorts down my legs.
 

My cock sprang out, hard as a diving board.
 

Sharon eyed it. She licked her lips. She glanced over my shoulder at the door to the deck.
 

From behind me I heard Reg doing another cannonball into our pool.
 

Her fingers circled around my prick. She rubbed down to the base, then squeezed and drew her hand back toward the tip.
 

A drop of clear pre-cum oozed out the opening and rolled onto the heel of her palm.
 

Sharon looked up into my eyes. “You’re not actually serious about this are you?” she whispered.
 

The kitchen walls seemed to shake. “I…I think I am,” I stammered.
 

Sharon’s lips formed a tight line. She eyed my cock again. 
 

My heart seemed to grow inside my chest as I stood there and watched Sharon seriously contemplate the idea. Her eyes moved side to side as she drew in a breath, then sighed.
 

“I don’t…I don’t know if I could…” she said before trailing off.
 

She needed just a little tip in the right direction. I could feel it. “You’ve thought about it though. You told me. You thought about Reg.”
 

Her eyes fluttered up to meet mine. “There’s a bit of a difference between fantasizing about something and actually doing it, Mark. It’s…it’s not who we are.” She paused and chewed her lip again. “Is it?”
 

My nostrils flared. She was almost there. “It could be,” I whispered. “If I gave you a pass it could be. Just for a day or two. Or the rest of the week.” I had a hard time believing what I was saying. It was like my mouth was ahead of my brain. I hadn’t really thought this through to it’s logical end. But the feeling driving this desire was insane.
 

Sharon brushed her fingers against my cock again. “You’re really that into this?”
 

“I am,” I hissed, edging toward a climax just talking about it. “And I know some part of you is too, baby. I felt it.”
 

Sharon blushed, swallowed and looked away. Whether she wanted to admit it or not there was a part of her that was at least curious. She looked up at me a moment later, reached out and grabbed my cock in earnest. “I like the way you look at me because of this,” she said, twisting her hand around my cock.
 

I grabbed the sides of my shorts and balled my hands into fists. Sharon had me on the very edge of a climax. Visions of Reggie pounding that fat cock into her beautiful pussy made me dizzy. “I’m so close,” I grunted.
 

“I can see that,” Sharon whispered.
 

My heart swelled as I looked at her expression. It wasn’t just that I could see there was interest there. Curiosity at what it would be like to bed Reg. Her gaze was filled with wonder at this power she suddenly had over me. A glee at rediscovering how fun it was to “dress up and make boys do what you want,” had put a glint in her eyes.
 

Three hard thuds sounded on the glass.
 

Sharon jumped and shot a look over my shoulder. Her back straightened and she forced a smile.
 

The sound of the door sliding open had me stuffing myself back into my shorts. I covered my crotch with a hand as I turned to face Reg.
 

Water squished between his toes as his feet slapped three wet steps against the kitchen tile. He was wearing his big dumb grin. Water was running off his body, falling like raindrops all over the floor around him. He wiped his snout with the back of his hand and sniffed. “Whatcha guys doin’ in here?” he said, then chuckled.
 

I watched Sharon as she stepped out from behind me. She eyed Reggie with a disdainful stare. “Hello Reg,” she said, sounding like a mother admonishing her child for walking into the house soaking wet. “Mark would you get Reggie a towel?” she asked.
 

My whole body tensed at the proposition of leaving Reggie and Sharon alone in the kitchen. The pressure in my cock was incessant. “Uh, yeah. Sure thing,” I muttered. I scurried off into the hallway but stopped dead in my tracks as I heard Reggie’s wet feet slapping toward Sharon.
 

“Just hang on, Reg,” she said. “Can you stay on the carpet by the door? You’re all wet.”
 

A moment later Reg grunted and I heard him turn and lumber back to the carpet. My heart soared as I heard Sharon’s soft steps padding across the kitchen toward him. All of the dirty visions came racing back as I imagined Sharon compromising herself in our own kitchen, of all places. I held my breath waiting for what would happen next.
 

“You’re so pretty,” Reg growled after a silence.
 

I could only imagine Sharon standing in front of him, her big breasts on display the way they had been for me. My cock strained and leaked as I fought the urge to stroke myself off.
 

“Just what do you think you’re doing?” Sharon said. A moment later I heard a smack.
 

The sound caused a bolt of adrenaline to shoot through me. I turned as quietly as I could and with one eye peered around the corner into the kitchen.
 

“Trying to touch your pretty tits,” Reg replied.
 

“Well you can’t do that. I’m married. It’s inappropriate,” Sharon said.
 

My eyes bugged as I saw her standing about two feet in front of Reg. She was unapologetic about the bikini and seemed unconcerned that he was ogling her boobs.
 

His eyes rose to meet hers, still wearing that same dumb grin. “Yeah but you like it,” he growled.
 

“I beg your pardon?” Sharon asked, scoffing her outrage.
 

Reg smirked. “You can’t fool me,” he said. “Look at your big puffy nipples all stiff and hard. You want big Reg to suck one for you?”
 

Sharon’s mouth fell open and she gasped. She folded her arms awkwardly over her breasts, trying to conceal what Reg had already seen.
 

My heart was thumping inside my chest and I could barely breathe.
 

“And you know what else?” Reg asked.
 

What should have happened, what I would have put good money on happening, was Sharon taking a few steps back, pointing toward the door and ordering Reggie out of our house before she called the police.
 

Instead she stood in place, raising her eyes to meet his, jaw defiantly jutting out like she was daring him to speak. “What?” she snapped.
 

Reggie leaned over her and sniffed the air again. “Your coochie’s all wet. I can smell it from here.”
 

Sharon’s back straightened, which had the unintended effect of displaying her breasts even more prominently. “That is totally inappropriate, Reg,” she said.
 

“Yeah but you like it,” he purred, grinning wider still. He lifted one of those big paws and made a pass at her tit.
 

Sharon covered herself and pushed his hand away, though it looked a little sluggish for her to have really meant it.
 

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing and yet I was loving every single second of it.
 

“Mark’s going to be back any moment with a towel,” she said quietly, looking off to one side.
 

Reg smirked and chuckled. “Yeah I guess that would be a problem. Normally. Husband coming back. Except he likes it too, doesn’t he?”
 

Sharon shot him a scowl. “What?” she demanded.
 

“You two can’t fool me,” Reg explained, tapping his temple with a thick finger. “Marky-Mark with his big boner every time I look at you. Marky-Mark wants to see this big Jimmy up his pretty wife’s little cooter. Doesn’t he?” he asked, leaning closer still and squeezing the monstrosity that had awakened below his midriff.
 

I saw a shiver run down Sharon’s back.
 

I couldn’t help but wonder if her eyes darted to the bulge he’d squeezed. The tension in the kitchen was buttery thick. I knew I needed to do something. Quietly as I could I dashed up the steps, threw the linen closet door open, grabbed a towel and raced back down. Clearing my throat a few times before striding into the kitchen, I found Reg and Sharon in the same position I’d left them. I couldn’t bring myself to look at Reg. He obviously knew everything. “Here’s your towel,” I muttered.
 

Reg looked over at me, grabbed the towel and patted his now almost dry body down with it before letting it fall to the floor next to him. He grinned at Sharon, then at me. “I guess I’ll go home now,” he said. “Thanks for having me over swimming. I’ll be around later if you want to, you know, hang out or anything.” He turned around, slid open the door and walked out, sliding it shut behind him.
 

We both watched him traipse across the deck, then the yard, then through the gate into his yard.
 

I turned to look at Sharon. My cock flexed as I saw her staring at him leaving. I reached out and put a hand on the small of her back and stepped toward her.
 

“Do it,” she whispered.
 

My jaw fell slack. Was she really saying… “What?” I gasped.
 

“Just do it,” she said through clenched teeth.
 

Arousal throbbed through me at how dirty she was being. But my prick was in charge and I was powerless to resist. I yanked down my shorts and her bikini bottom.
 

Sharon spread her legs wordlessly. She pressed her palms against the glass and bent forward. Her sex stink wafted up from between her parted thighs.
 

I grabbed her hips and slipped my cock between her legs. When I pulled it back to point it at her engorged pussy lips I found it covered in a thick white cream. She wasn’t just wet. She was frothing from her sex. Gripping her hips I dug up into her snatch and groaned as it gripped me.
 

Sharon bent forward from the force of my entry. She turned her head and pressed her cheek against the glass and squeezed me with her puss. Her eyes were focused in a hundred yard stare, the last point she’d seen Reggie before he disappeared into his house.
 

Sharon’s body shook under the force of my thrusts. She looked over her shoulder at me. Her lips parted. She gasped as I pushed in deeper, then looked away again.
 

My cock filled with seed. I was on the brink. “Oh god,” I grunted.
 

She turned to look at me again. Her eyes closed. Her body shook. She pressed a fist against her lips as her climax took her.
 

With a final jab I speared my cock balls deep inside her and unleashed the load that had been building that whole afternoon. As I sailed past the crest of my orgasm the vision formed again. Sharon on her back with her legs in the air, Reggie Decker’s big hulking frame over top of her and his absolute unit of a cock buried deep inside her sex.
 

It was the most intense climax I’d ever had.
 






Chapter Ten

 


I was on pins and needles for the rest of the day. I desperately wanted to have a conversation with Sharon and try to further loosen her sense of propriety. But after Reggie had left she settled on the couch with a book. The timing didn’t seem right. I’d managed to convince her to relax. If I started whining and nagging her about the thing with Reg there was a very good chance she’d get angry and start cleaning again.
 

I knew I had to play it safe.
 

So I made dinner. I drove and got fresh salmon and young potatoes and another bottle of white wine. I got home to find Sharon napping, her book over her face. Put the potatoes on around five and fired up the grill.
 

She walked into the kitchen just as I was taking the salmon out of the plastic wrap.
 

My eyes widened at what she was wearing. Or, more accurately, what she wasn’t wearing. She’d put on a lovely floral print summer dress. It hugged her beautiful figure perfectly. It also made it very apparent that she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath.
 

It took a great effort not to stare at the way her breasts sagged ever so slightly and how her nipples poked through the fabric. I smiled and adjusted my shorts as my cock started to swell.
 

Her eyes lit up as she saw the table I’d set with plates and cutlery and glasses. “What’s this?” she asked.
 

I set down the fish, washed my hands, then walked over and wrapped my arms around her. “Thought I’d make dinner while you were taking it easy.”
 

The sweetest look settled on her expression. “Mark that’s so…lovely.” She leaned forward and pressed her cheek against my chest.
 

Again the urge to bring up the dirty thing gripped me. The feeling of her soft breasts mashed against me didn’t make it easy. But again I resisted. If there was any way this was going to happen it wasn’t going to be from me forcing it. “Glass of white?” I asked.
 

“That would also be lovely, Mark,” she said before pulling out a chair and sitting down at the table.
 

I poured the wine, set it in front of her and excused myself to go cook the fish. Out on the deck I saw Reggie on his porch with a beer in hand. I studiously pretended not to see him. I didn’t need him poking around and complicating things.
 

Once the fish was done, skin nice and crisp, I took it inside. Sharon was halfway done her glass of wine. I topped it up, then opened a bottle of red for myself. A few minutes later we were both sitting down and ready to eat.
 

Sharon raised her glass in a toast. “To good ideas,” she said.
 

“Good ideas?” I asked.
 

She smiled. “Yeah. Yours. Forgetting about the lists.”
 

My heart sank a little that she wasn’t talking about the other idea I’d had. But I smiled cheerfully and clinked her glass with mine.
 

It felt so strange that we hadn’t done anything all day. No cleaning. No picking up toys. None of the endless projects that plagued us in real life. For a while we had nothing to talk about.
 

Then Sharon piped up about the basement reno we’d been hot and cold about since we moved in. She mused about what color we’d paint the walls.
 

I sat trying to keep focused on our conversation and not wandering off to Pervertsville in my mind. The way her breasts moved as she gesticulated about the walls was mesmerizing as well. I stole glances whenever she looked away or sipped her wine.
 

After dinner I cleared the plates.
 

“Let me get those,” Sharon said.
 

Before she could stand up I had the bottle of wine in hand and was filling up her glass again.
 

“Oh, Mark, I don’t if I should have a third…oh, hell with it,” she said, waving a hand and lifting her glass off the table. “Fill ‘er up, pal!”
 

I chuckled and a warmth spread through me at her good mood. “Want to try for a movie tonight?” I asked.
 

Sharon raised an eyebrow. “A movie?” she asked, seeming a little puzzled. “Yeah. Yes! Let’s watch a movie!” She seemed thrilled. “And Mark?”
 

“Yes my love?”
 

“Can we make it a grown up movie?”
 

I laughed but resisted the temptation of replying with an innuendo. “We can make it any movie you want,” I said, turning around to rinse out the sink and wipe off the counter.
 

A few moments later I felt Sharon press up behind me. I glanced over my shoulder to see her leaning to one side, smiling. “Hey there,” I said. From the look in her eyes she seemed a little tipsy.
 

“Hey there,” she echoed in a whisper. “You not going to bite?”
 

“Bite?” I asked.
 

“The grown up movie?” she asked, a wry smile forming on her lips.
 

I chortled and turned back to the sink. There was something in the air between us. My letting her have the afternoon to herself and the few glasses of wine had seemed to work some magic. “Just didn’t want you to think I only suggested forgetting about the lists so I could…you know…”
 

“Take advantage of me?” Sharon asked, her voice sultry. She smelled like white wine and flowers.
 

I chuckled again. “Something like that,” I muttered.
 

“I have to say I’m impressed,” she said, her hands wandering along my stomach.
 

“Impressed?” I asked.
 

“You were so good about not staring at my…tits all through dinner.”
 

I shuddered at her vulgarity. My cock twitched. My pulse quickened. If nothing else it seemed like I was about to have another good evening. I was in the midst of coming up with something clever to say when Sharon’s hands drifted down to the elastic of my shorts.
 

She slipped her fingers into my underwear and gently caressed my cock.
 

It hardened more at her touch.
 

“You want to know what else I’m not wearing?” she whispered right next to my ear.
 

My eyes bugged. I couldn’t believe it. Was Sharon really not wearing any underwear?
 

“Maybe you want to go over and see what Reg is up to?” she asked as she wrapped her hand around my prick.
 

My cock swelled in her hand at hearing her say his name.
 

She stroked me with her soft grip. “Wow,” she whispered.
 

I glanced over my shoulder to see her biting her lip. Our eyes met.
 

“You really…you really think you could…handle it?” she asked, her hand gliding up and down my rigid shaft.
 

“What?” I said, almost breathless.
 

“Watching me. With another man. With…with Reggie.”
 

My cock twitched in her hand again. I let out a dirty sounding grunt as the vision blossomed in my mind. I shook my head and closed my eyes. “I don’t know what it is,” I said.
 

“It’s dirty,” Sharon offered.
 

“So dirty.”
 

“It’s wrong, too,” she said.
 

“It is,” I replied. Her stroking had caused an achy tickle to form between my legs. I lost myself in the sensation and the feeling of her soft hand pumping my muscle.
 

“That’s what gets you going?”
 

“I guess,” I muttered.
 

Sharon reached over with her other hand and picked up her wine glass off the counter. She took a long swig, draining nearly half the glass.
 

My throat tightened. Excitement wormed through me. It was like she was getting ready for something, lubricating herself with booze for a grand finale.
 

“So you’re serious?”
 

My body tensed. Was she? Was she really considering this? “I’m…serious,” I said.
 

The three taps on the glass door came as if on cue.
 

I jumped and started fumbling, trying to get away from Sharon and spin around to see who was there.
 

For some reason she kept me pinned in place and didn’t let go of my cock.
 

I shot a glance over my shoulder in time to see her turning toward the door to the deck.
 

“It’s Reggie,” Sharon said. Only then did she release me. She turned around and slowly walked over to the door.
 

Reggie had one hand over his eyes and was staring straight into the kitchen, grinning.
 

I spun around but as Sharon walked over to him I found myself frozen in place. My heart was racing as she slid the door slowly open.
 

“Reggie,” she said, her voice soft. She seemed unbothered by what had happened earlier that day. Maybe it was the wine. Maybe it was that she’d had time to think about it. Or maybe she was horny and feeling adventurous.
 

Whatever it was it sent hot waves of arousal pulsing through me.
 

“Hey Sharon,” Reg growled. His eyes fell to her breasts.
 

Sharon’s back arched as she presented herself to him.
 

“Your boobies look pretty in that dress.” He glanced over at me.
 

I was still paralyzed. Gripped by a lust and disbelief that this was happening, that Sharon was letting it happen.
 

“You shouldn’t say things like that to a married woman, Reggie,” Sharon said quietly. “I told you that earlier. What if my husband were to hear?”
 

I could just make out the slightest slur in her voice from the wine. My mouth had dried out and my palms were all clammy. My jaw dropped as Sharon turned her back to Reggie and looked at me.
 

Reggie took this as an invitation. He stepped into the kitchen and slid the door shut behind him. Then he bent over Sharon, tilted his head to one side and sniffed her neck. “You smell real pretty, too,” he said, his voice a guttural growl.
 

The tiniest smile flirted with the corners of Sharon’s mouth as she stared at me.
 

My eyes were locked on hers. As Reggie put his hands on her hips. As he leaned lower and pressed his lips against her neck.
 

When he did Sharon seemed to have an awakening. Her eyes opened wider. Her back stiffened.
 

My heart sank as I watched a fleeting panic in her expression. Now that it was happening was she going to slam on the brakes?
 

“I saw you two getting dirty through the window again. Don’t you guys have a bedroom?” A low chuckle rumbled out of him at his own dumb joke.
 

Sharon let out a breath and half-smirked. For a moment she looked like she was going to try and wriggle out of his grasp.
 

Then Reggie’s hand started creeping up her tummy.
 

I stared as those thick fingers curled, the palm tilted up and finally as Reggie Decker cupped my wife’s breast. He paused there for a moment before squeezing it gently. Then he raised and lowered his hand a few times like he were weighing a piece of fruit. “Perfect,” he whispered. He poked his tongue out of his mouth and licked the side of Sharon’s neck.
 

Sharon looked somewhere between panicked and thrilled. The look on her face was how I imagined I looked myself. Eyes opened wide. Nostrils flaring. Lips parted and dry. She looked like she might snap out of Reggie’s spell at any moment.
 

But the rest of her body was telling a different tale. Her nipples had stiffened beneath her dress. With no bra to contain them there was no mistaking how hard they were, the way they cast two dark shadows beneath them. Also unmistakable was the scent that had started filling the kitchen.
 

Sharon was getting wet from Reggie touching her. Wet between the legs. Her body readying itself to accept him.
 

I put a hand over my mouth as I stared at Reggie sniffing and licking her neck.
 

He looked up at the motion and grinned. “What’s the matter Marky-Mark? Cat got your tongue?” He laughed again. His hand drifted higher, into the neckline of Sharon’s dress and over the soft skin of her other breast.
 

The corner of her mouth curled up at that first forbidden touch by another man. It’s a sight I’ll never forget.
 

Reggie pulled her tit to one side, then eased it out of the dress.
 

It all felt like a dream. My vision tunnelled, the borders got hazy. My eyes darted from Sharon’s to Reggie’s meaty paw squeezing her exposed breast.
 

“Look at Mark’s big boner,” he said next to Sharon’s ear. “He likes watching big Reg touch Sharon’s titty.”
 

Sharon’s eyes slowly fell to her chest. As if Reg saying it had made it more real. They widened as she saw his hand wrapped around her soft flesh. Another panicked look flashed across her face.
 

But then Reggie’s other hand fell to her thighs. He started bunching up her dress in a fist. “Let’s see what we have under here,” he said.
 

Sharon’s hands shot up to his arm. She made a move to pull his hand away. Like that would be too much. Like that was crossing a line she wasn’t comfortable stepping over just yet.
 

“Shh, shh, shh,” Reg said, then locked his lips on her neck and started sucking her soft skin. He pulled away with a wet pop.
 

The sound made Sharon start.
 

“It’s okay,” Reg said. “It’s all gonna’ be okay. You let Reg handle it okay? You okay over there Marky-Mark? Not gonna’ have a heart attack or nothin’?”
 

I somehow managed to shake my head.
 

Reg grinned. He started bunching up the dress again, exposing inch after inch of Sharon’s thighs.
 

I gasped as her pubes came into view.
 

Reggie’s hand slipped between her legs, cupping her sex. He raised an eye at me. “Furry beaver?” Reggie said. “That’s so nineties. And dirty,” he growled. “Reggie likes it.” He slid his middle finger along her seam. “Holy fuck you’re wet,” he whispered before looking up at me. “She likes it Marky-Mark. She likes big Reg up on her.” He turned his head, puckered his lips and kissed her cheek.
 

Sharon flinched like she was a little grossed out but powerless to stop him. She let out a shuddering breath and looked off to the side as Reg slid his fingers along her pussy.
 

“Reggie’s gonna’ seed your flower sweetheart,” he said, then licked the side of her neck again.
 

Sharon shuddered in his arms. She grabbed his forearm again but this time didn’t try to push him away. No. This time she spread her legs and squatted lower, grinding her snatch against his rubbing fingers.
 

Reg squeezed her breast and chuckled. “There you go. Now you’re gettin’ the hang of it.” He looked up at me. “Look at your husband. Look at the way he’s staring at you. Look at the big boner you gave him letting Reg feel you up.”
 

Sharon shot me a glance.
 

I wanted nothing more than to reassure her. Tell her this was all okay and that she had no reason to worry because I loved this. All I could do was stare and hope she knew it.
 

She turned away quickly, as if the sight of me staring at her was too much. But she didn’t stop Reg. She stayed in position, knees pointed out, humping his hand as he flicked her off with his fingers. Her nails dug into the flesh of his forearm.
 

“Ooh,” Reg purred. He pointed his middle finger up.
 

Lust crackled through me as I watched it slip into her and heard the wet slurp it made going in.
 

Reg looked at Sharon and chuckled. “You’re ready to pop, aren’t you baby?”
 

Sharon gritted her teeth and this time a furious expression flashed across her face.
 

Reggie pulled his finger out of her, then stuffed two back inside.
 

Sharon’s legs started to shake.
 

“Yeah. Yeah, yeah,” Reg whispered. “Come all over big Reggie’s hand.”
 

Sharon’s expression twisted. She looked like she was on the verge of tears. Then she let out a sharp cry as Reg drove his fingers deeper into her pussy and her whole body started trembling.
 

“Oh that’s good,” Reg purred. He looked up at me, fucking Sharon through her climax with his fingers. “Oh that’s gonna’ feel good,” he said, eyes locked on mine. “You should have told me she was this tight, Marky-Mark. You been holding out on Reggie. That’s gonna feel real good when I’m up in her.”
 

Sharon shook through her climax then went limp in his arms for a moment.
 

Reg smelled up her neck like he was doing a line. Then he licked her again.
 

Sharon winced. She stood up straight. Her face flushed bright red. She pushed on Reggie’s hand until he pulled his fingers out of her pussy and let go of her breast. She tucked her tit back in and smoothed the front of her dress.
 

Reggie lifted the two fingers he’d fucked her to his nose and took a long sniff. Then he licked them.
 

Sharon stood there with her head bowed, her face burning in shame.
 

“Ready for a hot Reg injection?” Reg purred at her.
 

The muscles in her jaw went tight at the question. She shook her head. “I…not tonight. That was enough for tonight,” she said quickly.
 

Reg stood up straight and scowled. “Maybe for you. You’re not gonna’ leave me hangin’ are you?” His brow furrowed and he almost looked like he was going to start pouting. “If you leave me hangin’ I’m not coming back.”
 

My brow arched. He was pouting. He’d gone from creepy home intruder to big pouty kid in a split second. It was kind of hard to believe.
 

Sharon also seemed a little…knocked of balance by it. She glanced over her shoulder like she couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Saw the pout on his face. Opened her mouth like she was going to console him. Then she glanced at me.
 

I gave a small nod of encouragement.
 

She looked shocked for a moment but then turned to face Reg. “I…” she began. Her eyes darted to the floor. “If you want I can…help you,” she whispered.
 

Reggie’s face lit up. “Blowjob?” he said, eyes gleaming.
 

“No blowjob,” Sharon said quickly.
 

Reggie’s smile widened. “Hand job,” he said, stretching out the words.
 

“Just…let’s just do it,” Sharon said.
 

Reg tugged at his belt and dropped his pants in one fluid motion.
 

Sharon’s eyes widened as she once again laid her gaze on his member.
 

Reggie wasted no time jerking his shorts down. That fat fuck-muscle of his swung out and smacked against the back of Sharon’s hand.
 

She gasped and jumped slightly at the sensation. But then her mouth fell open and all she could do was stare at it with wide eyes.
 

“You like it?” Reg asked.
 

It was hard to tell if she did. Nine inches of uncut cock-meat that was as long as her arm with a head as thick as her fist. A cannon built to spew big Reggie’s spunk deep into whoever’s crevice it could get into.
 

Sharon couldn’t look away.
 

Reggie wrapped a fist around it and wagged it side to side. “Touch it,” he grunted.
 

Sharon stirred at the command. She slowly raised a hand, fingers extended, and ran the tips of them over the top of the shaft like she was petting a kitten.
 

The thing lurched.
 

Sharon gasped and pulled her hand away.
 

Reggie smirked. He took her by the wrist, pulled her hand toward it and pressed her palm against the hard flesh. “It won’t bite ya’,” he said.
 

A shiver raced down Sharon’s back as her fingers curled around the thick prick. She pulled on it, stretching the foreskin back and revealing the deep red-colored head. The dark eyelet at the center seemed to wink. A drop of clear pre-cum leaked out of the tip.
 

“Now pump it,” Reg ordered.
 

Again Sharon seemed slightly taken aback. But her eyes were still on the python and she still seemed as mesmerized by it as when she’d first seen it. She drew her hand back and forth, hardening the thing. Her other hand fluttered up to her mouth. She pressed her fingers against her lips.
 

“Here,” Reggie said, pulling her hand away.
 

Sharon looked up at him.
 

He turned her palm up, puckered his lips and shot a gob of spit into it.
 

Sharon flinched and her face contorted, grossed out by what he’d done.
 

Reg didn’t seem to care. He slapped her hand back onto his dick and pulled it back and forth by the wrist, grunting with pleasure. “Got me all worked up,” he said as she stroked him. He reached out with his other hand, dipped it into Sharon’s dress and pulled out her breast again.
 

Shocked as she seemed, she didn’t resist. Didn’t say anything when he pinched her nipple with his finger and thumb and rolled it between them.
 

Sharon looked stunned at what she was doing. Her normally smooth stroking was jerky and awkward looking.
 

It was all so perverted I was in heaven.
 

Reggie stared at her pretty little hand as she worked his cock with it. He furrowed his brow. Grunted again. Looked at her tit, then her face.
 

Sharon just stared at his member.
 

“Gonna’ shoot it,” Reg muttered.
 

That’s when she looked up at him and realized what was happening. Her mouth fell open again. She looked back down just as the first spurt of semen shot from his cock. The temporary distraction had caused her to point the head slightly higher. His sperm flew through the air and splattered all over her nipple.
 

As soon as she realized she pointed it back down at her dress.
 

Reg groaned. Spurt after spurt of seed hissed from his prick and coated the floral pattern over her belly. The thing was so big you could see it recharging between jets, the muscles at the base flexing and pulling his heavy nuts up higher between his legs.
 

Then Sharon, who’d seemed stunned to that point that this was really happening, started to look like herself again. She watched that big snake spitting all over her pretty dress and I saw a spark light in her eyes. Like she was actually enjoying something about this.
 

When Reg let out one last groan and his shoulders slumped she slowed but didn’t stop. Instead she reached up with her other hand wrapped it around his cock and tugged out the last few drops of what he had.
 

Reg closed his eyes and his head rolled back onto his shoulders. “That was sooo good,” he said.
 

Sharon squeezed and pumped that cock until he had nothing left.
 

And I’ll be damned I could have sworn she looked please with herself. When it was clear he was drained she finally released him.
 

His deflating cock swung in an arc between his legs.
 

Reg yanked his underwear up, then his pants, then buckled his belt. He let out a satisfied sigh and smirked as he looked at Sharon’s cum-covered breast. “Thanks,” he said with a smile. “I guess I’ll be seeing you guys tomorrow then.” He chuckled, turned around and lumbered out the door without closing it after he’d left.
 

When Sharon turned to look at me, one tit hanging out and covered in Reg juice, the front of her dress soaked with the rest, it broke the spell I’d been under. She looked incredulous. “I did it,” she whispered.
 

I shook my head. My cock was achingly stiff. “You did it,” I said.
 

A faint, slightly crazy smile stretched across her lips. “I did it,” she repeated, like she was trying to convince herself what happened was for real.
 

My eyes were glued to the rivulet of creamy spunk rolling over her nipple.
 

“I did it,” she whispered again. This time she sounded downright proud of herself. Then she looked at me for the first time since Reg had left. The smile turned quirky, one corner of her mouth curling higher. She followed my gaze to her breast and stared at Reg’s caking deposit. She raised her hand, finger pointed. Swiped up a dollop of the mess with it and stared at that for a while. Then she looked into my eyes again. “Is this what you wanted?” she whispered.
 






Chapter Eleven

 


I was still standing there with my hand over my mouth. Now that the moment had passed I became acutely aware of my own need. My cock ached and flexed, standing straight up and pointing at Sharon.
 

Her eyes fell to it. She sauntered over to where I was standing. The tension in the air between us was electric.
 

“You did it,” I whispered, unable to take my eyes off her breast. I was shocked when Sharon sank to her knees in front of me.
 

Her smile flickered. “Did you like it?” she asked, reaching up and caressing my cock through my shorts.
 

I grunted and winced, her touch nearly triggering my own load. “I loved it,” I said, my voice raspy. “It was…amazing.” I still couldn’t believe what she’d done.
 

Sharon slowly shook her head side to side. “You’re so dirty.”
 

“I’m sorry,” I said.
 

She stared into my eyes for a few moments before shrugging. “I mean, it’s kind of a turn on. In a weird sort of way,” she admitted. She rubbed the outline of my cock again. “You want me to help you with that?” she asked.
 

“Oh god yes,” I muttered.
 

She pulled my shorts down. My cock sprang out stiff and ready. She eyed it before stroking it lightly again. “You’re almost there aren’t you?”
 

“I’m so close,” I said.
 

She smirked and shuffled forward on her knees. “Unbelievable,” she said. Then her smile widened. She wrapped her hand around my cock, choking the root. Flicked her tongue out and licked the tip. “Is this what you want to see me do to him next?”
 

My cock flexed in her hand. Somewhere in the background of my mind I felt a tiny shiver of shame. This was all so wrong and dirty. Sharon was right. But it made me so hard and consumed me so completely that I just didn’t care. “That’s what I want,” I said.
 

Sharon puckered her lips and pressed them against the underside of my cock head.
 

I shuddered as I felt her tongue flicking the sensitive spot. My hands balled to fists. My knees went weak.
 

Sharon slipped her mouth over my prick.
 

“Oh shit! I’m coming!” I barked as I felt my urethra flood with ejaculate.
 

She popped off just in time. Pointing my cock at her breast she started slowly stroking me.
 

The pleasure came in slow, heady waves. As my cock contracted and released spewing spunk over the mess Reg had left I felt as if my feet had left the ground and I was floating.
 

The memory of him fondling Sharon, stuffing his fat fingers into her, then making her jerk him off filled my mind.
 

Sharon stared up into my eyes as I came. Her nipple hardened as I sprayed it. There was an intensity to her gaze that I hadn’t seen before.
 

As my orgasm waned her stroking slowed. She squeezed out the last droplets of my load onto her breast. She glanced down at the warm mess coating her chest. After a few moments she released my cock.
 

I offered her a hand and helped her stand up, my eyes still glued to her breast.
 

“I’m going to take a shower,” she said softly.
 

I nodded. I had no idea what to say. This was all so new and strange. I didn’t want to say something that might upset her.
 

“You want to meet me in the bedroom when I’m done?” she asked.
 

My heart swelled. “Yes.”
 

She turned and walked upstairs.
 

I waited until I heard the water running to go up myself. Not sure what she had in mind I left my underwear on and crawled under the sheet to wait for her.
 

Five minutes later the door swung open and Sharon walked in. She was wearing a silk robe, another item of clothing I hadn’t seen her don in years. It wasn’t done up and her large breasts and bush were on full display. She walked over to the side of the bed and shrugged off the robe, letting it slip off her shoulders and onto the floor. Then she slipped into bed next to me and put her hand on my chest.
 

I turned and looked into her eyes.
 

She smiled softly. “What is it?”
 

“What is it?” I echoed.
 

“What is it about what just happened that…gets you going?”
 

I let out a slow breath and looked at the ceiling. “It’s hard to say. It’s like, I should have the opposite reaction, right? Isn’t the point to keep other men away from you?”
 

She shrugged. “I guess for most people it is,” she said.
 

“Well this is kind of the opposite of that. It’s…dangerous.”
 

“Dangerous?” she asked. “How’s it dangerous?”
 

“Well…it’s you, my woman, doing the thing that you’re only supposed to do with me with someone else. It could, you know, end badly.”
 

Her smile faded. “What does that mean?”
 

I couldn’t bring myself to look at her. I was unearthing something very delicate and it was unnerving. “It means that if you were to follow what just happened to it’s logical conclusion…”
 

“If I were to let Reg have sex with me?”
 

“If you were to have sex with Reg then…you know what could be dangerous about that.”
 

“I’m on the pill, Mark. And I’d…gosh I don’t even know if I could take it that far.”
 

I turned and looked at her. “But a part of you is curious.”
 

She blushed and looked down at her hand on my chest. “A small slice of me.” The way she said it, so shy and innocent, it was like she was a virgin again and not sure if she was ready for her first time. “But why does that danger rev you up?” she asked.
 

“That’s really hard to say,” I said.
 

“Are you worried about it? About me getting pregnant?”
 

“Kind of. But not in a bad way if that makes any sense.”
 

“It doesn’t,” she said, shaking her head. “Are you jealous?”
 

“Also kind of. But in a good way.” I glanced at her. “That probably makes even less sense.”
 

“It does.”
 

We lay in silence for a while. “Did you like it?” I finally found the courage to ask.
 

She smirked. “I don’t want to lie. But I don’t want to hurt you either.”
 

“You won’t,” I reassured her. “Just be honest.”
 

Her eyes fluttered up to meet mine. “I liked that you liked it. I liked the way you were looking at us. You just seemed so mesmerized by it.”
 

“It wasn’t just that though, was it?”
 

“It wasn’t,” she whispered.
 

“What else. You can tell me.”
 

She paused for a few seconds. “He’s just so big,” she finally said.
 

My cock twitched. “You mean his…”
 

“I mean all of him,” she replied.
 

“You like that he’s big?” I asked, my libido returning.
 

“It’s…an animal thing, I think. Big means strong. Strong means good…”
 

“Seed,” I whispered.
 

Sharon bit her lip.
 

I slipped my hand beneath the covers. My fingers brushed through her thick patch of pubic hair and into her slippery crevice. She was wet again. I dipped the tip of my finger into her entrance, then slid up and found her clit.
 

Sharon shuddered on the bed next to me. Her cheeks and the top of her chest flushed red.
 

“You want him inside you,” I said.
 

Her hips bucked as I twisted a finger around her clit. She bit her lower lip. “I…I think so,” she whispered, then covered her eyes with her hand. “I can’t believe I just said that.”
 

“Say it. Tell me what you want?” I asked, pulling her hand away and tilting her head toward me.
 

Her breathing got heavy. “I want him inside me,” she said, breathless.
 

My cock hardened fully. I spun my finger around her engorged bud.
 

She started to writhe. She craned her neck and kissed me, thrusting her tongue into my mouth. “I want you in me,” she whispered.
 

I didn’t need a second invitation. I rolled between her legs.
 

She reached down and opened herself for me, lifting her head to watch my cock disappearing inside her.
 

I pressed the head against her wet sex then pushed in, groaning as her tight walls clutched at it. Pleasure flooded through me at the sensation. “I want you to do it. I want you to bring him up here, into our bed and spread your legs for him and take him the way you’re taking me,” I said, staring deep into her eyes.
 

“Oh god!” Sharon moaned. Her pussy squeezed me.
 

I tried to think of what was so hot about all of this. It wasn’t just the danger or the jealousy that flavoured my lust. It was seeing her let loose, seeing her succumb to her own lust in a way she hadn’t in years. I’m not sure if I’d ever seen her make love with such abandon.
 

My mind wandered back, to Saturday morning when I was having a beer with Reg and Sharon walked into the garage in that skimpy outfit. A curiosity bubbled up from deep within me. I slowed my thrusts, then stopped.
 

“What’s wrong?” Sharon sighed.
 

“Did you want him before?” I asked.
 

“Before?” she whispered.
 

“Saturday. In the garage. That shirt. And those shorts. Did you come over there on purpose like that?”
 

She blushed hotter and looked away. “I don’t…I don’t know what that was about.”
 

I stared at her, so shy and embarrassed at what she’d done. My cock flexed inside her. “Maybe it was an animal thing?” I offered.
 

Sharon turned and looked at me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a deep kiss. When our lips parted she kept my face close to hers. “Maybe,” she whispered.
 

I groaned at the answer. My hips started moving again, sliding my cock in and out of her tightness. In my rational mind I knew Sharon never would have acted on whatever impulse had made her wander over there dressed like that. But the animal side of my brain didn’t care about reason. It cared about the sharp thrill that shot through me knowing that there had been a danger in that moment, too. Sharon, the female, drawn to the large specimen, wanting to present herself for his appraisal. It was a dark and feral thought but it made me buck into her harder.
 

“Oh Mark!” she gasped.
 

I fucked into her hard again, my teeth clenched. “You want Reg to fuck you with his big dick?” I seethed.
 

“Oh god!” she moaned.
 

“You want to feel his thick load inside you after he uses your pussy?” I shocked myself saying it.
 

Sharon’s pussy clenched again. She mewled and dug her nails into my back.
 

I pulled away, eyes darting to her swaying breasts and her hot face. “You want it,” I panted. “You want to know what that big cock feels like. You want to be a little slut and feel another man’s sperm swimming inside you,” I grunted.
 

That sent her over the edge. Her body shook beneath me as she moaned and came. Hot wet bubbled out of her soaking my balls. Her eyes were shut tight.
 

And while I couldn’t be sure I imagined what she was thinking as her climax took her. Thinking of Reggie Decker, that refrigerator of a man pumping her pussy full of his hot come. I tipped over the edge myself. My cock lurched and sprayed whatever spunk I had left in my nuts deep into Sharon.
 

And this time, instead of pulling out and rolling to my side of the bed, I stayed coupled with her as her hands slipped up and down my back. A few minutes later I slipped out of her, turned off the bedside lamp and wrapped my arms around her.
 

A few minutes after that we were both asleep.
 






Chapter Twelve

 


I woke up in a sweat. The light coming through the crack in the blinds was faint. It was early. Sharon was gone. The memory of a lurid dream I’d been having still lingered in my mind.
 

I swung my legs over the edge of the bed and rubbed the sleep from my eyes. Swiping up my underwear off the floor I put them on and trudged downstairs.
 

The kitchen was empty. The clock on the wall read ten after six. Motion through the glass door caught my eye. Sharon was in the pool swimming slow laps back and forth.
 

The nervous hum that had been buzzing inside me vanished, now that I knew where she was. Safe in our backyard. Alone. I stood there watching her swim toward the fence. When she turned toward me my heart skipped a beat.
 

Through the still water I could just make out that she was topless in the pool. An awkward chortle bubbled up and out of me. I shook my head. Three days ago seeing Sharon in the pool in anything but her one-piece would have been unthinkable. Now she was in there with just the skimpy bikini bottom, her breasts bared for anyone who cared to look.
 

The light flicked on in Reggie’s kitchen.
 

My throat tightened and my cock started to rise. Sharon was out there for him. She was out there ready to roll the dice, play the next round and test just how far this thing could go. It drove me wild and a little crazy.
 

A minute later Reggie’s back door opened. He stepped out onto the porch. He was wearing a white shirt, black slacks and a cheesy pink tie that was too short. He looked ready to go to work. He stared out over his backyard, craning his neck to try and see over our fence.
 

I had no idea if he could see her.
 

A moment later he walked down the steps of his deck and over to the fence.
 

Sharon turned and started swimming back toward the fence. She didn’t stop when she saw him. Swam right up to the edge of pool and put her arms up on the deck.
 

Reggie flashed his creepy grin.
 

I couldn’t see Sharon’s face but she didn’t seem to be shying away from the conversation with Reggie. I watched them chat and desperately wished I could hear what they were saying.
 

Nice boobies Sharon. You gonna’ let me finger-fuck you in front of your husband again? How about the real deal?
 

The possibilities sent a shiver racing up my spine. And what about Sharon? Was she warming to Reggie’s lewd manner? Had she replaced “that’s not appropriate Reggie” with something else? Was she entertaining what we’d dirty talked about last night?
 

That drove me even wilder and even more crazy. But what made my heart leap into my throat was when Reggie waved, presumable to say goodbye, and Sharon, instead of staying in position, tipped onto her back and started swimming away, her big breasts and stiff nipples poking straight up out of the water.
 

Reggie’s grin widened. He stayed there until she made it to the steps of the pool. Stared unapologetically as she got out of the water and towelled herself off, then donned the same robe she’d been wearing the night before when she came to bed.
 

My stomach crumpled as I watched her wave and heard her say “bye Reg.” My knees went weak when she turned around and I saw the half-smile she was wearing. It conveyed perfectly the wicked thrill she must have felt at doing something so naughty.
 

It occurred to me then as well that this wasn’t something I’d poked and prodded her to do. This was all Sharon. She’d decided to get up and go for a swim. She’d decided to take her top off, or leave it off. She’d decided to give Reggie a stunning view of her breasts before he left for work.
 

I’d lit a spark in her with the dirty talking, the demands for sex, all of the admissions about what Reg had said about her. Now, it seemed, she had taken over it’s care. She was tending to it, breathing life into it and making sure it had enough fuel.
 

Talk about dangerous. I’m still not sure why I did what I did. Instead of waiting to greet her I slipped back into the hall and up the stairs. Out of the bedroom window at the back of the house I watched Reg walk back to his house and disappear. Waited until the light turned off to throw some clothes on and go downstairs.
 

Sharon was pouring ground coffee into the maker. Her robe hung loosely at her sides.
 

I felt the growing need to mount her again. “Morning,” I said quietly.
 

Sharon glanced over her shoulder at me and smiled. “Good morning,” she said. She popped the lid on the coffee maker shut, turned it on to brew, then turned around and walked toward me.
 

The robe was open giving me a beautiful view of the inner curves of her breasts and thighs.
 

She put a hand on her hip and stood there with one knee slightly bent.
 

“You went swimming,” I whispered.
 

“I did,” she replied. “I woke up around five and couldn’t sleep any more. Didn’t want to wake you. Thought a morning swim would be nice. I haven’t done that in forever.”
 

I looked up into her eyes. “You’re not wearing a top,” I said.
 

Sharon smiled. She closed the distance between us, cupped my chin, then leaned forward and kissed me on the lips.
 

“Why not?” I asked after she pulled away.
 

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Animal things?” She smirked and spun around and walked back to the counter. Grabbed a couple of mugs from the cupboard and set them down next to the machine. Not a word about her encounter with Reggie. No confession that she’d willingly shown him her tits.
 

That ground the thrilling jealousy rushing through me to a very fine point. It poked way down between my legs. Did she know that I’d seen her? Or was she going to keep their morning encounter private? Something just for Sharon?
 

“What do you want to do today?” I asked.
 

Sharon shrugged. “I don’t know. Nothing? You’re the one who got me to relax, remember?”
 

I nodded. “I remember,” I said. Truth was, relaxing for more than a few hours had become a little more difficult after having been so busy for so long. That and the adventure we were on, the Reggie Decker express, had me feeling a little anxious. I couldn’t really see sitting around the house all day. “You want to take a drive?”
 

Sharon looked at me with a raised brow. “That might be nice. What did you have in mind?”
 

“I don’t know. What about Big Lake? Beginning of the week. Probably won’t be anyone there. Whole place to ourselves. We can take a picnic.”
 

A smile stretched across Sharon’s lips. “That sounds…magical,” she said.
 

I returned the smile. The tension that had worked through me at what I’d seen was waning with each passing minute. This would be a good day. A little swimming. A little sun. A little picnic. Put some space between us and this weird thing we were doing.
 

We took our time having our coffees. Sharon found a picnic basket in the basement. We grabbed towels and blankets and an old beach umbrella we still had from when the boys were little. Packed it all into the car and did the forty minute drive out to Big Lake.
 

My heart sank a little when I saw a cluster of cars parked at the end of the parking lot. A few hundred yards down the beach there was a cluster of twenty-something guys in swimsuits playing volleyball. I’d been hoping the beach would be empty and we could engage in some naughty outdoor fun. I got over it quickly. Parking the car at the other end of the lot I turned it off. “Should we head up toward the point? Get away from the noise?” I asked Sharon.
 

She looked up from under the big brim of her sunhat. Contemplated the rowdy group of guys for a moment, then shook her head. “I like it over this way,” she said. Without another word she started walking toward them.
 

I was about to start arguing when I realized that Sharon was still in character. She was bringing our game out into the sun. Taking it for a spin in the real world to see how it played.
 

She turned, lowered her sunglasses and winked at me without smiling. “You coming?” she asked.
 

I grabbed the picnic basket, towels and blankets from the trunk, piled them up in my arms and stumbled off after her.
 

She stopped about a hundred feet from the game and looked out over the lake. “How about right here?” she asked.
 

I noticed a few of the guys turn their heads. The ball fell onto the sand with a soft thud. They stared for a moment longer than would have been polite. And Sharon wasn’t even in her swimsuit. She was wearing short shorts and a breezy white top and sandals.
 

She pretended to ignore the pause in the game and took the blanket off the top of the heap I was carrying.
 

I lowered the picnic basket to the ground and watched as she got up on her tiptoes, unfurled the blanket, then let it fall to the ground. She got on all fours and started straightening the corners.
 

My eyes, thankfully hidden behind my dark sunglasses, darted between the guys staring at her and her round rump shifting side to side as she smoothed out the blanket.
 

One of the guys picked up the ball and turned back to the game. A few seconds later they were all back into it, laughing and cheering again.
 

Sharon took off her hat and shook out her hair. “You going to come for a swim?” she asked.
 

“I think I might just read for a while,” I replied. I set up the little beach chair I’d brought, along with the umbrella and hid in the shade it provided. I watched Sharon squeeze out of her slutty shorts, then unbutton her shirt and let it fall off her shoulders to the blanket.
 

Excitement started pulsing through me as she walked toward the water.
 

The ball thudded on the sand again. Heads turned, eyes following Sharon as she walked toward the lake.
 

I opened my book and pretended to read. The whole time my eyes wandered between the guys and Sharon. Watching them watch her as the water came up to her thighs, her hips, and finally as she pushed off the bottom and started swimming.
 

One of the guys said something I couldn’t make out. Another one jerked his finger in my direction. A third one shrugged. Then the six of them started walking toward the water like they were going for a swim.
 

My vision tunnelled. A barrage of lewd images played through my mind. The world seemed to close in on me. Suddenly there was danger everywhere. Not just at home in the form of Reggie. Not just here on the beach by the lake in the form of a gang of young men but everywhere.
 

Everywhere Sharon went there would be danger. She was a beautiful woman. A milf. And she’d rediscovered a dormant power. The power to command men’s attention.
 

The group of young men started splashing each other with water, laughing and making a ruckus. And they began moving unmistakably toward Sharon’s head bobbing up above the still water. They were too far away for me to hear what they said when they finally made contact.
 

I heard Sharon laugh, a laugh that came uncomfortable close to being a girlish giggle. It made my crotch ache. She was loving this. Whether she was doing it for me or herself or a bit of both she seemed delighted at becoming a woman again. The kind other men craved.
 

I didn’t get a single sentence of that book read. I sat there staring out over the water, watching her chat and flirt with the boys. They were very respectful. But I knew why they were there. They were there to be closer to her, her femininity and the promise that presented. And while it might seem cheesy, the thought occurred to me that even though men gravitate toward women because, well, sex, that doesn’t fully solve the equation of desire.
 

Men are drawn to women because of the potential they represent. They are the only vessel that can recreate us. Hope and promise lives in them. The revelation peeled back the smouldering resentment I felt for those guys. And for Reggie. Because as hot as the idea of Sharon taking another lover was, I felt a small amount of resentment about it as well. This pushed it all away.
 

How could I blame them for only doing what came naturally? It was a beautiful thing, in a way. Something to be celebrated.
 

Sharon splashed around with them for about twenty minutes before excusing herself. She waltzed out of the water, her ass swinging far wider than it normally did when she walked.
 

Those boys couldn’t stare at her hard enough. And I bet they were all hard as rocks under the surface of that placid lake.
 

It filled me with lust and a hungry greed for Sharon. As she towelled off and lay down on the blanket I put my book down, pretending I’d been too engrossed in it to notice any of what had happened. “How was your swim?”
 

Sharon looked up at me and arched her brow. “Are you serious?”
 

“What?” I asked, feigning innocence.
 

“How’s your book?” she asked.
 

“Not bad so far,” I lied.
 

She clapped a hand over the cover. “Oh yeah? What’s it about?”
 

I opened my mouth but realized I hadn’t even bothered to look at the cover when I’d grabbed it off the shelf.
 

Sharon burst out laughing and fell onto her back on the blanket.
 

I chuckled too. She wasn’t just getting into this thing. She was loving every minute of it.
 






Chapter Thirteen

 


We had lunch just before noon. Sharon lay in the sun afterwards and I did actually get some of my book read. She took another swim. The guys down the beach packed up and started walking toward their cars. The passed a few dozen feet away from me.
 

I gave them friendly smile and wave.
 

“Hot wife, bruh,” one of them said. The others burst into laughter.
 

I smirked and gave them a thumbs up. A week ago an encounter like that would have left me feeling humiliated, I was certain of it. Now it just made me ache for Sharon. I was damn lucky to have her and swore I’d never take that for granted again.
 

When Sharon got back she towelled off and kissed me on the cheek. “Lazy afternoon sex at home?” she whispered.
 

This really was turning into the best vacation ever.
 

I packed up our little camp and followed Sharon to the car. We drove home in silence, Sharon wearing a pleasant smile like she didn’t have a care in the world.
 

When we got home she showered and I cracked a beer out on the deck. I sat there staring at Reggie’s house no small part of me hoping he’d emerge and lumber over to the fence. Maybe shoot a few rude remarks before letting himself into the gate. I fantasized about him walking past me and up the stairs, finding Sharon naked in bed. It got me hard thinking of following him up and finding him already buried inside Sharon, her moaning as he forced his girth into her.
 

But he must have still been at work because he never appeared. I went upstairs instead and found Sharon naked on the bed, her legs pressed together, knees bent slightly in a very provocative way. I grinned, stripped and crawled onto the mattress next to her. “You have fun in the water with those guys today?”
 

She let out an adorable laugh and looked off to one side as I slipped my fingers between her thighs and touched her sex. It was pleasantly damp.
 

“They wanted you, you know?”
 

“Did they?” she purred.
 

“When you were out after lunch they walked by and one of them said ‘hot wife, bruh.”
 

Sharon giggled again. “Men,” she said, shaking her head. “They were perfectly respectful out there. Told me we looked like we had a really good marriage.”
 

“Ha!” I laughed, knowing that was the last thing on their minds and they were just trying to butter Sharon up, even knowing nothing would come of it.
 

“Is that really all you think about?” she asked. “Sex?”
 

“When we’re that age?” I said. “Yeah. Pretty much.”
 

“What about at your age?”
 

I thought for a moment. “With a wife as hot as you? Yeah. Still pretty much just that.”
 

Sharon narrowed her eyes playfully. “You’re just saying that to get between my legs.” She swung a leg over my lap and rolled onto me. Reaching behind herself she grabbed my hard cock and pointed it at her damp snatch. She sank onto with a sigh. She closed her eyes as she started slowly rocking back and forth on top of me.
 

“What are you thinking about?” I asked, reaching up to fondle her tits.
 

She opened her eyes and leaned over me, her breasts dangling just above my mouth. “You,” she whispered. “Let’s just do us this time, okay?”
 

I smiled and leaned up to kiss her. “Of course,” I whispered back. I slipped her nipple into my mouth and started rolling my tongue in lazy circles around it.
 

Sharon purred. Her sex clenched. The afternoon sun warmed the room through the window. She stared into my eyes in between kisses, her slow grinding pushing me toward an orgasm.
 

Every time my hips would start to buck she’d slow, then stop, hands pressed against my chest as she let the climax recede. Then she’d start all over again until my cock and balls were coated with her juices.
 

After a few of those my whole body was aching with need to release. She looked so beautiful in the afternoon light, her body so soft and warm against mine, pussy so wet. I put a hand around the back of her neck and pulled her into another kiss. “I need it,” I whispered. “Please?”
 

“You want it?” she asked, smiling like she was a porn star. “You want to come in my…pussy?”
 

“Oh god,” I groaned.
 

She slowed, her hips barely moving. She squeezed me with her cunt. “You ready?”
 

“Please!” I begged.
 

She let out a slow breath as she massaged me with just the tight walls of her wet cave.
 

I shook beneath her. The orgasm that had been building rolled through me, cum bubbling out the tip of my cock and into her crevice. I let out a massive groan as my body shuddered, toes curling at the insane pleasure of Sharon finally letting me loose inside her. It seemed to last forever. Minutes passed before I felt like myself again.
 

Sharon sat atop me gazing into my eyes, her fingers playing along my chest. She finally rolled off and onto her side next to me.
 

I was as groggy as if I’d slammed too many beers in too short a time. “You want me to…you know, help you finish?”
 

She smiled and shook her head. “It’s nice to see you so happy,” she said softly.
 

I drifted into sleep and when I woke up the sun was low. Sharon was napping next to me, her hand still on my chest. I waited until she woke up, just lying there and enjoying the moments as they passed.
 

Her eyes finally opened and she lifted her head.
 

“Hungry?” I asked. It was probably getting close to dinner.
 

“Kind of,” she said, her voice a little sleepy.
 

“Pizza?”
 

Her eyes lit up. “Can we order in so we don’t have to leave?”
 

“Anything you want,” I said, stealing another kiss on her lips.
 

She curled into me and hugged me with one arm. “Mark?”
 

“What is it baby?”
 

“You are the best. That’s all.”
 

Her words warmed my insides. I picked up my phone off the night table and ordered a Hawaiian with extra cheese. We got dressed and wandered downstairs.
 

The pizza guy showed up twenty minutes later. Sharon greeted him in her too-short shorts and a baggy t-shirt with no bra. I watched from the kitchen as she flirted with him, laughing and touching her neck.
 

I think he appreciated that at least as much as the healthy tip she left him.
 

It was an incredible transformation, thinking about dinner on Friday night and now seeing her like this. This was the woman I’d married. It was good to have her back again.
 

We chased down a couple of slices with half a bottle of wine. Sharon made her way to the couch and flipped on the TV while I put the rest of the pie in the fridge. I made vodka soda’s and joined her a few minutes later. “What’s on?” I asked as she flipped through channels.
 

“Ugh,” she groaned, taking a sip of her drink. “Nothing I’m into.” She took another swig and settled on a courtroom drama.
 

We watched long enough to finish our drinks. When Sharon was done she grabbed the glasses and took them to the kitchen.
 

I went upstairs and grabbed a shower, my mind once again wandering to dirty places. I was surprised to find the bedroom empty when I walked in. I threw on a robe and walked downstairs.
 

Sharon was standing by the door to the backyard looking out.
 

I walked up behind her and put my hands on her waist.
 

She tipped her head and smiled, letting me kiss her on the neck.
 

“What are you doing down here?” I asked.
 

“Hm? Oh, just…waiting for you to finish showering I guess.”
 

I kissed her neck again. “You want to come upstairs? Maybe, you know, a little something before bed?”
 

She turned around and pressed her hand against my cheek. “I want to but I have to be honest I’m a little bit sore from all our little something’s lately.”
 

I smiled. I’d had more sex in the last few days than I had some months. “How about a cuddle then?” I asked.
 

Sharon smiled. “That sounds lovely. Let me take a shower too and I’ll be right up okay?”
 

“Sure thing,” I said, kissing her forehead.
 

She padded up the stairs.
 

I turned to look out over the backyard. I couldn’t help but wonder what Sharon had been down here staring at. That’s when I realized the lights at Reggie’s place were all off. The place was completely dark.
 

It appeared that Reggie Decker wasn’t home.
 






Chapter Fourteen

 


We managed to stay relaxed well into Tuesday morning. Then all that idleness got the better of both of us. Sharon caught me tidying in the home office.
 

“Ha! I knew it!” she said, grinning and pointing an accusatory finger.
 

“I was just looking for that old pair of glasses I lost,” I joked.
 

“You can’t do it either! You’re just as terrible at relaxing as I am!” She threw her head back in an uproarious laugh.
 

I grinned. “You want to help me clean out the basement?”
 

Sharon rolled her eyes back into her head and faked a lewd moan. “Oh talk to me about it baby!”
 

We spent the rest of the morning and the better part of the afternoon picking through boxes we’d stashed in the crawl space and deciding what to throw out and what to keep. We didn’t so much finish as get tired of the job around four. I suggested beers and Sharon had no objections.
 

I grabbed a few beers from the fridge in the garage and brought them, along with a couple of glasses, out to the deck.
 

Sharon joined me a few minutes later and we each stretched out on a deck chair with our drinks.We were just sitting and enjoying the silence and late afternoon sunshine when we heard a door slam. It seemed to come from over the fence. Reggie’s place. We exchanged puzzled glances. It was Sharon who stood up, set her beer down and walked to the fence at the back of the yard. She wasn’t nearly tall enough to look over the top. “Reg?” she called out. “Is that you?”
 

The wicked grin she shot me brought my arousal surging back. I sat up straighter in my chair as I heard the soft thudding of Reggie walking across his yard. My eyes widened as he came into view.
 

His eyes were bloodshot. His hair was a mess. He looked like he’d been to hell and back.
 

Sharon looked up at him and gasped. “Reg? Are you okay? What happened?”
 

He let out a flustered sounding sigh and scratched his head. “You guys busy?” he asked.
 

Sharon glanced at me.
 

I shrugged and shook my head.
 

“Just having some drinks. You want to come over?”
 

Reggie had already unlatched the gate and was stepping through it before she finished her sentence. “Guys? I got fired from my job yesterday.”
 

Sharon’s face fell. “Oh Reg!” she said, putting a hand on his arm and another on his back. She walked him around the pool and led him to a deck chair.
 

He slumped into it, shoulders sagging, his face long and sad. “And then I went on a wicked bender,” he muttered.
 

Sharon scowled. “Well that’s not a very good way to deal with that sort of news. You know alcohol is a depressant. It’ll only make you feel…”
 

Reggie frowned at her.
 

In that moment I caught a glimmer of the Sharon we’d worked so hard to leave behind the last few days. She seemed to sense it, too. She stopped herself in mid-sentence, sat down in the chair next to Reg and patted him on the back. “I’m sorry,” she said quietly. “Sometimes life sucks, huh?”
 

Reg answered with a slow nod.
 

Feeling the need to contribute I stood up, walked over to where Reggie was sitting and squeezed his shoulder. “Sorry buddy,” I muttered.
 

He let out a long breath. “Thanks guys.”
 

Sharon and I exchanged a glance. Her brow was arched and she looked genuinely sorry for what Reg was going through. “Is there anything we can do?”
 

Reggie shrugged. “I don’t know.”
 

“Were you out with friends?” she asked.
 

“No,” Reggie groaned. “I don’t really…no one was really around.”
 

I felt a pang of empathy for big old Reg. I had a sneaking suspicion he’d been about to say he didn’t really have any friends but had been too embarrassed to admit it.
 

Sharon, too, looked heartbroken for him.
 

“Well we’re your friends, Reg,” I said, clapping him on the back.
 

“Thanks guys,” he said, still sulking. “But we’re not really friends. You guys are just being nice to me. Cause you like it when I…”
 

“Just hold that thought right there,” I said.
 

Sharon sucked her lips into her mouth to keep from laughing.
 

“We are too your friends and I’m a little offended you’d say we weren’t.”
 

Reg looked up at me out of the corner of his eye. “You are?” he asked.
 

“Of course we are,” I replied. “And good friends help each other through bad times.”
 

“They do?”
 

Sharon seemed to sense where I was headed. “Of course they do,” she explained. “Now tell us what we can do for you. You want some company?”
 

Reggie’s expression lightened. He sat up a little straighter, lifted his arms out from in between his legs and put his hands on his knees. “Well…I mean if you’re not busy or nothin’. I guess that would be kind of fun, or whatever,” he grumbled.
 

But I could tell his mood was lifting. I was just about to suggest he come over for dinner when Reg piped up again.
 

“Hey you guys want to come over? I could grill us some hot dogs.” The twinkle in his eye had returned, though still a little dim. He seemed genuinely thrilled that we were willing to hang out with him.
 

Sharon gave me a quick nod.
 

“You sure you wouldn’t prefer to come over here instead, Reg?” I could only imagine what culinary misadventures we’d be getting into with Reggie’s hot dogs.
 

“No way man! I’ve been meaning to try out my new barbecue for like, forever!” A grin threatened to crack along his lips. Now he seemed positively elated.
 

“Okay. If you insist. Can we, uh, can we bring anything?” I asked.
 

“Just your appetite!” Reg said, shooting up off his seat. “Maybe after we can go swimming?” He swung his big head to one side to leer at Sharon. “Some late night skinny dipping?” he growled.
 

Sharon covered her eyes, but laughed at what he’d said. “When do you want us over?” she asked, changing the subject. “Should we come right away?”
 

“No. Give me, like, an hour or something. I’ve gotta’ change and shower and shit, er, stuff. Reg grinned and rubbed his hands together. “Drinks at five okay?”
 

Sharon turned to look at him. “Perfect,” she echoed.
 

“Okay!” Reg bellowed, pounding a fist into his palm. He looked like he’d forgotten about getting fired already. “I’ll see you guys soon!” he said, jogging off into his yard.
 

Sharon stood up and watched him leave.
 

“Well that was awfully charitable of you,” I said.
 

Sharon looked over at me. “Oh Mark I couldn’t just…”
 

“No I’m serious!” I said, chuckling. “Or did you have motives I’m unaware of?”
 

She scowled, but not seriously, slapped me on the arm and shook her head. “I don’t think there’s going to be any of that tonight. He’ll probably still be upset about losing his job. It wouldn’t be fair to him,” she said walking away.
 

My stomach twisted a little and it wasn’t until she was gone that I realized why. She hadn’t at all sounded like she meant any of what she’d said.
 






Chapter Fifteen

 


Sharon decided to have a shower before we went over.
 

I decided to pre-game a little bit, just in case the night didn’t get interesting.
 

At around four-thirty I was standing in the kitchen when I saw Reg come out the back door and open up the grill on his patio. He had a scrub brush and started scouring even though the grill was brand new. Big Reg getting ready to cook up some dogs. That kind of tickled me. Hot dogs were something we fed the kids when we were lazy. Not that we ate French cuisine every night but Sharon was partial to salads or couscous. It was funny to me that she’d accepted an invitation to go eat some hot dogs.
 

I poured myself a glass of water and drank it. Then, ready to get my party on, took out a beer from the fridge and cracked that. I slumped down on the couch and picked up a magazine and started thumbing through it.
 

The shower turned off ten minutes later. I heard Sharon emerge from the bathroom and walk to the bedroom. She closed the door and was in there for at least half an hour.
 

As the clock ticked close to five I decided to go see what was taking her so long. Polishing off my beer I dropped the magazine on the coffee table and walked toward the stairs. The door to the bedroom opened just as I reached the third step. I looked up and what I saw took my breath away.
 

Sharon was wearing a dress I hadn’t seen on her since before we were married. It was a pale blue thing with patterned with tiny white dots. Spaghetti straps tied in a bow over her shoulders. The top of her chest was completely bare. The straps attached to the fabric where you could just make out the soft curves of her breasts. It went across them in a straight line giving a tantalizing but not terribly revealing glimpse of her cleavage. It hugged her ribs and waist, then flared at her hips into an airy, flowing shape. It ended halfway down her calves.
 

She looked spectacular. But it wasn’t just the dress.
 

I realized why she’d been up there so long. Her finger and toe nails were painted bright red. She’d put on lipstick that matched the color. And mascara that extended her already long lashes. She’d dug up and old pair of white leather strap sandals that tied around her ankles.
 

I stood there with my mouth agape gawking at what a beautiful woman I’d married.
 

She descended the stairs like an angel floating down from heaven and stopped one step up from me which made her about a foot taller. She looked down at me with her sparkling blue eyes. “Do you like it?” she asked.
 

“You look…incredible,” I replied in a whisper.
 

“Do you remember this dress? I was wearing it when we first met.”
 

My heart squeezed at the memory of seeing Sharon in the park by the bluffs. The sight of her had taken my breath away. I, of course, was having a hard time keeping my eyes on hers. They kept darting down to the inviting cleft of her breasts pressed together. I shook my head. “Wow,” I said.
 

Sharon put a hand under my chin and tilted my head back. “My eyes are up here,” she teased.
 

I narrowed my eyes at her. “Like you don’t know exactly what you’re doing to me wearing that,” I said.
 

She threw her head back and laughed, then leaned forward and puckered her lips to kiss me. There was a fleeting moment where she looked like she was about to sing happy birthday mister president. Then she pressed her lips against mine. Her delicate floral perfume made my knees go weak. She pulled away and stared deep into my eyes. “You’re not going to be jealous?”
 

“Jealous?” I asked. The question made something twitch in my midriff.
 

“Of Reg stealing glances?” she whispered, still cupping my chin in her hand.
 

Arousal surged through me. My cock flexed. “Maybe a little,” I admitted.
 

“Want me to change?” she asked, her tone coy and teasing.
 

I sank completely under her spell. “Not in a million years,” I replied. “I thought you said there wasn’t going to be any of that this evening?”
 

She rolled her eyes. “Oh Mark. It’s just a dress.” But the way she walked away from me, her hips swinging, made it clear that it was far more than just a dress. She was wearing the dress she’d been wearing when we first met for Reg.
 

That sent all sorts of delicious tendrils of arousal and light jealousy and fear at what the future held crawling up my back.
 

“Come on,” Sharon said, turning to one side as if she was posing for me. “Let’s go eat some hot dogs.” She burst into giggles and stepped around, her dress swishing against my leg as she descended the last few steps.
 

The way she smiled before she disappeared down the hall said to me she was more interested in Reggie’s dog than the ones he was cooking. A loving pride swelled through me. Sharon was about to do something that I’d coaxed her into. But she wasn’t going to do it for me or for Reg. She was going to do it for herself. It was terrifying and exhilarating all at once.
 

I spun around and followed her, unable to take my eyes off her swaying ass, certain that I was wearing the same bovine expression I’d seen on Reg every time he’d checked out her tits.
 

We both smelled burning as soon as we stepped outside. Exchanging puzzled glances we walked over to the gate which had been left open. Stepping into Reg’s yard we found him bouncing around his barbecue flipping black charred hot dogs and cursing under his breath. He grabbed a water spritzer and sprayed a fine mist on the grill.
 

I stifled a laugh and saw that Sharon had her hand over her mouth trying to do the same. We broke into a brisk walk. “Hey Reg!” I said.
 

Reg spun around, apparently startled by the greeting. His face was beet red. He was sweating. He had a very worried expression as he looked back and forth between us and the hot dogs. Then he laid eyes on Sharon. His jaw dropped.
 

She swept up the steps of his deck and came to a stop next to him, staring down at the miserable “meal” he’d prepared. She looked up at him smiling.
 

His eyes roamed her body. He licked his lips. Then he shook his head, as if realizing he was leering. He turned and looked at the barbecue. “I…uh…” He furrowed his brow. “I thought these were gonna’ take longer to cook so I put them on and…uh…”
 

Sharon glanced down at the meat, then looked back up at him. “Do you like to cook, Reg?” she asked sweetly.
 

He rubbed the back of his neck. “Uh…not really,” he admitted.
 

Sharon bit her lip, stifling another laugh. “Have you ever cooked?” she asked.
 

“Mostly spaghetti,” Reg said. His shoulders slumped. He looked a little pathetic. “Shit,” he muttered. “I think I ruined the barbecue.”
 

Sharon turned to me and winked. “Mark?” she said.
 

I snapped out of my stupor at the sound of my name. Straightening my back I raised a finger in the air. “I’ll be back in two minutes,” I announced. Spinning around I dashed back to the house and down to the freezer in the basement. I pulled out three frozen steaks. Darting back up the stairs I grabbed two bottles of wine from the cabinet in the living room, then swung by the kitchen and plucked a pre-made salad and dressing from the fridge. With my arms full I trundled back outside and into Reg’s yard.
 

I stopped just past the gate.
 

Sharon was sitting on one of his foldable lawn chairs, light beer in a can in hand.
 

Reg was a few feet away from her, sitting in his own chair holding a beer. He leaned forward and said something I was too far away to hear.
 

Sharon threw her head back and a laugh bubbled out of her like he’d just told the funniest joke she’d ever heard.
 

Reg grinned and looked very pleased with himself. He took advantage of her momentary distraction to steal a glance at the way her breasts shook when she laughed. His eyes went a little wider and he licked his lips, then wiped his nose with the back of his hand and took a huge swig of his beer.
 

It was a mesmerizing sight. It wasn’t just seeing Sharon laugh at something another man had said, though that was strangely titillating. It was her body language that really did it. The way she was exposing her neck, touching it with her fingers, drawing attention to herself.
 

My cock lurched as I took in the scene. I could tell Reg was hungry for her. He was leering at her like he could have devoured her right there and then. And for some reason that prospect was delicious to me.
 

He swung his head slowly in my direction. His expression changed when he saw me standing there. For a moment he looked like a kid who’d been caught with his paw in the cookie jar. Then he sat up straight and waved. “Hey buddy!” he shouted. And just like that he was back to being big Reg. It was like getting fired had never happened.
 

Sharon lazily turned to look in my direction. She locked eyes with me. She had her legs crossed and swung her foot back and forth, her red painted toes drawing my attention. “You going to join us?” she called out.
 

A shiver raced down my back. I started walking toward them unable to take my eyes off of Sharon, my mind reeling with all sorts of dirty thoughts. Visions of big block-head Reg mounting her and stuffing what surely must have been a formidable appendage into my wife made me dizzy.
 

“Whatcha got there?” he asked as I closed in on the deck.
 

“Steak. And wine. And salad and dressing,” I said, looking down at my haul.
 

“Oh wow,” Reg said. “I love steak. But…it’s frozen. Isn’t that gonna’ take a long time?”
 

“You got somewhere to be big guy?” I asked.
 

He smirked, apparently appreciating the moniker. “Nope,” he replied, shaking his head.
 

“Good. Besides frozen goes straight on the grill these days.”
 

He furrowed his brow. “I don’t think I can cook that either.”
 

“Relax, Reg,” I said putting the food down on the rickety plastic patio table. “I’ve got this. You guys enjoy yourselves and I’ll get dinner ready.”
 

Reg arched his brow like that was the kindest thing anyone had ever said to him.
 

Broke my heart a little.
 

“Are you serious?” he asked.
 

“Dead serious,” I replied, grabbing the tongs and swiping the line of hot dogs onto the plate next to the grill.
 

Reg looked from me to Sharon, who smiled at him. “You guys are so nice. Thanks for coming over and being friends with me.”
 

Sharon’s face softened and she “aww’ed” looking like she’d just been handed a puppy.
 

Reg shot up from his chair and jogged into his garage. He came back with three cold ones and set them down on the table then sat back down on his seat.
 

I started scouring the grill to get the hot dog crust off.
 

“So what are you going to do, Reg?” Sharon asked, cracking another beer.
 

I raised an eye. Sharon guzzling light beers on a plastic patio chair and looking like she was enjoying herself was not something I thought I’d ever see.
 

Reg shrugged but didn’t seem upset by the question. “I don’t know. I started selling shoes right out of high school. I guess I’ll look for another job doing that,” he said with a shrug.
 

Sharon started peppering him with questions. About his interests, if he had any hobbies, if there was something else he might think of doing.
 

I glanced over my shoulder at them.
 

Sharon was staring at him as he talked. Watching him watch her. The tiniest bit of color rose to her cheeks. Her chest blushed as well.
 

My heart did a dance. She was…enjoying this. Basking in his attention, savoring the sway she held over this big, kind-hearted lug of a man.
 

My cock roared to life. I turned back and focused intently on the barbecue, trying to forget what I’d just seen. All I wanted to do was turn off the barbecue and watch her work her magic on Reg.
 

I got the grill cleaned up. Cut the steaks out of their plastic. As I threw the first steak on I realized there weren’t any plates or cutlery out. “Hey Reg,” I said, turning to them.
 

“Huh?”
 

“Can you get some plates and stuff? You have any wine glasses? I brought over some red.”
 

“Uh, I don’t know about wine glasses.”
 

“Plastic cups?” Sharon chimed in.
 

Reg gave an enthusiastic nod. “Oh I’ve got lots of those!” he said eagerly.
 

“Do you want help?” Sharon asked.
 

“No, no,” Reg said, shaking his head and heaving himself out of his chair. “I’ve got this.” He had to turn sideways to get through the sliding glass door that led to his living room.
 

With the steaks sizzling on the grill behind me I looked over at Sharon.
 

Her lips curled into a mysterious looking smile. “What?” she asked. Then her eyes fell to my lap. One corner of her mouth rose a little higher.
 

Ignoring my shame at her having seen my erection I stepped toward her. “What are you doing?” I couldn’t be sure if she was feigning innocence or actually oblivious to what she was doing to Reg.
 

“I’m having a nice time with our neighbor. Is that okay?”
 

“You’re flirting with him,” I said, a sly smile spreading across my lips.
 

Sharon rolled her eyes playfully. “Oh Mark,” she said with a sigh. “I asked you if you were going to be jealous.”
 

“I’m not jealous,” I countered. Though I was, a little bit. Just not in a bad way.
 

“Then let me have a nice time,” she said.
 

After a moments pause I nodded. “Of course,” I said. “I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself.”
 

Her smile widened and she took a sip of her beer.
 

Reg returned with plastic cups and paper plates but real cutlery. He deposited it all on the table in front of Sharon.
 

“Reg?” Sharon said.
 

“Uh-huh?”
 

“Would you have a bowl we could put the salad in? Maybe some tongs we could serve it with?”
 

Reg scratched his head. “Uh, maybe in the basement. Hang on a sec.” He spun around and squeezed back into the house again.
 

I turned my attention back to the steaks. They were getting nice and crispy on one side and already leaking some juice. Grabbing the tongs I nudged one to see if it was still stuck. The underside was nice and tender. I flipped all three and adjusted the heat down a little bit. I felt Sharon’s breath on my neck.
 

“Are you enjoying yourself?” she whispered. A moment later she brushed her hand against my crotch.
 

I hardened at her touch and felt a little breathless. I turned to look at her. “What’s gotten into you?” I asked, staring with awe and wonder into her eyes.
 

There was a flicker of mischief in them and the grin she was wearing. She shrugged. “Just trying to let loose a little I guess,” she replied. “Do you like it?”
 

My insides squeezed. My blood felt like it was boiling in my veins as I looked at her. Seeing Sharon let her hair down and toy with Reg was driving me crazy. “You’re so fucking sexy,” I whispered.
 

She sucked in a quick breath at the profanity. But a second later her hand came up to my cock again. This time she rubbed up and down the length of my shaft, tickling me through my pants and underwear. “You like seeing your sexy wife flirt with another man?” she asked.
 

My lips parted. My mouth was dry and my palms were sweaty. I would have done anything to drag her back to our house in that moment and fuck the living daylights out of her. “You’re driving me crazy.”
 

Her smile widened into a grin. “Good crazy or bad crazy?” she asked.
 

“The best kind of crazy.”
 

She bit her lip. “How crazy do you want to get tonight?”
 

My heart started to race. “As crazy as you can make me,” I said.
 

Reg thumped out onto the patio a moment later.
 

Sharon and I were still standing next to each other staring into each other’s eyes. It seemed that something had clicked inside her over the last few days. She looked confident, almost cocky, and sexy as hell.
 

Reg paused at the door and looked a little embarrassed at what he’d walked into. He was cradling a bowl in one arm and holding a pair of salad tongs in his other hand. He looked away, obviously feeling uncomfortable at our proximity.
 

Sharon stepped away and walked back to her seat. Her dress swung pleasantly against her legs.
 

My heart sank. I’d have to find a way to tell her this wasn’t a good idea at some point in the evening, no matter how much it turned us both on.
 

“I found us a bowl and some tongs!” Reg proclaimed, breaking the awkward silence between the three of us.
 

“Wonderful,” Sharon said. “Set them right here and I’ll get the salad going. Do you like wine, Reg?”
 

Reg screwed up his face. “I only ever had it once at a wedding. It was okay I guess.”
 

“Well this is the good stuff, Reg,” I said, picking up a bottle and eyeing the label. “You should give it a try. Corkscrew?”
 

Reg scowled and looked down at the deck. “I think…maybe in one of the drawers in the kitchen. I don’t know. My mom bought me a bunch of stuff when I moved in.” He turned and walked back into the house.
 

His absence pulled the trigger on an emotion that my mind had loaded but kept hidden. A vague doubt that had been circling through me after he’d told us about losing his job that day.
 

Checking the steaks to make sure they weren’t burning, I spun around and walked over to where Sharon was sitting. I knelt down beside her chair and looked into her eyes.
 

“What is it?” she asked.
 

“I don’t know where you’re going with this but maybe we should think again?” I said.
 

She looked puzzled. “Having second thoughts?” she asked.
 

I shuddered. That question implied that she was actually considering crossing some boundaries. As exciting as that was there was still the problem of Reg. “I just…I don’t think we should use Reg like that. He seems kind of…I don’t know. Naive. I’d hate for him to get hurt.”
 

Sharon started chuckling and rolled her eyes.
 

“Why are you laughing?”
 

She looked down at me, head tilted to one side. “You don’t need to worry about Reg.”
 

“I don’t? Why not?”
 

She leaned closer and whispered. “Because the whole time you were gone he was telling me how pretty I was and how lucky you were to have me.” She brushed a finger along my chin. “Told me about a few of his girlfriends. How he hasn’t been with anyone since he left his ex. Couldn’t stop talking. Couldn’t stop checking me out.” Her smile faded and a raw excitement danced in her eyes.
 

“Are you serious?” I said. My crotch went tighter still.
 

“Dead serious,” she answered. “The way he was looking at me I thought he might jump out of his chair and tackle me.”
 

My eyes went wide again.
 

Sharon put her hand on my head and ruffled my hair. “Reg isn’t a boy, Mark. He’s a man. He can take a little teasing and not break down in tears. Trust me.”
 

I had no reason to doubt her. What was out of character for her was how ruthless she seemed in pursuing this fantasy. My fantasy which, somewhere in the last few days, turned into our fantasy. But which now seemed a lot more like Sharon’s fantasy than anything else. 
 

That was exciting, too. Sharon being selfish about drawing another man between her legs. Sating some long-dormant lust or desire for adventure by quenching my thirst for the danger of it.
 

The sliding door opened behind me. Hoping to spare Reg more embarrassment I stood up and walked back over to the barbecue. The steaks were just about done.
 

“Got one!” Reg exclaimed with pride. He put the dollar store corkscrew his mom had bought him down on the table.
 

“Perfect timing,” I said, my voice a little tight as my imagination raced with what the evening might bring.
 

Sharon clapped her hands together. She picked up a wine bottle, grabbed the corkscrew from Reg and set to work.
 

I dispensed our steaks onto the paper plates and a few minutes later we were all huddled around the plastic table devouring our meal. I’d managed a pretty good job on the steaks and we mostly ate in silence save for a few exclamations about how delicious the meat was from Reg. Sharon and I exchanged sly glances from opposite sides of the table.
 

When she’d finished her food she set her cutlery on one side of the plate and leaned back in her chair looking very satisfied.
 

Reg sat up, touched a fist to his chest and stifled a burp. “Holy crap that was good,” he said.
 

Sharon flashed a playful smile at him. “You like steak, Reg?” she asked.
 

“Hell yeah. When it’s cooked that good for sure!”
 

“It was very tasty,” she said turning to me.
 

“Thanks guys. Reg do you want some help with the…er, dishes?” I looked down at the soiled paper plates on the table.
 

Reg stood up and walked over to the garbage can beside the house. He took the lid off and brought it over. 
 

The smell of stale summer garbage made my stomach do a flop.
 

“Wanna grab your drinks?” he asked. 
 

Sharon and I picked up our cups.
 

Reg picked the cutlery off the plates and put them in the now empty salad bowl. He set that on the shelf next to the barbecue then swept his arm across the table sending what remained into the garbage can. “Ta-da! Dishes done!”
 

Sharon put a finger under her nose and started to giggle.
 

I couldn’t help but chuckle myself. I’d had my reservations about Reggie. A guy his size and that foul-mouthed could easily have been a bully. But he wasn’t. He really was just a big goofy guy with an even bigger heart looking for some friendship. He might not have been too bright or cultured but his intentions were good.
 

Having returned the garbage can to it’s place, Reg slumped back into his chair and downed the last of his beer. “Well that was really great guys. Thanks for saving dinner.”
 

“It was our pleasure,” I said, looking at Sharon. “What should we do next?” I asked, directing the question at her.
 

She swung her foot back and forth, once again drawing both my and Reg’s gazes to her bright red toenails. “How about a digestif?”
 

Reg scrunched up his face. “A diggie-what?” he asked.
 

I smirked. “She means a drink. She’s just trying to be fancy,” I replied.
 

“Oh, right,” Reg said, nodding. He rubbed the back of his neck with his paw. “A few more beers?”
 

“I was thinking of something a little stronger,” Sharon said, eyeing me. “What have you been hiding at the house sweetie?” she asked, smiling sweetly.
 

I smirked again. I should have known better than to think I could keep secrets from my Sharon. “How about a gin and tonic? Reg you want a vodka with something in it?”
 

His eyes brightened. “How about a vodka with some ice and another vodka in it?” he asked.
 

Sharon laughed and I joined her. “Why don’t we head over to our place?” I said. My skin prickled at the possibilities that might present.
 

“That sounds like a wonderful idea,” Sharon purred. She swung her legs out in front of her, stood up and started walking toward the fence.
 

I watched her beautiful frame swaying away from us and I sensed Reg was doing the same.
 

“You think she’s gonna’ let me in her pretty pussy over there, Marky-Mark?” Reg growled from behind me.
 

My back went stiff at the question. I shook my head. “I don’t know what she’s thinking, Reg,” I lied. “Why don’t we head over there and find out?”
 






Chapter Sixteen

 


Sharon was holding a drink and there were two made on the table, one for me and one for Reg.
 

Reg, wearing his big grin, grabbed the glass and looked like he was going to crush it for an instant. He put the rim to his lips, tipped his head back and downed the liquid in it.
 

Sharon’s eyes went wide.
 

I sighed and shook my head.
 

But as soon as he’d set the glass down he lumbered over to where Sharon was standing, leaning on the counter, getting right up into her space.
 

My body tensed as I saw Sharon lean back away from him. My fight or flight adrenaline addiction brought blood racing to my cheeks and down between my legs.
 

Reg took Sharon’s glass from her and set it on the counter.
 

Sharon looked like she was resisting curling up into a ball. There was a wild, slightly terrified look in her eye. I could see her pulse racing through the vein in her neck.
 

“I want to fuck you in the pussy,” Reg growled.
 

Sharon snorted and put a finger over her mouth. “Reggie we really need to work on…” She gasped as Reg interrupted her by squeezing her breast. He leaned in a second later and their lips met.
 

Time froze for me in that first instant. A connection far more intimate than watching him fuck her with his finger or seeing her jerk him off onto her breast. What snapped me back into reality was seeing Sharon bend to his brutish seduction.
 

She leaned back a little. The muscles in her jaw eased. I saw her accept his tongue into her mouth then start pushing back with her own.
 

I got a little dizzy, picked up the drink Sharon had made me and downed it the same way Reggie had his.
 

He was pawing at her with his hands, her breasts, her ass, her hips, learning the shapes of her that only I was supposed to know.
 

She let him explore her that way then pushed him gently away with her palms on his chest. She licked some of his saliva from her lip and looked down at the floor then up at me out of the corner of her eye. “Why don’t we take this upstairs?” she whispered.
 

Reggie leaned in and kissed her again before stepping aside and letting her lead the way. He watched as she disappeared up the stairs, then followed without so much as glancing at me, lost under the spell of her femininity.
 

It wasn’t until he’d disappeared that I realized I was alone in the kitchen. The fact made me jolt and scurry through the kitchen to join them. The only thing I could think of that would be more dangerous than letting Sharon sleep with another man was letting her do it without me there. I didn’t have the stomach for that. Not yet, anyway. I took the stairs two at a time and stopped at the door to the bedroom.
 

Sharon was sitting on the bed, swinging her pretty feet back and forth as she watched Reg stripping his clothes.
 

He peeled his shirt off first and threw it into the corner. Grabbed his pants and jerked them down along with his underwear. His cock was half-hard and it swung lazily up to point at Sharon’s feet.
 

Her eyes widened again at the sight of it and stayed on it as it swayed from side to side.
 

Reg grabbed it and closed the distance between them.
 

Sharon seemed to balk when he came to stand in front of her, the head of his cock just inches from her mouth. Her eyes darted to mine. A momentary panic flashed in them then she seemed to compose herself. She did not, however, seem as in control of the situation as she’d been over dinner.
 

“Open your pretty mouth,” Reg ordered.
 

Sharon swallowed and paused, like she was having second thoughts. Her lips parted.
 

“Wider,” Reg growled.
 

Her eyes slowly rose to his. Her jaw fell just as slowly. Then her tongue slid forward, over her bottom lip in invitation.
 

It was, I think, the lewdest thing I’d ever seen her do.
 

Reg grinned at her. “That’s better. You know how this goes,” he said.
 

I sank into the chair in the corner of the bedroom, my eyes riveted to the vulgar sight of my wife opening her mouth for another man’s prick. My heart was racing and my cock was rock solid already.
 

Reggie shuffled forward. He lifted his cock head, peeled back the wrinkly foreskin and placed his glans on Sharon’s tongue.
 

She shuddered, as if now the reality of what she was doing was finally dawning on her. She shot me another panicked glance.
 

I somehow managed to nod in encouragement. It’s okay. I’m here. We’re in this together.
 

Reg didn’t seem to notice. His hips moved forward, the hardening slab of cock meat gliding past Sharon’s pretty lips. He tipped his head back toward his shoulders and groaned. “Holy shit. Your mouth is heaven,” he said.
 

Sharon stirred at this. She lifted her hands which had been pressed at her sides, and wrapped them both around Reg’s girth. She was still looking up at him as she started to slide back and forth along his cock with her mouth and hands.
 

All of my pent up lust, all of the dreams and fantasizing I’d done about this moment went straight to my groin. I grabbed my own cock through my shorts and squeezed, suppressing a groan at the need that welled through me.
 

Reggie looked down into Sharon’s eyes twinkling up at him. “Oh shit,” he muttered. “You’re a little cock-slut aren’t you?” he said.
 

His words made me shiver.
 

“Aren’t you?” he asked again.
 

Sharon pulled his cock out of her mouth with a wet smack. She was breathing heavy. Instead of looking up at Reg, she looked at me. “I guess I can be,” she whispered. A moment later she gobbled up his big tool and started sucking on it again.
 

I rubbed myself through the fabric of my shorts and underwear. It was excruciatingly delicious watching Sharon sucking on Reggie’s big dick. My own cock was leaking already. It nearly erupted when I saw her tuck a hand between his leg and cup his heavy ball sack. She rolled his nuts around in her palm, like she was weighing exactly how much seed he had in there.
 

Reg lifted his hand to her hair. He ran his fingers through it to the back of her head. Ever so gently he pulled her further onto himself.
 

Sharon’s eyes bugged as the tip of his cock touched the back of her throat. She gagged and for a moment looked like she was going to wretch.
 

Reg pulled back giving her room to breathe.
 

Her nostrils flared, sucking badly needed air into her lungs. Then she looked up at him and without any coaxing, sank back down onto his member. Her head started moving back and forth. Bobbing on that now rigid organ, drawing the seed out of his nuts. Getting him ready.
 

My hand, as if of it’s own accord, tucked itself into my shorts. I squeezed my cock. It was hot and hard and ready to spew. I wondered if Reg was going to come on her face. The thought made me ache. Sharon’s pretty face drenched in his thick white spunk.
 

Reg grunted. His hand fell from the back of her head. He eased his manhood out of her face.
 

Sharon drew in a long breath.
 

Reg grinned at her. “You like sucking dick?” he asked.
 

Sharon just stared up at him.
 

“Huh?” he prodded. “You like sucking a big dick?” Then he smeared the juice from the side of his cock across her cheek.
 

Sharon’s face flushed bright red. The top of her chest flushed, too. Her body’s natural reaction to a dominant male. Reddening to show him she was available and ready and definitely interested.
 

Reg reached down and fondled her breast.
 

Sharon reached back and undid her dress. She shrugged it off her shoulders to reveal her braless tits. The nipples were stiff like erasers.
 

“Yeah,” Reggie said, grinning. “Take it all off.”
 

Sharon wriggled the dress down her hips, down past her thighs until it pooled on the floor at her feet.
 

Reg sank to his knees. “Let’s see how much you like sucking dick,” he said. He pushed her backward.
 

She fell, supporting herself on her elbows as she watched Reg peel her underwear to one side, exposing her thick bush and the lips of her sex glistening with wet.
 

Reg sniffed her then leaned in and licked up the line of her slit. “Oh you like sucking big dick!” he said. He pressed his lips to her pussy and slurped like he was swallowing an oyster.
 

Sharon shuddered. She looked straight at me. Her eyes were wide. Her face was still red. But her expression wasn’t panicked or flighty. She wanted this. She was loving this. Loving being so dirty and naughty and with her husband watching.
 

I mouthed the words “I love you, baby,” at her.
 

She barely manage to mouth “I love you,” back before she turned her eyes to Reg eating out her leaking pussy.
 

He had his tongue out and was slurping at her folds, stroking himself as he did. He brought up his other hand between her legs, clenched into a fist. Pointed his middle finger and found her entrance. Pushed it in slowly, the fat digit twisting and spreading her in preparation to take his cock inside herself.
 

Sharon shuddered at the intrusion. She stared in disbelief at his finger disappearing into her and his tongue flicking at her clitoris. She lifted a hand and put it on the back of his head, sealing his lips over her bud. She let out a quiet breath and sank into the moment.
 

Reg’s jaw moved as his tongue worked her sensitive bundle of nerves. He kept probing her with his finger, exploring her insides as if he were planning how to best fit the real thing into her.
 

Sharon’s toes curled. She bit her lip. Her head rolled back and she squeezed her eyes shut.
 

Reg started fucking a little faster with his finger. He slurped her clit into his mouth and sucked on it.
 

Sharon moaned loudly, overwhelmed by the sensations emanating from between her legs.
 

I was on the edge of my seat, one hand over my mouth in disbelief at what I was witnessing, the other choking my cock to keep it from spilling.
 

Sharon put the heels of her feet on Reg’s back and dug in like she was spurring a horse to ride faster.
 

Reg obliged without hesitation. He started pumping harder with his finger. His jaw went still as he focused on the spot he’d narrowed in on with his tongue.
 

Sharon clasped the back of his head with both hands and screamed. She fell onto her back on the bed, her legs drawn up, bent at the knees, heels kicking at Reg’s back as she writhed in pleasure.
 

It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.
 

Then she was wilting, crumpling up, pushing Reg away, too sensitive from her orgasm to endure any more of his affection.
 

The seal his lips had formed around her sex broke. He pulled his finger out of her and gave her pussy a few more slow licks. Standing, looming over her, he put his hands on her hips and spun her onto her stomach.
 

Sharon clutched at the sheets and her ass rose up into the air. The folds of her pussy were split and glistening.
 

Reg grabbed his cock and fell over her, bracing his knees against the edge of the bed as he pressed the head of it against her sex.
 

Sharon lifted her head and craned her neck to try to watch him entering her. She locked eyes with me as the head of his cock slipped into her pussy. Her mouth fell open and her eyes popped wide. She squirmed like she was trying to get away and reached back to try to slow his entrance. “Oh! Oh!” she squealed. “Go slow! Please?”
 

Reg grinned. He bent over her, stuck out the same middle finger that had just minutes ago been inside her and fed it into her mouth.
 

Sharon’s lips closed around it and she started suckling like it was a pacifier, something other than his enormous cock to concentrate on as he pierced her.
 

“You just relax,” Reg whispered. “Let big Reg do his thing okay?”
 

Sharon whimpered as he eased more of his cock into her. After a pause, she nodded. The tension left her body as she gave herself to him.
 






Chapter Seventeen

 


With one hand on her hip, the other next to her face, Reg started working his organ in and out of Sharon. Each half-inch he would pause, draw out, his shaft slathered in her lubricant, then press back in a little deeper.
 

Each time Sharon’s toes would splay. But after a few of these her ass started rising up to meet his thrusts.
 

He drilled halfway into her and held himself there.
 

Sharon winced. She took her mouth off his finger. “I think that’s…I can’t take any more,” she whimpered.
 

Reg put two fists on either side of her. This time when he pulled his cock out it was covered in the creamy white slick Sharon apparently secreted when really turned on. He looked down at it. Thrust it into her again.
 

She bucked on the bed. “Okay. That’s okay. That’s good,” she panted.
 

Reg showed no signs of stopping, however. The muscles in his ass squeezed and he started pressing more of himself into her.
 

Sharon squirmed and kicked at the air. She gasped, her eyes opening even wider. Her hands balled to fists. A feral snarl curled her top lip. “Oh god,” she moaned, her voice an octave lower. “I didn’t think…I didn’t know it could…” Her eyes glazed over. She couldn’t finish a sentence.
 

But it was clear from her grunting exactly what it was she didn’t think or know. She had no idea how deep inside her a man could get. Reggie was about to change that.
 

“Yeah,” he groaned as he let his weight fall over top her.
 

Sharon grunted. She started pushing back, her ass rounding to give Reggie’s dick a better angle to penetrate her.
 

He slipped in another inch. His balls swung as he paused. “You like it? You like my fat dick?” His eyes wandered over her frame and stopped at the tight ring of muscle that led to her ass. He lifted a hand and slapped her ass cheek. “I asked you a question.”
 

“I…I like it,” Sharon panted.
 

“Tell me you like my fat dick,” he commanded.
 

“I like your…I like your fat dick,” Sharon mewled.
 

Reg smiled, apparently pleased by her answer. He drew out an inch, then plunged the rest of his turgid prick balls deep into her pussy. His nuts slapped against her clit.
 

Sharon bit the sheets on top of the bed and squealed.
 

“Fuck that’s so tight,” he muttered. He looked down at himself impaled inside Sharon. Grabbing her hips he dragged her up onto her knees, cock still buried nine inches deep. Putting one hand on the small of her back he grabbed a fistful of hair in the other and started to pound into her pussy.
 

I clawed at my chest. My heart felt like it was going to leap out of my throat it was beating so hard. Never had I seen Sharon in such a compromised position. I’d never dared to imagine seeing her like this. Reggie Decker, next door neighbour, plowing my wife with his massive cock and sending her screaming toward another climax had me bracing for my own.
 

“Where’s my cock?” Reg grunted.
 

This seemed to stir Sharon from the daze she was in. “Huh?” she said, breathless. He was working into her so rough her tits were slapping against each other beneath her.
 

“Where’s my cock?” Reg demanded.
 

“It’s…it’s in me,” Sharon moaned.
 

Reg pounded harder. “It’s in your pussy! Say it!”
 

“It’s in my pussy!” Sharon screamed. A moment later she started sobbing and her body shook as another climax crashed through her.
 

“Yeah. My cock in Sharon’s pretty little pussy just like I said,” Reg rumbled, staring at his manhood spearing into her cunt. “Pretty little pussy. Pretty little pussy. Pretty little pussy,” he muttered.
 

Sharon went limp. She fell face first onto the bed, Reg’s hands grabbing her by the waist to keep her ass in the air. He bent his knees, jabbing that thick thing up into her snatch, balls flailing against the top of her sex in wet slaps.
 

Sharon let out a few whimpers.
 

Reg grunted again. His rhythm slowed. He drew out for a moment.
 

I saw the root of his cock flex. His nuts drew up between his legs. This was the moment I’d been waiting for and dreading. Seeing Reg spray his massive load of ejaculate into Sharon’s stretched sex. The danger of it, the jealousy and thrill all swirled together into a cocktail of delicious agony as I stared at the place where their bodies were joined together.
 

With an animal roar Reg thrust back into her. He threw his head back and picked up where he’d left off, his cock fucking and spewing hot seed into Sharon. Seed that would linger there long after he was gone. In each fold and crevice, seed that would swim up even deeper in search of the egg it could penetrate.
 

Reg’s orgasm faltered. He slammed his prick deep into Sharon. Then again. Then again. Driving the point that he’d claimed her home, helping his sperm get as far as it could. These were all actions driven by instinct.
 

I couldn’t help but ascribe intent to them, too. Will. That some self-aware part of Reg knew the purpose of these thrusts and knew their potential consequences, no matter how improbable. A blistering heat crackled through me, the danger of it all nearly sending me over the edge.
 

He fell onto Sharon still buried inside her. Dug even deeper, his hand playing with her soft breast. He touched her cheek and turned her head, licked her neck then kissed her.
 

Sharon was in a daze. When their lips met she kissed him back but seemed to be drifting back into herself. Her eyes fluttered open. She pulled away from him. Suddenly she seemed shy and embarrassed. There was a strange man inside her and her husband was sitting in the corner of the room staring at her. “Okay, Reg,” she whispered. “Okay.”
 

“Okay?” he asked, seeming puzzled.
 

“I think you should…you should probably go,” she said. Their eyes met.
 

Reg looked a little…defeated. “Don’t you…” He looked across the bed at me. “Oh,” he said, the wind leaving his sails. “You guys probably want to…okay.” He slid his cock out of her pussy. It was smeared in her wet and his seed. He rolled off the bed, poked his feet into his pants and his arms into the sleeves of his shirt, then trudged toward the door. “See you guys later,” he said, almost pouting. Then, as if remembering himself muttered “thanks for a fun evening.”
 

I felt a little sorry for him as he left but that could wait until later. My eyes were glued to Sharon. To her used, defiled body and to the pleasure that slipping into her would bring me.
 

“You did it,” I said. I stood up and pushed my shorts and boxers off my legs, pulled my shirt of and gripped my cock again to keep from ejaculating before I even got to the bed.
 

“I did it,” she said, a small smile forming along her lips. Her cheeks and chest were still red, her body’s way of signalling desire and readiness and delight at what had happened.
 

I stood at the edge of the bed holding myself and unable to tear my eyes away from the mess between her legs.
 

“Mark?” she whispered. Her voice sounded distant through the ringing in my ears. She closed her thighs and put a hand over her mound. “Mark stop it,” she said.
 

“What? Stop? Stop what?” I said, my voice a little shaky.
 

“Stop staring at it.”
 

My gaze again wandered to where she was cupping her sex. I sank to my knees and put a hand on her thigh. “I can’t,” I replied. “Can you…can you let me see it?”
 

She furrowed her brow, puzzled by the lewd request. “What? Why?”
 

I shook my head. “I don’t know. I just need to…I…I can’t explain it.”
 

“It’s gross,” she said.
 

“It’s not.” Risking her wrath, and the potential for not being able to re-consecrate our marriage after her dirty deed, I dared myself to pull her hand away. It was met with only the slightest resistance before she let me do it.
 

“You’re so dirty,” she purred. “You really want to see it?”
 

I gave three slight nods.
 

Sharon’s legs parted. The mucusy goop stretched and snapped between them. My eyes bugged at the close-up sight of her filled pussy. The lips were stretched like I’d never seen them. The opening gave a clear view of the foreign seed churning within.
 

It was bizarre that this was such a turn on for me. I’d just let another man ejaculate inside my wife. And now I couldn’t stop staring at what he’d left there. The scent of him still emanated off her skin.
 

“You want to touch it don’t you?” she whispered.
 

“Can I?”
 

She looked off to one side for a moment. “I guess,” she replied.
 

I reached out and pulled her open wider with a finger. Her vagina regurgitated a big dollop of Reggie’s essence, like it had a tongue and had just pushed it out and over it’s lip. It was disgusting and as beautiful a thing as I had ever seen. It stirred me from my daze and I crawled up onto the bed.
 

Sharon was watching me as I crawled between her legs. Her eyes darted down to my stiff prick. She studied my expression as I pressed the head of it against her pussy.
 

“Are you sore?” I asked.
 

“I’m okay,” she said.
 

“I want to fuck you.”
 

“That’s okay. I want you to,” she said.
 

I closed my eyes as I slipped my cock into her channel. It was stretched, the walls giving barely any resistance to my intrusion. And it was flooded, too. The inside coated in Reggie Decker’s genetic material. I groaned and shuddered as it swallowed me. I held myself stuffed deep inside her for a moment savoring the filthy feeling. When I opened my eyes and looked at her again she was still watching me. “Can you feel me?”
 

She nodded.
 

“What was it like?”
 

She bit her lip.
 

I drew out and pressed back in.
 

Sharon’s breasts bounced against each other.
 

“What was it like?” I demanded.
 

“It was…he was rough with me,” she said.
 

“I saw that. What did it feel like?”
 

“What do you want me to say?” she said, her expression turning to worry and slight panic.
 

I had to temper my darkest craving. What did I want her to say? A part of me wanted to hear she’d never had better. That he’d stretched and fucked her like no other man ever could. Why? I guess partly I wanted to know if she’d enjoyed herself. But there was an undercurrent of menace in my desire. Because what if she’d enjoyed herself so much she’d never be able to have sex without thinking of Decker again? I shuddered and my cock flexed inside her. “I’m sorry baby,” I whispered, caressing her cheek with my thumb. “I just wanted to know if…are you okay? Did you have a good time?”
 

She stared at me like she didn’t trust the question. Slowly her worry faded. “I…guess I liked it.”
 

A delicious pang of painful jealousy hardened my cock even stiffer.
 

“Do you like that?”
 

I let out a nervous laugh. “Yes and…maybe not? I’m not even sure which was is up anymore.”
 

She echoed the laugh with her own. “Isn’t it gross being inside me with, you know, him still in there?”
 

“In a really amazingly filthy way, yes,” I said.
 

One corner of her mouth turned up. “’Cause it’s dirty?” she whispered.
 

“’Cause it’s dirty,” I repeated.
 

“Because I let him finish in my dirty little pussy? In my dirty, pretty little pussy?” She started chuckling at what Reg had been muttering as he fucked her.
 

Her laughter did a thing to me, too. It drove me even wilder. I grabbed a fistful of her hair and squeezed.
 

The way she laughed harder made my blood boil. I pulled my cock out and slammed it back into her, forcing more cum out of her hole.
 

“Pretty little pussy,” Sharon muttered, puckering her lips and staring into my eyes as she said it.
 

“You fucking liked it,” I panted as I drilled into her. I stole a glance of my cum-covered cock slipping in and out of her pretty little pussy. “You fucking liked being fucked by that big cock!” I looked up into her eyes again.
 

She bit her lip. Her body was shaking from my pounding. The headboard started hitting the wall.
 

“Tell me you did!” I demanded. It was such an odd compulsion, to have to hear that she liked it. To have her validate my desire and fear that she did. But I needed it desperately.
 

She put a hand around my neck and drew ear to her lips. “I really liked it Mark.”
 

A shiver raced through me and I groaned again.
 

“I liked…” She paused, as if what she was thinking of saying might cause me some grief.
 

“Just say it,” I growled through clenched teeth.
 

“I liked the way he used me.”
 

I cried out as her words pulled the trigger. My cock flexed to a painful hardness and sperm shot through it into Sharon’s lovely, moist cunt. Racked with pleasure I thought of Reggie Decker using Sharon and Sharon loving it. Of the load he’d left inside her and of what I was injecting into her now. The base of my brain buzzed with some primal emotion whose name must long ago have been forgotten. Fear pleasure, if there is such a thing.
 

As the waves of orgasm crashed over me and began to ebb my thrusting slowed. I pressed into her a few more times then fell onto her chest and buried my face in the nape of her neck.
 

Sharon held me, drawing squiggly lines on the back of my head with her fingers.
 

Then it was really, fully over and the weight of this new world we inhabited began to settle over me. There was no going back, I realized. No closing the door or erasing this memory. Not that I regretted a thing but it was unfamiliar territory and bound to bring a little stress.
 

I finally rolled off of her and onto my side on the bed.
 

She tucked her toes under the sheet and worked it up to cover us both before rolling onto her side and staring at me. “You okay?”
 

“Never been better.”
 

“No regrets?”
 

“Not in a million years,” I said.
 

She smiled.
 

“You?” I asked.
 

She smiled again. “No regrets.”
 

“Would you do it again?” I blurted before even thinking about what I was saying.
 

Thankfully Sharon didn’t roll her eyes or make some disparaging comment about men never having enough. She looked up at the ceiling and contemplated the question.
 

Just seeing her do that sent fresh life-force into my flaccid member. “Oh my god,” I whispered. “You would, wouldn’t you?”
 

She flashed a beatific smile. “Let’s just take it one day at a time?”
 

It was the best answer she could have given. I didn’t need any more adrenaline that night or I’d never get to sleep. We could deal with tomorrow when the sun rose. For now I rolled her onto her other side and spooned her from behind.
 

“Maybe I should get cleaned up?” she asked.
 

“No,” I purred right into her ear. “I like you dirty just like this.”
 

Sharon sighed. A moment later she wiggled her ass against my crotch and giggled. “Pervert,” she said quietly before drifting off to sleep.
 






Chapter Eighteen

 


My dreams that night were lurid. I woke up three times sweating and with a raging hard on. My body screamed for release. But Sharon was sleeping so soundly and peacefully I didn’t want to wake her.
 

The fourth time, however, light was beginning to seep through the crack between the curtains. I felt like if I didn’t do something about my boner it was going to fall off. I curled up to Sharon and peppered her back with kisses, hoping I could wake her gently and coax her into giving me what I so desperately needed. My hand slid down her curves and across her soft ass cheeks.
 

She stirred and let out a low purr. “What time is it?” she whispered.
 

“It’s early,” I admitted.
 

“You don’t want to sleep in?” she asked, obviously hopeful that I might.
 

I knew I was acting a bit like an addict but I couldn’t help it. “Baby, I’m sorry,” I said. I picked up her hand and drew it down to my stiff prick and pressed her palm against it.
 

“Oh my god,” she said, chuckling. Her eyes fluttered open. She turned and looked at me over her shoulder. “It’s like you’re a teenager,” she said.
 

“Can I?” I asked, sounding more than a little desperate.
 

She nodded. “Okay but do you mind if I just…kind of lie here? I’m exhausted. I feel like I didn’t sleep at all.”
 

Somehow that, too, sounded appealing. Sharon letting me use her body to sate my dirty needs. Just lying there while I used her like a sex doll. “I promise I’ll be quick,” I said, certain that I wouldn’t be able to last long even if I tried. To my perverse delight she pushed the sheets off of her body put her hand on her ass and pried it apart for me.
 

I shuffled closer, the head of my throbbing cock pressing against the lips of her pussy. I grabbed her breast and squeezed it. Hips jutting forward I slipped into her and groaned at the heat within.
 

I started thrusting back and forth lying on my side. My hand wandered down her body, the most beautiful thing I could imagine in that moment. Her flesh was so soft and inviting and her unexpected consent had me on the brink far quicker than I’d expected. “Does it feel good?” I grunted.
 

A faint smile appeared along her lips. “It feels nice,” she said.
 

“I’m really close,” I muttered.
 

“That’s okay,” she replied, nodding. “Just go ahead and finish. I don’t mind.”
 

That was somehow arousing, too. I don’t mind. Passively satisfying my animal needs like a good slut wife.
 

And yet it still wasn’t enough. I wanted more. I wanted dirtier, raunchier, filthier. My eyes wandered down to her ass. To where she was still holding herself open for me. To where her other hole was. One I’d never been particularly interested in. But now, under the spell of what she’d done the previous evening, it seemed like a boundary that needed to be tested.
 

I licked my middle finger, put a hand between us and pressed the tip of it against her sphincter.
 

She stiffened. Her pussy squeezed and the muscles in her ass flexed. Her discomfort and slight confusion were obvious.
 

It was like throwing gasoline onto the fire of my arousal.
 

“Mark? What are you doing?” she whispered, her voice terse.
 

I pressed a cheek against hers, not missing a beat with my thrusts. “Come on,” I whispered. “Just the tip of my finger. If it hurts I’ll stop. I promise.” It felt so greasy. Like I was a porn producer shooting a POV, trying to get the girl to go just a little farther. Just a little deeper.
 

And to my elation Sharon, after contemplating the request for a few seconds, relaxed her muscles and closed her eyes. “Just not too deep okay?” she said softly.
 

My cock twitched inside her. Twisting my finger I eased the tip into her ass hole.
 

She stiffened again at the pressure. After a few deep breaths she relaxed and her body started moving in time with mine, her ass pressing back to meet my thrusts.
 

I fucked her like that, staring at the finger I’d managed to negotiate into her dirty place. I worked myself to the edge again, riding it like a surfer on a wave, getting dangerously close to spilling. I was just about to tip over when I heard her whisper again.
 

“Mark?”
 

“Huh?” I grunted.
 

“Put it in a little deeper. Just a little though, okay?”
 

I slowed just in time to strangle back the orgasm I’d nearly let loose. My body seemed to swell with excitement. Her response was unprecedented. She’d let me eat her ass once when we were both really drunk but she’d never expressed an interest in playing back there and I hadn’t ever broached the subject beyond that, so to speak.
 

But now it seemed that the rules had changed. Sharon turned slut wife was willing to explore. Maybe she wanted to know just how dirty she could really get?
 

I twisted the finger and felt her pussy pulse around my cock. Her lips parted. Her fingers splayed on the sheets and she started pushing back harder as I pounded her. The wild look was back in her eyes and she seemed far from the sleepy woman who’d invited me to use her but told me not to expect any more than that.
 

I decided try my luck again. I twisted and pushed and worked my finger up into her tight anus all the way to the second knuckle.
 

She gasped. Her nipple hardened. I felt her shiver.
 

“Yeah? You like that? You like it in your ass too?”
 

She drew in a quick breath at what I’d said. Tipped her head to one side and looked at me out of the corner of her eye. “Deeper?”
 

I clenched my jaw and drove the finger deeper still.
 

Sharon’s mouth fell open. She clawed at the sheets. She bent her leg at the knee and started panting. Her eyes darted side to side like she didn’t know what was happening. Scared and titillated all at once. A finger in her ass and a cock in her pussy like a good little slut.
 

“You ready to take my come?” I grunted.
 

“Just a…almost…almost…almost…” She closed her eyes. Her body went rigid, then shook as a climax rippled through her. Her hand darted between her legs, fingers mashing against her clit and rubbing as she chased the fleeting pleasure.
 

The wave crashed over me. Hot and heavy it pulled me under where I couldn’t hear or see or breathe. All I could do was feel the orgasm that squeezed and released around me as I loosed inside her with my finger buried in her bottom.
 

Sharon’s passed before mine did. At the peak of my climax her body relaxed back into the state it had been in when I’d started. A tired but willing vessel to sate my needs. It added a sharp crack of arousal to the end of my orgasm.
 

And then we were Mark and Sharon again. Not two animals lost in the throes of coupling but a man with his finger up his wife’s ass and his cock in her pussy. I felt a vague embarrassment as I pulled myself out of both her holes.
 

Sharon, surprisingly, seemed unperturbed. She closed her eyes and let out a breathy sigh. “Can you pull the covers up? I think I’m going to snooze,” she said.
 

My thirst for her slaked, I did as she asked, slipped off the bed and into a pair of boxer shorts and padded out of the room to let her sleep.
 

I took a long shower, pleasant memories of our coitus punctuated by the odd jealous thrill of last night’s indiscretion drifting through my mind. I shaved the three day beard that had grown in. Decided not to bother her by stealing into the room for clothes. We were alone and I could dress when she finally woke up.
 

I tiptoed down the stairs with the intention of making a big pot of coffee for us to enjoy when she came down. My heart jumped as I reached the landing and I had to cover my mouth with a hand to keep from yelping.
 

Sitting on the couch wearing his big, stupid grin was Reggie Decker. He had his nine inch cock in his hand and was stroking it slowly.
 

After my moment of panic passed I staggered into the living room, leaning against the door frame for support. “Reggie!” I hissed. “What the hell are you doing here?”
 

“Figured you wouldn’t mind,” Reg said, his voice deep but soft enough not to wake Sharon.
 

This, despite last nights event felt like a bit of an imposition. I stared at him with a stern expression. “Look, Reg, whatever happened with…you know what I mean, you can’t just walk into our house whenever you feel like it. We still need some privacy.”
 

He smiled a little wider. “For your morning fuck?” he asked.
 

I sighed and shook my head. “How did you get in?” I demanded, though as soon as I’d said it I remember I hadn’t come down and locked the back door.
 

“I didn’t,” Reg replied.
 

“What?”
 

“I never left. Crashed on your couch. I figured Sharon would be ready for round two when she woke up. Thanks for warming her up for me.”
 

A little whisper of something worked it’s way through the indignation that had set within me. Like a plant coming up through the cracks in concrete. A happy thing. A dangerous thing. A thing I felt I wouldn’t have the strength to stamp out even if I tried. “That’s pretty bold of you, Reg.”
 

Reggie didn’t falter. He tucked his big tree trunk of a penis back into his underwear, hauled himself up off the couch and stomped over to where I was standing, towering over me. “Yeah. I guess.” He leaned in closer. I could still smell last night’s beer on his breath. “Not like you’re gonna’ stop me though, is it?”
 

If I hadn’t known Reg any better I’d have said he was challenging me. Challenging me on my own turf, in my own house. That might have made me stand my ground. But he was just telling it like it was. Just Reg being Reg. Saying what he knew to be true. “Reg you shouldn’t…”
 

“Come on Marky-Mark. You don’t have to play your game. Reggie saw how much you liked his cock in Sharon’s furry taco.”
 

I was stunned by his directness.
 

“Now why don’t you step aside so I can fill it up again.” Without waiting for me to answer he pushed me gently to one side and padded toward the stairs.
 

“Wait!” I whispered. “You can’t just go up there. She doesn’t know you’re here. You’ll scare her.”
 

Reggie just smiled wider. “You think she’ll notice that it’s me?”
 

The question disarmed me. Would she? And what would she once she found out it was Reggie? I stared helplessly as he climbed the stairs and tiptoed back up just as he was opening the bedroom door.
 






Chapter Nineteen

 


I stood in the doorway to the bedroom and watched Reggie pad across the floor. He lowered himself down onto the bed with surprising dexterity for someone his size. It squeaked under his weight.
 

Sharon let out a sigh. She was still lying on her stomach, uncovered and with one knee bent. Her pussy was leaking what I’d unloaded inside it just moments earlier.
 

Reggie shuffled up to her and let his hand fall onto her thigh.
 

She purred, wriggled a little but didn’t turn around. A small smile crept across her lips as Reggie’s hand fell between her legs. “Mark,” she whispered, “you’re an animal this morning. Maybe I should have sex with Reggie more often?” She giggled.
 

Reggie snickered and flashed me a lewd grin. He pressed the tip of his finger against the folds of her sex and spun it in tight circles until she opened for him.
 

“Oh my gosh you’re so hard again, Mark,” she said as her ass rose to accept the intrusion. Her smile faded and she bared her teeth in a lusty snarl as Reggie fucked her with his finger.
 

Somewhere in the back of my mind I had the vague notion that I should do something. Warn her, tell her it was Reg and not me, anything but just stand there and let my cock get hard at what he was doing. I can’t understand why I didn’t. It was just too incredible a sight, seeing Reggie getting ready to defile her again and this time without her knowing it was him. I wondered how long it would be before she noticed.
 

Reggie eased his finger out of her, undid the drawstring on his shorts and hauled his fat tool out. In one swift motion he pressed a knee onto the bed between her legs, poked his cock against her cooter and shoved it in.
 

Sharon let out a warbling moan. Her eyes popped wide open. And to my astonishment her ass rose even higher. She didn’t kick or fight or protest. Her body made the decision for her, legs spreading and her ass rounding as Reg plowed his cock halfway into her.
 

He put a fist on either side of her and pinned her to the bed with his prick in her innards.
 

“Reggie?” she gasped as she glanced over her shoulder at him. She looked surprised but not panicked. A moment later she saw me standing at the door staring. “What’s…what’s going on?”
 

“Hi Sharon,” Reg purred. He thrust his dick a little deeper into her cunt.
 

Sharon shuddered. Her toes curled, scratching at the sheets. “Reggie what are you doing here?”
 

Reg chuckled. “What does it look like I’m doing?” He jabbed his hips a few times, stuffing more of his girth into her leaking sheath. “Squishy in here,” he said. “Marky-Mark put a creampie in the cupcake this morning, huh?”
 

Sharon laughed awkwardly, then turned and looked at me. “Mark? Did you…did you let him in?” she asked.
 

The perversion of Sharon casually asking me what was going on while Reg was almost balls deep inside her was not lost on me. My cock was hard as a rock again. But I was frozen in place and couldn’t find my voice to save my life.
 

“Reggie slept over on the couch last night,” Reg said, sniffing her neck.
 

“You did?” Sharon whispered.
 

“Oh yeah I did,” Reg replied. “Heard all the good times you had up here without me.”
 

Sharon’s legs waved gently side to side as Reg adjusted himself inside her. Her lip curled as he dug in as deep as he could get. “You…Reg you shouldn’t do things like that,” she said softly.
 

“Oh no?” Reg asked. He sniffed her again then licked her back. “You want me to leave?” he asked, rocking back and forth ever so slowly and rubbing his prick inside Sharon’s pussy.
 

Sharon started breathing heavy. She bit her lower lip. Glanced at me out of the corner of her eye, as if asking me to make the decision, or maybe for permission? It was hard to tell which.
 

Paralyzed by the sight of Reg buried inside her I could only manage to wordlessly move my mouth like a fish out of water.
 

Reg pushed his cock in deeper with a squish.
 

Sharon let out a shuddering breath. “Well now you’re here you might as well finish,” she whispered.
 

“Heh,” Reg grunted with a smirk. “I guess I might as well.” Then he drew that fat stump of a cock out of her before shoving it back in. Hard.
 

Sharon gasped and braced herself against the mattress.
 

Reg lifted one leg and set a foot down on the bed. He grabbed Sharon’s hips as he lifted the other and stood up into a crouch over her.
 

Sharon mewled as he pulled his prick slowly out of her pussy then pounded it back in like a pile driver. His tennis ball sized nuts hung like a curtain over her thick pubic hair.
 

“Fuck your cunt is tight,” Reg said. His ass started moving up and down as he fucked her like a dog.
 

“Oh god. Oh god,” Sharon panted. The lips of her pussy looked stretched to their limit. They formed a tight seal around Reggie’s totem, stretching back as he pulled out, then gripping him tightly each time he thrust back into her.
 

“You like a fat cock, don’t you Sharon?” he asked, reaching underneath her and fondling one of her breasts.
 

My heart squeezed. Even though I already knew the answer I knew hearing it coming from Sharon was going to do wonderfully terrible things to me.
 

“Huh? You like a nice fat dick in your muffin, don’t you? Come on Sharon,” Reggie said between heavy breaths. “I want you to tell me. I want to hear it.”
 

Sharon moaned as his thrusts got harder. “I like it,” she whimpered.
 

“Not like that,” Reggie said. “You gotta’ say it for real.” With that he slammed into her so hard I thought she was going to tear.
 

“I like…I like your fat…dick in me,” she moaned.
 

Reg shook his head. His ass was pumping up and down plowing that big seeder deeper with each thrust. “You gotta’ say it dirty,” he growled. His hand went under her, between her legs.
 

I could just make out his finger and thumb find the hood of her clit, then the engorged bud beneath it. He rolled the nub, then pinched it.
 

Sharon shook like she was possessed. “I love your fat dick in my cunt!” she screamed.
 

I suddenly felt cold and tight all over. My mouth was dry from hanging open for so long. I couldn’t feel my feet.
 

“Keep talking, baby,” Reg ordered.
 

“I love your fat cock in my pussy,” Sharon said in a series of lusty sobs.
 

“Who’s in your pussy Sharon?”
 

“Reg,” she whispered.
 

“Say the whole thing. Who’s in your pussy?”
 

Sharon’s toes splayed. She beat her fists against the mattress. Her snatch closed tighter over Reggie’s shaft and started to suck as she came. “Reggie Decker!” she yelped. “Reggie Decker’s fucking my tight pussy with his fat cock!”
 

Reg slammed into her so hard she collapsed flat on the bed beneath him. Her body shook as she came. He laid down with his chest on her back once again revealing the sight of his nuts over her sex. He put his hands on her hips and arched his back, eyes turned toward the ceiling.
 

I saw one testicle, then the other, rise and fall. Alternating in a disgusting wrinkly dance. His cock flexed. A long, slow motion. Hardening it drew seed from his nuts and into the shaft.
 

I gasped as I watched it release, the motion unmistakable. I got a little dizzy knowing I was once again watching Reg spraying the inside of Sharon’s reproductive organs with his genetic material. I was witnessing the dance of life, the passing of liquid information from one being to another. The fact that one of the creatures happened to be my wife only heightened my arousal.
 

Her body went limp beneath him.
 

Reggie’s shoulders slumped. He let out a massive sigh. He casually swung a leg over her lap. His deflating manhood slurped out of Sharon’s snatch. It was followed by a flatulent hiss of air from his rough fucking.
 

Sharon didn’t blink. She lay on the bed looking like the fuck doll she’d promised me she’d be earlier that morning.
 

“Sweet,” Reg said as he stuffed his taco intruder back into his shorts. He lumbered past me and down the stairs. “I’ll be in the pool if she needs it again,” he said.
 

Stunned as I was by Reg helping himself to the pool after camping out on the couch and fucking my wife when he woke up, I was too riveted by the sight of my Sharon to care in that moment.
 

As Reg’s bare feet slapped across the kitchen I shuffled across the carpet and knelt next to the bed, eye to eye with Sharon. “Oh my god,” I whispered. “Are you okay?”
 

She made a funny smirking, wincing face. “A little sore. But yeah. Okay,” she answered softly. “That was a pretty bold move, Mark.”
 

“He was on the couch when I went downstairs,” I muttered, shaking my head. 
 

She narrowed her eyes like she didn’t believe me.
 

“Sharon I swear. He was sitting down there with his cock in his hand. He came up here and I…I don’t know. I just couldn’t stop him.”
 

A silence stretched between us. “Couldn’t or didn’t want to?” she asked finally. She glanced down at my cock tenting my pants.
 

I was overcome with lust for her. But I wasn’t sure she could take any more with what Reggie had just done to her. “I guess a bit of both,” I said quietly.
 

“It’s okay,” Sharon said. She put a hand over mine.
 

I shuddered at how she didn’t seem to care that Reggie had just had her way with her. The words she’d screamed echoed in my mind. I love your fat dick in my cunt. The way that stung warmed my insides.
 

“I was just playing along with him,” she whispered, as if she’d read my mind.
 

“Yeah. I know,” I replied. “I know that.” But it had been too intense, too primal and too enthusiastic for “just playing along.” Some deep part of her had meant it. She’d loved what he’d done to her.
 

“Sweetheart can you get me a towel?”
 

The request pulled me out of the darkest part of my mind and back into the room with her. “Of course,” I said. I stood up and walked to the bathroom, grabbed the hand towel from the rack next to the sink and returned to Sharon.
 

She took it from me and pressed it between her legs. Rolling onto her back she kept it in place as she stood up and off the bed.
 

I watched her waddle toward the bathroom. The small towel was soaked with Reg’s seed by the time she disappeared into the shower.
 

I thought I should probably give her some privacy but my desire to witness some small part of the devastation left behind by Reggie was too great. I snuck back across the bedroom and peered in through the crack between the door and the frame. I could see Sharon in the mirror. The sight of her leaning against the shower wall, legs spread, a veritable river of yellowish-white semen draining from her into the bathtub.
 

She caught my eye in the reflection.
 

The room went still.
 

“You want to see it again don’t you?” she asked softly.
 

I nodded.
 

“Okay. Come in here.”
 

I crept into the bathroom and turned to face her. I sucked in a quick breath as I watched the gentle waterfall of seed drool out of her. It ran down her leg, coating the inside of her thigh.
 

Sharon reached out and turned the shower on. It started with a hiss, splashing me with water. “There’s so much of it,” Sharon whispered. She looked up and locked eyes with me.
 

“There’s so much of it,” I whispered back.
 

“You really are hard again,” Sharon said.
 

I looked down at the way my cock was protruding from my pants.
 

“I don’t think I can have sex again just yet but do you want me to take care of you?”
 

I wanted nothing more. I stripped and stepped into the shower with her.
 

She reached out and caressed my cock with her hand. Her eyes widened and she shook her head. “I can’t believe you can have this many erections so close together.” Her eyes drifted back up to meet mine. “You really love this.”
 

I groaned as she squeezed my cock and stroked it softly back and forth. “I promise I’ll get him to leave when I go downstairs,” I said.
 

She stroked me harder.
 

My nuts tightened beneath my legs.
 

“Mark?”
 

“Huh?” I grunted, already close to blowing again.
 

“Maybe…if he wants to…let him stay? Just for now. We’ll send him home later,” Sharon said.
 

My cock went to steel in her grip.
 

She cupped my balls with her other hand and fondled them with the tips of her fingers.
 

“Are you serious?” I asked.
 

Sharon bit her lip. A smile curled to life on one side of her mouth. “Is it bad that I want him again?” she whispered.
 

My legs shook. I looked down at Sharon handling me. A spurt of ejaculate shot from my cock and splattered across Sharon’s stomach. The orgasm soared through me like a jumbo jet taking wing. I had to reach out and steady myself against the wall behind Sharon. As my discharge ease and world rushed back in I looked up to see Sharon watching me, still wearing the same naughty smile that had helped tip me over the edge. “I guess that’s a no,” she said.
 






Chapter Twenty

 


I surrendered the shower to her to clean up. I went back out to the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed with my face in my hands. I could hardly believe what had just happened. In a few short days Sharon had somehow transformed from virtuous soccer mom to a wanton vixen. It was the sexiest thing I never could have imagined happening.
 

Sharon emerged from the bathroom five minutes later with no towel or robe draped around her. She paraded through the bedroom and over to the dresser and seemed to take great pleasure in the way I leered at her. “You better get washed up too,” she said.
 

I nodded, still a little speechless at the change. I stepped into the bathroom, stealing one last glance at her curvy thighs before closing the door. I spent too long just standing in the shower staring at the wall and letting the water run down my back. I let my imagination run wild with what Sharon had in mind by asking me to let Reg stay. It was only when the water started getting cold that I realized I’d drained the water heater in the basement. I turned off the shower, dried myself off and found a fresh pair of underwear, shorts and a t-shirt to wear. Just in case Reg had forgotten again, I grabbed a clean towel and headed downstairs. A bolt of adrenaline shot through me as I walked into the kitchen.
 

Sharon was at the stove. By the smell of it she was cooking eggs and bacon. She was wearing nothing but an apron. It was tied in the back and the sides of it perfectly framed her beautiful heart-shaped ass cheeks. She looked over her shoulder at me and giggled. “You like it?”
 

“I…you look incredible,” I stammered.
 

“You think Reggie’s gonna’ like it too?” she asked, her voice softening.
 

“Gee I don’t know,” I said.
 

She giggled again and turned back to her cooking.
 

I walked up to the patio door.
 

Reg was on his back in the pool sucking up mouth-fulls of water then spitting them out like he was playing fountain.
 

I turned back to Sharon. “You’re really going to wear that around him?”
 

She turned off the elements, wiped her hands on a tea towel then walked over to where I was standing, eyeing me with a smile that had turned wicked. “Why? You jealous?”
 

“I think if that was going to happen it probably would have reared it’s ugly head by now don’t you?”
 

She put her hands on my chest and fiddled with the front of my shirt. “I guess,” she replied.
 

“Do you want me to be?” I asked.
 

She shrugged. “I just like the way you look at me when…you know.” She turned her eyes down to one side, playing bashful.
 

“When you scream about Reggie Decker fucking your pussy with his fat cock?”
 

She bit her lip and her cheeks turned a little red. “I told you I was just playing along,” she said softly.
 

I grabbed her by the hips and pressed her body up to mine. This time I did feel a pleasant jolt of jealousy at the memory of how she’d screamed. “You never scream like that with me,” I growled.
 

“You never ask,” Sharon said, then burst into giggles.
 

I reached up and palmed her breast. Kneaded it through the thin fabric of the apron. Her nipple stiffened at my touch.
 

“You have any requests about what you want me to do next?” Sharon asked.
 

The tips of my fingers and toes started to tingle. Sharon, my newly unwrapped sex doll, was asking me what vulgar act she could perform next for my pleasure. I got a little dizzy thinking about the possibilities. “I have a feeling Reg is going to use you any way he sees fit,” I said, leaning in and kissing her neck. “Not sure you’re going to have much say in the matter.”
 

Sharon tipped her head, exposing more of her neck and letting me suck on it. She smelled like her apple-scented body wash with an undercurrent of arousal wafting up from between her legs.
 

“I seeeee you!” Reggie’s low voice vibrated through the glass door.
 

I looked over and saw him staring at us and grinning. I pulled away from Sharon and walked over to where I’d left the towel on a chair. As he slid the door open I threw it at him.
 

He deftly caught it and started towelling off the water dripping from his body before stepping inside. It was only when he was in the kitchen that he noticed Sharon was only wearing an apron and nothing more. His smile faded and the lump in his shorts twitched. He threw the towel back in my direction without taking his eyes off Sharon. “Hang on a sec. I’ll be right back,” he said, turning to walk out the door again.
 

“Wait! I made eggs and bacon!” Sharon called out as he stepped back outside.
 

“I’ll be right back,” he repeated.
 

I walked back over to where Sharon was standing and we both watched Reggie lumber through our yard toward his house. He disappeared and reemerged a few minutes later carrying a plastic bag with something in it. We were still standing in the same spot when he stepped back inside.
 

“Whatcha’ got there Reg?” Sharon asked, trying to peer into the bag.
 

“Bend over the table,” he muttered setting the bag down on the floor.
 

Finally Sharon looked a little taken aback. “What? Why do you need me to…”
 

“I said bend over!” Reg barked.
 

Sharon jumped at the volume of his voice.
 

I almost stepped between them. Then I noticed her nipples stiffen even harder under her apron. She liked Reg talking to her like that. Or at least her body did.
 

She shot me a puzzled glance but nothing about it said “help!” Then she put her palms flat on the table and bent forward just like Reggie had asked. The apron parted revealing her beautiful round ass in it’s full glory.
 

“Marky-Mark I need your help,” Reg said.
 

I was also slightly puzzled by this strange turn of events. But seeing Sharon submit to Reggie’s barked order so easily was scratching me in just the right place. “What do you need?” I asked, unable to peel my eyes away from her ass.
 

“C’mere,” he said. He put a hand on each of Sharon’s ass cheeks and spread them wide open.
 

“Now hang on a sec,” Sharon protested.
 

Reggie lifted a meaty paw and brought it down on her ass with a fat slap. “No you hang on a sec. We’re doing a thing back here.”
 

I started at the way he’d spanked her. My eyes widened at the sight of his hand imprinted on her backside in red. Once again I wondered if I should intervene. Sharon wasn’t really into getting smacked around of that I was certain.
 

But one glance at her expression and the furry gash between her legs changed my mind. Her mouth hung open and here eyes were wide. The lips of her sex were glistening wet. It seemed that Sharon didn’t quite mind getting smacked around a little. Maybe I’d just never asked?
 

“Get on your knees,” Reg growled.
 

“What?”
 

“Get on your knees, Mark!” he said, a slight whine to his tone like it was so inconvenient that we weren’t just following all of his orders without question. I looked at Sharon.
 

She had her head turned and was looking over her shoulder at me. She gave the slightest, almost imperceptible nod.
 

So I got down on my knees with Sharon’s beautiful ass taking up the whole of my view.
 

“Eat her out some,” Reg said.
 

“What?”
 

“Eat her ass Marky-Mark!” he said, growing impatient.
 

I balked. This was something we’d never done before. I wasn’t sure how Sharon would react and I couldn’t see her face from where I was kneeling. “Reg we don’t really…” I muttered.
 

Reggie furrowed his brow and cocked his head to one side. “You don’t eat your wife’s ass?” he asked, genuinely perplexed. “How are you guys still married?” He shook his head.
 

I leaned to one side. “Sweetie if you don’t want to do th…”
 

“It’s okay,” Sharon interrupted with a squeak. “I mean…if…you know…it’s okay with you,” she added.
 

Reggie let out a frustrated huff. “If you don’t want to eat her ass then move over and I’ll get it done. Look at that tight little bung hole though, Marky. I bet it tastes so good. You’re not gonna’ believe what you’ve been missing.” Reg licked his lips as he stared at Sharon’s anus.
 

I awkwardly put a hand on each of Sharon’s ass cheeks and stretched them apart the way Reg had. I swallowed the nervous knot that had formed in my throat and leaned forward, tongue sticking out. It was as bizarre a situation as I’d ever experienced, having our meat head of a next door neighbor instructing me in the darker pleasures of sex. As my face got closer to her tight back entrance the aroma of Sharon’s arousal flooded my senses. It came to the fore, overwhelming the apple scent of her body wash. And beneath it lingered the dank musk of her back door.
 

I hesitated. This was getting a little dirty, even for me. I pressed on, swiping my tongue gently against the seam of her backside, just below her anus.
 

“Don’t lick! I said eat!”
 

A moment later I felt Reggie's hand press against the back of my head and mash my mouth against Sharon’s posterior. The shock of it made my tongue lash out. The tip poked through the tight ring of muscle and into Sharon’s rectum.
 

She gasped and her knees turned in, toes scraping against the tile floor.
 

“That’s better,” Reg said, keeping his hand on the back of my head. “D’you get in there? Oh yeah you got in!” he said, grinning. “Look how stiff you made her nipples buddy!” He reached around her and presumably twisted one of her nipples.
 

Sharon’s sphincter tightened around my tongue. She let out a little squeak.
 

“Good,” Reggie said. “Now get your hand on her cooch.”
 

I raised my hand and had to feel my way up Sharon’s thigh until I felt her wet and wiry pubes scratch my fingers. I followed the line of her crack and slipped one into her pussy.
 

She gasped again and squirmed against my face.
 

“Now finger fuck her while you eat her out. That’s how you train ‘em.”
 

I was about to try and pull away and ask what, exactly, we were training her for when Reggie reached into his bag, pulled out a bottle of lube and what looked to be a silver anal plug. The flange was decorated with a pink piece of plastic cut like an emerald. I almost emitted a muffled laugh into Sharon’s ass. This she would never go for.
 

I couldn’t see the expression she made when she turned to look at what Reg had pulled out of the bag. But the way her ass rose and fell against my face, the way her pussy pulled more my finger into her spoke volumes. Sharon was into this. She was going to let Reggie stuff a plug inside her bottom.
 

“Reg,” she whimpered. “I don’t really…we don’t really do that sort of thi…”
 

“Yeah, yeah!” Reg said. He spanked the top of her ass again.
 

Sharon stiffened at the punishment. Fresh wet came seeping out of her and onto my hand.
 

My instincts took over. I pushed my finger deeper into her. The soft walls of her insides accepted me. She squeezed it with her pussy, gasped, then emitted a high, breathy note.
 

I found my cock hardening for the third time that day. Her ass tasted like a slice of heaven. Freshly showered but still dirty in the best way. By the time Reg tapped me on the shoulder Sharon was twerking up and down on my finger and her cunt felt like it was ready to rip my finger off.
 

“Just a sec,” I said, Sharon’s ass cheeks flapping against my mouth as I spoke. “She’s almost…”
 

“No, no!” Reg said. He put his hand on my shoulder and yanked my mouth away, then grabbed my wrist and tugged my finger out of Sharon’s pussy. “You can’t let her finish! You let her finish when she’s been a good girl and the thing’s in her ass already! Sheesh! Who taught you guys how to fuck?”
 

I fell back onto my haunches and watched Reg tip the bottle filled with lube upside down. He squirted a big glob of it onto Sharon’s shinning ass, then coated the plug in an equally healthy amount.
 

Sharon sucked in a breath when he pressed the tip of it against her hole. Her head snapped back as she tried to watch what Reg was doing. This earned her another smack, this time on the side of her ass. “Don’t watch,” Reg said. “Just feel it for now. I’ll show you a mirror later.” His free hand dipped between her legs.
 

From where I was sitting I could see his middle finger slide against the glistening cleft of her sex.
 

Sharon’s body shuddered.
 

“Relax,” Reg growled.
 

“I’m trying,” Sharon said, her voice strained.
 

Reg flicked his finger against her clit.
 

The tension left her shoulders and her ass opened like the petals on a flower.
 

“That’s better,” Reg said. He gave the plug a quick twist and slipped it in.
 

My eyes widened at the sight of Sharon’s body accepting the implement. Her ass cheeks closed and all I could see was the little pink ornament, glimmering in the sunlight.
 

“Now you can finish her,” Reg said. He started flicking Sharon’s clit.
 

Her body started to shake almost immediately. She clawed at the table. Her feet turned in. The heel of one rose up off the floor and up onto tip toes. “Oh! Oh! What? Oh!” she squeaked.
 

Reg kept flicking fast and steady.
 

A moment later a clear stream of liquid shot from Sharon’s pussy like water out of a garden hose and splattered on the floor between her feet.
 

My jaw dropped as I watched my wife have her first squirting orgasm.
 

Reg kept his hand firmly on her muff until her body stopped shaking.
 

I was too stunned to move. My eyes darted between it and the puddle she’d made on the floor. It seemed to take an eternity for Sharon to drift back down to earth again. When she did she looked slowly from side to side like she needed to get her bearings.
 

“You good now?” Reg asked.
 

“I…I think so,” Sharon half-spoke, half-whimpered.
 

“You like it in the stink don’t ya’?” Reg growled next to her ear.
 

Sharon shook her head. “I didn’t…I didn’t think I’d…” She couldn’t bring herself to say it.
 

“It’s cause you got do it right to like it,” Reg said. He turned to me. “Marky-Mark go grab a towel and clean up your wife’s mess.” He looked at Sharon again. “You go get a pair of heels and put them on.”
 

“Heels?” Sharon asked.
 

Reg smacked her on the ass. “Heels. Shoes. On your feet. Better if they’re the ones with the little strappy things. You got those?”
 

“I…I can check upstairs in the closet,” Sharon said. She lifted herself up to stand. Her lip curled and she wriggled her ass, getting used to the tightness of having something inside it, no doubt.
 

I sat on the floor and watched her until she’d disappeared upstairs. When I turned back to Reg he was holding the frying pan up under his chin shovelling eggs and bacon into his mouth. He grinned and nodded. “Shit, buddy. Your wife makes good eggs.” A fleck of scrambled egg flew from his mouth as he spoke.
 






Chapter Twenty-one

 


I managed to scrape myself up off the floor and find a towel in the downstairs bathroom. I returned to the kitchen and mopped up the mess Sharon had made then threw the towel down the stairs into the basement. I was just closing the door when Sharon walked in. My heart skipped a beat at the sight of her.
 

She had put on a pair of black strapped heels. They had the intended effect of tensing the muscles in her calves and thighs. Her ass looked rounder, too. She stood in the doorway blushing and fiddling with the corners of her apron.
 

“Turn around,” Reg said, setting the frying pan down on a place mat. He swivelled his finger in the air.
 

Sharon, chin pressed to her chest, obediently turned around and displayed her ass for both of us.
 

“Nice,” Reg said, his grin returning. “Now bend over.”
 

Sharon bent at the waist so all we could see was her legs, her ass and the plug buried inside it.
 

“Pretty,” Reg purred.
 

I was baffled at how Sharon had surrendered herself to Reggie’s whims. My mind drifted back to what he’d said that day in his garage. About how the uptight ones are the most fun. Once you turn ‘em. I couldn’t believe he’d been right. In no time at all he’d turned Sharon and here she was proudly and obediently displaying herself at his command.
 

“Isn’t that pretty?” Reg asked.
 

I nodded.
 

“Hey Sharon come here,” Reg said.
 

Sharon straightened, turned around and, still a little wobbly because of her new accessory, walked over to where Reggie was sitting, heels clacking on the tile.
 

Reg swept an arm around her and tugged, yanking her to sit on his lap. He sniffed her neck then looked up into her shy eyes. “You like it in your dirtbox, don’t ya’?” he asked.
 

Sharon’s face turned a deeper shade of red.
 

Reg smacked her ass. “Look at your hubby. Look at Marky-Mark,” he said, turning her face toward me with a finger on her chin.
 

Sharon reluctantly met my gaze.
 

My heart soared. Sharon, subdued by the mighty Reg, perched on his lap and looking as bashful as a virgin was an incredible sight.
 

“Now tell him what you like,” Reg ordered. “Go on.” He followed it up with another smack on her ass.
 

“I like it in my dirtbox,” she whispered.
 

My cock flexed, testing the strength of the shorts I’d chosen.
 

“Atta’ girl. You ever had two guys inside you before?”
 

She gave her head a stiff shake.
 

Reg leaned closer to her. “You’re gonna’ love it.” He lifted her out of his lap and helped her find her balance. The chair scraped along the floor as he stood up from the table. “You guys wanna’ do the dishes? I’m gonna’ go watch some TV.” He gave Sharon’s ass a final, gentle smack for good measure, then lumbered past me. A moment later we heard the couch groan as he flopped onto it and turned on the television.
 

Still somewhat stunned I made my way over to where Sharon was standing.
 

She looked up at me, shy as a church mouse.
 

“I can’t believe you let him do that,” I said.
 

She arched her brow. “Are you mad?”
 

“Mad? I’m not mad. I’m hard as a rock again.” I lifted her hand to my crotch and pressed it against my cock.
 

“Oh Mark,” she said, her voice breathy. She looked up into my eyes again. “That was so dirty wasn’t it?”
 

“It was so dirty,” I said.
 

“And you liked it didn’t you? You liked seeing your dirty girl do everything she was told?”
 

I cupped her chin with a hand and kissed her, thrusting my tongue into her mouth. “You’re so hot right now.”
 

Her eyes sparkled as she watched me staring at her.
 

“Hey Marky-Mark! Grab us a couple cold ones and get in here! The door to my garage is open!”
 

A laugh sputtered out of me. “Is this really happening?” I asked.
 

Sharon raised her hand and pinched my stomach.
 

“Ouch!” I yelped.
 

Sharon bit her lip then grinned. “It’s not a dream,” she said.
 

“Hey!” Reg barked from the living room. “Those dishes better be done before I go back in there!”
 

Sharon giggled. She spun around and pretended to try and cover her ass for the sake of modesty. She picked up the dirty frying pan and fork Reg had used and shuffled over to the sink. The pink ornament twisted as she walked, catching the sunlight and shimmering. “You better get Reg his beer before he gets mad,” she said, then burst into giggles again.
 

I ran over to Reggie’s house, grabbed four cold cans of beer and ran back.
 

Sharon was busy scrubbing the frying pan. She flashed me a coy smile. Her cheeks were still red.
 

“I love you, baby,” I said.
 

“I love you too. Now get in there.”
 

I tossed two of the beers into the fridge, planted another kiss on Sharon’s cheek, then walked into the living room.
 

Reg had his feet up on the coffee table. There was a football game playing on the TV.
 

Without warning him I tossed a can in his direction.
 

He caught it without looking up. Plopped it on his thigh, cracked the tab, then lifted it to his mouth for a long swig of beer. He burped, wiped the back of his hand across his mouth, then set the can back down on his thigh. “C’mere buddy,” he said, patting the couch next to him.
 

I walked around the table and sat down on the couch.
 

Reg put his arm around me and pulled me into a squeeze. “We can watch the game together like real friends!” he said gleefully.
 

I turned and looked at him with disbelief but he was already paying attention to the game again. For all his dominance, in moments like this, he just seemed like a big, goofy kid.
 

He must have sensed me staring at him because he looked over at me. “What’s up buddy?”
 

“I just…I can’t believe you were right.”
 

“Right about what?”
 

“You turned her,” I said. “You turned Sharon into a…a cock-loving slut.”
 

Reg snickered and shook his head. “She was already a cock-loving slut, bud,” he said and turned to the TV.
 

“What?” I asked. “I don’t think so.”
 

“The sculpture’s already there. I just chip away the shit that’s in the way of seeing it.”
 

The sound of running water stopped in the kitchen.
 

“Sounds like she’s done. You want your wife to give you a blowjob and take care of that thing?” he asked, pointing his thumb sideways at my bulging prick.
 

This, too, had me befuddled. Was Reggie Decker really going to just clap his hands and Sharon would magically appear and put her mouth on my cock? When was this hallucination going to end? “Uh…sure,” I muttered.
 

“Hey Sharon get in here!” he shouted. “Your husband wants a beejer!”
 

“Don’t! No! Shit, Reg, she’s not going to come in if you say it like that!” I complained. Old habits are hard to break, I guess.
 

Reggie smirked.
 

Sure enough, a few moments later, Sharon appeared in the door frame still wearing nothing but her apron and the plug inside her ass. She lifted a finger to her mouth, chewed the tip and smiled at me.
 

My eyes bugged as she swayed across the living room. In addition to washing the dishes she’d obviously found her plug-legs because she seemed not the least bit uncomfortable. She bent down over the coffee table, pulled it back, then walked around it and stood in front of me.
 

“Get on your knees though!” Reg moaned. “He can’t see the TV!”
 

Sharon flashed me a conspiratorial smile and stifled a giggle as she sank to her knees. “Yes, sir,” she whispered.
 

My cock flexed.
 

Reg flashed her a half-grin. “Sir. I like that,” he said, then went back to watching TV.
 

Sharon, meanwhile, deftly undid the draw string of my shorts and pulled the elastic down off my waist. She tugged my underwear off next.
 

My cock jumped out pointing straight at the ceiling.
 

Sharon got a hungry look in her eye as she caressed it. As if despite the orgy of sex she’d had in the last few days still hadn’t sated her. She licked her lips, wrapped her finger and thumb around the root of my prick, then leaned forward and slipped the head into her mouth. Her tongue flicked side to side along my sensitive frenulum.
 

My hips and thighs immediately flexed. Her mouth and soft tongue felt amazing as they worked to edge me toward an orgasm. She gazed up into my eyes, hers sparkling with mirth, looking more like a practised escort than a suburban housewife.
 

Reggie glanced over at Sharon, then at me and scowled. “Don’t you want your whole cock in there?” he grumbled.
 

“It’s okay,” I shot back in a raspy voice. “This is nice.”
 

The corners of Sharon’s mouth turned up in a smile but she didn’t break the seal and just kept on licking.
 

“At least take your tits out for him,” Reg said.
 

Sharon pulled her mouth off of my cock with the faintest wet plop. She wiped her lips with a finger and glanced at Reg. “Yes, sir.” Reaching behind her head she pulled the apron string tied around her neck and undid the knot. The front of the apron folded into her lap exposing her glorious, bouncing breasts the nipples stiff and ready to be suckled.
 

Reg gave an approving nod then went back to watching the game and occasionally sucking on his can of beer.
 

My eyes danced between Sharon’s pretty face and her beautiful tits. After another minute or so of her sucking and licking I was on the edge. “Okay baby,” I whispered, reaching out to pull her off my cock. “It’s coming.”
 

Sharon popped off the head again. But instead of stroking me to completion she choked the root of my prick with her finger and thumb, staying the orgasm that was bubbling in my nuts.
 

I shook with a maddening, painful pleasure from being denied my release.
 

Sharon kept my urethra shut tight until some of the tension left my body. Then she slowly sank her mouth back over my cock again and started licking and sucking anew.
 

She did this three times. Each time she brought me closer and had me convinced she was going to let me pop. And each time she squeezed the crap out of the base of my cock and kept me from coming. After the third time my head was spinning and my whole body felt tingly.
 

Reg turned his head and gave us a funny look. “Alright,” he said, killing the TV with the remote and hauling himself up off the couch. “You guys are being a little too lovey dovey for Reggie. I’m hittin’ the pool again. Come out when you’re done your little moment.” He stomped off into the kitchen, then out into the backyard.
 

As soon as the door had shut Sharon covered her mouth with a hand and started giggling.
 

I let out a few breathless, chuffing laughs myself. “What’s so funny?” I asked.
 

“Oh just Reg,” she said.
 

“What about…”
 

“Shush,” Sharon said. She licked the tip of my penis gently with her tongue. “I’ll tell you later. For now just relax and enjoy yourself.”
 

“I might faint if you don’t finish me off soon.”
 

“Oh yeah?” Sharon asked, one eye raised, her smile full of mischief.
 

“Yeah.”
 

“I guess we should wrap it then.” She looked down at my cock and drew a circle around the tiny opening in the tip with her fingernail. “Hey Mark?” she whispered.
 

“Uh-huh?”
 

“You want to…finish in my mouth?”
 

The tingle turned to a buzz. My cock flexed in her hand. “Are you serious?” I asked, breathless.
 

“Sure. Why not? We’re kind of in a sexy amusement park of our own making here. Might as well try all the rides, right?”
 

My eyes bugged. “You are fucking incredible.”
 

“I’m glad you think so. You’re not so bad yourself.” Still holding my stare she sank back onto my cock and started flicking it with her tongue again.
 

I held on as long as I could.
 

Sharon let go of the root of my cock. She cupped her breasts with her hands and squeezed them together for my viewing pleasure. Her tongue flicked faster.
 

“Oh god,” I grunted. The bubbling in my loins boiled over. A hot shot of ejaculate raced through my urethra and blasted out the tip into Sharon’s waiting mouth.
 

Her eyes opened a little wider and for a moment I thought she was going to pull off. But she didn’t. She looked back up and kept flicking with that wonderful soft tongue as my cock spat the rest of my load into her hot mouth.
 

I groaned and writhed on the couch. My vision blurred. The whole time I kept my eyes on Sharon’s. She looked so dirty with my cock in her mouth. I remember the plug that Reggie had put inside her ass and that just gave the tail of my orgasm an extra sizzle. I sank back into the couch once it was over.
 

Sharon still had my cock in her mouth.
 

“Oh baby, that was amazing. You want me to get you a towel or something? Or here, you can use my sho…”
 

Sharon shook her head slowly from side to side. Letting go of her breasts she cupped a hand under her chin as she pulled her mouth off my member. Tipping her head back she opened her lips and pushed my creamy load up onto her tongue for me to see.
 

I stared into her mouth. It was as vile a thing as I’d ever seen her do. She looked beautiful.
 

She lifted her breasts and tipped her chin toward her chest. The still bubbling mess fell from her lips and splattered across her bulging breasts.
 

I followed the line of it with my eyes, unable to believe Sharon was being this lewd.
 

“I know you like to see it,” she said quietly.
 

“What…what’s happened to you?”
 

She chuckled, lifted the top of her apron and dabbed at her lips. Then she reached around behind her neck and tied it off, leaving my cum to dry on her tits.
 

“Seriously,” I said. “Are you feeling all right? How did I…why are you doing all this?”
 

She shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s kind of fun being, you know, submissive or whatever.”
 

“To Reggie?” I asked, a slight jealousy forming in my gut.
 

“Partly, yeah.”
 

“Why?” I wanted desperately to know the machinations that were driving her behaviour.
 

“Well like I said he’s big. That’s kind of fun. He…” She demurred and looked away for a moment.
 

“Just say it. It’s okay.”
 

“You know. He fucks really hard. That’s kind of fun too.”
 

My cock twitched in my lap.
 

Sharon laughed. “Ha! You like it too!”
 

“I do,” I admitted.
 

“But at the end of the day he’s just kind of…not that dangerous, you know?”
 

I nodded. “Yeah. I do. Just a big goofy lug, right?”
 

“Exactly,” she said.
 

“How long’s this going to go on?”
 

Sharon shrugged. “Not forever. A few more days? See what else big Reg comes up with? How’s that sound?”
 

“It sounds amazing. I’m surprised your this…up for it.”
 

“We’ll see how it goes. I think it helps that I know that if I told him no he’d stop for sure.”
 

“I think so too. How do we know that?”
 

“Because he’s not a jerk. He’s just big Reg.”
 

“Yeah,” I agreed. “We should do something for him. Something nice.”
 

She raised an eye. “Letting him have his way with your wife isn’t nice enough?”
 

I blushed at the question.
 

Sharon laughed again. “Relax. I’m joking. You’re right. We’ll figure something out. Now help me up before my knees fall off.”
 

I stuffed my cock back into my shorts, stood up and helped Sharon stand as well.
 

“I’m going to go brush my teeth and then I think I might lie down. All this…servicing you guys really takes it out of me.”
 

“But you like it right?” I asked. Just had to make sure.
 

“I’m having fun.” She pecked me on the cheek and turned around to walk to the stairs.
 

My eyes fell to the plug in her ass that swayed as she walked. I felt a sudden urge spring from a place I hadn’t paid any attention to in a long time. “Sharon?”
 

“What’s up?” she asked, pausing at the stairs with her hand on the banister.
 

“I love you.”
 

She smiled at me. “I love you too Mark,” she said softly before disappearing up the stairs.
 

I would have traded all the crazy sex and blowjobs to hear her always say it like that. It was one of the best days of my life.
 






Chapter Twenty-two

 


Reggie spent the better part of the afternoon in the pool.
 

Sharon got up from her lie down somewhere in the middle of it and came downstairs. She’d doffed the apron and put on her summer dress.
 

I was fixing myself a gin and tonic in the kitchen when she walked up behind me and wrapped her arms around me in a hug. I turned around, smiled then kissed her on the forehead. “Feeling better?” I asked.
 

She nodded. “I had an idea up there,” she said.
 

“Oh?”
 

“I was thinking about what you said. About doing something nice for Reggie.”
 

“Oh? What is it?”
 

She chewed her lip for a moment. “Only if you’re into it. I won’t mind if you’re not.”
 

“Shoot,” I said.
 

“Well he’s certainly good at fucking,” she said, blushing at the profanity. “But girls don’t want that all the time, right?”
 

A pleasant knot started to form in my stomach. “Go on,” I urged.
 

“How would you feel if I gave big Reg a lesson in making love?”
 

A pressure started in my groin. “Oh god,” I moaned, my voice low.
 

“Oh god good? Or oh god bad?” Sharon asked.
 

“Oh god mind-blowingly amazing as long as I can watch.”
 

She smirked. “Of course you can watch. We can make it a master class. You think you can handle it?”
 

“I’m sure as hell going to try,” I said.
 

“I don’t want to do it if we have to stop in the middle if things get weird or whatever.”
 

I shook my head. I felt a tiny bit of trepidation at the idea of watching Sharon make love to Reggie. That was our thing. It was so…intimate. Personal. But it tripped another dirty switch inside my mind. Wouldn’t that be the ultimate submission for Sharon and the ultimate thrill for me? Watching her give herself lovingly to another man? Watching her teach a guy like Reg how to be tender and not just rough and dominating. “I can handle it.”
 

“You’re sure?”
 

“Totally sure,” I said.
 

She smiled. “Watcha making there?” she asked.
 

“G and T. You want one?”
 

“Only if it’s a double.”
 

I smiled and turned back to the bottles. “You’ve got it.”
 

We were sitting at the table sipping when the door slid open a few minutes later and Reg stepped in. He’d even remembered to towel himself off before stepping into the house. He let out a big, satisfied sigh. “You guys!” he bellowed. “Your pool is amazing!”
 

Sharon burst out laughing.
 

I shot him a thumbs up. “You’re welcome to use it any time you want big guy,” I said.
 

Reg looked astonished. “Really? Are you serious?”
 

“Absolutely,” I said.
 

“Dude! You guys are the best!” He walked over to the table, pulled out a chair, swung it around and sat down, folding his arms over the backrest. “You still wearing that thing in your ass?” he asked Sharon.
 

I almost choked on my drink. I was still getting used to him talking to her like that. To my astonishment, instead of answering, Sharon stood up, spun around and flipped up the back of her dress. The pink ornament was still between her pantyless cheeks.
 

Reg grinned. “Good. You want to fuck again?”
 

Sharon padded over to where he was sitting on her now bare feet. Leaning on his shoulder she settled into his lap and put her arms around his thick neck. “I want to try something else,” she whispered. “If that’s okay with you, sir?”
 

Reggie looked at me out of the corner of his eye.
 

I shrugged.
 

“I…I guess. Depends what it is.”
 

“Reg have you ever…made love to a woman?”
 

He snickered. “Uh yeah. Duh. What have we been doing this whole time?”
 

Sharon glanced at me before looking to him again. “Well what we’ve been doing has been pretty fun but I wouldn’t call it making love.”
 

He scowled.
 

“I thought that maybe, if you’re into it, I could show you how Mark and I have sex sometimes.”
 

Reg looked a little suspicious. “Okay,” he said, drawing out the word like he wasn’t sure it was a good idea.
 

“Good,” Sharon said. She stood up off his lap and offered him a hand to take.
 

Reg looked at me again. Either for permission or to make sure he wasn’t being lured into something weird and kinky, I wasn’t sure. I just shrugged and waved at Sharon as if to say “this is all her, buddy.”
 

He stood up, still looking a little reluctant.
 

Sharon smiled, turned around and led him into the hall and up the stairs to the bedroom.
 

I slammed the rest of my drink and darted up after them. I walked into the room just as Sharon was taking Reggie’s swim trunks off. I snuck over to the armchair and settled in.
 

She looked down at his cock, put her hand under it, then lifted it to half-mast. She stroked the underside slowly, watching it harden and rise.
 

Reg reached out to squeeze her tit.
 

Sharon gently brushed his hand away. “Hang on a second,” she whispered. “Sometimes…you can be a little more gentle and that’s okay.”
 

Reg’s brow furrowed. The grimace faded as Sharon slipped the straps of her dress of her shoulders and let it fall to the floor.
 

She put a hand on his chest and gently pushed him backwards until the backs of his calves touched the bed and he had nowhere else to go but sit. He fell down onto the mattress.
 

Without missing a beat, Sharon raised a let and straddled his lap. She shuffled up onto it and put her other leg on the outside of his thigh, lowering his cock until it rested on her belly. “How’s that Reg? Do you like that? When I’m gentle with you like that?” she asked.
 

Reg gave a slow nod.
 

“Good,” Sharon whispered. “Now come here.” She put her hand on the back of his neck and lifted her breast with the other. She drew his mouth lower until his lips were just an inch from her stiff nipple. “Remember. Gentle,” she said.
 

Reg slurped the taut bud into his mouth. His cock wagged back and forth between them, his arousal growing at Sharon’s tender lesson. He looked a little lost at first but then started licking her nipple and spinning circles around it.
 

Sharon’s head rolled back and she let out a slow breath. “Oh Reggie,” she purred. “That’s really good. You’re really good at this.”
 

Reggie got ahead of himself, no doubt spurred on by her breathy praise. He grabbed her ass cheeks and started kneading them.
 

Sharon pulled his hands away and up onto her hips. She pulled her breast out of his mouth, leaned lower and kissed him on the lips.
 

My insides twisted as their mouths locked together. It was one thing seeing Reggie dominate her and use her. Who would have thought that watching Sharon teach Reggie how to make gentle love could be dirtier than her letting him have his way however he wanted?
 

She reached between them and started stroking his cock again. As their kiss went on the room filled with the scent of her excitement. It seemed like an eternity before they finally pulled away. The way Sharon smiled at him nearly made my heart crack in two. “That was really good Reg. See?” She took his hand again and put it between her legs. The wet sound of his finger splitting her lips apart filled the room.
 

“Wow,” Reggie said, seeming genuinely shocked that a kiss could do that.
 

“Didn’t that feel good?” Sharon asked.
 

He nodded. “Real good.”
 

“Doesn’t always have to be rough, does it?” she asked.
 

“Guess not,” Reg said, eyeing her breasts again.
 

“I’m going to show you how good it can feel going slow okay?”
 

Reg gave another, slightly worried, nod.
 

Sharon rose up higher on her knees. She grabbed his now stiff cock and swung it down between her legs. Then she settled onto it and slipped slowly back and forth, smearing it with her own slick.
 

I could just make out the bulging shape between her legs. It looked so lewd, that thick piece of man-meat touching her tender bits.
 

She reached behind herself, found the head of it with the tip of her fingers and pressed it into her parted flower. As it slipped in she paused, put both hands on Reggie’s shoulders and stared into his eyes.
 

Reggie’s eyes widened. “Oh man,” he huffed. “Oh boy. What the…what are you doing to me?”
 

“Shh,” Sharon replied, pressing a finger to his lips.
 

I shuddered as I realized what Sharon was doing to Reggie. The same thing she’d done to me that first Friday night of our stay-cation. Squeezing him with walls of her pussy, milking his cock for the sperm probably already churning in his balls.
 

Every few seconds she took a little more of him into herself. Then she’d pause and do the same.
 

I watched Reggie’s cock flex and twitch each time her soft walls squeezed him. Every time he jerked or wiggled on the bed Sharon would stop and sit perfectly still until he calmed down.
 

It filled me with an awe and wonder, watching her work her magic on Reg. Suddenly he wasn’t in control any more. She was. The submissive cock-slut had turned the tables on the dom and instead of being his willing whore had become his master.
 

“Oh shit,” Reg grunted as Sharon slipped the last inch of him into her pussy. “It’s close.”
 

“Hang on a sec,” she said. “Almost there. I want to show you one last thing. Oh wow,” she said, and turned to me. She bit her lip and touched the plug in her ass and gave it a little wiggle. Closed her eyes and let out a sigh.
 

I didn’t need her to say it I could tell she was loving the accessory. I couldn’t wait to get our own and have some fun times with it.
 

She turned back to Reg. Putting her arms around his neck she used her weight to flip herself onto her back and Reg on top of her. She had to spread her legs wide to accommodate him.
 

Reg looked down between them at her breasts and at his cock disappearing into her pussy.
 

“Now take it slow, Reg. You’ll see how nice it can be,” Sharon said, caressing his chest.
 

Reg pulled his cock out and eased it back in. He groaned and tipped his head back. “You’re squeezing me again. Oh god it feels so good!”
 

Sharon’s hands slipped to his thighs, then up onto his ass. She arched her back, bringing more pressure onto his prick with her pelvis.
 

“Oh shit,” Reg grunted.
 

Sharon reached up and brushed her palm against his cheek. “It’s okay. You can do it when you’re ready,” she said.
 

Reg started to shake. He pulled his cock out of her one last time. This time, however, he couldn’t help but drive it in a little harder.
 

Sharon gasped. Her breasts shuddered on her chest. She dug her nails into his ass, spurring his orgasm out of him. She sucked in a breath as the root of his cock constricted and the first wad of his load shot into her chamber.
 

I sat mesmerized as I watched Reg silently unload inside her. I’m not sure what triggered it but in the middle of his orgasm Sharon’s toes curled, she closed her eyes and her mouth fell open and her own silent climax took her.
 

It was the most intense thing I’d ever seen.
 

Her eyes fluttered open a few seconds later and she let out a soft exhale.
 

Reg dug his cock a little deeper into her, the last fits of his release kept his legs trembling. Then he looked down at her.
 

She smiled, put a hand on the back of his neck and drew him into another long and sensuous kiss. When it was over she pressed a hand against his chest. “We should probably…finish for the night.”
 

Reg pondered this for a moment then shook his head. He drew his cock out of Sharon and rose up off her body to stand beside the bed.
 

Sharon looked over at me, bit her lip and smiled.
 

Reg stared at the floor looking slightly uncomfortable. “I think…maybe I’ll go home tonight,” he finally said.
 

It seemed like the right way to end the evening for some reason. “I’ll walk you downstairs, Reg,” I said. I waited for him to put his trunks on then followed him down the stairs. He seemed a little sullen but I didn’t want to pry.
 

As he stepped outside onto the deck he turned and looked at me. “Hey Mark?” he said.
 

“What’s up Reg?”
 

“You’re a really lucky guy. But you know that already.”
 

I flashed a half-smile. “Thanks, Reg. It’s nice to hear it anyways.”
 

He nodded, turned and walked into the waning light back toward his house.
 






Chapter Twenty-three

 


We didn’t have sex again that evening. When I went back upstairs Sharon was in the shower. I took my shorts off and put on a fresh pair of underwear and crawled into bed. I was surprised at feeling grateful when she emerged from the bathroom in a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, her usual summer pyjamas.
 

She smiled at me as she walked across the room and slipped into bed next to me. She turned over on her side, put a hand on my chest and kissed my cheek. “You doing okay?” she asked softly.
 

“I’m doing great,” I said, returning her kiss with a peck on her forehead. “You?”
 

“Really good,” she replied.
 

“This was crazy. This whole week has been crazy.”
 

Sharon nodded. “Mark?”
 

“What’s up baby?”
 

“I think maybe we should press pause on this…this Reggie thing. For now anyways.”
 

I wasn’t sure where the sentiment was coming from but it was one I shared. It seemed like if we stayed on this wild ride any longer things might get a little more complicated. The boys were coming home in a few days. We needed time to become our better selves again. “I think you’re right,” I replied.
 

“I’m really glad to hear you say that. I was a little worried that, you know, you’d want to keep the good times rolling on or whatever.” She chuckled.
 

“What’s that saying? Too much of a good thing is…”
 

Sharon furrowed her brow. “I think that’s it. Too much of a good thing. I don’t think there’s a second part.”
 

“I guess I’ll go over and let Reg down easy tomorrow. Unless he snuck back in to sleep on our couch again.”
 

Sharon giggled. “How was he doing when he left? He seemed kind of down.”
 

“Yeah,” I replied. “He told me how lucky he thought I was. I think what he really meant was how lucky we were.”
 

Sharon made a sad face. “Shoot. I feel bad for him with losing his job and everything.”
 

“Yeah. I wish there was something we could do for him.”
 

I nodded and pondered the idea for a few minutes.
 

Sharon rolled over and turned out the light. “I don’t know about you but I’m exhausted. You mind if we just…”
 

“I don’t mind at all. I think my cock would fall off if I tried to use it again tonight.”
 

She burst out into a full-belly laugh. She seemed to glow in the moonlight coming through the window.
 

It warmed my heart seeing her so relaxed and happy. I turned on my side and wrapped my arms around her into a big bear hug. “Hey,” I whispered as our eyes adjusted to the darkness.
 

“What’s up?”
 

“Promise me something?”
 

“Do I get to hear what it is first?” she asked.
 

“Promise me we’ll try to keep things like this between us. I love seeing you so happy. It makes me feel like I’m doing things right.”
 

She smiled and sighed and turned to look at me over her shoulder. “Mark you’re so sweet. Let’s do our best. I’m…I’m going to try. I don’t know why I get so uptight sometimes.”
 

I shrugged. “Life can be annoying. I get it. Just let me remind you how good it can be once in a while, too.”
 

She nodded at the suggestion.
 

I leaned over her and kissed her cheek.
 

“I love you, Mark,” she said softly.
 

“I love you too, baby,” I whispered back.
 

Five minutes later and we were both asleep in each others arms.
 



***

 


I didn’t find Reggie Decker on our couch the next morning. Nor was he in our swimming pool our out on his back patio. It was nine-thirty when I checked and I figured he’d probably already be up. I walked through the back yard and strolled into his. Walked up to his back door and knocked three times.
 

His voice came from the garage. “Marky Mark? That you buddy?”
 

I walked over to the open door and stepped in.
 

Reggie was sitting in his lawn chair, can of beer in hand and staring out over his cracked driveway.
 

“Morning Reg,” I said, walking over to the other chair. I did a double take when I laid eyes on him. His face was all puffy, his eyes were red. He looked like he’d been crying. “Reg? You okay? You look like shit?”
 

He waved a hand and took a pull off his beer. “I’m fine. I couldn’t sleep so I’ve kind of been at it all night.”
 

It was a worrying sign. I took a seat next to him. “Hey. You’re in kind of a rough patch right now, huh?”
 

“Kind of, yeah,” he replied. Then he turned to me and half-smiled. “It would have been worse if it weren’t for you guys. Thanks for being my friends.” He sounded even more sincere than he had the night before.
 

It got me in the feels a little. “Thanks for…whatever it is you did to us, Reg.”
 

He snorted and his head bobbed up and down. “Yeah. That was pretty fun.”
 

A moment of silence passed between us.
 

“Hey so…about that.”
 

Reg nodded again. “I know. Time to wrap it up, right?”
 

“For the time being anyway. How’d you know?”
 

He shrugged. “Just felt that way last night. Shit. Where’s my manners. You want a beer?”
 

“Uh, no. I’m gonna’ pass this time. I need to ease back into real life before it hits me like a transport truck.”
 

“I got ya’,” Reg said.
 

Another silence settled over us. It got a little awkward after a while. I wanted to reach out to him, be the friend he needed, but I wasn’t sure how he’d react. After a while I realized there was only one way to find out. “Hey Reg?”
 

“What’s up?”
 

“Should I be worried about you? About the booze I mean?”
 

He looked at the can and his face screwed up. “This? Shit no Marky-Mark! This is just…well I just got kind of excited that you and I were hanging out and then, you know, that I got to bang your wife.” He snickered.
 

I joined him and meant it.
 

“Nah, this was just a phase.”
 

I let another moment pass. “You got any, you know, plans?”
 

He drew in a deep breath and let it out through flapping lips. “Not yet. I’ve got a few months worth of money. Usually if I’m having a rough time I spend some time in the basement with my terra cotta.”
 

I thought I’d misheard. Surely I’d misheard. “Your what?”
 

“Huh?” Reg asked, turning toward me absently. “Oh, right. My terra cotta sculptures.”
 

I looked at him waiting for what surely would be an inevitable burst of laughter. How did he even know what terra cotta was?
 

“What?” Reg asked. “Why’re you lookin’ at me like that?”
 

“You have a collection of terra cotta sculptures in your basement that you sit with?”
 

Reg looked at me like I had a growth on my nose and he’d just realized it was there. “Sit with? What? No. I make terra cotta sculptures. My studio’s in my basement.”
 

A laugh burbled up out of me and I had to summon all of my will not to let it out. “Really?” I said instead.
 

“Yeah. I had to go to therapy after I ditched my ex. Linda told me I should find a hobby so I did.”
 

“And you chose…sculpting terra cotta?”
 

“They had a demo on when I went to the craft store. I was going to try to learn to draw but this seemed like more fun.”
 

I was astounded. My impression of Reg had already been changing from one day to the next. This added a dimension to the guy I wasn’t sure what to do with. “Reg I don’t know if this is too personal or whatever but could I see some of them?”
 

He raised an eyebrow. “You want to see my sculptures?” he asked, seeming puzzled by the request.
 

“Only if it’s not to much. I don’t want to impose. If it’s a personal thing for you…”
 

He shook his head. “Personal? Shit no. Just a way to pass the time. Sure. You want to see ‘em we can go see ‘em.”
 

There was a fleeting moment as I stepped into Reggie’s bachelor-smelling house that I thought that perhaps this had been one long con. That he was actually a serial killer and that he’d finally lured me into his dungeon from which I would not emerge again. I actually thought of backing out. But the thought of what that might do to Reg made me follow him down the stairs.
 

I could not believe what I saw down there.
 

At the center of the room was a table stacked with raw materials, pails of water, sculpting knives and a pedestal on which it seemed there was a work in progress. The walls were lined with what looked to be hundreds of the most intricate and whimsical sculptures I’d ever seen.
 

A butterfly emerging from it’s cocoon while an old man holding a small child’s hand looked on. Except on closer inspection the old man was looking at the child, a pained expression on his face, while the child was staring with glee and awe at the butterfly emerging. I leaned in peering at the vivid detail that made the terra cotta seem to spring to life.
 

Reg belched. “I call that one the cycle of life,” he said, pointing at the piece, then patting his belly.
 

My eyes went wide as I turned to look at him. “Are you fucking kidding me Reg?”
 

“Kidding you? What do you mean? You don’t like the title?”
 

“I mean…I mean that these are fucking gorgeous.”
 

A slightly proud, somewhat embarrassed smile stretched across his mouth. He tilted his head awkwardly to one side as if no one had ever paid him a compliment in his life.
 

“I can’t believe you did this. All of this,” I said, scanning the walls of the room.
 

“Why not?” Reg asked.
 

Which made my cheeks flare red. Yeah. Why not? I shook my head, realized there was no polite answer and changed the subject instead. “Reg. Listen to me. If you put these up on the internet you would make a killing.”
 

Reg scowled. “You mean like, sell them?”
 

“Yes! People would eat these up! They’re so beautiful. So…thoughtful.”
 

“Oh. Thanks,” Reg replied. “I’m glad they seem thoughtful. Whenever I have a thought that gives me feelings I try to put those feelings into the clay. It’s what Linda said to do.”
 

Something squeezed around my heart. “I could help you,” I said, a little breathless. “I could help you get these online. It would be no trouble. We can set up a shop and I’ll help you with publicity. These should be in a gallery. People should see these.”
 

Reg thought for a moment. “Oh I could never sell them.” He looked at me and smiled the warmest, softest smile. “They’re my friends. Just like you. Just like you and Sharon are.”
 

My eyes started to itch. I drew in a breath through flared nostrils. The urge to hug him overwhelmed me. I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around his big frame as far as I could get and tried to give the manliest, pat-on-the-back hug I could muster. I was a little embarrassed when I stepped away but Reg seemed to…enjoy what I’d done.
 

“You’re the best, Marky Mark.”
 

I cleared my throat. “I’ll tell you what. You ever have the urge to sell one or get these into a gallery you just let me know. I’ll do whatever it takes. These are amazing and so are you.”
 

Reg nodded. He looked across the room. At his feelings that he’d captured in glazed clay and turned into his friends and smiled again. “Maybe it would be nice if people saw them. I’ll think about it.”
 

I cleared my throat again and stepped back toward the stairs. “Well, I should get going. You don’t be a stranger. Check in whenever you want. And like we said you can use the pool whenever you like. Maybe just, if the kids are there let us know you’re coming first.”
 

Reg nodded. “Sure thing.”
 

I turned and started up the stairs.
 

“Hey Marky-Mark,” Reg said, his voice back to the cheerful, dominant growl I’d gotten used to.
 

“Huh?” I asked, turning to look at him again.
 

He pointed a finger at me. “Keep the plug.”
 

“What’s that, Reg?”
 

“The plug. The one I put in your wife’s ass.”
 

The vulgar, though accurate, description was massively jarring after what I’d just seen. “Uh…we can…we can give that back if you want.”
 

“No I said keep it. Maybe stuff it in her pucker every once in a while.”
 

“Uh…okay, Reg,” I said, chuckling. “I will.”
 

Reg grinned. “Stretch that dirt star out for the next time Sharon hits the Deck.” He jabbed a thumb against his chest.
 

My chuckling turned to laughter.
 

Reg looked mighty pleased with himself.
 

I couldn’t wait to tell Sharon what I’d found out.
 



THE END
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Nice and Naughty
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When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?




Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 
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Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 
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When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?
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