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Chapter One

 


At five past nine on a cloudy Monday morning, Emily Robertson, known to those closest to her as Em, slumped into a wooden kitchen chair and sighed. She eyed her red painted toenails and considered whether she should add a fresh coat. Jack liked them when they were bright. A heaviness settled on her as she thought of Jack, of the kids, now absent after a weekend home, and finally, of where she was in life and more importantly, where she was headed.
 

The thought that she should pick herself up, don her running gear and pound out her usual morning routine, three miles through the forest then to the dishes, left her as quickly as it came. She was tired. Running would set the day straight. But the weather outside was anything but inviting and her legs were sore from standing in the kitchen cooking the previous day.
 

So, after not much thought, she decided she would skip the exercise just this once and have her second coffee instead.
 

The thought of fumbling with the espresso machine Jack had bought just last month, grinding the beans, packing the grounds and steaming milk was about as appealing as grinding out a run. She wished they hadn’t thrown out the old drip maker. It had been so much easier, had a timer and you could make a good old-fashioned pot of coffee from a can without all the fuss.
 

Jack had insisted that the coffee from the five hundred dollar machine tasted so much better. Emily smiled at the memory of teasing him about whether this was his mid-life crisis purchase and did this mean there wouldn’t be a little red sports car in the driveway?
 

Jack, reliable, hard-working, devoted Jack, had taken the joke the way he took all her jokes. With a cheerful grin and a rebuttal along the lines of better this than a blonde.
 

She hadn’t let on that that had stung. Even though he hadn’t meant it to, and even though he would never do a thing like that and would feel terrible if he knew he’d hurt her, it had pinched her in a way she hated to admit, even to herself.
 

Because these days when she looked in the mirror she saw lines on her forehead that hadn’t been there before. These days she had to dye her hair more often to keep the grey back, had to put on makeup when she was going out to the store, not so much for anyone else as for herself. These days smiling felt like work instead of a joyful thing.
 

None of that was Jack’s fault. It was just life. That’s how life went. No matter how much she didn’t like it. But the coffee maker was his fault and she indulged in a friendly resentment about it. Nothing serious, just the sort of sore feeling you had when no one wanted to eat at the same restaurant as you.
 

And yet the weight that had brought a tension to her shoulders, the cause of which was shrouded by a morning-brain fog, crept down through her body, to her gut where it sometimes lived whenever she let a lack of purpose get the better of her. Frowning at the unpleasant sensation and wondering what to do to chase it away caused an idea to blossom in her mind.
 

It made her giggle when she acknowledged it. Because Emily didn’t do bad things. Emily didn’t go behind Jack’s back or make decisions without consulting him. They were a team. Had been for twenty years. They were in this thing called life together and had been their entire adult lives.
 

But that morning, for some as yet inexplicable reason, Emily Robertson, housewife, mother and solver of everyone’s problems of thirty-nine years, made a decision to go out and buy herself a small drip coffee maker and some grounds in a can.
 

It tickled her more than a bit, how such a simple thing could titillate. Not just buying the thing but keeping it a secret from Jack. She didn’t keep secrets. She didn’t keep anything from Jack. Why would this most mundane of purchases be the cause of such a thrill?
 

It wasn’t even that he would have minded. He’d look at her funny, sure. After their small spat, that wasn’t even a spat, about throwing the last one out, he’d look at her funny and smile and probably kiss her on the forehead and then never say another word about it.
 

But there was something…exciting about the prospect of keeping this to herself. Exciting and a little bit terrifying.
 

What’s terrifying about keeping secrets from Jack?
 

Jack her handyman. Jack her rock. Jack her man who’d never done a selfish thing, who always made sure everyone else was taken care of before taking care of himself.
 

It felt a little sinful having a tiny little secret, something she took out when he was at work and indulged in. An easy coffee. A reprieve from the unnecessary complication of the espresso machine. Her thing.
 

It made her giggle and it made her wince.
 

Before she could have another thought about it, or perhaps before she could change her mind, Emily found herself grabbing the keys to her Mazda, stepping into a pair of old worn sandals and heading out to the garage. It was only on the road, half-way to Spencer’s, that she allowed herself to examine the idea again.
 

Emily Robertson, pretty Emily as she’d been known to all the snarky girls in high school, Emily who’d raised two kids, helped them with homework and scraped knees and heartbreak, Emily who had been there when Jack had been laid off, Emily who could put a good spin on things no matter how bleak they looked, stared into the yawning blackness of a part of her mind she rarely visited, a part she tried to pretend wasn’t there, and balked at what she saw.
 

Because much like Jack, Emily was devoted to everyone else’s affairs. She liked tending to things. Worrying about other people’s problems had been an easy way to ignore her own. To pretend like they weren’t there.
 

So it was on that cold, cloudy, heavy Monday morning that Emily saw something in herself that she’d never seen. It was on that morning that Emily first admitted to herself that through all the bandages and hugs and noise and chaos of the kids growing up, all the tending and mending and caring, there was something she’d ignored.
 

Herself.
 

A pang of melancholy shook her. One so powerful and present that when she looked in the rear view mirror, tilting her head to see her own reflection, devoid of makeup, tiny crows feet at the corner’s of her pretty eyes creeping ever wider as she squinted, Emily Robertson emitted a sound that could have been called a sob, but that would have been far too kind a word for the noise she’d made.
 

A guttural, gurgling, shaking warble that brought tears to her eyes and caused her to mash the brakes and pull over to the side of the road. A sound that made her shoulders shake as she tried to keep the next one in.
 

It passed after a moment. When it did she found herself clutching the steering wheel with white knuckles. Relaxing her grip and letting one hand fall into her lap, she dared to twist the rear view mirror with the other and face the person she’d become.
 

“What the heck is wrong with me?” she whispered, wiping tears from her eyes and cheeks. She stared into her baby-blues, trying to crawl into that reflection, into the woman staring back at her, trying to know herself in a way that she’d resisted all these years. “Who are you?”
 

The question shocked her but seemed as inevitable as the sunrise. Time stood still for a moment. Then the laughter came. Great fat tides of it rolling through her and making her clutch her sides.
 

Because Emily Robertson didn’t cry. Not for of herself, of all people. When the kids first went to school, sure. When she watched them graduate. Then when they moved out. A few other times. But those weren’t tears of sadness. They’d been tears of joy and worry, tears spilled at time passing and at how quickly it all went.
 

Emily was a soldier, or that’s how she thought of herself. Soldiers didn’t have time for why am I here’s or where am I going’s? Soldiers knew their purpose. They were born to fight. And that’s what Emily had done every day up until that sullen Monday.
 

She fought to live a good life. Fought to keep her husband happy and her kids fed. Fought not against any particular enemy but the one within to keep life humming along at a happy, near-frenetic pace, so that things didn’t get to dreary or filled with too much time to think.
 

What did any of that have to do with coffee?
 

Nothing.
 

Except Emily didn’t know that yet. The idea of buying herself something she wanted (not that she really needed it) and keeping it a secret from Jack had caused a slight shift in her perception. A detachment, of sorts, from the idea of herself she’d carved out in her corner of their marriage.
 

Steady, cheerful, smiling Emily who always faced adversity head on and with a headstrong resolve to win, or make the best of it if she didn’t. That was who Emily believed herself to be. Emily who loved Jack and the children he’d given her, even if the first one had been a happy little accident.
 

That Emily didn’t buy things for herself and keep them secret.
 

She laughed again. “I’m actually going crazy.”
 

She thought of turning back. Turning the car around and heading back home. Getting into her stinky running clothes and crushing out an extra two miles to put some distance between herself and this…this thing that had crawled up out of the dark recesses of her brain and started gnawing at her cheeriness.
 

But staring at her own reflection in the narrow mirror made her wonder whether, now that she’d seen it, this slightly fraying, middle aged woman who was considering keeping a secret for the first time in her marriage, now that she’d let it out into the light of day and faced it and it and it hadn’t broken her, where would it lead her if she gave in just this once and followed it? Just for a little while?
 

Maybe it was just about buying a drip coffee maker. And maybe she’d tell Jack after all. Smile when he looked at her funny but not keep it a secret from him? Maybe that would take care of this thing and she’d be able to get back to the business of being Emily. Just like the good old days. Like every day up until that day.
 

So, steeling herself with a deep breath, she put the Mazda back in gear, pulled out into the street again and took a left on Anderson Avenue instead of turning around in the old gas station and heading home.
 

By the time she’d parked the car at Spencer’s she was feeling sunnier already, despite the grim sky. She marched in there and went straight to the appliance section and walked up and down the aisle with the coffee makers, weighing which options would suit her best.
 

Maybe the one you could start from your smartphone when you were in the car? Or there was one that displayed exactly how much caffeine you were consuming. That would keep her from drinking too much of the good black stuff.
 

But eventually Emily came to realize that not everything about a person could change in just a day. Succumbing to her frugal pragmatism she picked the least expensive coffee maker she could find, white and with a small glass carafe, one that would fit nicely in the cupboard over the microwave. Unless she decided to put it in the basement where Jack wouldn’t know.
 

Once she was at the checkout she’d performed all the usual necessary mental gymnastics to avoid buyer’s remorse. It was just twenty dollars. It would bring her pleasure, if only in some small way. And now the kids were gone and Jack’s promotion was in plain view they could easily afford it. After all, it was only a coffee maker.
 

A moment before she slipped her card into the terminal she remembered that she hadn’t picked up a can with grounds. And the coffee maker wouldn’t be nearly as exciting if she had to grind beans anyway. “I forgot to get grounds,” she said to the cashier.
 

“That’s okay,” the elderly lady replied, smiling. “You can leave this here and pick some up. I’ll have it ready for you when you get back.”
 

Emily returned the smile and dashed across to the other side of the store, to the food aisles and the high shelves where they kept the coffee.
 

Light roast? Dark roast? Colombian? Yes. A nice Colombian dark roast that would put a spring in her step and brighten up this gloomy day. And maybe she’d tell Jack after all. What had that thing in the car been anyways? She laughed at herself and at whatever had caused it, now that she felt normal again buying an appliance and some coffee. Now that she felt like Emily again.
 

Picking a can of grounds off the shelf, she walked back down the aisle and toward the cash registers. She saw the older lady that was keeping her coffee maker for her, walked past a rack of magazines about people and the crazy lives they led and thanked the universe for her own normal, easy existence.
 

“Nice legs,” a deep voice said.
 






Chapter Two

 


At first she thought she’d imagined it.
 

Hearing voices now? Great.
 

Because this was the year twenty-nineteen. The second wave of feminism had come and gone, hashtags about me too had been spilled on screens like blood in the streets, women could walk through a store in shorts without being subjected to leering stares and hearing things like “nice legs” said about them.
 

But when she turned in the direction she thought she’d heard the sound, Emily laid eyes on who must have been the source of it.
 

A man. A head taller than her and sturdy in that way that…what was it? Brick shit-house? A man’s man. A lumberjack or dock worker from the days before they began wearing beards again. With a probing stare and dark eyes and an impossibly square jaw, wearing torn jeans and a faded t-shirt, his biceps threatening to rip the tattered sleeves, stood there no longer eyeing her legs but looking at her in a way no man had done in years.
 

She blushed, then blushed hotter, shamed by her own embarrassment. That shame doubled when she realized that beneath it’s murky surface swam a far more dangerous, far more tantalizing emotion.
 

Desire.
 

As her jaw fell open she began to rearrange that feeling. Stuff it back into the whatever unseen cupboard it had sprung from in her mind. Because cheerful Emily, Jack’s Emily, did not take pleasure in burly strangers at the grocery store making lewd remarks.
 

Did she?
 

No, she decided quickly. She didn’t. She convinced herself in three quick seconds that mothers nearing middle age who sipped on lattes and wore expensive running clothes were not supposed to feel anything but outrage at being objectified by hulking men who obviously didn’t know what year it was.
 

So Emily harnessed the outrage she knew she was supposed to feel at the fact that she was even thinking of letting this go without giving this ass hole a piece of her mind, and decided to give him exactly that. “What did you say?”
 

He shrugged. His eyes roamed down her body, pausing at her breasts of all places, before moving lower to admire her bare legs.
 

Emily wished she’d worn her jeans, hell, even her sweats. Anything but the slightly too-tight shorts she put on each morning while she got breakfast ready. What had she been thinking?
 

She hadn’t. That was the trouble. She’d been so consumed by that silly…whatever it was about the coffee maker and secrets and Jack that she hadn’t even thought to put on something decent.
 

“I said nice legs.” Not a hint of apology or worry in his tone.
 

Emily balked. Because did men really still talk like that? After all the shit that had happened, guys losing their careers over way less, had some of them still really not learned their lesson? Emily’s chest puffed out as she tried to make herself as big as she could be. “I want an apology or I’m calling security,” she said, stabbing a stiff finger through the air in the guy’s direction.
 

Shrug.
 

“Knock yourself out. All I said was you’ve got nice legs.”
 

The audacity!
 

Emily had known guys like him. In high school and in college, cock-sure and unschooled as to how much trouble shooting creepy comments at a woman could get them into. It was only once they went through the grinder, once they’d had their knuckles rapped by life a few times that they learned to walk in line, learned to play by the rules of modern life and modern women.
 

It was obvious this guy had not gotten the memo. Well she was about to hand it to him with a healthy serving of ass-whoopery.
 

“Listen up, pal,” Emily said, taking a step toward him, an uncertainty gripping her as he didn’t retreat. Not a single inch.
 

“I’m listening.” The way he looked at her was…it felt way dirtier than keeping secrets about coffee makers from her husband, that much was certain.
 

“You can’t just say stuff like that in the grocery store you know?” Emily said, meeting his gaze and not flinching.
 

The guy sighed. Just sighed like he was tired of her bullshit already but too lazy to even roll his eyes about it. He rubbed his chin. “All I’m saying is I bet you’re a great lay.”
 

This, of course, caused Emily’s jaw to fall even further and her eyes to nearly pop out of her head. She almost dropped the can of coffee grounds. And, to her disgust, she took a step back, unable to believe the nerve this guy had. “I’m…” Her frustration only deepened as she let out a short, exasperated breath, unable to find the words to admonish the jerk.
 

Then he looked at her again. In that way guys have that lets you know that in that exact moment they are imagining what it would be like to be between your legs, rutting into your sex and loving it.
 

The feeling that welled through her next was terrifying. Not fear of him. Because they were in the middle of a department store in the middle of the morning and there was nothing this guy could do to hurt her or worse. It had nothing to do with how offended she thought she ought to be and nothing at all to do with how big or imposing this guy was, and yet everything to do with it at the same time.
 

No. Emily Robertson wasn’t scared of him. She was scared of herself.
 

Because deep down in her gut, down beneath her soccer mom exterior, past the part of her that had woken up every morning for the last twenty years and made breakfast for her family and seen them off to work and school, a tickle began.
 

It was a wicked thing. A primal thing. A feral thing, or so it felt. Down there where she rarely let her thoughts wander save for in the darkness in bed with Jack, Emily felt a tiny thrumming. Like a banjo in the distance.
 

Strum, strum, strum.
 

She hated it, or so she told herself. She hated the way it owned her, how it made her mind clear of every other thought and demanded her attention.
 

Because in that dark place, now yawning and exposing an Emily she had never in a million years dared to admit she might be, Emily liked what had just happened.
 

What she hated about it was how much it made her feel like a woman. Not a genderless, smiling, helpful mom. Not a loving wife whose role in life was to please her husband. Not that Jack would ever demand that of her, not for a second, bless his heart.
 

But a woman. A sexual being. An animal that needed just that sort of attention from time to time, a man leering at her and thinking with his prick instead of his brain.
 

This, in turn, made her gasp because she had not thought of any man’s cock, save Jack’s, in years as well. And before she could stop it, there was her imagination working against her, exposing the vision of what this man’s cock might look like and, to her utter astonishment, what it might feel like inside her, too.
 

That’s when he smirked.
 

Which only caused Emily’s shame to deepen. Because she’d seen that look on those cock-sure, arrogant ass holes, too. The knowing smile that lit up on their lips when they realized they’d just caused a woman to think about sex. Sex with them.
 

“Anyways,” he said, rubbing the back of his thick, sun-burned neck with a meaty paw. “Have a nice day.” A final lurid glance, not even an attempt at concealing that he was committing the image of her legs to memory so he could jerk off about them later, before he turned and began to walk away.
 

Emily was beside herself. She had half a mind to hurl that damn coffee can, which she now somewhat but not entirely, regretted returning for. She stood there and watched the damn bastard walking away, eyeing the shelves and checking his grocery list for what else he needed.
 

Which is when Emily made another decision. Or perhaps she didn’t. Perhaps it wasn’t her speaking, not the real Emily. Not the one who fixed lunches and picnics and had driven the kids around in a minivan to their soccer games. It certainly didn’t feel like her when she said it. “Wait!”
 

What?
 

Wait? Why wait? Why on god’s green earth would Emily call out to the man who’d practically assaulted her, verbally at least, in this box store and tell him to wait?!?
 

She froze when he stopped and turned to look at her again. Her blood ran cold and a line of sweat broke on her forehead. What the fuck had she been thinking?
 

What the fuck am I doing?
 

She cringed at just thinking the curse. Because Emily Robertson didn’t swear, not even at the worst of times. Not even when she stubbed her toe.
 

“Miss?” The aged cashier was standing next to her. Concern furrowed her brow as her eyes darted between the meathead and Emily. “Everything okay? You want me to call security?”
 

His reaction to the woman’s question was as perplexing and infuriating as the rest of him. Not even a hint of apology. No explanation. Just that steely-eyed stare that said “go ahead. Make. My. Day.”
 

The relief the cashier’s appearance had brought waned quickly. Sucked back into Emily like the receding tide and replaced with trepidation. Because, as good as the woman’s intentions had been, she had just unknowingly placed Emily in a dilly of a predicament.
 

There were now two choices. Call the guy’s bluff and have security called or tell the woman he wasn’t being any trouble and with that make another, this time silent, admission. That she didn’t mind his lewd attention.
 

Later, Emily would tell herself that she didn’t want the trouble either. Filling out forms and reports, rehashing what had happened over and over. She would explain that, being a feminist herself, she would not play the wounded victim.
 

But in that moment Emily knew why she did what she did. It terrified her but she understood it as well as she understood anything. A part of her had liked hearing that she had nice legs. A part of her felt somewhat drawn to this brutish, uncultured beast of a man. And a part of her felt a powerful, almost dizzying need to be dominated by him. 
 

Yes, dominated.
 

She shook her head. “There’s no need for that,” she said, offering a shaky smile to assuage the cashier.
 

The woman shot the guy one final look of disdain before turning to look at Emily again. “You just let me know if you need anything,” she said, squeezing her arm in that way women did that meant they were sisters together in the fight against oppression. Then she walked away and it was just Emily and the guy again, standing ten feet or so apart and staring at each other, both wondering where this would go next.
 

The guy glanced at her left hand. He didn’t smile when he looked into her eyes again, though he wore a somewhat understanding expression.
 

This, Emily hated as well.
 

“Married?” the guy asked.
 

Her thumb twisted her wedding ring around her finger and she thought she might scream. Yes I’m fucking married! So the whole store could hear. She had no idea what to say and no hope that anything clever might pop into her head.
 

“Looking for a little something on the side?”
 

This shocked her and yanked her out of her paralysis enough to reply. “I am not!” she spat.
 

The guy shrugged again. He reached into his pocket and fished out a card.
 

Emily’s knees felt a little weak. Her lip trembled.
 

Taking three steps toward her, he came to stand a very intimate distance in front of her and pressed the card into her hand. The smell of his sweat was barely masked by the deodorant he wore. “Hey look I get it. Life ain’t always what you think it is. I used to be married. Stepped out a couple times. No big deal.”
 

Emily smirked and the laugh that came burbling out of her sounded far too close to a cackle for her liking. “How’d that work out for you?”
 

“She died. Cancer.”
 

More hot shame and embarrassment flooded through Emily, followed by an instinctive maternal compassion. Because even ass holes had feelings. “Oh god, I’m sorry,” she muttered. Because despite the way this brute had just treated her, she wasn’t heartless.
 

Shrug.
 

“It is what it is.”
 

And before she knew it she was holding the card and the guy was stepping back, turning around and wandering toward the food aisles again.
 

Emily was floored. Still stunned, her eyes fell to the card bearing a tacky logo of a back-hoe and his information in a comic sans font. Probably designed it himself.
 

Carter Graves
 

Landscaper

 

Followed by his phone number and email.
 

A tremor shook through her as she realized that this fairly innocuous encounter was as close to cheating on Jack as she’d ever come. It was terrible. She felt like shit. The can of coffee seemed to suddenly weigh as much as a cinder block. So why did she call out again? “Wait! I’m not…”
 

Carter turned to stare at her again.
 

I’m not what?
 

Not that kind of woman? I’m not into cheating? I would never? I love my husband.
 

All of the possibilities presented themselves as clearly as the light of day. And yet Emily chose none of them.
 

“Hey don’t worry about it,” Carter said with another infuriating shrug. “In case you need any landscaping is all.” Then he was gone, disappearing in the aisle with olive oil and pickles.
 

Emily felt like a ghost as she made her way to the cash again. She struggled to keep her hands from shaking as she placed the can on the counter next to her coffee maker.
 

The cashier offered a sympathetic smile. “Men,” she said.
 

“Men,” Emily quipped, grateful for the opportunity to return to herself. Her real self. The Emily that didn’t tell strange men who stared at her legs in stores to “wait!” After paying she made her way out to the parking lot, got into her car and took a deep breath. She turned to stare at the coffee maker she’d bought and a wave of guilt rolled over her at what had just happened. Why? She hadn’t done anything.
 

But she knew that was not the case. Despite herself, despite every carefully curated idea about the sort of woman she was and about how she would react in just such a situation, despite knowing she hadn’t done anything wrong, Emily knew something had happened.
 

Something wicked. Something beyond her ability to control it with a forced smile and her usual cheery expression.
 

She’d felt something about that landscaping thug. Something terrible and, somehow, delicious.
 

It was for this reason that she felt very guilty.
 

She would tell Jack about the coffee maker after all. He deserved to know.
 






Chapter Three

 


Jack Robertson arrived home that evening to find something unexpected. Crossing the threshold of his modestly furnished suburban two storey, he found the darkness within illuminated not by the bright light of the energy-saving LED lights he had installed just three weekends ago, but rather by candles.
 

Candles glowing in the kitchen. On a Monday.
 

On a Monday?
 

He stopped for a moment and stood stock-still. Work had been a whirlwind of pointless meetings punctuated by the odd opportunity here and there to actually get something done. His position at Mutual Benefits Insurance Company required more of him than he would have liked to give. But at forty-one he sat perched on the cusp of a promotion to corporate. It had cost him more than he cared to admit. 
 

Overtime. Working weekends. Missed opportunities with the kids. And now they were gone and that time wasn’t coming back.
 

But he felt lucky nonetheless. Lucky that he’d been able to provide for his family. Lucky that he could assure Emily every comfort and some small luxuries, not that she ever asked for any. Through the years he’d relied on the steady, somewhat mundane rhythm of their lives to keep him on track.
 

Candles on a Monday were not part of that rhythm. This was unsettling to him. He had only a moment to steel himself against the inevitable surge of angst that accompanied such incongruity. It shook through him, making his stomach clench, then his throat tighten, then his head throb.
 

It was only vaguely unpleasant but entirely all too familiar.
 

Because handsome Jack was, by most measures, a thoroughly ordinary man. In the best way. He had invented this version of himself twenty-some years ago when they’d first found out Emily was pregnant. There had been a few days of regret, certainly. Not at what the future held, of course. Not at the beautiful, terrifying life that was growing inside Emily. That, of course, was precious.
 

The regret had come at the doors that had closed as a result of it. They were young. College kids who didn’t know better and had let one slip past the goalie. Felt good in the moment and all that. But there would be no more lazy days together. No drawn out honeymoon or shared vacations. Their beautiful little mistake had thrown them straight into the hungry jaws of reality.
 

But Jack was not a brooder. Nor was he a loser who did not accept the consequences of his decisions. Finishing his finance degree in record time, he secured a junior position at an insurance company and set about the business of being a Man.
 

He watched his kids grow up. Comforted his wife through her tears at their various rites of passage all the time maintaining a cheerful stoicism about his role as Provider and Master of the Family. In those ways Jack was beautifully ordinary.
 

In one way, he was not.
 

Why?
 

Because handy Jack who never drank during the week and fixed things around the house on weekends, who played ball with his kids and raked leaves into piles for them to jump in, had a secret.
 

He didn’t gamble. He would never look at a woman other than his wife. He rarely used pornography and when he did he always deleted his browsing history.
 

Nimble Jack who exercised dutifully and kept in good shape for his woman had a fear. Well, a fear and a pleasure, if the two could coexist as one thing.
 

It had overwhelmed him on a number of occasions similar to the one he was currently in. It would come out of nowhere, swelling through him and ensconcing him, making his brain burn and his guts wrench and form a bulge at his midriff. It was prompted always by the same thing.
 

Perhaps an out of place item of furniture. Maybe one load of laundry too many, folded when he came home at the end of the day. Or a turn of phrase he hadn’t heard beautiful Emily use before.
 

It would grip him and twist him and shake him to the point where he almost couldn’t speak or breathe. The thought that, in his absence, perhaps his smiling sweet-faced little Emily might have acted so ludicrously out of character that the very thought of it was absurd. That she had given in to a side of herself, a side of her womanhood that Jack feared and revered. That she had caved to a craving that no amount of good-boy-Jackness could sate.
 

It was there. It was there in her even if she didn’t know it. That might have been what scared him the most, that she didn’t. Because his pretty princess, his queen, was as innocent as she was sweet. Or so he told himself through clenched teeth in the darkest part of night when he couldn’t sleep.
 

He’d been her first and her only, for which he was eternally grateful because the thought of her lying with another man sent the thing twisting through him as well. The idea that there was a base need in her, one that existed in all other people (but surely not his precious Emily!), one that had the ability to control what they did, was as terrifying as it was thrilling.
 

Jack liked control. He arranged his life in a way that, even while leading from behind as he preferred to do, as any good manager does, he knew he still had a grip on the reins.
 

Except for this thing. This one thing he could not master. This thing mastered him and made him think thoughts he would never, could never admit to anyone. Or so he thought.
 

This idea that Emily might one day see a man and that this man would be so unlike anything she professed to love about men. That this man would awaken inside her a need, the one she didn’t know was there. And finally, that despite their twenty (was it twenty already?) years together she would fall from grace and give in to it, crack open and let it invade her, fold and let it consume her and drive a wedge between them in a way that no amount of quick-thinking, cheerful smiling or hard work would yank out.
 

At the same time it caused him to harden. Every time it caused the blood to drain from his head, pump into the source of his maleness and make it salute his depravity. While he didn’t understand it, he occasionally allowed himself the indulgence of relishing it. The way it burned in him. How it held him in it’s grip until he pumped it out with a release.
 

So this was one such occasion. Because candles did not belong on a Monday and Emily, when she stepped out of the kitchen, did not belong in that dress.
 

She was not meant to saunter toward him that way, sultry and smiling. She certainly should not have loosened his tie and undone the top button of his shirt and lean forward and kissed him gently on the cheek.
 

Not on a Monday. That was not what Monday’s were for.
 

Monday’s were for leftovers. Monday’s were for soda and chips on the couch. Monday’s were meant to be ordinary. This was not ordinary. This was…extraordinary.
 

In the moment before she spoke Jack Robertson braced himself for the same thing he’d been bracing himself for for the last twenty years when things seemed misaligned with his Emily. Words that haunted him sometimes in daylight, sometimes in his darkest fantasies. Words that would hurt as much as they pleased.
 

Honey? I have a confession to make.
 

Words that would tear him apart if they were ever spoken.
 

“Honey?”
 

Jack let out a tight grunt at the way she’d whispered it.
 

“I have a confession to make.”
 

It nearly ripped him in two.
 

So this was how it felt. This was how it started. A confession couched by an intimate dinner. A revealing dress to try and coax him back, away from the shards of a shattered marriage, back between her legs, cooing and soothing him and saying it would never happen again.
 

What Jack feared was not Emily. What Jack feared was the vixen that he was certain lay dormant within her. Waiting for the right moment to be unleashed. “Oh god…” he muttered.
 

Her smile faded. Her brow furrowed. “What’s wrong?” she asked softly.
 

Just get it over with.
 

“Nothing,” he said instead, shaking his head and forcing a smile. Because on every other occasion this sort of thing had ended well. And had he revealed the source of his dread he would have been humiliated. “What’s the confession?” he managed to say his stomach hollowing and his knees going weak as he steadied himself for the answer.
 

Emily, seemingly appeased by his attempt at normalcy, resumed her smile and leaned in. She pressed her cheek against his.
 

Jack’s abdomen tightened as he braced himself for the inevitable slice of a blade between his ribs.
 

“I was a bad girl.”
 

His eyes began to sting with tears.
 

“I bought a coffee maker.”
 

The whoosh of relief the admission sent swooping through him was deafening. “You what?” he said through clenched teeth.
 

Emily’s giggle melted his thundering heart.
 

“I bought a coffee maker this morning. I was…I was going to keep it a secret but then I knew I had to tell you. I had to tell on myself. Are you mad? Don’t be mad. I made steak.”
 

When the relief had passed through him a joyous, wonderful feeling welled up in it’s place. Another bullet dodged and another hope dashed, in a way. “You did what?” he said, holding her arms as a grin cracked on his face.
 

Emily threw her head back and giggled like a schoolgirl and there they were, together, laughing, reunited with nothing between them. Nothing standing in the way of their love like he’d feared just a moment ago.
 

Though Jack wasn’t a religious man he said a silent prayer as he wrapped his arms around Emily and drew her close in a hug. He held her too tightly for the occasion, not caring that she might ask why.
 

Another reprieve. This meant he could stow dirty Jack away, back into the basement of his thoughts and desires, back where that old ugly troll could grin and cackle in the darkness but not have such a hold on him any more. At least for the time being. “You bought a coffee maker? You bought a coffee maker,” he said with a sigh.
 

Glory of glories it was nothing more than a coffee maker.
 

Emily’s bubbling laughter faded. Her cheeks were red.
 

Jack’s manhood poked between them. He had a way, Jack did, of tilting his hips in such moments. So his wife wouldn’t feel the hard evidence of his predilection. But this time Jack was so overcome with relief that he missed the moment when she swayed forward. Unable to swivel in time, he felt the head of his cock press against her soft pelvis.
 

Her smile faded, eyes widening as she glanced down between them.
 

It was shameful. So shameful he turned red. But Jack could be confident in one thing. They were quiet lovers, him and Emily. She, a private person. Privates were not discussed in public even if it was just the two of them.
 

So imagine Jack’s utter astonishment when Emily’s slender wrist dropped between them and she caressed the underside of his throbbing muscle with a single finger. “What’s this?” she whispered.
 

To which Jack had no good answer. Because what do you say? Oh, just a thing I was thinking about in the car. Or, from seeing you look so beautiful, my love! No. At forty-one those would not be acceptable explanations for such a staunch erection. So he smiled and eased away from her and pretended to be smelling the smells in the kitchen.
 

Which is when his nostrils flared. Somewhere high above the sauteing onions, far past the smell of red meat cooked to perfection, so high it was almost out of reach of his olfactory perception, Jack caught a whiff of a scent normally reserved for their most intimate moments.
 

It was Emily. And, it seemed by the sniff of it, that she was in an equally aroused state. But of course Jack couldn’t say so. Couldn’t touch that with a ten foot pole. Not even in bed would he make a remark like that.
 

Their lovemaking was as gentle and caring as it had ever been. But it stayed in the bedroom and any elocution he might be inclined to make, stayed in his head. Emily was not one for dirty talk. Never had been.
 

“What is all this?” Jack asked, changing the subject and drawing her attention away from his member.
 

Emily turned to eye the candles flickering on the table. She turned back and smiled at him. “Just my way of saying sorry,” she mused.
 

“For what?”
 

“I should have asked you about the coffee maker.”
 

Which is when Jack realized she really did feel a bit bad about the whole thing and this was just her way of being silly about it. “Don’t be ridiculous,” he chided. But not too harshly because, though Jack liked control he would never endure anyone thinking of himself as controlling.
 

“I just thought we’d mix it up a little,” Emily said. Then her expression fell. “I think the kids being back this weekend made me realize how much I miss them.” She gazed up with loving eyes and kissed him on the lips. “I love you, Jack Robertson.”
 

“I love you, Emily,” he replied. All was right with the world again.
 

Taking his hand, his loving wife led him to the kitchen, pulled out a chair from beneath the table and slipped his jacket off his shoulders. Hanging it on the back of the chair, she walked over to the counter where, to Jack’s great surprise, a bottle of red wine stood uncorked and awaiting the evening.
 

“Red wine?” Jack asked, baffled.
 

Emily poured a glass, the trickle of liquid filling the silence in the room. She spun around slowly, walked to where he was sitting and set the glass down in front of him. Then she reached over to her place setting which is when Jack saw that she had already indulged in a glass herself and the tightness returned between his legs.
 

This was not Monday. This was not Emily. This was…unnerving. “Seriously it’s just the coffee maker?” he asked.
 

Emily held her glass up for a toast.
 

Ever the gentleman, Jack took his, reached up and clinked them gently together.
 

She sighed in what seemed like a forlorn way and took a small sip. Setting it back on the table, she sat down on Jack’s lap.
 

This would have caused him to gasp were he not back in full control of his faculties. Not at the fact that she’d sat in his lap, she’d done that plenty of times. It was the way she did it that mattered.
 

Hanging her arms around his neck, leaning in so his eyes were drawn to the delicious cleft of flesh her breasts made in the dress. Was she even wearing a bra?
 

Jack resisted the temptation to stare at her nipples and check. This was no longer strange. It was crazy. Maddening, even. And over a coffee maker? No. No way. Something was up and he hadn’t caused it and that caused Jack great worry because, while he didn’t think of himself as controlling, he liked to keep Emily where he liked to keep her. Safe from the harms and temptations lurking in the real world.
 

And it seemed by the way she was acting that Emily hadn’t just purchased a coffee maker. She’d had an experience. Out there. Without him. Unsanctioned and unapproved. Not that he was jealous. Jack wasn’t the jealous sort. As long as Emily stayed in the lines. Played by the rules, that sort of thing.
 

But the way she sat in his lap…
Like a…trollop. Looking for something. Something dirty.
 

“It’s not just the coffee maker,” she said softly.
 

But Jack knew that already. “What is it?” Something cranked inside him and heightened the tension between them.
 

Emily gazed into his eyes and this time Jack knew it was far more than just the coffee maker. Far more serious. Unpleasant, even. “Something happened in the store today,” Emily said.
 

Jack’s heart began to beat a little faster. Something happening wasn’t good. Emily didn’t talk in that tone about inconsequential happenings. But the store? That was good. That was safe. What could go wrong in a store? Jack donned his most concerned expression and touched her on the arm. “Tell me about it, sweetie. What is it?”
 

She bit her lip and for a moment looked a bit like a school girl that was about to tell her daddy that she’d smoked her first cigarette and just had to tell on herself. “A man hit on me.”
 

Crank.
 

Up went the tension, thrumming and throbbing through Jack, whose cock had just started flagging but which, upon hearing that, lurched back to life in his lap. “What?”
 

Sigh.
 

“Just some blockhead who doesn’t know what year it is,” she explained, shaking her head and rolling her eyes like it was no big deal.
 

Then why was she telling him?
 

And this grabbed Jack by the neck and nearly choked the life right out of him. It took him a moment to put his finger on what was out of place. That she was telling him at all? No. Was she upset? No.
 

Nonchalance.
 

There it was. Emily didn’t do nonchalance. Emily was plucky and perky and upbeat unless the moment called for pause or reflection, at which point she’d dutifully lower her eyes, let it pass over her, then spring back to life as Emily again. Emily wasn’t casual. Not about a single, goddamned thing.
 

“What did he say?” Jack said, unable to help sounding breathless.
 

Emily bit her lip again. She turned to look away, as if searching for the answer in the corner somewhere, underneath the fridge where they hadn’t cleaned in years, where the dirt lived. “He told me I had nice legs,” she whispered.
 

Well that nearly snapped him in two, that did. That his sweet, bouncy Emily would be accosted by what was obviously some boorish knucklehead and told the bald-faced truth that she had nice legs, made him want to rise up out of his chair, roll up his shirt sleeves and…
 

And what?
 

Jack’s stomach sank from what he wanted in that moment.
 

The real truth was that Emily didn’t just have nice legs. Emily had amazing legs. Outstanding legs, legs that when they wrapped around you and squeezed could make you pop one off faster than a cowboy drawing a six-shooter in the old wild west.
 

Slender ankles, tight calves and just enough cushion on her thighs to let you know you were really sinking into something when you…
Good God.
 

He could barely think it. And at the dinner table!
 

But he managed to wrestle down that bear of a feeling, the vision of some ass hole checking out Emily’s legs and thinking the same thing he was thinking right then, he managed to get a grip on it. It had owned him again but he punched it as hard as he could before he looked into her eyes. “You okay?”
 

That was the way to play this. Cool. Collected. Sincere. Anything but outrageously, insanely, jealously excited.
 

Emily nodded. 
 

But the way she stared at him drove him crazy. Made him think all kinds of things he shouldn’t be thinking and made her look like…like that goddamned vixen he believed was in there.
 

He shuddered.
 

Just then the slit of the red dress she was wearing fell from her lap, revealing a long, slender calf and slight thickening up toward her thigh and all the promise that held, and Jack couldn’t help but glance at it and couldn’t help the way his cock throbbed against her other one either.
 

“You still think I have nice legs?” Emily asked.
 

It wasn’t fair. It was a sucker punch, connecting with his jaw as he was still reeling from the last revelation. Jack’s hand fell, palm pressed against the warm flesh of Emily’s thigh and he caressed in a way that was strictly reserved for their dark bedroom. “Well he might have been a jerk but he was right,” he said, looking right up into her pretty blue eyes. “Your legs are amazing.”
 

Throb.
 

This time she felt it. The hard tissue pressing against her leg as his cock swelled even harder and there was no hiding it. So his face started getting ready, redness welling up along with heat to his cheeks and then he was squirming beneath her, trying to worm his way out from the seat and excuse himself to go to the bathroom and splash some cold water on his face and god knew what else.
 

So imagine Jack’s confusion, Jack’s absolute and utter disbelief when Emily, with a strength unknown to him, pushed the kitchen table farther back behind her, stood up swung one leg over his lap and straddled him and started fiddling with his belt buckle.
 

“What are you doing?” said Jack, who through all those years of working late and waking early had lost a bit of the gift for romance and smooth talk he’d once possessed. He was grateful she didn’t answer. There were candles lit, sure, but that would have only sucked up some of his embarrassment at asking that dumb question.
 

You didn’t talk about a thing like what was happening between them. Whatever it was. You didn’t just take it out and slap it on the table and eye it, discussing it’s merits and drawbacks. This thing was electric. It refused to be named. It was to be fucked about, not stared at.
 

So when his stiff prick popped out his fly, bouncing between them like a spring, and when Emily shuffled up closer and pulled her dress up, he didn’t open his mouth and say anything else stupid.
 

He closed his eyes and groaned as her center lips dripped wetness over his cock, gliding back and forth to the sounds of Emily’s increasingly quick breaths. His manhood lurched up, pressing against the glorious sticky heat of her lubricated entrance as their eyes met.
 

Why is this happening?
 

But then Emily’s mouth fell open, one side of her lip curled in the tiniest lust-fuelled snarl. Digging her nails into his shirt she released the muscles in her legs.
 

The air left Jack’s lungs as his his wife sheathed him inside herself and he came to know heaven again.
 

Her rocking jolted him out of his trance. The way she swayed back and forth on his lap, rubbing the shaft of his prick against her engorged clit set an alarm ringing in his brain. His eyes popped wide open at the two tight points of shade, Emily’s nipples threatening to poke through the front of her dress.
 

So she wasn’t wearing a bra.
 

Nor, as evidenced by his unfettered access to her marvellous insides, was she wearing underwear.
 

It was far too much for his now sex-obsessed mind to parse all at once. The coffee maker. The stranger’s lewd remark. And now, Emily’s “apology.” Steak dinner, red wine, (on a Monday, don’t forget Monday) and a lap dance as an aperitif.
 

And to top it all off, as Jack’s body climbed toward his peak, as it prepared to throw itself off of the cliff, he not only saw an orgasmic expression grip Emily’s face but felt the first contractions of her climax suck his muscle in deeper.
 

His climax didn’t blossom or shoot through him like a rocket. It cracked like an egg. A Cadbury Easter egg with a hard chocolate shell that contained a milky and slightly yellowish emission. Jack groaned as he came.
 

Emily trembled and whimpered.
 

Rope after hot rope of his sticky deposit belched out the head of his cock and slathered Emily’s sweet pussy. He shook as he clung to her through the sensation. When it was over he kept his face pressed to her chest.
 

Because he loved her and the little surprise she’d given him, yes.
 

But mostly because he was too scared to look in her eyes and see what he might find there.
 






Chapter Four

 


What the hell was that?
 

It was an obvious question that formed in his mind as the moment cooled between them. But now that it was over, now that Jack had entered his refractory period, his usual nature returned. And the usual Jack did not ask such questions.
 

When Emily placed a finger beneath his chin and tilted his lips up to hers, he closed his eyes to avoid her gaze. Her warm tongue felt so pleasant teasing his, that his cock twitched at the sensation.
 

But as she pulled away, the taste of wine and her sweetness still lingering in his mouth, Jack realized he couldn’t keep his eyes closed forever. Nearly shaking with fear, he opened them slowly and looked into hers.
 

Emily drew in a slow breath, then let it out in one long exhale. She touched his cheek with her fingers. Then, after sharing an intimate stare, she let her forehead fall forward to touch his.
 

It was this that cemented in Jack the certainty that something was different. That something had changed with his Emily and that it had something to do with the vulgar stranger she’d encountered in the store. But as terrifying as that was, it was equal parts intriguing. As much as he dreaded facing it, figuring out what had shifted and how their lives would be different for it, he found the opposite possibility absolutely untenable.
 

So, really, it wasn’t Jack choosing to open his eyes and stare into hers again. It was Jack accepting the inevitable and bravely confronting his darkest fear.
 

Jack leaned back.
 

Emily pulled away.
 

Their eyes met and they stared at each other, each watching the person they’d thought they’d known for twenty-some years through a fresh lens.
 

“What’s happening?” Jack whispered.
 

Emily smiled and sniffed and tilted her head to one side. “I…don’t know,” she replied before chewing the inside of her cheek.
 

A warm fondness coursed through Jack as he gazed at his wife on his lap. So beautiful, so perfect, so loyal and strong. Everything he could ask for in a woman and more. How lucky they were to have met. He reached up and tucked a stray tress of her hair behind her ear.
 

The tightness worked through him again. At the thought that just that day another man, a stranger had told her she had nice legs. That that other man saw her and wanted her the way he did was dizzying. 
 

And suddenly Jack knew it hadn’t just been that. Emily wouldn’t have made steak and poured wine and mounted him about just that. There was more and she was keeping it from him.
 

Did she want him to know? Did she want him to ask? Did she know what this was doing to him?
 

If he asked and she didn’t answer would it drive him insane?
 

Jack thought back on his life so far. He’d done his level best in the face of adversity, lived with courage, he thought, and an open heart. He hoped he’d lived well. And here was an opportunity presenting itself. A chance to unlock and examine the devilish thing that haunted his dreams. Presented, of all people, by his wife. And while he may have been a lot of things, a coward wasn’t one of them. Jack took a deep breath and prepared to seize the day. “It wasn’t just ‘nice legs’ was it?” he whispered.
 

Emily’s head tilted toward him again. Her eyes so round and blue it squeezed his heart like a fist. The innocent way she eyed him, all the things they’d shared together, what they’d been through it all coiled around him and made him want her for the first time all over again. She shook her head. “It wasn’t just ‘nice legs’,” she admitted.
 

An earthquake of a tremor shook through him and it felt like the floor beneath them might open up and swallow them whole. But it didn’t. A different chasm yawned open, however, the one deep inside of himself and it’s pull was irresistible. Jack threw himself in. “What else?”
 

For some reason that threw into stark relief the incongruity of the situation. Emily still on his lap. He still inside her, slowly slipping out, a trickle of his seed running from her and down his shaft, warming the sack between his legs.
 

Emily shifted her weight. His cock fell from her sex and onto the front of his trousers. More of his essence spilled from her, slathering his softening flesh.
 

They’d never, not once, coupled like this. Out in the open, honest and face to face, not with his mouth pressed against her neck, both of them hiding from the dirty thing they were doing.
 

“What happened?” Jack asked, feeling himself falling deeper into the abyss. He watched as she recalled the memory.
 

“I told him I was going to call security,” she whispered.
 

“And?”
 

“And I didn’t,” she said with, was it regret?
 

“It’s okay,” he soothed.
 

“Not just that.”
 

That tightness again. Right at the root of his dick. The blood surged back down from his head. “What else?”
 

“Oh Jack,” she said and for a moment it seemed like she might cry. “When he…when he turned to go, after I’d…I tried to give him a piece of my mind but he didn’t care. He turned away and…” She choked and had to draw in a breath. “I told him to wait.”
 

A punch to the chest. “You told him to wait?”
 

Emily nodded. “He’d just…he was so crass. I don’t know why I did it.”
 

Elation filled him as the understanding dawned that while she hadn’t done anything to imperil their marriage, his worst fear, the one that lived deepest, had come true that day. Emily had found the part of herself that he dreaded. “You called him back? After he talked to you like that?”
 

Another nod. “I called him back.”
 

“Because you liked it?”
 

“Because…I don’t know. I’ve never felt this before.”
 

“But you called him back. You…wanted more of it.”
 

Vixen. Harlot. Tramp.
 

Except she was none of those things. She was a woman, his woman, a perfect pure thing meant only for him. But she’d been stirred. She’d been affected by a boorish male saying dirty things. It had worked on her.
 

No! And yes…because that was at the seat of his fear. That her desire be stirred? No. That she come to understand what it meant to be desired in that way. How good that could feel to a woman. How it sated a need for attention like nothing else. “Why are you telling me this?”
 

Emily’s lips parted as she searched for the answer. “I don’t know,” she replied, shaking her head. “Because I love you. Because I trust you. Because…I need help.”
 

“With what?”
 

“With this. With what to do with this. I couldn’t stop thinking about it all day, Jack. I couldn’t stop thinking about you, either. It made me…I touched myself, Jack. I never…”
 

His heart crumpled around itself at the delicate part of herself Emily was exposing to him. Though he was jealous that was only one shade of the emotion that gripped him. “What happened next?”
 

Emily wilted a little and Jack realized he’d pushed too firmly. “If you want to. Only if you want to tell me.”
 

“I’m scared,” she whispered.
 

“So am I,” Jack admitted. “But I think we can do it together.”
 

“I…” She sighed and shut her eyes.
 

“It’s okay.” Because Jack already knew. He knew by the way she blushing, by how shy she’d become and by how she was struggling to form the words, not about what had happened but about how it had made her feel. “It’s okay,” he repeated, stroking her hair.
 

“I thought of him, Jack.”
 

His cock jumped at the sentence. Hot fear and lust formed into a column and made him sit up straight. “How?”
 

She met his gaze and Jack saw they were both drawing on the same source of courage inside of themselves. “I thought of him in me. Like you were just now.”
 

Though he’d seen it coming he could not have predicted the way it crashed over him like a wave over cliffs. Water smashing on rock being flung through the air by the impact.
 

Only once it had passed did he feel the persistent hardness that was once again rising between them, the tip glancing the lips of Emily’s sex.
 

She gasped and looked down between them. Blinking her disbelief she raised her eyes to meet his again. “Jack?”
 

So Jack came to know that he must respond to her courage with more of his. Together they would come to understand this thing, meet it head on like they had everything else. “Emily,” he whispered. “There’s something I have to tell you.” His cock throbbed and pressed against her damp slit.
 

“Tell me Jack,” she said, shifting her weight on his lap and spreading her legs slightly wider to let the head of his straining cock into herself again.
 

Jack closed his eyes and a soft breath escaped him. “I’ve thought about this,” he admitted.
 

“About what? Tell me, Jack,” she coaxed.
 

“I’ve never told you but I’ve thought about this. About you finding this part of yourself.”
 

“What part?” Spoken with a hungry need to know what he meant. Perhaps because she didn’t yet know herself. Or perhaps because she just needed affirmation, needed a name for it.
 

“It drives me crazy that you did. Insane. But I’ve always known it was there. It’s scared me, sure. This whole time it’s scared me.”
 

She cupped his chin with her hands and kissed him. “It’s okay,” she whispered. “It’s okay.”
 

“I could feel that you’d found it when we…when we did what we just did. I knew you’d found it and it tore me up inside. But it made me happy, too. You deserve it. You’re such an amazing woman you deserve to know it.”
 

She furrowed her brow, still puzzled, still unsure. “What is it?”
 

The innocent question made his courage surge. “You wanted him.”
 

She bit her lip. “Not like…I would never, you know, not like I would ever do it,” she explained.
 

“But you felt it,” Jack said and pressed a hand against her pelvis. “In here?”
 

Emily nodded.
 

“It felt good to feel wanted?”
 

Another nod.
 

“Not just that?” Jack asked, a shaking smile flirting with the corners of his mouth.
 

“Not just that,” she echoed.
 

“What else?” His cock throbbed again and Emily moved forward, settling onto him, her pussy latching onto the stiff muscle and working it into her orifice.
 

“It’s hard, Jack. It’s hard to say it.”
 

“You can do it,” Jack whispered.
 

“It’s dirty,” she said.
 

Clench.
 

Emily gasped in response to his hardening. “You like this?”
 

“I love you.”
 

“I liked the way he looked at me, Jack,” she confessed, now slightly breathless and eager, too, in a way that made it hurt. “I liked knowing he was thinking of me like this. With his…his thing between my legs.”
 

“Tell me,” Jack gasped.
 

That gave her courage. That made her brave. “I thought…I thought of how he’d do it. How he’d…fuck me, Jack. How he’d fuck me with his cock.”
 

Jack’s hips bucked at her profanity, spearing his engorged manhood into Emily’s tight crevice. Up almost off the chair, hands gripping her hips as he searched for the deepest part of her he could spill into.
 

“Oh my god Jack,” she said, quivering atop him. Her sex clenched again.
 

Their two bodies nearly suspended, they locked eyes and Emily began to sway again, rubbing his hard organ with her pussy lips as the muscles in her cunt tried to choke more essence out.
 

“You thought of him filling you,” Jack grunted, straining to push each word past his lips.
 

“I thought of him inside me,” Emily whimpered.
 

“Fucking you,” Jack groaned.
 

“Fucking me,” Emily echoed.
 

The straining between his legs snapped like an elastic stretched too tight. His hips shook as the first spurt of his emission gushed from him and into Emily.
 

With her hands on his cheeks she pressed her lips against his, thrusting her tongue into his mouth in a deep kiss as she began to shake. The way her muffled moan travelled down his throat, touched the deepest part of him, made the room seem to flex and bend around them.
 

When the heat between them broke they stayed on the chair, panting, sweaty foreheads pressed together, the smell of sex wafting up from where their bodies met.
 

As Jack’s excitement waned to relief a steady calm settled over him. Twenty-one years of pent up anguish felt like they’d been not released but at least let out to see the light of day. And they were still there, the two of them. As in love and as happy as they’d ever been.
 

When Emily finally opened her eyes they were an even brighter blue than usual. A confused smile formed across her lips. She shook her head. “What does this mean?” she asked.
 

Jack smiled and shook his right back at her. “It means I need some steak.” Which could have gone either way.
 

But it set Emily off giggling, pulled her off his lap and to the oven where what should have been medium rare was well done but who cared because they’d cracked through this thing and come out the other end together.
 

Or so it seemed to Jack just then.
 






Chapter Five

 


Sleep eluded Emily that evening. After the ruined steak, which was still edible, and the rest of the wine and pillow talk once they were in bed, it seemed like a good night’s rest would be just what she needed.
 

But as Jack dozed off, Emily lay next to him on her side, staring at the hunched outline of the man she’d married beneath the sheets. It was still difficult to believe what had passed between them that evening. You think you know a person.
 

It was hard to find the right place in her mind to stow what Jack had shared. He had always been so…normal. Not that this made him abnormal, it was just so kinky.
 

Just thinking of the word made her giggle. Kinky, at least from her position, belonged on the internet. Kinky lived in those books people read, the ones she’d never even thought of opening because it just so wasn’t her. So to find out that Jack had these thoughts, that he’d had these fantasies of her with other men? Nothing could have been farther from who she thought he was all these years.
 

And all those things he’d said about her, or rather made her say. About how she thought of Carter going into her. Even just remembering it made her tremble. But not a moment later a tight heat began to glow inside her again. Down in her core, down where they’d done the dirty thing in the kitchen together.
 

She rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling. Was Jack right? Had that always lived inside her? Could you live thirty-nine years and not know something like that about yourself? Or was it all just part of his fantasy?
 

Closing her eyes, she tried to reconstruct the feeling. Gliding back in her mind, back to the grocery store except this time there was no one else there but her and that dirty-handsome landscaper, she gasped as a shiver raced down her spine and stoked the heat between her legs.
 

Her eyes snapped open and a jolt of adrenaline coursed through down to her toes at what she’d just done to herself. Just by thinking about it, too. She glanced at Jack. Still sleeping. 
 

Now it scared her a bit, too. Maybe not the same way it did him but it was frightening. But the way it tickled her had her closing her eyes again to see if she could catch it by the tail. Sure enough there it was and this time not just lurking in the shadows. This time it was sitting on it’s haunches, grinning at her displaying razor sharp teeth.
 

Emily knew she shouldn’t. She knew it would be wrong to let her hand fall to her sex and touch it. It would almost be betraying Jack, in a way.
 

It goaded her with it’s wicked grin. Crooked a finger and drew her to itself whispering “it’s not cheating unless you act on it.”
 

Emily Robertson, cheerful suburban soccer-mom, mother of two, solider (at least in her own estimation) heard her resolve snap like a twig. Her palm drifted down past the tiny curve of her belly. Down between her thighs that were still a little sticky from Jack’s…from his seed (the word made her shudder). Down to where her pussy was hot and wet and greedy.
 

She indulged the thing she hadn’t named. Thought of Jack telling her he liked it that she’d thought about another man inside her. Thought about what it would feel like if she ever let anyone else but him in there. Maybe Carter, even.
 

Her eyes shot open as a trickle of her lubricant ran out of her. She pressed the tip of one trembling finger against the throbbing bud of her clit and twisted a shaky circle around it. Her legs shuddered. Her head fell to one side.
 

There was Jack. Sleeping, snoring slightly, his hunched shoulder moving up and down with each breath. There he was, the man she thought she knew so well. The man who’d just revealed his dark secret and made her responsible for keeping it.
 

What would it be like?
 

What would it be like laying on that bed and letting someone other than her Jack into her tight space? Not that she ever would. This was just a fantasy. But thinking of Jack sitting in the chair across the room, the one with dirty clothes piled high that they never used, and watching her be used by someone else was…exhilarating.
 

Could she ever do it?
 

Her finger started spinning faster.
 

Her mind moved from the hypothetical to the concrete. Allowing herself to consider not just what it would be like, but whether she could was fantasy hardening into intent.
 

She’d never been with another man. Never seen another penis, even. Thought she might faint if she ever did. So why was considering Carter’s hard package so thrilling?
 

The vision of him climbing onto the bed, splaying her legs with those muscled, worn paws of his and lying down on top of her nearly drove her crazy. She struggled to control her breathing. Panting, she flicked the bundle of nerves that was sending fingers of hot bliss pulsing through her.
 

What would it be like letting Carter in?
 

And suddenly she wasn’t thinking of him just in her. She was thinking of him riding her, his thick prick stabbing at her pussy as she moaned and wailed, occasionally glancing at Jack and feeling drunk from the attention he was giving her. All as she fucked another man.
 

She stifled a squeal as she came. Her body shuddered so violently it shook the bed. Clapping a hand over her mouth she snorted out a breath as she crested the apex of her climax and tipped forward, her body racing back toward it’s normal self.
 

The contractions in her pussy weakened. She curled her toes to try and spread the tension. Her belly was tight, the fingers of her other hand had curled into a claw and were gripping the sheets so hard they threatened to rip.
 

Her sixth climax of the day (she’d only mentioned one to Jack because, well, it was all so dirty) caused an exhaustion to flood through her. She let out a tired breath and rolled onto her side, away from Jack. Shame and guilt wormed into the base of her mind and set up camp.
 

Why?
 

Jack had said he liked it. He’d liked hearing about her with another man. He’d said so himself. Why should she feel guilty?
 

She knew full well. Because on his lap, listening to his dark confession, Emily had been including him in her fantasy. Here in the darkness, or throughout the day when she’d tried but been unable to resist the hungry ache throbbing between her legs, it was just her. Her and the little monster that had taken up residence in her head.
 

Jack had nothing to do with that and she knew it. And that felt wrong.
 

Sleep was fitful and full of lucid dreams. Terrible dreams. Dreams she’d never had before. Of hard men, construction workers and roughnecks, eyeing her and laughing and doing other things she couldn’t admit once the first light of day cracked through the curtains.
 

Waking up was a relief. She sprang out of bed and skipped to the bathroom. After peeing she trotted downstairs, the spring in her step there not because of her usual sunny disposition. She was running. Running from the thing as it chased her around the kitchen while she tried to make breakfast.
 

She made coffee in the new coffee machine, even though Jack preferred espresso. Even that felt like cheating. The coffee machine she’d bought when Carter had told her she had “nice legs.”
 

Worst of all every time she thought about it, about the casual way he’d said it and how she’d reacted, it ignited a burning between her thighs she couldn’t escape.
 

By the time Jack made his way down the stairs in his bathrobe, groggy and rubbing the sleep from his eyes she was in a frenzy. Her smile almost maniacal as she handed him his morning Joe.
 

He sniffed it and raised an eyebrow. “New coffee maker?” he asked.
 

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, the apology having nothing to do with the quality of the hot drink. “I can make you a…”
 

Jack reached out and touched her arm. Holding her stare he took a long gulp of the jet-black liquid. He swallowed loudly, set the mug down, then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. It was unlike him. He usually used a napkin. “It’s perfect,” he said softly.
 

Emily nearly melted. Though she couldn’t be sure it seemed that Jack’s acceptance of the coffee had as little to do about the drink as her apology for it had. A swirling, churning confusion coursed through her. What were they doing? Should she just ask like she wanted to so desperately? Should she just blurt it out, say what was on her mind like he had the night before? “I…” The single syllable caught in her throat.
 

“You’re perfect,” Jack whispered.
 

Tears threatened to roll down her cheek. She didn’t deserve him. Didn’t deserve this man with all the bad thoughts she’d had the day before. He was too good for her. Too nice and too kind.
 

That was all she could think about while he was up in the shower. While she prepared his lunch and put the sandwich and apple into a brown paper bag she couldn’t run away from what she felt herself becoming.
 

From what? A little attention from a stranger? It was crazy. Was she going to throw this whole life away just for that?
 

She never answered the question. Not when Jack came down dressed in his sharp suit carrying his briefcase. Not when she handed him the keys to his car and his lunch, so lovingly prepared. She nearly choked out a sob when he kissed her on the forehead. Then another when she hugged him and steeled herself for what she was going to say. “Honey?”
 

“Yes sweetheart?”
 

The words came too easily. “You know how we’ve been talking about redoing the yard?” she said, voice tight.
 

Jack paused and for a terrifying second Emily thought the gig was up. He knew. Somehow he knew and this was all going to take a turn toward darkness and heartache. “You thinking of calling someone?” he asked.
 

She pulled away and looked into his eyes with longing. “Maureen gave me somebody’s number. Said he did their yard and it turned out great.”
 

Jack’s slow, solemn nod of approval was followed by a smile. “That sounds great. We’ve finally got the money for it.” Was his voice tighter than normal too?
 

Emily forced herself to smile back at him. “Is it okay to call him then?”
 

Jack nodded again. “Absolutely. Whatever you want.”
 

Emily’s heart squeezed at this permission.
 

Why? Am? I? Doing? This?
 

Emily feigned delight. “Are you sure? If you think it’s too much money we can wait until next spring.”
 

Jack shook his head. “No. I think now’s the right time. Why don’t you get a quote and we can talk about it this evening?”
 

She swallowed and the sound seemed to fill the whole room. She could feel her face burning red. “I’ll do that.”
 

“Good.”
 

“Have a good day.”
 

“You going to have a surprise for me when I get home again?”
 

Emily’s heart skipped a beat. The ache throbbed between her legs. Was he saying…? She let a coy smile form on her lips. “If you’re lucky,” she teased.
 

“Oh I’m lucky,” Jack replied, giving her arm a squeeze. “Luckiest guy I know.”
 

As soon as the door had closed behind him Emily grabbed her phone.
 






Chapter Six

 


Jack drove to work with an iron grip on the steering wheel. Teeth clenched, vision tunnelling, he navigated the congested highway to downtown with a single thought rolling around in his mind like clothes in a dryer.
 

Carter Graves. Landscaper.
 

He would have felt worse if he could have felt anything but the confusing double helix of seething jealousy and potent lust twisting within him.
 

Every few car lengths he would treat himself to the memory of the bed shaking the night before as he pretended to sleep. As his wife fiddled with herself next to him despite their twin couplings before dinner, then again afterwards. As he lay there powerless, listening to the slick sounds of Emily succumbing to the deep, dark fear he’d confessed the previous evening.
 

He cursed himself for sharing the secret. Was she really that uncaring? Or could she just not resist the demon that the bastard in the grocery store had unleashed? Could she just not help but touch herself as she thought of him?
 

He felt bad about creeping down the stairs and rifling through her purse after she’d fallen asleep. Emily was a private person. But she didn’t keep secrets. Or at least he’d thought she didn’t. Why, then, had she kept this one? Why had she lied to him that morning? And why hadn’t she been more clever? He’d always thought of her as clever. That drove him nearly to the brink.
 

John and Maureen hadn’t had their yard done by anyone. They’d landscaped it themselves. John couldn’t stop bragging about it the last time they’d gone for drinks. Emily had been there. She knew it. 
 

She fucking knew it.
 

As he pulled onto the off-ramp of the highway, Jack took a deep breath and closed his eyes at the red light. He let the full impact of her request crash into him.
 

Emily wasn’t asking for permission to get a quote about the yard. Emily was asking for permission to see her new friend.
 

Carter Graves. Landscaper.
 

Whether he was the man from the grocery store Jack couldn’t be fully sure. But Maureen didn’t hand out business cards. Maureen texted you things. Maureen could barely keep track of her smart phone, let alone a business card handed to her by some guy who hadn’t done their yard.
 

Jack sank deeper inside himself.
 

The thrill that had gripped him the night before, as they’d talked through his dirty little secret, as Emily had indulged it, was all but gone. In it’s place was a panicked, breathless confusion.
 

If there was one thing Jack had always been it was deliberate. When life demanded action he weighed the pros and cons, made a decision, then acted on it. His pursuit of whatever needed to be accomplished was relentless. He understood the need for direction.
 

Now he could barely tell which way was up. He was floating in a tank of dark water with no idea which way to swim and quickly running out of breath.
 

Pulling into the parking garage of his office building, he pressed the power button on his car and sat in the silence that followed.
 

His stomach twisted as his mind wandered back to the house. To Emily. To Carter Graves. He winced.
 

The inevitability of what needed to be done dawned on him. There would be no work that day. No office, no paperwork, no distraction could possibly pull him away from the thought gnawing at the base of his brain. That his sweet Emily was back at home and possibly, by now, not alone. That she might at that very moment be inviting the man who’d complimented her terrific legs into their house made his stomach clench so hard he thought he might vomit.
 

Starting up the car and doing his level best not to mash his foot against the accelerator, he drove it back out onto the street and pointed it toward home.
 

His heart began to beat inside his chest like a drum. His mind filled with regret. Why hadn’t he confronted her that morning? Why hadn’t he told her that he’d found the card? That he knew she was lying about Maureen? Why hadn’t he asked her about Carter Graves?
 

Reality was a cruel mistress compared to the heady aphrodisiac of his lust-driven fantasies. No longer was Emily, sweet, innocent Emily, safely tucked inside his mind where he could contort her into all sorts of depraved positions.
 

Now she was out there. Out in the real world. With a stranger, entertaining the notion of…what? Cheating on her husband?
 

His grip on the steering wheel tightened. He clenched his jaw.
 

He began to pry his little predilection apart, though he didn’t yet know why. He vaguely realized that if he were ever to know peace again, he had to get to the bottom of two things. What had lodged this strange desire so deeply inside him and why it scared him so fucking much.
 

His mind became a maze. Each time he turned a corner, thinking that he’d found what he was looking for, he’d run into a dead end.
 

What sort of a man wants to see his wife betray him? What sort of a man becomes impossibly hard from just thinking about it? What sort of man, when confronted with the possibility, does nothing to prevent it from happening?
 

He did come to one conclusion. These questions were the source from which his fear sprang. Because even if it did happen, if the unthinkable became real, if Emily…entertained another man between her legs, would that really change anything between them?
 

Of course it would, was his first reaction.
 

I could never let it.
 

The second scared him because he couldn’t possibly know if he could ever be that strong. This was marriage. This was sacred. This was trust. How could he ever look her in the eye again if she betrayed his trust?
 

When he turned the corner of their sunny suburban street, driveways all devoid of cars save for Emily’s standing in theirs, his heart was thundering so hard it felt like it might leap out of his chest. He mashed the brakes when he saw the dirty black pickup truck, rusty trailer in tow, with the name Carter Graves Landscaping written out in ridiculous and faded comic sans on the side.
 

The fear distilled into something far more potent. His cock hardened in his lap. He had to fight to take a breath. His vision seemed to pixelate and he couldn’t tear his eyes away from that rotten truck.
 

It took a herculean effort to pull the car off to the side of the road. As he stepped out, the vision of Emily wrapped in another man’s arms formed in his mind. His feet felt like lead as he trudged toward the house.
 

As he wrapped his hand around the doorknob, their life together flashed before his eyes, the vision pausing on the moment last night when he’d revealed the secret to his wife.
 

What have I done?
 

Pulse pounding in his ears, Jack twisted the knob, pushed the door open slowly and stepped inside. The sound of Emily’s sweet laugh wafting through the house drove a stake through his heart.
 






Chapter Seven

 


Emily covered her smile with a finger. Her eyes darted side to side, anywhere but up to meet Carter’s dark and imposing stare. Nostrils flaring, she drew in a breath for the fifth or sixth time since he’d shown up. His smell was everywhere.
 

Spiced deodorant and sweat and musk like she’d never smelled coming off a man.
 

Her cheeks flushed with shame at the wet that had dampened her panties. Wiping the smile off her face she dared herself to look up. The intense way he was watching her nearly made her flinch. “You always show up the same day people call you? Or are you just not that busy?”
 

A sliver of regret worked it’s way through her. There was no need to be mean to the guy. She’d called him, after all. What was it about him that made her feel like she had to keep her guard up?
 

Carter’s gaze didn’t waver. “I think you and I both know why I’m here.”
 

Emily dismissed his certainty with a guffaw and rolled her eyes. “Stop that,” she said tersely. “I called you because we’ve been meaning to get the lawn done for years. We can finally afford it. It was a coincidence that you gave me your card yesterday.”
 

Her mind wandered back to the lie she’d told Jack that morning. More shame flooded through her but she beat it back.
 

Carter shifted his weight to one foot and scratched his eyebrow. He glanced out through the back window at the backyard. “Alright. I guess we better get out there and see what it is you want.”
 

Emily would have been mad if she hadn’t started the game herself. After all, Carter was right. At least partially. She hadn’t just called him because of the lawn. That had only been a small part of it. She’d called him because of how he’d made her feel the day before in the big box store. Small. A little scared. A little…dominated. “Follow me,” she said and stepped around him to get to the patio door.
 

She slid it open and stepped into the sunlight. The warmth on her skin brought sweat beading along her forehead. She glanced down at the shorts she was wearing. The same pair as the day before. She lied to herself that it wasn’t intentional. She always wore those around the house. “We thought we could do a rock wall,” she said, waving toward the back of the yard where the grass sloped up.
 

Carter came to stand next to her and surveyed the lot. “Not as much mowing,” he mused. “You could do a little cedar hedge on that side,” he said, pointing toward the border with the neighbour's yard.
 

“That might be nice,” Emily admitted.
 

Carter’s eyes roamed across the yard and Emily saw the wheels start to turn in his head. She glanced over at him as he started talking. Explaining what features he’d put in, how much it would cost, how the little white fence would have to go but that they could put a hedge in there, too.
 

After a while the words blurred into one monotonous sound and Emily let her eyes wander lower. Down to his biceps which looked perpetually flexed. A thrill rushed through her as her imagination conjured up the vision of those dirty, rugged hands gripping her throat and pinning her to the bed upstairs. The world started to spin.
 

This is wrong. This is terrible. I’m a horrible person.
 

Her thoughts darted back to Jack. Sitting at his desk at the office, maybe eating the apple in his lunch. Did he know? He must have suspected something this morning. He didn’t put up a fight at all. He would never normally say yes to such a big expense without considering it first. For weeks. Sometimes months.
 

So why had he agreed so quickly to the proposition?
 

One part of her mind whispered to her that he surely must know. That he’d somehow found the card, remembered that Maureen had done her own yard. The flagrant lie she’d told hadn’t been a mistake.
 

She hadn’t been asking for permission to do the yard. She’d been asking for permission to see the landscaper. To see Carter Graves again. To feel his eyes on her again, looking at her legs and imagining what it would be like to…
 

“You with me?”
 

The question shook her from her thoughts. “Um…yeah. Sorry, what?”
 

“I’ll need two and a half up front. The rest when the job is done. Shouldn’t be more than a week or so. If you want to think about it, talk to your husband or whatever…”
 

Before she knew what she was doing she blurted the words out. “No. No, no, no. That’s fine. That sounds like a fair price.”
 

He turned and folded his arms over his chest.
 

Emily got that feeling again. Of being watched. Her panties were drenched with excitement. She glanced up at him out of the corner of her eye. His gaze bored into her core.
 

“What’s his name?”
 

The question startled her. Her eyes shot up and met his. “What? Who?” It dawned on her a moment later, who he was talking about.
 

Your husband. Remember that guy?
 

Anger spiked through her at how silly she was being. Acting like a school girl in front of this…this brute of a man. Like she cared what he thought. “Jack,” she muttered. “His name’s Jack.”
 

Carter nodded. His eyes dropped and he stared at her chest, then lower to her legs. “Jack’s a lucky guy,” he muttered.
 

This caused a defiance to swell through her. Because what the heck did this guy know about her or her husband? Damn right he was lucky. She was too… “When can you start?” she asked.
 

“Tomorrow if you can come up with the money. You better double check with your husband. I don’t want there to be any bad…”
 

Emily didn’t hear the last word. Her eyes had locked on a point over Carter’s shoulder. Her heart skipped a beat and her hands went clammy. There, standing behind the patio door, was Jack, staring out at the garden, watching them.
 

Carter must have noticed because he turned and looked behind him. His demeanour didn’t change a single whit as his eyes fell on Jack. Instead, he stepped toward the patio door, grabbed the handle and slid it open, reaching in with an outstretched hand. “You Jack?” he asked, cold as ice.
 

Jack, whose eyes had been riveted on Emily, suddenly realized what had happened. He reached out and put his palm in Carter’s.
 

Carter gave the hand pump. “I’m Carter. Pleased to meet you. Your wife and I were just talking about the plans for the yard.”
 

Jack was speechless. He swallowed, the muscles in his neck tightening as his eyes returned to Emily. “I…uh…forgot my wallet,” he muttered.
 

Carter nodded. “Uh-huh. Why don’t I give you two a chance to talk. I’ll show myself out around the house.” Dropping Jack’s hand he brushed past Emily and down the patio steps. A moment later he rounded the corner of the house and was gone.
 

A single cloud drifted across the blue sky, momentarily darkening the bright sunlight.
 

“Jack,” Emily whispered.
 

“Emily,” Jack replied with a nod.
 

A terse silence stretched out between them.
 

It gripped Emily so tightly she thought she might snap. “I…we were just…” She couldn’t form the words to finish the excuse.
 

Jack gave her a slow nod. “Why don’t we step inside honey?” he said. “It’s hot out here. Hot as hell.” He stepped back into the darkness and Emily followed.
 

In the cool, air-conditioned stillness of the house, the silence grew deafening. Jack slid the door shut behind her, then turned to stare at her again. A vein in his forehead was throbbing. “That him?” he asked softly.
 

Emily’s mind started to race. Toward something or away from it, she couldn’t tell. Just trying to put some distance between her and the feeling that was churning inside her. The hot, shameful, disgraceful tickle that was soaking her panties so wet she could smell herself. She wondered if Jack could, too. “He’s…that’s Carter. The landscape guy. The guy I was telling you ab…”
 

Jack held up a hand, silencing her. He shook his head. “Don’t lie. No lies,” he said. “This thing’s not going to break us. Lies will. Just tell me the truth.”
 

Emily’s heart swelled for her husband. The pragmatist Jack who always knew what to say, which direction to turn, what fork in the road to take. The man who had guided her through life thus far. Her pillar.
 

Her lip began to tremble. “I’m…I’m sorry.”
 

Jack was right there. His arms went around her and he pulled her into his chest. He palmed the side of her head, pressing her other cheek against his shirt, not caring about the tears that rolled from her eyes to stain it. “Shh. It’s okay. You’re alright. We’re alright. I’m back.”
 

“What are you doing here?” she asked, the words bubbling out of her mouth as she choked back a sob.
 

Jack didn’t answer. He eased her gently away from his chest and stared into her eyes. Reaching up with his thumb, he wiped the salty moisture from the corner of her eye and leaned forward to kiss her forehead. He put his hands on her face and kissed her on the lips. Slow and sensuous, the way he had last night.
 

Emily hadn’t felt that sort of connection with him in…years? Was it years? Or was that just her imagination.
 

When he pulled away from the kiss he let out a soft breath that tickled her neck. “What are you doing here?” he asked.
 

Her knees went a little weak. What the hell was she doing here? What was she doing calling Carter and risking her marriage, this life that they’d built for themselves? She nearly fell to the ground. A deep breath. A shake of her head. “I don’t…I don’t know.”
 

Jack didn’t shout. He didn’t push her away and demand what she’d been doing with that man in the house? He didn’t swear or storm off or threaten divorce. He petted her head with his hand. “What do you want?” he asked.
 

Another sob chortled up through her throat, one she swallowed back.
 

I don’t know!!! she wanted to scream. She looked up into his eyes instead.
 

He looked so kind, so understanding. Good old reliable Jack, out to get the job done. Whatever it was. “I’m sorry,” she whimpered.
 

“Don’t be,” he said, shaking his head again. “I nearly had a heart attack on the way back home,” he admitted. A smile curled one corner of his mouth. “I thought…I thought maybe you’d…” He smirked and looked down at the ground.
 

“Jack I would never,” she said, then realized that, too, was a lie. “What am I doing? What’s going on?”
 

“What do you want?” There was that question again. Insistent, demanding, an unstoppable force, one she knew would not relent until she faced the answer herself.
 

Emily took a deep breath. She hunched her shoulders, trying to shield herself from what Jack was pushing her toward.
 

I want to be happy.
 

I want all this to go away.
 

I want…

 

He seemed to know what she was thinking without her even saying it. “Really, Emily. Just tell me. What do you want?” Spoken with courage. With his chin held high.
 

Emily chewed on the inside of her cheek. “I don’t know,” she whispered. “Or…”
 

There she was on the very edge of it, staring into the void between them and daring herself to take the plunge. “Why aren’t you at work?” she deflected, looking off to the side.
 

Jack put a finger and thumb on her chin and turned her to face him again. “Why him?”
 

Something inside Emily snapped. Oh Jack. How could she ever admit to him that…
 

The kindness in his eyes melted her heart. Kindness and sincerity and commitment to this thing that they’d built together. There was only one way forward and he was right, it was through the truth.
 

She owed him that much.
 






Chapter Eight

 


Jack knew Emily realized what needed to be done. The change in her expression, in her stature that indicated she understood that this needed to be faced head on. Hiding from it would tear them apart. Together they could conquer this thing.
 

It made his throat tight and his chest tighter. It made his heart swell with love for his wife.
 

When Emily stepped away from him he fought the urge to pull her back. Together or not, she alone had to face what had blossomed inside her. It killed him to leave her, let her do it herself, but it had to be done.
 

“I’m a terrible person,” she whispered.
 

“You’re not,” he said with the same conviction he’d used to coach her this far. “You’re not.”
 

“It wasn’t Maureen,” she admitted, shaking her head. “He’s the guy.”
 

“The guy from the store?” Jack asked, fingernails digging into his palm.
 

“That’s the guy.”
 

Carter Graves.
 

Tough fucker, or so it seemed. Looked a little like he’d had a rough life. Worked with his hands. Fucked with a cock not a penis.
 

Jack’s jaw clenched at the thought. Glancing at Emily he saw she needed more help. She was almost there. Just one final nudge… “You thought of that guy? Of…being with that guy?”
 

Her lips formed a line as she nodded. Another tear rolled down her cheek.
 

Jack swiped it away the same way he had the last one. “Don’t cry,” he said.
 

Emily shook her head. “I could never. I’d never…I’ll call him and cancel. I don’t know what got into me, I just…”
 

“Yes you do.” Each word was harder to speak than the last. But an understanding had settled over Jack as he stared out the sliding glass door at his wife with the rugged guy. Jack came to realize that this wasn’t an obstacle but an opportunity. This would become the lemonade they made from the big, yellow, lumpy lemons life had handed him. This was his way out.
 

Somehow he came to know that only by letting Emily go could he possibly uncover what it was that drove him to the brink of madness when he thought about her with another man. This would be the exorcism that would drive the demon out. A shiver raced down his spine as Emily’s eyes met his. Just one last little nudge…
 

“What is it about him that you want?”
 

He braced himself for the terrifying rush of adrenaline he was sure would accompany her answer.
 

A calm settled on Emily’s expression. The tension eased in her shoulders. She looked at him with sincerity and kindness. “The truth?” she whispered.
 

“Nothing but,” he replied.
 

She let out a breath. Her eyes fell lower.
 

Jack knew she could see the hard bulge of his cock pressing against his trousers. It drove him wild.
 

“He’s so…big.”
 

The three words tickled him and made him want to scream. “And?” he urged. Not too much. Couldn’t go too fast and scare her.
 

“And I’ve never…been with a guy like that.”
 

It was like a wrench to the jaw. Because why would Emily want to be with a guy like that? A grimy, dirty…labourer whose deepest thoughts would probably be about booze and sex? What was it that drew women to those kinds of guys? “But you want to,” he said, forcing each word out.
 

“I don’t know,” she sighed. The answer was obvious. She was just scared to speak the truth, that was all.
 

“Why?” Jack said, breathless. Then, unable to resist, had to coax her a little harder. “Tell me why? Tell me why a woman like you wants a guy like that? He’s…”
 

“A blockhead,” she offered.
 

“A meathead,” Jack said, then added, “savage.”
 

Emily sucked in a sharp breath as her eyes darted to his.
 

The air between them crackled as they found the answer together.
 

Emily’s lips trembled. She licked them before she spoke. “I want…” she said, then paused.
 

“Say it,” Jack ordered.
 

“I want…”
 

“Say it,” he growled.
 

“I want it rough, Jack. Hard and rough.”
 

“You want to be fucked.”
 

She gasped at the expletive, paused for a moment, then nodded. “I want to be fucked,” she echoed, her voice distant, eyes focused on some point far away.
 

For Jack that was enough. Yanking open his belt he jerked down his pants and boxers. His cock sprang out, stiff as a springboard and bouncing as his clothes fell away.
 

Emily had no time to react as he grabbed her ass and hoisted her onto the counter. She didn’t fight when he jerked her too-tight shorts down and off her legs. She didn’t push him away when he pressed the hard head of his meat against her gushing sex.
 

Jack’s animal crawled out of him, groaning and stretching stiff muscles. He palmed her breast, then his fingers drifted up, past her clavicle, curling around the soft flesh of her neck. He leaned in and nipped at her ear. “You want to be fucked?” he growled.
 

The deliciously dank scent of Emily’s eagerness wafted up between them.
 

Jack glanced down at her glistening slit and at the bead of precum that had oozed out of the tip of his cock.
 

“Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me!” she hissed.
 

Jaw clenched he tightened his grip on her neck. Throwing his head back he lunged, thrusting his hips toward her pelvis and spearing her cunt with his shaft.
 

Emily warbled. Her arms swung around his back, nails biting through his shirt and into the skin on his back.
 

Jack drove his stiff member up into the hottest, tightest part of her dripping cunt until he felt the root at her entrance. “You want to be a little slut?” he seethed.
 

Emily gasped again. She’d never heard Jack talk like that. “I’m…I want to be your little slut,” she admitted.
 

His rut began. Driven by the furious lust churning inside him, Jack did not make love to his wife. He fucked her with the raw, unbridled energy that coursed through him. Gripping her shirt, he yanked it up, exposing her bouncing tits to his hungry eyes.
 

He reached up, grabbed a breast and kneaded it in his hand.
 

Emily moaned. She threw her head back and her hips bucked, matching his rhythm as he stabbed his prick into her tightness. Hot slick drooled out of her, slathering his cock and leaking onto his sack.
 

Visions of his sweet little Emily on her back with her feet in the air, Carter between her legs, raced through his mind. It caused his nuts to tighten. He glanced down to watch himself disappearing inside her.
 

Emily began to mewl. Her pussy clenched at his cock. She whimpered and her body tensed as she approached her climax.
 

Jack closed his eyes. In the darkness of his mind, a vision blossomed. Carter’s muscled back flexing as he lunged into Emily. Emily peering over his shoulder, her lips twisted in a lusty snarl, having succumbed to her temptation and to his. Letting another man inside her. Letting him in bare and unprotected, into the pussy that Jack thought of as his. Carter’s balls drawing up between his legs. His cock flexing, then…
 

Emily cried out. Her pussy choked Jack’s cock.
 

Jack came with a shout. Grabbing her ass he drove his cock into her with a rough thrust. Her pussy made a sloppy wet noise as she took his cum.
 

Together they sailed over the crest of their shared climax, clinging to each other for dear life.
 

The heat dissipated as quickly as it had come. Suddenly Jack was painfully aware of what they’d just done. A lewd rehearsal for what now seemed an inevitable performance. He groaned at how much it hurt and how it made his cock lurch inside her.
 

“Jack? Jack?” she whispered.
 

Jack leaned in and kissed her neck. “Emily,” he whispered back.
 

“Are you okay?” she asked.
 

“I’m alright.” He staggered back, cock flopping out of Emily and slapping against his thigh.
 

Before she had time to cover herself, Jack’s eyes settled on her defiled sex. The lips, normally smooth and tight, were rippled and gaped a bit. A moment later the fruit of his efforts gushed from her closing hole, down her ass crack and puddled in a creamy pool on the counter.
 

Emily gasped and began to close her legs.
 

Jack, no longer himself, pressed his palms against her thighs to keep them open, hypnotized by the sight.
 

“Jack,” she protested, her cheeks flaring red with shame and embarrassment.
 

Jack met her gaze with his own before letting his eyes fall to the source of her shame again. The warm protein had begun to coagulate. Not quite knowing why, he dipped a finger into it and scooped up a clump.
 

Emily’s mouth fell open, her face twisting slightly in disgust. As Jack reached out and smeared a streak of his essence across her breast he saw the muscles in her pussy tighten. He dipped his finger into the now cold spunk, then lifted his hand, bringing it within inches of Emily’s mouth.
 

“What are you doing?” she said, shocked at the depravity of his offering.
 

He didn’t reply. Just held his finger there, daring her to taste what had just been inside her.For a moment he thought she’d push him away. Climb off the counter and run upstairs. He didn’t really understand why he was doing it or why he felt it needed to be done. “Are you going to be my little slut?” he growled.
 

Emily’s expression changed. Her eyes lit up, the shadow of a smile flirting with the corners of her mouth. She wrapped her hand around his finger and pulled it to her lips. “Is that what you want?” she asked quietly.
 

“I want what you want,” he replied.
 

She pushed her tongue out of her mouth in the dirtiest way. Tilting her head to one side, she pressed it against Jack’s finger and swiped up, licking his filth off. Then she took his finger into her mouth and sucked, staring at him the whole time.
 

A shiver shook through Jack. It was done, whatever it was, this thing they were doing. Somehow he knew there was no going back.
 






Chapter Nine

 


Emily was a nervous wreck the next morning. While Jack dressed for work she’d tried to make his lunch but couldn’t keep her mind on anything but what was coming. With his lunch packed she paced through the house cleaning a spotless kitchen, then the bathroom. Anything to keep herself busy.
 

When Jack came down he didn’t eat. Didn’t drink his usual morning coffee. Just sat in the chair in the living room, staring out the window like a prisoner waiting for his sentence to be handed down.
 

Every time she would walk by he’d stare at her. She hated the way he looked. Miserable, it seemed. But the way he looked at her was electrifying. He hadn’t looked at her like that in twenty years. With a lust and hunger she could barely stand. And yet she loved it.
 

Something sang inside her at that sort of attention. It made her whole body hum.
 

When Emily heard the growl of Carter’s truck pull up outside, she darted down the steps and into the living room. She was wearing the same too-tight, too-short shorts from the day before. A dirty old t-shirt and no bra. Her nipples were stiff and her pussy soaking the pink panties she’d put on that morning. “What are we doing?” she said, standing at the entrance to the living room, one hand on the wall. Her heart was racing in her chest.
 

“Come here,” Jack said, reaching out a hand.
 

Emily walked over practically on her toes. She took Jack’s hand and let him ease her into his lap. She met his gaze and thought how handsome he looked with that dark stare.
 

“Do you want him?” Jack asked.
 

She bit her lip. Why was he making her say it over and over? They’d talked almost the whole night. She would have been exhausted if not for the exhilaration rushing through her.
 

“Do you want him to fuck you?” Jack said, pressing her to say it again.
 

What a strange cocktail of emotions that inspired. Guilt at how she did want him. Shame at how she was even considering betraying her husband. And an almost uncontrollable excitement at how he was pushing her to do just that. “I want us to be happy,” she lied.
 

“You know what I want,” Jack said.
 

He wanted to hear it. She knew that. “I…I want him to fuck me.” She felt Jack’s stomach muscles tighten when she said it. His cock was rock hard in his lap.
 

“Then do it. Let him fuck you,” he said, his jaw clenched.
 

Emily’s stomach hollowed. What were they doing? This was crazy. What had started as a silly little…flirt? Was that it? Whatever it was, it had transformed into an ugly monster of a thing. Looking into Jack’s eyes she couldn’t believe she was staring at the man she’d been married to for so long. That he’d kept this a secret from her, or that it was coming out now.
 

The doorbell rang.
 

Emily jumped in Jack’s laps. Her eyes widened and she gripped his wrist with her fingers. “Jack,” she whispered, breathless. She didn’t know what to say. But she knew by the way he was looking at her that this was his thing as much as it was hers. He was working through something. Something dark. Something he needed to exorcise. But was this really the way to do it?
 

The doorbell rang a second time.
 

Jack put a hand on her thigh and ever so gently slid her off his lap. He stood up in front of her, his eyes roaming down her body, pausing at her taut nipples, lingering on her lithe legs, before coming up to meet her frightened stare. “This isn’t going to break us, Em. I swear I won’t let it,” he said, his voice so tight it sounded like he could barely breathe.
 

She trembled when he let go of her hand. Watching him walk toward the door was overwhelming. Like the distance between the doubled with each step. A part of her wanted to shout at him to stop, to turn around and come back and hold her until Carter went away. They could still do that. It wasn’t too late.
 

Over in the hall the door swung open letting the hot air and sunlight in. The silence was hot and sticky.
 

“Hello Carter,” Jack finally said.
 

“Jack,” Carter replied.
 

Emily shuffled over to the hallway and peeked out from around the corner. Her breath caught in her chest. Two shapes were silhouetted in the door frame. Carter Graves and behind him another younger, rougher looking guy.
 

Carter jerked his thumb over his shoulder. “This is Diego,” he said.
 

Jack nodded at the the Latino-looking guy. “Diego,” he said. “Come on in.”
 

The two men tromped in, their heavy work boots leaving dusty footprints on the pristine white tile in the hallway.
 

Diego’s eyes darted to Emily. Their gazes met and he didn’t flinch, just stared at her with the same hungry look Carter had given her in the store.
 

She resisted the urge to disappear behind the wall. It was strong but his attention was like a magnet, pulling her out, straightening her back, pushing her chest out, until she was standing in the hallway with the three of them, her barely covered body on display for Carter and his hired hand.
 

“Didn’t expect to see you here,” Carter said to Jack.
 

“Didn’t expect to be here,” Jack replied.
 

A shiver raced down Emily’s spine at how stoic Jack was being. Not his usual friendly self, he was trying on some new demeanour. Tough.
 

She liked it. She’d never seen it in him.
 

“Have second thoughts about the job?” Carter asked.
 

Jack reached into the seat pocket of his jeans and pulled out the cheque he’d written earlier that morning. “Two and a half thousand,” he said, handing it to Carter.
 

Emily bristled at the exchange. Not because they were spending the money. She didn’t care about that anymore. But it was a dirty transaction now, one that had little to do with landscaping. She couldn’t quell the idea that Jack was paying for something for more lascivious.
 

Carter eyed the cheque, then tucked it into his shirt pocket. He glanced at Diego and jerked his head toward the door. “Start unloading. Bring the excavator out back,” he grunted.
 

Diego turned and headed toward the door. As he stepped over the threshold he shot Emily one last look over his shoulder. May as well have licked his lips, the way he looked at her.
 

Carter waited until the door closed behind him again. He looked at Emily, eyes roving down her pretty frame, then turned to face Jack again. “I don’t like games,” he said.
 

Jack furrowed his brow. “What do you mean?” he asked.
 

“Somehow I feel like I’m being played,” Carter said, glancing at Emily again. He seemed irate.
 

This is where Jack normally would have caved. Put on a smile, made a joke, tried to ease the tension between them. Jack didn’t. He played it like a man. “Weren’t you going to fuck my wife?” he said.
 

Emily gasped at what he’d said. Just yesterday she’d been standing on the patio, toying with the idea of letting Carter…fuck her, as Jack insisted she call it. Now here they were, Jack saying just that to the man she’d contemplated cheating on him with.
 

Carter raised an eyebrow. Didn’t budge. Showed no sign of being scared, even though he’d just been confronted with what his intention had been. And by the man he’d meant to make a cuckold.
 

The taboo of it all made something sizzle inside Emily.
 

A smile cracked on one corner of Carter’s lips. “I guess you’re not here put a stop to it then?” he asked.
 

“What makes you think that?” Jack said.
 

Carter shrugged. “You seem like a guy who knows what he wants.”
 

This, of all things, caused Jack to pause. Ruffled his calm but only for a moment. “How long’s it going to take to finish the job?” he asked.
 

“Couple days. Maybe three.”
 

Jack nodded. He reached down and picked up his computer bag and slung it over his shoulder. “Looking forward to seeing how it turns out,” he said. “If you’ll excuse me, I’m going to say goodbye to my wife.” He turned and walked toward Emily, leaving Carter standing in the hallway.
 

Carter turned and walked to the door, opened it, then stepped outside and swung it shut behind him.
 

Emily was dizzy. Her vision was a little blurry and she couldn’t name the emotion roiling inside her at what had just happened. “Why…why’d you do that?” she whispered, studying Jack’s expression.
 

Jack touched her cheek with the backs of his fingers. “No lies, remember?”
 

Emily glanced down, motion in her peripheral vision drawing her attention. It was Jack’s cock lurching in his trousers. She looked up at him again, her throat tight, eyes wet with tears. “What am I supposed to do?”
 

The muscles in Jack’s jaw tightened. “You do what you need to do,” he said.
 

“This is ridiculous,” Emily whispered. “I’m not going to…” She couldn’t finish the sentence. As much as she wanted to, she couldn’t bring herself to lie. Not because she was sure of what would happen. She wasn’t sure of anything. That was the trouble. She couldn’t for certain say “I won’t do it,” because if she did, she’d be a liar and Jack was right when he said that would tear them apart.
 

Jack leaned forward and kissed her on the forehead. “I love you. I’ll see you around six?”
 

Emily nodded. “I’ll see you at six.”
 

Then Jack was gone and she was watching his car pull out of the driveway.
 

In the garden, the engine of the excavator roared to life.
 






Chapter Ten

 


Jack thought of turning back at each cross street he passed. Each stop sign, each red light, he felt the indelible pull to swing the car around and race home. To storm into the house and rescue Emily from herself, from the desire Carter had uncovered in her with his lewd remark about her legs.
 

What kept him on course to work was fear. Not the fear of his sweet Emily sullying their vows with her wanton craving but the fear that there was something in this life he wouldn’t be able to face.
 

The fear he’d tried to confront late at night, lying in the darkness next to his wife for the last twenty years and dipping his toes into the murky pool of dread that summoned him sometimes. What would happen if she ever betrayed you?
 

He hated that fear. Had wanted so desperately to confront it for years. Each time cowardice won out and he packed it away, swearing to deal with it later. Well this was later. This would be his reckoning.
 

He saw the way Emily looked at Carter. When he stared at her, the way her cheeks blushed hot and how her nipples stiffened. It terrified him, that she was a sexual being that could have these desires about someone other than him. He’d tried to be everything for her. Wasn’t everything enough?
 

But her little admission had been like the clouds parting to let sunlight stream in. A door opening, beckoning him to walk through it and find out what was on the other side. The other side of them.
 

Emily was gorgeous. He’d known it all along. Tried to hide it from her, even. That whole time he’d known it was only a matter of time before she found out. He felt lucky it had taken this long. But now that she knew, Jack knew he couldn’t keep her from it. She deserved better. She deserved to bask in the attention of men the way nature had intended. He sensed how much she loved it. And didn’t he want to give her everything?
 

This would be everything.
 

Walking through the office with a knot in his stomach, Jack wondered if his workers were staring at him more than usual? Did they know? Could they sense it? Could they tell what he was going through like dogs could smell fear?
 

Swinging his door shut when he reached his office, he crumpled into his chair and held his head in his hands. Was it happening right now? Was Emily breaking their vows with her legs spread for Carter? The thought twisted through him in the most wicked way. And yet his cock was a solid column of flesh in his lap. Straining against the fabric of his pants, begging to be unleashed.
 

That was his whole day. He tried to answer emails, could only stare blankly at the screen. He drifted through meetings tormenting himself with every dirty image his imagination could conjure.
 

Emily down on her knees with a cock in her mouth. Emily on all fours filled with Carter’s flesh. Emily’s gaping pussy dripping with the sticky residue of Carter’s emission.
 

By the time five o’clock rolled around Jack was exhausted. He’d barely slept and indulging his imagination had driven him to the brink of collapse. When he stepped into his car he was convinced it had happened already.
 

A strange serenity came over him. Even if it had, he was still there. Even if Emily had given herself to another man, Jack was still whole. What would happen once he got home he couldn’t tell. But they would get through this thing together.
 

His chest constricted as he rolled the car into the driveway. The pickup was gone. Fresh excavator tracks led to the backyard. Jack stepped out and stood in the waning sunlight, staring at the door and wondering what lay beyond. Was he about to step into hell?
 

He trudged up the driveway, up the steps, gripped the door handle and twisted. Stepping into the cool silence he let the door swing shut, the latch clicking behind him. He listened.
 

Nothing.
 

No moaning. No screaming. No shrill voice begging for dick. Nothing he’d worked himself up to hear.
 

When Emily’s dainty legs appeared at the top of the stairs Jack sucked in air.
 

She descended the steps like an angel from heaven. She was wearing the same outfit she’d worn that morning. Her hair wasn’t messy. Makeup still perfect.
 

Jack’s bag fell out of his hand and landed on the floor with a thud.
 

Emily drifted toward him, touched his cheek with her warm palm, leaned in for a kiss.
 

He closed his eyes and braced himself for what she might say.
 

“Honey?” she whispered.
 

Jack let out a tight grunt. His cock stiffened again.
 

“I didn’t.”
 

His eyes shot open. There was no whoosh of relief this time, however. All the angst, all the worry, all the grinding lust that had tortured him all day just tightened it’s grip. “What?” he whispered.
 

“I couldn’t,” she said, caressing his cheek. “He tried but I couldn’t.”
 

Jack thought he might cry. She looked twice as beautiful as he’d ever seen her. And the fact that she’d battled her monster and won, hadn’t caved to her craving, hadn’t submitted to her need for that particular sort of attention, meant the world to him. It meant she was his. Always would be. No matter what happened she’d be his. “You couldn’t,” he echoed.
 

“I couldn’t. Not without you here.”
 

This caused a dark shadow to loom over his joy. She hadn’t. But she’d wanted it. “You want it?” he asked, taking the monster by the horns and staring into it’s raging eyes.
 

Emily nodded. “I wanted it,” she said.
 

“What did you want?”
 

“I wanted him to fuck me.” Her hand drifted down, caressed his stiff cock through his trousers.
 

“Why?” Jack croaked. Because the fact that she hadn’t fucked Carter meant something. But the fact that she still wanted to was at the true seat of his fear. “Why do you want that?”
 

“That’s all I thought about all day,” Emily admitted. Her expression was as serene as he’d felt.
 

It drove him to the brink.
 

“I love you,” she whispered, kissing his cheek. “But there’s a part of me that…that wants to be dominated. I want to know what it feels like to be powerless. Helpless and…just…owned by a man.”
 

“I want to fuck you,” Jack said.
 

Emily shook her head. She sank to her knees and Jack stared as she undid his zipper and pulled his cock out from his pants. He gasped as she wrapped her fist around the root, then choked back a shout as she took him into her mouth and flicked her tongue against his glans.
 

Her cheeks hollowed as she pulled on him.
 

Jack felt the cum leave his balls.
 

Emily popped off the head of his cock. A strand of her spit clung to her lips and tip of his member. She swiped at it with her tongue, breaking the tension. It swung back and slapped against her chin. “You’re scared of this,” she said.
 

Jack replied with a terse nod.
 

“But you want it?” she asked. She tilted her head and licked all around the throbbing head of his prick.
 

He nodded again.
 

“Then I want you there. I want you to watch. I know this is driving you crazy. From everything you said last night I know you’re going through something incredibly difficult.”
 

Jack’s heart softened at her empathy.
 

“I want to give you this,” she said, slurping him into her mouth again and sucking on it like a Popsicle. She pulled on him, her hand choking the root of his cock like she was trying to suck the seed from his body into her mouth. She came off again with a wet pop. “He said he’d do it. He said you could be here.”
 

“He did?”
 

Emily nodded.
 

A bead of pre-cum oozed out of the tip of Jack’s cock.
 

Emily eyed it for a moment, then slurped it up.
 

Jack watched the muscles in her neck flex as she swallowed his essence.
 

“Tomorrow when you come home I’ll be waiting. Carter will be here, okay? He’s going to…he’s going to let you watch.”
 

Jack’s head started to spin.
 

Emily put her other hand on his sack and gave it a gentle squeeze. Sheathing him inside her mouth, she began bobbing, her wide blue eyes staring back at him. She caressed his nuts with her fingers.
 

Jack’s legs started to shake. His toes curled inside his shoes as the hot tickle shot from between his legs and through his shaft. Putting a hand on her cheek he tried to pull away. Emily had never…
 

With his cock still buried inside her face, Emily shook her head. Her tongue swiped around his head, the feeling of the hot wetness of the inside of her mouth sending and electric jolt through his member.
 

“Oh fuck!” Jack shouted as his seed spurted through the other way. 
 

Emily gagged as the first blast of it hit the back of her throat. But she didn’t pull away. Her cheeks hollowed as she clung to him, coaxing more of his emission out of his meat.
 

Jack felt like his mind shot through his skull. Each glut of hot cum that spewed into Emily’s waiting mouth sent a dose of dopamine splattering against the base of his brain. Watching his wife on her knees, servicing him, probably thinking of how she was going to fuck another man the next day sharpened his pleasure. It sliced through him making his knees go weak.
 

Emily kept pulling. As the pleasure waned she kept her mouth on his cock, suckling and slurping his offering, guzzling it down her throat then lashing her tongue against his glans for more of it.
 

Jack had never seen her that filthy. He clung to the orgasm even as it receded, wallowing in the depravity of what he was doing but never wanting to leave it behind. He let her suck him until his bones ached. Finally, he had to pull away.
 

When his softening cock flopped out of her mouth, Emily raised a cupped hand beneath her chin.
 

Jack’s eyes widened in aroused horror as he stared at the pool of his own cum churning between her cheeks.
 

As she tilted her head forward, the ejaculate spilled onto her waiting hand.
 

Time slowed.
 

Emily looked up from beneath her brow, something wickedly sinful in her eyes, then tipped her head back to stare at Jack. She glanced down at his semen, lifted her other hand, finger pointed, and swirled the mess around. Swiping the finger through it, she lifted it to her mouth and contemplated the emission at it’s tip.
 

Never had Jack imagined that his wife could do something so filthy.
 

She popped the finger into her mouth, sucked the cum off, then let it slip past her lips. “Am I a good little slut?” she whispered.
 

A shudder shook through Jack. The realization dawned on him slowly. He’d been a little selfish, it seemed. Desperate to confront the demons that tormented him he’d almost forgotten that Emily wasn’t just his wife. She was a person. People change.
 

The way she was looking at him right then made Jack wonder if she would ever be the same?
 






Chapter Eleven

 


Driving home from work the next day it was arousal and excitement that caused Jack to flirt with a speeding ticket by breaking the speed limit. He raced through the streets, his cock tight in his pants, thinking of what he would find when he got home.
 

Turning into his street he saw Carter’s dirty truck still parked in front of his home. His heart began to thunder in his chest as he pulled into the driveway and stumbled out of the car. When he ran up the steps Jack knew he was going to a reckoning.
 

Flying into the house he slammed the door behind him and let his bag fall to the floor. He held his breath and listened again.
 

A chair scraped in the kitchen.
 

His eyes shot open. His breath caught in his throat as Emily emerged from the entrance to the kitchen.
 

Gone were the frayed shorts and old t-shirt she normally wore. Replaced with a white negligee that barely covered the tops of her thighs. The tiny “V” of her pubis was visible, covered by a strip of white fabric that disappeared between her legs.
 

She lingered at the door, her slender hand, one finger pointed daintily toward the ceiling, resting on the frame. She was not wearing a bra and the lingerie barely contained her ample breasts, the fabric at her chest stretched to it’s breaking point.
 

Jack stood transfixed by the vision of his wife in her underwear.
 

“Hi sweetheart,” she whispered. “You ready?” She bit one corner of her lower lip.
 

Jack, whose nerves were so frayed he was nearly shaking, managed to nod and start breathing again. The faint hint of perfume wafted through the hallway. It intensified as Emily approached him. The scent followed her as she turned to walk up the stairs.
 

Jack’s eyes locked onto the gentle sway of her ass and hips. His cock roared to life.
 

Another figure darkened the door to the kitchen.
 

Jack locked eyes with Carter Graves who came striding toward him with a confident swagger. He stopped two feet from Jack and stared. “Is she playing you, man?” he asked.
 

“What?” Jack said.
 

“You want this?”
 

Jack forced himself to nod.
 

Carter shrugged. “I’ve gotta’ say I don’t normally fuck in front of anyone else,” he announced.
 

Jack managed to squeeze out a question. “Then why…”
 

Carter glanced toward the stairs. “For that piece of meat? I’d fuck her in front of a room full of strangers.”
 

Jack’s gut tightened at hearing his sweet Emily called a piece of meat by this rough stud. A silence stretched between them.
 

Carter turned and mounted three steps, then looked over his shoulder at Jack. “You coming or what?” he asked.
 

Jack nodded and shuffled toward the steps.
 

Upstairs Emily was standing in the center of their bedroom. Their solace. Their nest. Their sacred shared space about to be profaned by this landscaper.
 

She was holding her hands in front of her waist, looking like as innocent as a lily in her white chemise.
 

Carter didn’t hesitate. He strode up to her and held her chin with his thumb and his finger, tilting her eyes up to meet his.
 

Emily shied away, looking off to the side, nearly trembling with fear.
 

Jack started wringing his hands. Just two days ago this roughneck had violated the social contract of the modern age. Instead of genuflecting at the altar of sexual correctness and only stealing glances at Emily, he’d spoken to her, told her she had “nice legs.” God only knew what else he’d said. Whatever it was had caused Emily to confront her baser nature.
 

It was Jack who had nudged her into it’s jaws, asked her to give into it. He was about to witness the fruit of his labour and find where it would lead them.
 

Carter tilted her head, a little too roughly, it seemed, for Jack. He sniffed the soft skin of her neck.
 

Jack squeezed his hands into fists. Watching this ruffian manhandle his wife inspired a fiercely protective instinct to swell in his chest. Shouldn’t he shout? Defend his wife’s honour? Demand satisfaction? Isn’t that what Real Men did? The look of shock on Emily’s face, at the rough treatment she was receiving, made him pause.
 

She glared up at Carter but couldn’t turn her face toward him because of the strength of his grip. “Hey,” she snapped. “Take it easy!”
 

A smug smile crawled across Carter’s lips. “Easy?” he growled. He started to chuckle then shook his head. “You didn’t ask me over here for easy, sweetheart,” he said.
 

Anger and lust and confusion rolled inside Jack. He gasped when Carter’s hand came up between Emily’s legs as he palmed her pussy then squeezed it.
 

Emily winced. Her toes curled and turned in.
 

Carter’s long tongue rolled out of his mouth and he licked her cheek, still grinning. “You don’t want easy. You want it as hard and as rough as I can give it. Isn’t that right? Isn’t it?” he demanded.
 

Emily’s eyes shot to Jack’s. Was that fear in there? It was. Not fear of Carter, however.
 

Jack’s stomach hollowed as he realized what was staring at him.
 

Emily wasn’t scared of Carter. She was scared of herself. Scared of this dark need she had to be dominated. Scared of what it would do to her once she finally gave in.
 

Jack had plied it all apart and now could see the tender core of it. Emily wanted to know this part of herself now more than ever.
 

“Fuck,” Carter growled. “You’re already wet.” He lifted his hand and whipped it up and down through the air, as if trying to shake off the sopping wetness of Emily’s cunt. He looked over his shoulder at Jack. “You see this? Her pussy’s drenched.”
 

Jack marvelled at how a man like Carter might know a word so big.
 

Carter pressed his fingers against Emily’s lips then pushed in. Invaded her innocent face with his digits. “There,” he said. “Taste yourself.” Emily’s disgust seemed to amuse him because he grinned again.
 

Jack’s eyes remained fixed on Emily’s lips. He watched as her disgust twisted. As she closed her mouth around Carter’s fingers and, staring straight at Jack, began sucking them, her tongue flicking inside her mouth as she collected her own slick.
 

Carter laughed again. “Yeah, that’s what I thought,” he said. “You just want to be treated like a dirty little whore, don’t you? All that outrage was you just playing, wasn’t it? That what you want? To be told you’re a slut?”
 

Again Emily glanced at Jack. With Carter’s fingers still in her mouth, she nodded.
 

Jack shuddered with the most intense pleasure he’d ever felt.
 

Carter reached for his belt and yanked it open. His jeans fell to his ankles. Reaching into his briefs, he hauled out a radiator hose of a cock. It swung in slow circles, the cudgel of a head swishing through the air and drawing Emily’s eyes to it.
 

They opened wide, darting along the length of the half-stiff shaft, then settling on the bulbous head that was starting to turn red.
 

Carter licked her neck. “Come on sweetheart. Let’s see what your mouth looks like stuffed full of dick.” Wrapping her hair in a gentle fist he pulled her lower.
 

Emily winced but didn’t protest. Even when he pulled his fingers out of her mouth she didn’t complain or object. She sank to her knees, obedient and willing, eyeing Carter’s prodigious cock with a feverish excitement.
 

Jack balled his fists and stepped to the side where he could see Emily’s profile. He stared at Carter’s imposing frame towering over his wife. Then he looked back at innocent Emily who looked famished for the stiffening muscle.
 

With one hand still in her hair, Carter lifted his slab with the other and brought the tip to her lips. “Hey,” he grunted, gripping her hair a little tighter. “Eyes up here.”
 

Emily’s eyes fluttered up to meet his. Her lips trembled as they parted. She glanced at Jack.
 

Carter rolled up onto the balls of his feet and pressed the head of his cock past her lips. Settling back down he pushed the first four inches in.
 

Emily’s eyes bulged as the tip touched the back of her throat. She lifted her hands and pressed them against his thighs.
 

Carter swatted them away. “None of that,” he grunted. “You’re mine now. You’ll take what’s given to you,” he said. Placing his other hand on her face, he groaned as he worked more of his muscle into her neck.
 

Jack stared at his flesh disappearing into Emily’s mouth. It was filthy. The most vulgar thing he’d ever seen. But he was there. He was still there.
 

Emily had three quarters of a cock in her mouth and he was still Jack. The same Jack he’d always been. Except now the fear that had gripped him for the last twenty years was nowhere to be seen. An incredible lightness of being filled him, causing his fists to release.
 

When Carter drew his cock from Emily’s throat it was coated in saliva and clear bile she’d gagged up.
 

Emily sucked in a massive breath.
 

For a moment Jack thought she was about to put an end to it all. Push Carter away, stand up and scream at him to leave. Lust roared into his groin when she let her tongue flop out instead and glared at Carter. She seemed almost disgusted with what she was about to do, but unable to resist. “Is that what you want? You fucking misogynist pig!” she spat.
 

Carter let out a hearty laugh.
 

“You want to fuck my face?” She lifted a hand and slapped his thigh.
 

Jack’s eyes went wide. It seemed that Emily was working through something herself.
 

“Yeah, you’ve got my number, baby. Now take it like a good little whore.” Before Emily could react he stuffed his fat pole down her throat again and started jutting his hips. Fucking her face.
 

Emily stared up at him.
 

Jack couldn’t be sure if that was disgust or remorse or delight in her eyes but she looked as beautiful as he’d ever seen her. His sweet little thing acting like a filthy slut made his nuts come up tight between his legs.
 

Carter started moving her head back and forth. Using her face like a vagina, standing perfectly still as he drew his human flesh light back and forth along his girth. When his cock started to flex, Jack gasped.
 

When he drew it out, covered in fluid, Jack clutched his chest. Holding Emily’s head back he rubbed the underside of the tip with his finger.
 

Emily glared but her tongue lolled out of her mouth, her lips stretched open, ready to receive what was coming.
 

A thick lash of Carter’s spunk erupted from the head of his cock. It sailed in an arc through the air before landing in a disgusting diagonal line across Emily’s forehead, down over her nose, onto her tongue.
 

She kept her eyes on his, her mouth wide open as he emptied himself into it.
 

Jack stared in wonder at the wicked sight, his cock as hard as he’d ever felt it.
 

Carter finished with a grunt. He shook the end of his still-stiff prick, sending the last flecks of his sperm into Emily’s mouth.
 

Jack couldn’t believe it was over. After everything they’d been through the last few days to have it culminate like this? Disappointment welled through him.
 

Then Carter stepped out of his jeans and pulled his shirt off over his head. “Alright bitch. Up on the bed on your knees.”
 

Jack nearly cried out in pleasure.
 






Chapter Twelve

 


Emily knew she should be disgusted. She knew that, according to her gender and station in life, she should be incredibly offended by what Carter had done to her. Her body told a different story.
 

Her pussy was so slick she felt like she’d peed herself. Except it was sticky. The thought that her body was reacting this way, lubricating itself for Carter’s entrance, was as offensive and depraved as having her mouth used.
 

But try as she might to cling to that idea, she could not. Deep inside her belly an ache had begun. A furious, tickling ache that demanded attention.
 

Then there was the way Jack was staring at her. He’d never looked at her like that. She had all of his attention. Every last ounce of it. It made her nipples stiff just watching him.
 

It was for that reason that, instead of telling Carter to piss off and putting an end to all this, she scrambled up onto the bed as he’d ordered. She wanted to glare at him, show her defiance and disgust for what she was about to let him do. Except she couldn’t peel her eyes away from Jack.
 

Jack looked like his eyes might pop out of his head. They darted back and forth between hers and the curve of her ass that was accentuated by the way she was arching her back. For him. And…maybe a little bit for Carter.
 

This caused her to shudder.
 

It was still a mystery to her why she’d decided to indulge Jack’s strange fantasy. It was confusing how conveniently it paired with her own. Her mind wandered back, recapturing the feeling in the store when Carter had first told her she had nice legs. She was supposed to be outraged by that, for gosh sake's. Not aroused.
 

Why was she so aroused?
 

There was no time to ponder the question. Carter was climbing onto the bed. His big club of a dick in his hand, not even a tiny bit deflated for having creamed all over her face. Which reminded her that she still wore his mark across her cheek.
 

Disgusting. Depraved. And…somehow delicious?
 

It made her shudder. She’d liked the taste of his sperm. He hadn’t showered after a hard days work in the sun. He’d reeked of musky sweat. But when the first hot shot of his emission had kissed her tongue she couldn’t help but guzzle it down.
 

None of that tart, acrid sting that Jack’s semen had. It tasted…sweet.
 

Carter’s rough palm slapping her ass made her yelp. Craning her neck to look over her shoulder she shot daggers in his direction. Even wriggled a little when he grabbed her waist, like she was trying to get away.
 

Jack’s bulge was enormous. His stare drilled through her and only heightened her own arousal.
 

When Carter’s cock touched her soaked center lips, she tightened and tried to pull away. “Wait,” she said, breathless. “You’re not going to wear a condom?”
 

Carter looked at her with a dead stare. “I don’t do plastic. It’s choking the oceans.”
 

For some reason Emily hadn’t even considered this. Surely Jack would object? To have another man’s bare cock inside his wife’s pussy was so…it seemed too intimate. Didn’t it?
 

Once again there was no time for contemplation. Carter, cock in hand, pressed against the tension of her constricted Kegels. He raised a hand and slapped her ass again.
 

The sharp burst of pain loosened her up.
 

Carter threw his head back as he drove his fat cock into her cunt with a low groan.
 

Emily’s mouth fell open at the way he stretched her. She’d never felt so tight. His cock slid through her lips, rubbed against her walls in a way that made her feel virgin again. As it snaked inside her she could feel the outline of the gnarly vein against her soft pink flesh.
 

She mewled as he stuffed that thick thing into her. When she felt the tip of his prick come to what she thought was the end of her sex, she reached a hand back and touched his pelvis. “That’s it,” she grunted. “That’s all I can take.” She glanced over her shoulder to see a grin spread across his lips.
 

Carter twisted her hips. He drew his cock out of her a bit.
 

Emily sighed with relief. She arched her back a little more as her eyes fell to Carter disappearing inside her, daring him to try and pack the rest in. Out of the corner of her eye she saw that Jack had yanked his cock out of his pants and was jerking himself off. Absolutely filthy.
 

“You’ve got a lot to learn,” Carter grunted. With a final, powerful thrust, he stabbed the remaining two inches of himself deep into her canal.
 

Emily’s toes curled and she sucked in three short breaths. No one had ever touched her there. She didn’t even know that place inside herself existed. And the pleasure that lanced up her spine, tickling the base of her brain, was unlike any she’d ever felt.
 

Carter started to fuck. Fuck. There was no other word for it. Not “make love” or “have sex.” He pounded his cock into her sex, her tits shaking with each thrust.
 

Emily slipped into a place inside her mind she’d never known, either. It was a quiet place filled with pleasure. Unthinkable pleasure. She was being used. Her body no more than a receptacle, an avenue for Carter to reach his pleasure through. It was that that made the first contraction of a climax clench between her legs.
 

Emily the soccer mom who made sandwiches for her husband every morning was being fucked like a whore.
 

She heard herself scream though didn’t feel herself making the sound. It was as if she were outside her own body, looking down from above to see this pig of a man having his way with her.
 

And there was Jack. Watching and stroking his dick like he was trying to rub the skin off. Why was that so hot?
 

Through the orgasm there came a whisper. A vile, evil thing that gripped her heart. You remembered to take your birth control, right Emily? It brought another wave of climax surging over her.
 

That this strange man who was about to unload inside her belly unprotected, had the potential of planting his seed inside her body, making her swell with life, was the most powerful aphrodisiac she’d ever known. She screamed again.
 

Carter roared behind her.
 

The walls seemed to come crashing down around Emily. Her vision tunnelled, mind narrowing in on the single point inside it that was causing ecstasy to gush through her entire body.
 

What would it be like to carry Carter’s child?
 

The room rearranged itself. Sucked out of her dark place, she was Emily again. The Emily she’d been for the last twenty years and longer. Except this Emily had another man’s dick inside her. This Emily could feel his sperm running in rivulets down her leg, staining the sheets of her marital bed. This Emily’s husband was on the verge of his own climax watching his wife be defiled.
 

Carter lunged into her deepest part again and held himself there.
 

Over her shoulder Emily saw him wave at Jack. “Come here, buddy,” he growled. “Spray it on your whore wife’s face,” he ordered.
 

This made Emily’s jaw fall open. Disgusting. Surely Jack wouldn’t…
 

He did. Walking over practically on tiptoes, cock in hand, he pointed the head of his hose at her face as his body bucked. A spurt of his emission came flying out and splattered across Emily’s cheek.
 

It was dirty. It was lewd. Emily’s pussy clenched around Carter’s still-swollen manhood.
 

Jack spewed another gush of spunk. It caught her on the forehead and made her realize she was still covered in Carter’s cum.
 

Shame and humiliation caused her cheeks to flare red. And still she liked it. Wanted more. Wanted it again the next day and the day after that. What had she become?
 

Carter hauled his cock out of her dripping, stretched pussy. More of him ran from her.
 

Emily stayed on all fours not knowing what to do next. What did one do next in these situations? What was there to say?
 

“Shit,” Carter said, exhaling heavily. “Who knew that could be so much fun?”
 

Jack was in front of her, holding his cock still pointed at her chin.
 

Carter slapped her ass again.
 

Emily’s jaw went tight and she glanced back at him trying to look furious. But he had her number. She knew it. He knew the way her stomach hollowed as she watched him put on his pants and tuck that monster inside. He knew how much she craved him.
 

“I’ll be back tomorrow,” Carter said. He grinned at Jack. “Maybe I’ll fuck your wife for lunch.” His chuckle faded as he walked down the steps and out the door.
 

Then it was just her and Jack and this thing that they’d started. She turned to look at him, his cum running down her cheek. “Was that what you wanted?” It was a ridiculous thing to ask. She was putting this all on him, which wasn’t fair. She was as responsible for this as he was.
 

She just couldn’t face that yet.
 






Chapter Thirteen

 


To compare what he’d just witnessed to certain milestones in life like watching his children born or seeing them graduate would have been obscene and pushed the boundaries of good taste, so Jack didn’t. But standing there with his cock still in hand, staring at Emily who was covered in his and another man’s cum, Jack understood that a profound part of his nature had changed.
 

A few days ago Emily, though she hadn’t known it, had, through her femininity and ignorance of the same, held a tremendous sway over Jack. He lived in fear of it. In fear that she might discover it, come to know what it was and use it for the same thing women have been using it for since we first emerged from a primordial sludge: Control.
 

He had, as most men do, found ways to cage Emily, to keep her in the dark, so to speak, about this gift she had and how she could use it. Because imagine that a woman as beautiful as her learned that she could think for herself? What would that mean for Jack?
 

Surely having tasted the forbidden fruit of the attention of the other men, she would become a slave to the feeling? Which is why Jack had done his level best to keep her from discovering her true nature.
 

But now she had. She’d indulged it. She’d let a rude and arrogant man fuck her in a way Jack never had. The evidence still coated her cheek.
 

And Jack was still there. He was still himself, though changed, but he was standing. He hadn’t broken down in tears. He was still able to breathe and blink and feel and what surprised him most was that this didn’t even feel that bad. Quite the contrary. “Are you okay?” he whispered.
 

Emily eyed him with an unsmiling stare. She didn’t look angry but she wasn’t her usual pleasant self.
 

Jack wondered if he’d offended her by finishing on her face. In the heat of the moment Carter’s suggestion had rung in his ears and it hadn’t even really been his decision. The room seemed to tilt him toward Emily and then it happened. Was she mad? “I’m sorry about…”
 

Emily shook her head. She rolled over onto her side, then onto her back and scuttled back towards the headboard.
 

Jack’s eyes went wide. She was a mess. Covered in semen, her makeup running, she looked like a wreck. His cock flexed in his hand. Jack rounded the bed and sat on the edge. He slid his hand over the sheets and touched Emily’s fingers with his. “Did you like that?” he whispered.
 

A faint smile turned up the corner’s of Emily’s mouth. She tilted her head and touched his cheek with her hand and, for a moment, almost seemed like she felt sorry for him. “I fucking loved it,” she said quietly.
 

A beautiful blade of anguish sank tenderly into Jack’s belly. It felt like someone was squeezing his heart. “You did?” he asked.
 

Emily nodded, then shook her head. Her eyes fell to the bed but it looked like she was staring at a point deep underground. “I fucking loved it,” she repeated, sounding like she was convincing herself.
 

The blade twisted. “Why?”
 

Emily’s eyes returned to his as she kept shaking her head. “I don’t know.” She was speaking at the speed of a lava lamp, each word forming like a bubble on her lips.
 

“I was worried,” Jack said. “For a while there you looked angry.”
 

“I was angry. They were terrible, all those things he did to me. Did you see how he used me?”
 

“I saw it,” Jack replied, nodding. “They were terrible.”
 

“But I loved them.”
 

The blade sank deeper. “Why?”
 

Emily shrugged. “It just felt like I needed it.”
 

The thing Jack couldn’t give her. The one thing.
 

His cock was stiff. His eyes wandered lower on her body, past her belly, to the soft patch of hair above her sex.
 

“You know what I thought of? When he was finishing inside me?”
 

Jesus.
 

Finishing inside her. Because that’s what Jack had just witnessed. Another man spilling into Emily. “What?” Jack asked. Slipping out of his pants he crawled up onto the bed, pawing at Emily’s thigh to spread her legs. He met no resistance.
 

Emily parted for him.
 

Jack’s eyes fell to her messy slit, a thin line of Carter’s sample still running from it. His cock went rigid.
 

“I thought about whether I’d taken my birth control pills or not,” Emily said.
 

Jack’s eyes snapped up to hers. What was this? What was this force that came crashing through him like a freight train through a stalled bus at a crossing? His cock ached with stiffness. “Christ, Emily, what? Tell me you did. Tell me you took them.”
 

Her eyes darted side to side, searching his. Her head tilted slightly. She looked at his cock throbbing in his hand. She reached between her legs and stretched her pussy open with her fingers.
 

Jack stared into her entrance where a healthy pool of Carter’s seed still churned. Somewhere inside him a ripcord was pulled and excitement tore through him like a chainsaw. He looked at his own organ, this muscle designed or evolved to deliver his essence into another being. Into another person. Where, if the vagina were not too acidic, if the sperm found it’s way to the egg, penetrated the transparent coat of the zona pellucida and fertilized it, it would cause an irreversible change. A swelling, a making, a creation of something where nothing had existed.
 

Which is how Jack came to the question staring into his wife’s hole filled with another man’s semen.
 

What is all this? What are we? Carbon machines with one purpose: to reproduce. Replicants.
 

And just like that the thought was gone. Vanished because Emily was pulling him closer. With a finger on his chin she was drawing him into herself. Back into the hot comfort of her now distorted tunnel, the shape changed by another man’s cock. Would it ever be the same?
 

“Did you forget?” Jack asked as his hips started jutting.
 

Emily caressed his cheek. Her other hand fell on his arm. She was half-lying, half-sitting, gazing into his eyes with a serene expression, her body lurching beneath his thrusts but her mind, her self somehow above the base act in which Jack was involved. “I can’t remember,” she whispered, the words still coming slowly.
 

“Oh god,” Jack groaned and closed his eyes. Because how horrendous would that be? Evidence for the whole world to see of the way their marriage had veered off the rails. Emily being bred by the landscaper because he didn’t like condoms and she’d forgotten the pill?
 

“Jack,” she whispered.
 

Jack kept rutting. The head of his cock was a little sore but he kept fucking, a slave to the dark arousal that had sprung up from an unknown place but at Emily’s admission. “Oh god,” he moaned again, his cock flexing, balls drawing up, preparing for his own release.
 

“Jack if I forgot the pill then Carter might have made me pregnant.”
 

This short-circuited Jack’s higher reasoning. A switch was flipped by Emily’s admission and he ceased being Jack the man and became instead Jack the muscle. A flipping, flopping, twitching thing, whose sole purpose was to deliver as copious a load of ejaculate as his testicles could produce, into the receptacle that was patiently enduring his affections, known also as his wife, Emily.
 

Jack roared as an orgasm ripped through him. Down went the signal from the base of his brain, shooting through his spine and contracting the muscles in his cock. A hot glob of seminal fluid raced through his urethra and came spewing out the tip of his cock. It shot out and coated the inside of Emily’s pussy, mingling with the deposit left there by Carter.
 

Jack squirmed and shook as more contractions came. At the height of his climax he opened his eyes to find Emily staring at him with a loving smile. His body shuddered at her angelic expression.
 

As the orgasm waned he collapsed on top of her, hips still occasionally jerking back and forth, draining the last remnants of his offering into his wife.
 

Emily put a hand on his back and caressed it.
 

The usual post-coital calm did not descend on Jack. Embers of excitement glowed inside him at the possibilities they’d opened in their marriage. He lifted himself and looked into Emily’s eyes again. “What now?” he said.
 

She shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t have the answers.”
 

And for the first time in their life together, neither did Jack.
 






Chapter Fourteen

 


Handing him his brown paper sandwich bag the next morning, Emily leaned in and kissed Jack on the cheek. Freshly shaved, his skin was soft and smelled of after-shave.
 

He fixed her with a serious stare. “Are you going to fuck him?” he asked.
 

Emily opened her mouth to say “maybe,” but remembered that they’d agreed to be honest and open. “Probably,” she said instead.
 

This inspired the same reaction she’d seen on his face when she’d told him how much she loved being fucked by Carter. A little bit of fear, a dash of anger, but most of all a very generous dose of excitement. And more of that sweet attention. Like a dog knowing he’s about to get a treat. It tickled her pussy when he looked at her like that.
 

“Is that okay?” she asked, not sure what she would do if it wasn’t. She’d spent the night dreaming of Carter. Lucid dreams where she let him do all sorts of dirty things to her. In fact, saying that she was probably going to have sex with him was verging on dishonesty. It felt like she didn’t have much choice in the matter.
 

“I think so,” Jack replied, then paused and looked away.
 

Emily smiled. “If you want I can wait until you get home.” That was a lie. She most certainly could not. Why say it then? To make Jack feel better? She felt bad but didn’t want to take it back. Didn’t want him to know she couldn’t.
 

Jack nodded. “Okay. Maybe that’d be better. Wait ‘till I get home,” he said.
 

The smile she was wearing began to wane. She caught it in time, tightening her lips into something far less sincere. “Oh, okay. Sure,” she said. Her guts twisted a little.
 

It’s just a little white lie.
 

But was it?
 

She shook her head. This was the last thing she needed to be dealing with. Carter would be there soon and Jack would see for himself that there was no way she was waiting until he got home. Emily kissed his other cheek. “Better get going then. You don’t want to be late.”
 

Jack turned and walked toward the door. Just as he opened it, Carter’s truck pulled up to the curb. He watched it for a few moments before stepping out into the sunlight.
 

Emily’s calm faltered. She loved Jack. Didn’t want to do anything to hurt him. And it might hurt him to see how quickly she was going to bed Carter. She’d thought about it all morning.
 

Jack walked down the steps, opened his car door and got in. He gave her one last wave as he started the engine, then pulled away.
 

Carter, who’d stepped out of the truck and was standing at the end of the driveway, gave Jack a solemn nod as he drove by, which Jack returned, this time with a smile.
 

Emily stood at the open door looking down her nose at Carter and Diego make their way up the driveway.
 

“Hey,” Carter grunted.
 

“Good morning,” Emily replied, her mouth a tight line as she tried to hide the hungry craving that was driving her crazy.
 

Carter stopped and folded his arms over his chest. He glanced at Diego and tilted his head toward the side of the house. “Go get started. Sod truck’s coming this afternoon.”
 

Diego eyed Emily for a few seconds too many, indicating he wouldn’t mind having a piece of that, too.
 

A shiver raced through her at how dirty that would be. Carter was a man’s man but at least he had his own business. Diego was just a labourer. Made minimum wage. Probably got drunk every night. The thought of him stuffing his cock into her upper middle-class pussy was outrageous. She scowled at him until he walked away.
 

A few moments of silence passed between her and Carter. “You wanted something?” he asked.
 

Emily realized she was very unprepared for this moment. In her fantasies she’d just magically ended up on the bed upstairs with her legs spread, Carter between them. She hadn’t thought at all of how she was going to get him up there. “I, uh…there’s a problem with the toilet,” she stammered.
 

“So? Call a plumber,” Carter replied.
 

A finger of frustration worked it’s way through Emily, stiffening her spine. He wasn’t really that stupid, was he? He couldn’t take a hint? “I just thought maybe you could help. Since you’re, you know, good with your hands?” Hers were starting to get a little clammy.
 

Carter walked up the steps of the porch to come face to face with Emily.
 

She resisted the urge to lean back even though she had to look up to meet his stare.
 

“Toilet? There’s no problem with the toilet,” he said, calling her bluff and stubbornly not playing the game she had hoped he would play. “You got a taste for good dick and now you want more, huh? Like a greedy little slut.”
 

Well Emily would stand for a lot of things but she would not stand for this jerk calling her a slut right on her front porch. The bedroom was one thing. Something else. That was…fantasy. But right there on the street where the neighbours might hear? Her hand flew through the air and connected with his cheek.
 

Carter didn’t flinch. He cracked a grin. He tilted his head to one side. “What’s the matter? You feeling bad about yesterday? Don’t feel bad. Jack wanted it, remember? No reason to slap me, though. If I did that to you? Shit, you’d probably call the cops. Or the neighbours would.”
 

Emily’s fury began to bubble. Which was annoying because her body was screaming at her to drag Carter into the house and up the stairs.
 

“You want more cock just say it,” Carter said, offering her a way out.
 

Her eyes darted side to side, checking to see if any of the neighbours were out on their porches or watching through windows. “Just…come inside,” she said tersely.
 

“No,” Carter said, folding his arms over his chest again. “I want you to say it right here. Otherwise I’m getting to work on the yard.”
 

Emily’s nostrils flared. Stupid, arrogant jerk. Thought he was hot shit because he could bed a milf he’d hit on in the grocery store. It made her furious. Until she realized she was that milf and the way her pussy was aching gave her very little choice in the matter. She glanced around the street again. “Please,” she said, softening her tone. Which she hated because now it sounded like she needed him. “Just come inside and I’ll say it.”
 

“You’ll say it right here,” Carter said with a sneer.
 

She wanted to scream. This was all Jack’s fault. If he hadn’t told her about his crazy kink she’d never have put herself in this situation. She wouldn’t be standing on the steps of her own house being told to say she “wanted some dick” by this knuckle head. She looked up into his eyes again and there, saw that he would not relent. Which only made her more furious. “Fine!” she spat, stabbing a finger toward the back yard. “Get to work then!” Spinning around she stormed back into the house and slammed the door in Carter’s face.
 

She let out a scream. That only made her more upset because she knew he’d heard. And what pissed her off most was that she knew how this was going to end. She hadn’t ever needed anything the way she needed this. Like fucking heroin.
 

Stomping to the other end of the house she peered out the kitchen window. Carter and Diego were working in silence together. Just staring at the way Carter’s muscles flexed made her wet between the legs.
 

Emily stuffed her hand down her shorts, found the tight bud of nerves beneath it’s hood and started to spin. Her mouth fell open as an immediate shock of pleasure raced up her spine. One bare foot twisted on the tile as she rubbed herself, an orgasm already looming from how worked up she was.
 

She let out a breath as her pussy clenched. It squeezed with a wet sound, sending more slick dripping into her panties. Her head spun for a moment, then she was back to herself. And not at all relieved by the release.
 

Heat flashed through her and suddenly swallowing her pride and going out to tell Carter what he wanted to hear didn’t sound like such a big deal. She slid open the patio door and stepped out onto the deck. “Carter? Can you come here please?”
 

He glanced up, then over at Diego. “Come down here,” he said. “We’re busy.”
 

She balled her fists and clenched the muscles in her jaw. What an ass hole! The aching tickle in her pussy was relentless. She stomped barefoot down the steps, across the dirt from the grass they’d dug up and came to a stop in front of Carter. “It’s private,” she hissed.
 

“Probably should have said it on the front porch then, instead of slamming the door in my face,” he said.
 

A slow wave of humiliation washed over her. He was going to make her do it. He was going to make her beg for his dick in front of Diego. Who the fuck had she become?
 

Carter scratched his chin.
 

Diego’s eyes darted from hers to his.
 

Emily took a deep breath, trying to sweep away a curtain of shame. “Can you come inside please?” she said, though she knew that wouldn’t do it.
 

“What for?” Carter said.
 

“I wanted to talk to you,” she tried again.
 

“So talk right here.”
 

Emily closed her eyes for a moment and tried to find a calm space inside her throbbing mind. “Carter I want you to come inside because I want you to fuck me,” she whispered. When she opened her eyes again Diego was wearing a knowing grin.
 

Carter set down the shovel he was holding and stood up straight. “See? Was that so hard?” he asked. Then the fucker actually waited for her to answer.
 

“No. It wasn’t.”
 

Carter took off his gloves and dropped them on the ground. “Finish up this side,” he said to Diego. “This shouldn’t take too long.”
 

Diego cackled like a hyena.
 

Carter waved a hand toward the house. “After you.”
 

Swimming in a sea of shame and humiliation, Emily made her way to the stairs of the deck. Her feet were dirty but she didn’t care. She walked calmly into the house and toward the stairs. The dirt made a mess on the tile. Emily didn’t care. Carter’s presence behind her meant everything in that moment. It held the promise of release from the wretched throbbing between her legs.
 

Inside the bedroom she turned to see him leaning against the door frame. Her eyes wandered around the room, the silence growing increasingly uncomfortable between them. She was grateful when he started walking over.
 

He cupped her chin and tilted her head back, forcing her to look into his eyes. “See?” he said. Grabbing her shirt with his other hand he yanked it so hard it ripped, exposing her breast.
 

Emily gasped. At the violent motion, at being exposed and at how much stronger and larger Carter suddenly seemed without Jack there. Her heart started beating faster. She contemplated screaming. But looking into his big, dumb eyes, Emily thought she saw something there. “Are you okay?” she whispered.
 

His tough expression faltered. For just a split-second but long enough for Emily to see it. Then it was back and Carter seemed…angry.
 

And Emily knew she was going to get fucked like she’d never been fucked before.
 

“The fuck you doing dragging me into your house and asking that shit? You don’t fucking know me! Mind your own fucking business!” he roared. Then he spun her around and threw her face first down on the bed.
 

A delicious trickle of chemicals started to soak through Emily’s brain. Like an addict who’d just scored a hit, a slow smile spread across her lips as she felt Carter yank down her shorts. Time slowed a bit.
 

She sucked in a breath when he stretched her cunt lips and spat on her sex. There was no need. She was soaking wet.
 

Her eyes started to close as Carter hauled out his rigid member and pressed the head against her pussy lips.
 

Emily lifted her hips.
 

Carter shoved his cock into her pussy with an angry grunt.
 

Emily nearly fainted from the tightness and pressure his shaft created between her legs. But each inch of that monster plying into her softness took the edge off her itch. It took the ache away, along with the tickle. When he reached the end of her pussy she felt his balls slap against her clit. She trembled.
 

Carter erupted into a furious fuck. Hands on her hips, he burrowed his cock deep inside her with each thrust that made the whole bed shake.
 

Emily was limp as a rag-doll in his hands. As streak after streak of hot pleasure shot through her, she found her mind sinking to that deep, dark place. The quiet place she’d only known with Carter the day before. The place where she felt like she became the real Emily. The Emily that would endure any humiliation to get fucked by a real man. The kind of man that didn’t give a shit if she got off or not. He was in it for himself.
 

The climax tore her out of that place. It yanked her mind out and hurled it up into the air. Her body spasmed, convulsing with pleasure as Carter kept stabbing his meat into her cunt. She tensed, then shook as each wave crashed over her.
 

Then it was over but Carter was still fucking her.
 

Her smile turned dopey. Her mind wandered away, back to that morning, to when she’d opened the bathroom medicine cabinet and stared at her birth control pills. To the dangerously thrilling tremor that had shaken through her and made her close the cabinet and walk away. “Fuck it in me,” she muttered.
 

“Say what?” Carter barked, his cock engorging inside her as he approached his emission.
 

“Fuck it in me. Fuck you’re cum into me,” Emily slurred, drunk from her climax.
 

“Fucken’ right I’ll fuck it into you…ergh!” Carter groaned. His pelvis slammed against her ass. Her cock drove up her tight tunnel.
 

Emily shuddered as she felt the first blast of his seed erupt into her pussy.
 

“Argh!” Carter roared as he slammed against her again, holding her down and driving his cock even deeper.
 

She felt him flex inside her. Closing her eyes she imagined what that muscle looked like. Imagined it puckering then spitting white chum into her crevice, slathering her insides with seed.
 

Seed.
 

The word made her tremble. She was the fertile field to Carter’s plow. The liquid that his cock was disgorging had more of a chance now. It was thrilling to her. Thinking that the essence of him might infect her and create a copy of them.
 

Through the haze in her mind a tiny voice whispered to Emily.
 

What the fuck are you doing?
 

Her smile grew gooey. It was over. Carter holstering his cock in his jeans, Emily still hanging over the edge of the bed with her legs splayed, Carter’s semen running down them and staining the carpet this time. “Don’t be mad,” she whispered and almost giggled after she said it.
 

The hard look in his eyes made her think he was going to walk over and smack her around about it. He didn’t. Just grunted and walked down the stairs.
 

Emily started to giggle. Fucking Jack, she thought. And fucking Carter. Fucking Men.
 

Maybe there was more fun to be had than just getting her brains fucked out of her skull?
 






Chapter Fifteen

 


Having spent the day vacillating between states of intense agitation and profound serenity, Jack was relieved to be approaching home as he turned the corner and drove down their street.
 

He was elated when he saw Carter’s truck still there. His cock, which had been half-stiff all day, rose to the occasion. He hadn’t stopped thinking about the day before, not for a second.
 

Pulling into the driveway, he grabbed his bag from the passenger seat and practically sprinted up the steps of his house. When the door clicked shut behind him he turned his head to listen.
 

A rhythmic thudding drifting down the stairs made his heart grow cold in his chest.
 

Thump.
 

Thump.
 

Thump.
 

Thump.
 


 

His chest constricted. She hadn’t waited. They hadn’t waited. Why? He’d asked her to. They were supposed to be in this together. His mind swam with questions as he stumbled up the stairs tugging at his tie.
 

He tripped on the top step, caught himself with a hand against the door frame and swung his head to look into the bedroom.
 

Thump, thump, thump, thump.
 

Faster now.
 

Emily with her red ass in the air like a baboon. Face pressed against the pillows, eyes wide open but glassy, looking like she was high on something.
 

Carter crouching over her with his cock pounding into her pussy, staring straight ahead and out the window, rocking back and forth like one of those drinking bird toys.
 

Jack’s cock inflated at the sight.
 

They didn’t see him. Or, if they did, pretended not to notice. Emily was staring at him but still looked like she couldn’t see him. Looked far away and slipping farther still.
 

When a snarl curled on her lips she clutched the sheets with both fists. “Fuck!” she screamed, the sound of her own voice waking her from her stupor. She tried to look over her shoulder. “Fuck I’m gonna come!” she shrieked.
 

Jack gasped at the profanity and at the look of wild abandon in his wife’s eyes.
 

Carter grunted and looked down at her ass. The muscles in his jaw clenched.
 

“Now! Fuck it into me now! I’m fucking coming!” Emily cried.
 

The torrent of expletives made Jack flinch. Emily rarely swore. Here she was face down, ass up, tits slapping against each other as another man plowed her from behind, begging for his cum.
 

She shrieked as the climax took her.
 

Carter emitted another grunt, then practically sat down on her ass, stuffing his long cock into her cunt.
 

From where he was standing Jack could just make out the root of it going pulse, pulse, pulse, as it completed it’s delivery. He froze and stared, unable to tear his eyes away from the wicked sight.
 

Emily shook beneath Carter’s massive frame.
 

A bead of sweat dripped from Carter’s forehead and landed on her back with a wet splat. His ass rose as he hauled his cock out of her. It was covered in a gooey film of their shared juices. Stepping off the bed Carter grabbed Emily’s torn shirt and wiped his tool with it. He stepped into his underwear and jeans and pulled his shirt over his muscled torso. He walked toward the door and only then acknowledged Jack. “Yard’s nearly done. Should be finished by tomorrow,” he said, then squeezed past Jack through the door.
 

Jack barely heard any of it. He was staring at his wife. Staring at Emily who’d stayed in position on the bed her eyelids heavy, ass swaying slightly side to side. He stumbled toward the bed, his heart tight from what he’d just seen. “Emily? Em?” he said, falling to his knees beside the bed.
 

She lifted her sleepy lids and a soft smile formed along her lips. “Hey,” she whispered.
 

“Emily? What the…you said you’d…you said you’d wait?” His voice was shaky and his hands trembled a little.
 

She said she’d wait. She’d told him that this morning. Hadn’t she? Had he imagined it? “You said you’d wait? What…what happened?”
 

What happened?
 

Suddenly this whole thing, their little experiment, their little outing seemed far more dangerous and spinning slightly out of control. “Emily?” he repeated.
 

“Jack.” The way she said his name had a snap to it. “Jack, Jack, Jack.” She grinned.
 

What the fuck?
 

“Emily stop that. You’re creeping me out.”
 

Her smile that of an angry clown. Then it softened into something more pleasant and Jack breathed a sigh of relief. It didn’t really matter. What did it matter if she’d fucked Carter before Jack got home? It didn’t matter. No big deal. He was there now. They could be together.
 

He was hard. He realized again how hard and how much he needed a release, now that he’d seen what he’d seen. “Are you okay?” he asked.
 

The life returned to her eyes, like she was sobering up. “Me?” she asked. “I’m fine. How are you? Did you like that?”
 

His throat tightened at the way her smile changed into something wicked again. “Did I…did I what?”
 

“That was for you, Jack,” she explained. “I wanted you to feel what it would be like walking in on your wife cheating on you.”
 

This was crazy. She was being crazy. “Stop that. You didn’t cheat on me. I told you to…”
 

“I know sweetie,” she said, her ass falling down onto the bed toward Jack. She reached a hand behind her back, put her fingers on her ass cheek and pulled her crack open.
 

Jack’s eyes shot to her glistening slit just as the sticky mess Carter had left there began to ooze from it. The need to take her, to retake her, to make her his again, overwhelmed Jack. Fumbling with his belt he climbed onto the bed.
 

Emily rolled onto her back and swung a leg around him, baring her messy cunt and offering it to him. She rose up onto one arm and put her other hand on his neck.
 

Jack’s eyes roamed from her bare tits to her snatch, his cock throbbing at the sight of her exposed flesh.
 

She pulled him closer. So close their cheeks touched.
 

Jack sank down and pressed the tip of his cock against her wet sex.
 

“Jack we fucked three times today,” she whispered.
 

Her words were like a fist to the gut. “What?” he said, barely able to breathe.
 

“As soon as you left. He made me beg for it, Jack. I had to beg him for it in front of Diego.”
 

Despite his arousal Jack tried to scramble back. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Was this the truth? Or was this a little game she was playing just for him.
 

She clung to him, her fingers sliding up into his hair and tightening into a fist, drawing him closer again. “Fuck me, Jack,” she demanded through clenched teeth. “While it’s still hot. While his cum’s still hot inside me. Fuck me so you know what it feels like fucking your slut wife when she’s full of another man’s cum,” she ordered.
 

Jack emitted a shaky sound but her filthy mouth snapped his resolve to get to the bottom of whatever was going on. He pressed the tip of his dick against her snatch.
 

“That’s it,” she hissed as she eased his twitching prick into her sloppy hole. “Just like that.”
 

Jack was shaking. Trembling at the way his life had pivoted into the darkest porno he could ever have imagined.
 

“I can feel you sliding into me,” Emily whispered, her voice tight. “Can you feel it? Can you feel Carter’s seed up inside me? He came in me three times today. I’m so full of him it feels like I’m going to burst.” She clamped her pussy muscles down on his cock. Carter’s cum splattered out from between their joined flesh.
 

Jack lurched inside her. He pulled away and she let him. Just enough that they could gaze into each other’s eyes.
 

Emily pressed her forehead against his. “Now fuck me,” she growled.
 

Jack needed no more invitation. His body reacted before his mind had even parsed the words. Hips bucking he began sawing in and out of her. The dank stench of her used pussy wafted up in between them singeing his nostrils and hardening his cock.
 

Emily moaned and closed her eyes.
 

Jack watched her. The sight of her enjoying this, him rooting into her pussy with his hard tentacle, caused a confusing swell of arousal to shoot through him. His vision went a little hazy. His sack tightened between his legs.
 

Emily’s eyes popped open. Her penetrating stare seemed to bore into the core of Jack’s very soul. She started panting in time with each of his thrusts. “This morning in the bathroom,” she whispered. “I opened the medicine cabinet…”
 

Jack’s stomach hollowed and chilled. The excess heat rushed to his dick, hardening it as he felt the first tickle of his orgasm whisper through his aching shaft.
 

“My pills are in there,” she whispered.
 

Thump, thump, thump, thump.
 

Harder and faster than Carter had done. And not looking at her ass. Face to face. In between her legs. With his wife receiving him in a way a woman only takes her husband. She wouldn’t fuck Carter missionary with their eyes locked. He was sure of it.
 

“I walked away,” she said, eyes closing, voice dreamy.
 

“What?” Jack snapped. Still thumping because he was close. His insides twisted at where she was going with this.
 

Emily’s eyes snapped open. “I didn’t take my pill today.”
 

“Ugh,” Jack grunted as the weight of what she’d said settled on him.
 

Thump, thump, thump, thump.
 

The headboard banged against the wall as Jack’s rut accelerated into a punish-fuck. He gritted his teeth. “You fucking slut!” he grunted. His eyes fell to his organ stabbing into her sex.
 

Clench.
 

She squeezed him when his cock hardened inside her. A smile flickered across her lips. “I didn’t take my pill today,” she sang, her voice distant and hazy like the creepy chorus in a horror film.
 

“You’re lying!” Jack shouted. Still fucking, his climax catching up to him now. This was wrong. It was all so horribly wrong and so terribly hot at the same time.
 

“I didn’t take my pill today,” she whispered against his cheek. “Fill my cunt with cum.”
 

The last sentence cracked over his head like a whip. His orgasm reared then thundered through him. His body arched, driving his cock deep into Emily’s cunt as it belched hot seed into her. His body crackled, electrified by Emily’s deeply disturbing yet incredibly arousing admission about her birth control. Each streak of hot cum that tore through his shaft seared his senses as he shook and trembled on top of her.
 

Emily held her forehead pressed against his and watched his eyes. Her eyes went sultry and she squeezed her cunt around his muscle, milking every last drop of juice out of it.
 

It was over. The room, the house, the world outside, all rearranged back into their proper shapes but the light seemed different now. Sweat dripped off his forehead and rolled down Emily’s cheek. Jack tried to pull himself out.
 

Emily released her grip on his hair and her hand fell lower, down to his ass. She pulled him in. “Stay,” she whispered. “Stay inside me for a minute.”
 

Exhausted and now aching again at what she’d done, Jack had no strength to resist. He lowered his body onto hers, Emily falling onto her back and caressing his with one hand.
 

As Jack rejoined the real world a finger of worry crept through him. He lifted his head to look into Emily’s eyes.
 

She ran a finger over his lips and smiled.
 

“Were you being serious?” Jack whispered.
 

Her smile widened. “When I told you to fill my cunt?” she whispered back.
 

His flaccid cock woke and flexed.
 

Emily giggled and twisted a finger in her hair.
 

“This is serious. I need to know,” Jack said, scowling. “You didn’t really skip your pill did you?”
 

That giggle again. Filled with all the mischief Jack had feared had been living inside Emily all along. Mischief, now that he’d unleashed, might never be contained. “I’m serious!” he snapped.
 

Emily’s eyes went wide but the smile didn’t fade from her lips. “Oh my!” she said with mock surprise. “Jack’s so nimble, Jack’s so quick but now Jack’s worried about another man’s…”
 

Jack jerked his hips back, unsheathed his cock and shuffled back on the bed. He stared at his wife in shock. “Emily? What are you doing? What’s gotten into you? Em, please,” he said, his tone softening, “stop this. You’re…you’re scaring me.”
 

Emily giggled.
 

“Have you been drinking?”
 

She shook her head.
 

Jack’s heart was beating far faster than he would have liked. His mind was racing, trying to piece together what could have happened to Emily to change her like this. Was she high? Was Carter a pothead? Had they smoked up together? Taking a deep breath he crawled up next to her and lay down.
 

Emily stayed on her back with her legs splayed but turned her head to look at him.
 

“Emily, please,” Jack said one last time.
 

“Jack,” Emily whispered. “It’s me. I’m just…messing around.”
 

“Why?”
 

She shrugged. “It’s fun?”
 

“Did you take your birth control today?”
 

She shook her head.
 

“Jesus,” he said through clenched teeth. “Did Carter really fuck you three times?”
 

She nodded.
 

“You’re not drunk? You’re not on anything?”
 

Her smile faded. Eyes focused on some spot far away, far past the wall of the bedroom. Her eyes went a little glassy like she was going to cry. She turned to look at him again. “Jack,” she said, voice shaking.
 

“Okay that’s it,” Jack said, rolling to the side and trying to get up. “That’s enough. Enough of this. This is getting too crazy. I don’t like you like this. I’m calling Carter and telling him not to come back.”
 

Emily scrambled up off the bed and clutched his arm. “No!” she said, her voice full of desperation.
 

“What?” Jack said turning to look into her eyes.
 

“Please, no,” she said, lowering her gaze to the bed.
 

“Why not?”
 

She thought for a moment. “I need it, Jack.”
 

“Need what?”
 

Their eyes met. “His cock.”
 

A shiver raced down Jack’s back. His eyes went wide. “Emily you’re acting like a…”
 

“Crazy person?”
 

“Yes.”
 

“I know. I know that’s what it seems like but…”
 

Jack waited wondering what excuse she’d come up with for this insane behaviour.
 

“I know you feel it, too,” she said.
 

“Feel it? Feel what?”
 

“I felt what happened when I told you that he fucked me bare and that I hadn’t taken my pill. Your cock went rock-solid hard, Jack. You liked it.”
 

“Emily that is no reason to…”
 

“It’s the danger of it, isn’t it?” she asked.
 

Jack’s mouth formed a tight line.
 

“That’s it. I know it is. I feel it too. It’s so fucking crazy dangerous. It’s like a drug right? Like…like speed or something.”
 

“You’ve never even…”
 

“But I can imagine. I can imagine that’s what it’s like. It makes the world go away, right? Your mind just focuses on that one thing, on that insanely dangerous possibility and you just ride that high until…” She trailed off and she was far away again, reliving the feeling.
 

Jack sighed. He’d taken a few crisis intervention courses at work and Emily was exhibiting all the signs of a person in crisis. What was it? The first step? Make them feel like they’re being listened to? “Emily I get it. You know I do. You know I feel it too.”
 

“Yes!” she said, her eyes going wide as she squeezed his arm.
 

“Yes. Yes. I’m here. Right here with you. It makes me crazy. It makes me come. But you know we can’t keep doing this. It’s…it’s not right. I’m not saying let’s stop forever. Just for right now. You know? Tap the brakes? Let’s just…take a breather. Put some distance between us and this thing.”
 

Her shoulders sagged. She shook her head.
 

Jack’s stomach felt like he’d swallowed rocks.
 

Emily looked up at him from under her brow, pouting. “You’re…you’re probably right.”
 

Relief. The weight in his gut easing as he saw her coming to her senses, the shape of her face changing back into the Emily he remembered. Not the deranged sex-addict she’d become overnight.
 

“Just one more day?”
 

“What?”
 

“One more day, Jack. Then I’ll stop. We’ll stop. I promise. Let Carter finish the yard.”
 

He shook his head. “Emily I can’t let you…”
 

Her brow furrowed and she glared at him. “Then I’m going to keep fucking him, Jack.” She nearly spat his name at him. “I’m going to fuck and fuck and fuck and…”
 

Jack felt he was losing her again. She was drifting farther away, saying things she probably didn’t even mean. Becoming the crazy woman he’d just managed to talk down. “Alright, okay!” he said, grabbing her by the shoulders and shaking her lightly. “Okay. Fine. Just…one more day and that’s it, right? Right?”
 

Her smile returned. She nodded at him. “Right,” she whispered.
 

“Promise me. Just one more day.”
 

“I promise, Jack. Just one more day.” She leaned forward and wrapped her arms around his neck in a tight hug. “I love you,” she said. Then, “thank-you.”
 

It stung. His wife thanking him for allowing her lover to return for one more day. He’d started all this. Or had he? It was Emily who’d first confessed about that day at the store. If he only hadn’t told her about his dark fantasy…
 

It didn’t matter. None of that mattered. It was in the past. They were here now. What was important was getting Emily back. He’d do whatever he had to to make that happen. Whatever it took.
 






Chapter Sixteen

 


As Jack slept next to her on the bed, Emily stared up into the darkness at the ceiling. Every so often she would glance at her husband and smile. At times remorse would buzz around her like a fly. Each time she would swat it away with the anticipation of what tomorrow would bring.
 

Her sex would tighten at the thought of Carter’s cock. Never had she craved a thing so much as she craved it. The way it filled her. How it stretched and plied her when they fucked.
 

But the backdrop to her desire remained unshifting. It was Jack. Standing at the edge of the room with his mouth hanging open, his eyes fixed on her and only her. Watching her and wanting her in that desperate way that only came from giving her away.
 

A few times she reached between her legs and touched herself. Hoping to capture some small fraction of the pleasure she had felt over the last two days. Each climax by her own hand proved a disappointment.
 

Emily knew what she needed. She loathed leaving Jack alone to get it. Knew it was wrong and that she shouldn’t. She began rearranging things inside her mind. Wasn’t it him that had pushed them into this? Couldn’t she blame him for not being able to sleep? For being unable to think of anything but Carter’s fat cock fucking her?
 

Which is how she slowly came to justifying what she was about to do. She deserved it, didn’t she? Didn’t she deserve to be happy? To be able to sleep? And if there was only one thing that would bring relief from the horrible, aching tension that plagued her pussy, didn’t she deserve that, too?
 

Poking a toe out from under the covers she slipped out of bed. She picked up her phone off the nightstand and padded across the floor and out of the room. She walked through the hall by the glowing light of the screen and stepped into the bathroom, closing the door softly shut behind her.
 

She tapped out a message with her thumbs.
 

Come and fuck me?
 

She tapped her nails against the sink as she waited for an answer. Her heart jumped when her phone dinged.
 

Are you an animal? It’s midnight.
 

Emily bit her lip.
 

I need your dick.
 

She waited.
 

If I show up there I’m not driving back home.
 

Emily scowled at this. Because what would Jack say? It took more rearranging but finally she convinced herself that, after all, Jack had agreed to one more day. The day started at midnight, didn’t it?
 

Fine. You can stay.
 

A pang of guilt twisted through her at what she’d written. But Jack would understand. She’d make him understand. And if he didn’t? Well, she would cross that bridge when she came to it.
 

It took five anxious minutes for the reply to come.
 

On my way.
 

Emily sighed in relief. Tiptoeing down the stairs she started pacing up and down the hallway. Time seemed to slow as she waited. The low growl of Carter’s truck sent a jolt of adrenaline shooting through her, followed by a hot rush of excitement that soaked her sex.
 

She opened the door just as Carter was about to knock. Grabbed him by the wrist and dragged him into the house, pressed her chest, covered only by a thin t-shirt, against his. Her hand fell to the lump between his legs.
 

“You dirty little slut,” he growled. “Does Jack know about this?”
 

She shook her head and bit her lip.
 

“Ain’t that cheating?”
 

She scowled. “What do you care? You were going to fuck me without him knowing anyways.”
 

“That wasn’t the arrangement though was it?” he said.
 

She didn’t reply. Didn’t have time for it. Her pussy was tight and itchy and she needed a dose of Carter’s hot cum more than anything right then. She sank to her knees and undid his belt, tugged his pants down and hauled his cock out of his boxers.
 

She held it two inches from her face, studying the gnarled vein, wondering at how something could look so disgusting and so beautiful all at once. She gazed up into his eyes and slapped the head of it against her cheek. “Tell me I’m a slut,” she whispered.
 

“You’re a dirty little slut,” he said.
 

“Make me your whore,” she begged.
 

He grabbed the hair at the top of her head and tilted her face back. Leaning over her he stared into her eyes in the dim light of the hall. “Go upstairs and tell Jack I’m here. If I’m not asleep by the time you get back you’ll get yours,” Carter said.
 

Emily’s shoulders slumped under the weight of what she had to do to get what she so desperately craved. When Carter let go of her hair she crumpled on the cold tile floor and turned her head to look up the stairs.
 

He stuffed his cock back into his jeans, walked into the living room and fell down onto the couch.
 

She hated him for making her go wake Jack, though she was thankful for it. It was the right thing to do. Maybe Carter was more than just a knucklehead? Maybe there was a heart in there somewhere beneath that rough exterior.
 

Rising slowly to her feet, she trudged up the stairs and into the bedroom. It startled her to see Jack sitting up, awake.
 

“He here?” he whispered through the darkness.
 

Emily nodded.
 

“You need it that bad?”
 

Her body shook and tears threatened to roll down her cheeks. She couldn’t help but ask herself what she was doing and why? And all because of one lewd comment? Or was there more to it than that?
 

Had this thing, this need, really been living inside her this whole time? Dormant and waiting to be unlocked, no, unleashed? All those things she’d said, those dirty, terrible things, begging Carter to make her his whore. Was that really her? Or was this just a game that once you started you couldn’t stop playing?
 

The ache between her legs was maddening. Insufferable, almost. But her heart swelled seeing Jack, her husband, her lover, sitting there staring at her with that grim expression. She went to him. Sat down on the edge of the bed and caressed the stubble on his cheek with her fingertips. There was space between them. Too much of it. She didn’t like that.
 

“You want to bring him up?” he asked.
 

Emily sniffled and wiped her nose with her finger. It was all she wanted, to feel Carter's rock hard cock pressing into her, stretching her in a way no other man had. And yet there was Jack staring at her. The man she loved so much. The man she’d built a life with. The tension of it nearly tore her in two.
 

Her hand fell to Jack’s lap. His cock was hard as steel. She almost nodded in reply. Pressing a hand against his chest, she mounted the bed.
 

Jack fell back against the sheets.
 

Emily balled her fist around the front of the t-shirt he was wearing. With her other hand she pushed his boxers down. His cock sprang out, engorged and ready.
 

Jack’s mouth fell open as he gasped.
 

Emily peeled off her panties. She swung a leg over his waist, pressed her pussy against his rigid member and let her wet drip down onto him. With both hands on his chest, she relaxed her thighs and sank onto him.
 

Jack exhaled and closed his eyes. His body shuddered.
 

Emily started to rock back and forth. She closed her eyes and focused on the feeling of his cock inside her. He wasn’t as big as Carter. She couldn’t feel him the same way she felt Carter’s horse cock but it still felt good. Almost scratched the itch that wouldn’t go away.
 

Jack reached up and grabbed her breasts.
 

Emily pulled her t-shirt up, exposing them to him. His hands settled on her bare chest and kneaded the soft flesh. Then his fingers drifted down to her nipples and rolled them, twisting and pinching. The tiny bursts of pain that brought were electric. Emily felt him flex inside her.
 

“I love you,” Jack said softly.
 

“I love you, too,” she whispered back. She clamped down on him with her pussy. It sent a pleasant rush of bliss through her.
 

Jack hardened again.
 

She picked up speed. Rocking back and forth, gliding off his cock until the tip nearly popped out of her drenched pussy, then sliding back up, taking him all the way to the root, trying to push him as deep inside her as he could go.
 

One more day. One more day of knowing what it felt like to be used and owned and filled completely. She hoped Carter would give it to her rough. Show her what it meant to be a real slut.
 

“Are you thinking of him.”
 

Emily’s eyes snapped open. “Yes,” she whispered.
 

Jack let out a low grunt. His abs flexed and his back rose up off the bed. He held her gaze in his. “I’m close,” he said.
 

Emily rode harder. She could feel the climax that had been building slipping away. “Almost there,” she said, squeezing him again. She started bouncing her ass on his lap. It met his thighs with wet slaps. Her pussy was drooling hot liquid.
 

Jack groaned. His cock throbbed as his hands fell to her hips. “Emily…” he said, his voice strained.
 

She was panting. She could feel it twisting through her. Pleasure pounding through her from where their bodies met. Just a few more seconds…
 

Jack’s cock started twitching. “Oh fuck I’m coming,” he hissed.
 

Thump, thump, thump, thump.
 

The first hot shot of his cum splashed up into her pussy. Emily squeezed her eyes shut tight. A vision blossomed in her mind. Carter underneath her. His fat member pumping cum as he came. It tipped her over the edge. A scream tore up her throat. She quashed it right before it came roaring up. She let it out in a quiet breath instead.
 

Her body peaked.
 

The space between them vanished as Jack rose up to sit. His cock still hard, he wrapped his arms around her back and held her as she finished herself on it.
 

Losing herself in the hot emptiness of her climax, Emily found the place again. The place where she was really herself. Not with Carter but with Jack this time. With Jack inside her, with his cum running out of her, not Carter’s. A peace settled over her at knowing Jack could take her there.
 

The orgasm released her, her body still rising and falling over Jack. Slowing she leaned forward, pressing her weight against him. Together they fell back onto the bed. Emily kissed his neck. She lay there until his soft cock slipped from her, followed by a trickle of his seed.
 

Rolling off him she lay down on her side and put a hand over his chest.
 

A long silence stretched out, making her think Jack had fallen asleep. “You still want this?” his voice stirred her from near-slumber.
 

Did she?
 

Her lips parted. She took a breath. “One more day, Jack,” she said softly. “Just one more day.”
 

Jack put his hand over her and squeezed. “One more day then,” he repeated.
 






Chapter Seventeen

 


Jack trudged down the stairs, his head still groggy from sleep, rubbing his eyes and trying to wake up. He held his phone in his hand, tapped out a quick message to his secretary saying he was sick, then pocketed it in the bathrobe he was wearing.
 

As his mind wandered over the events of the last few days, he searched for the source of the excitement and anguish that had nearly driven him insane. He thought of Emily, still sleeping upstairs. Thought of what the day held. Wondered what that had been last night, when she’d come up and made love to him instead of giving herself to Carter.
 

No amount of searching revealed the root of his fear or his desire. Suddenly it seemed there was only numbness in it’s place.
 

Looking up as he walked into the kitchen, he froze.
 

Carter turned to look at him. Standing at the counter, coffee cup in hand, he raised it in a silent “good morning.”
 

Jack nodded. Pushing through his inhibitions he forced himself to keep walking, feeling like a stranger in his own kitchen. “Morning,” he mumbled. Reaching up he grabbed a mug and poured himself a cup of strong, black coffee. He could feel Carter’s stare on his back. He turned to face him. “Why are you here?”
 

“Emily texted me last night,” he answered.
 

“I know she did. She told me you were here. I mean why did you come? Your reason, not hers.”
 

Carter frowned and for the first time since Jack had first laid eyes on him, seemed to be experiencing an emotion behind that stoic gaze of his. It caused another thought to form in Jack’s mind. That Carter was a person, too, not just a piece of meat. Not just a cock attached to that muscular frame.
 

Carter shrugged. “Doesn’t matter, does it?” he said.
 

A sorrow, faint at first, swelled through Jack. Why was Carter there? Did this guy who tried to pick up women in grocery stores and answered booty calls at midnight have any happiness in his life besides the fleeting pleasure of fucking a woman? Didn’t seem like the time for a question like that. Jack decided on another. “Did you fuck her?” Jack asked.
 

Carter shook his head. “Nope,” he said.
 

“Why not?” Jack demanded.
 

Carter stared at him for a good long time. “Told her she had to tell you first.”
 

This startled Jack. He met Carter’s steely gaze, unable to conceal his surprise at the revelation. “You told her that?” he said.
 

Carter gave a single nod.
 

“Why?”
 

“Seemed like that was the deal.”
 

It worked through Jack slowly. The realization that Carter, through that one small gesture, may have saved them from themselves. Because how would Jack have felt if the answer had been different? If he’d woken up that morning and found out Emily had fucked Carter while he slept?
 

It was a terrifying proposition. Jack thought hard, searching for the answer to the question. What would it have been like? Would it have shattered the trust between them? Finding her in bed with Carter? Would this have frayed the last few strands holding them together? Would he have been able to go on living with the Emily he’d feared she could become all these years?
 

The answer dawned on him like a rising sun. It’s light slayed each shadow where his fears and demons lurked. It filled him with a joy he’d never known before. A courage he thought he did not posses.
 

The last few days he’d seen Emily debased in ways he couldn’t have imagined. Seen her succumb to every base need inside herself. He’d watched her twist from loving wife and mother into a hungry monster that craved one thing.
 

Through it all the way he felt about her hadn’t changed a bit. If anything he loved her more than ever. Even as he watched her take another man into their bed.
 

Because their love wasn’t just something that he felt. Their love was something that they’d built. Nothing would ever change that. Not ever.
 

He looked at Carter. “You’re a…good guy.” Jack paused before he said it because it seemed silly.
 

Carter smirked, trying to deflect the compliment by belittling it.
 

Jack knew his type. There was more to Carter than he let on. There were feelings in there that might never come out. He felt sorry for him, crazy as that seemed. Setting his coffee down, Jack took a step toward Carter.
 

This time Carter reacted. He retreated. Leaned back a little, like he was worried Jack would take a swing.
 

Jack held up his hands to show he didn’t mean to. He extended one a little farther, offering a handshake.
 

Carter scowled, perplexed.
 

“I just wanted to say thanks,” Jack said.
 

More confusion deepened the lines of Carter’s brow. “What?”
 

“You helped us here. Helped me…no, you helped her, too.”
 

“How?” Carter asked.
 

“Sometimes…you’ve got to face what you fear to make it go away. You helped me see it.”
 

Carter shook his head. He looked like he didn’t like this. Still, his curiosity seemed piqued. “See what?” he finally grunted.
 

“I thought I was scared of Emily. Scared of what would happen if she found this out about herself. This…need. She needs you, you know? Well, your…” Jack nodded at Carter’s crotch. He thought Carter’s face went a little red but only for a moment. “I thought I was scared of what would happen to us if she gave in to her craving.”
 

A silence stretched between them. “And?” Carter said.
 

Jack shook his head. “It wasn’t that. Wasn’t that at all. I wasn’t scared of Emily. Wasn’t even scared of her leaving me, I don’t think.”
 

“What then?”
 

“I think…” Jack took a deep breath, trying to still the wobble in his voice as he spoke. “I think I was scared of myself.”
 

It was impossible to know if Carter understood what he meant. But he took Jack’s hand and shook it anyway.
 

Jack picked up his coffee cup and flashed Carter a slight smile. “You have a good day,” he said, then turned to walk out of the kitchen.
 

He was almost at the stairs when Carter spoke. “Hey!”
 

Jack turned to see Carter staring at him.
 

“You want…you want me to…”
 

Fuck your wife.
 

It twisted inside him a little, what Carter had implied. But not nearly as much as it had before all of this had happened. “You do what she wants.”
 

“Whatever she wants?” Carter asked.
 

Jack sighed. What would she want? Did it matter? Could it be any worse than what she’d already done? They were still there. Still standing. Still together. “Whatever she wants,” Jack said. He turned and walked up the stairs.
 

Emily was sitting on the bed when he walked in. She had the sheets pulled up, covering her bare breasts. As Jack walked toward her she let them fall away, exposing herself.
 

Jack’s cock hardened as he sat down next to her. He gazed into her eyes. Touched her cheek. Then he leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips.
 

Emily put her hand over his and lifted it. She pressed his palm against her warm tit, the hard nipple digging into Jack’s skin. The smell of her wet sex drifted up between them. She put her other hand around his neck and tried to pull him down on top of her.
 

Jack resisted. He pulled away from the kiss, smiled and kissed her cheek. “I love you,” he whispered.
 

“I love you, too,” she replied.
 

“I’m going to go to work.”
 

Emily’s eyes shot wide open. “You’re not going to stay?”
 

“I thought I would. But Em,” he said, then hesitated. “I think I need to go. I need to…let go. I need to know what it’s like to let you be yourself.”
 

“But you said…you said we had to do this together.”
 

Jack nodded. “I did. I think I changed my mind. I think we had to start this together. I had to know that…” He caught himself about to tell a lie. “I wanted to control this, Emily. That’s why I said that. I wanted to control you. To prove that I could. But here’s the thing. I think what I really need to do is let you face this on your own. Let you be you for once. Not my wife, but Emily.” He wondered if he saw fear in her eyes when he said it.
 

She shook her head. Her gaze fell to the bed.
 

“What is it?” Jack asked.
 

“I’m scared,” Emily replied.
 

“Of what?”
 

“Of this. What if…what if…”
 

Jack winced at the unspoken question.
 

What if I can’t stop? What if I can’t get enough? What if this comes between us?
 

He couldn’t be sure which one she’d meant but he was sure of the sentiment. “I trust you,” he whispered.
 

Emily’s lip began to tremble. She looked up at him again with wide, glassy eyes.
 

“Tell me what you’re scared of?” Jack asked again.
 

Emily shook her head. “I’m not sure,” she said, her voice tight. “Not of him. Not even of fucking him. He’s…broken, I think. I saw it in his eyes the other day. It makes me want to help him.”
 

Jack nodded, knowing there was truth in what she said. “So help him.”
 

“How?”
 

“However you think is best.”
 

She bit her lip. “You’re not going to…what if I do and it makes you jealous?”
 

“We’ll deal with that if it happens. I know we can.” He leaned forward and kissed her cheek again, then got up off the bed. “Surprise me when I get home?”
 

“With what?”
 

Jack smiled. “Wouldn’t be a surprise if I knew what it was, would it?”
 

Emily returned the smile and shook her head. “No. It wouldn’t,” she said.
 

Fear and angst worked through him at what he was about to do. Leaving Emily with Carter for the day. Who knew what would come of it? But he needed to know he could. He had to know that no matter what she did, that wouldn’t break them either. “I better get a shower before I go,” he said quietly.
 

Emily nodded.
 

Jack walked to the bathroom, turned the tap, took off his clothes and stepped under the scalding water hoping it would wash away his final apprehensions.
 

It did.
 






Chapter Eighteen

 


Emily knew what she had to do even before she saw Jack disappear into the bathroom. She also knew she couldn’t see him again before he left. She couldn’t trust herself to go through with it if she had to see him again. Throwing on a shirt, she made her way downstairs to where Carter was standing in the kitchen finishing the last of his coffee.
 

He glanced at her over his shoulder. “You want a cup?” he asked.
 

It was an oddly touching gesture. Not one she’d expected him to make. It made her see he wasn’t all hard and serious. “No,” she said. “I want you to come upstairs.”
 

Carter glanced out the window. “I should get out there. Have two more guys coming out today to help finish up. They’re going to need to know what to do.”
 

Emily glanced out the window. Diego was already laying sod up against the retaining wall they’d built. She bit her lip as she saw two other guys working alongside him. A shiver raced down her spine as a very dirty idea formed in her mind. The excitement it brought made her pussy clench. “So go,” she whispered. “Tell them what to do then come upstairs,” she asked again.
 

Carter eyed her with an even stare. He set his cup down on the table, then nodded. He walked across the kitchen, slid open the glass door, then walked through before sliding it shut behind him.
 

Emily wandered down to the basement. She ambled over to the drier and pretended to fold clothes until she heard Jack leave for work. As soon as he did, she climbed the stairs all the way to the second floor and walked into the bathroom.
 

It was still humid from his shower and smelled like his cologne.
 

Reaching up she wiped the moisture off the mirror. She stared at her reflection losing focus as the damp air fogged the mirror again. She lifted her hands and cupped her breast, then let one fall between her legs. Her pussy was soaked.
 

The craving, the need, was roaming somewhere in between her legs. It made her weak in the best way. She closed her eyes and dreamed of submitting to yet another of Carter’s rough fucks. She quelled it. That would have to wait until later. This time was going to be different.
 

When she emerged from the en-suite Carter was already there. Standing in the center of the room with his shirt off, waiting for her.
 

Emily thought of Jack, wondered what he was thinking. Was he imagining this? Had he known what she would do when he told her to give Carter what she thought he needed? He was so strong, letting her go like this. She could never give that up. Not for anything. Not even for Carter’s thick cock.
 

That warmed her and gave her the courage she needed. She crossed the floor and picked up Carter’s hand.
 

He reached up with the other and grabbed her hair.
 

Emily winced and put a hand over his on the back of her head. “Not this time,” she whispered. “Not like that.”
 

His expression changed. His eyes widened. He let her pull his hand out of her hair. Didn’t object when she undid his belt and let his pants fall to the ground. Stood there staring at her as she removed her shirt, then tugged his boxers down.
 

His cock sprang out.
 

She tucked her hand under his heavy sack and cupped it in her palm. Stroking up the thick girth, she squeezed. A bead of precum oozed out the tip.
 

Emily shuddered at the thought that soon he’d be inside her. Her body tensed at the way she’d make him fuck her. Slow and gentle. She thought of what it would feel like to feel his cock spurting inside her again. Heat blossomed in her core as she flirted with the dirtiest idea, risking everything to feel his seed coat her insides.
 

It was the most irresponsible thing she’d ever done for a thrill. Emily didn’t indulge in thrills. Not ever. Not like this. The danger only heightened its impact. She pushed past all her inhibitions, past the finger-wagging voice inside her head that was screaming about consequences, and found that place. The one where she was really Emily.
 

Stepping toward the bed she held Carter’s hand. She led him to the edge, then sat on it.
 

Carter reacted the way she thought Carter would. He tried to grab her by the hips and roll her onto her stomach but she resisted.
 

Instead, she spread her legs open slowly. Splaying them to reveal the glistening, bare pussy that she’d shaved the night before as Jack slept.
 

Carter’s eyes roamed down to it and widened. His cock flexed.
 

“Not like that,” Emily said softly. She pulled him lower, guiding him between her legs, wrapping a hand around his neck until their faces were just inches away. Like lovers. “Like this,” she said.
 

One corner of Carter’s mouth twisted as he pressed the head of his cock against her damp sex.
 

Emily’s hands fell to his hips, pushing back against the intrusion she craned her neck and kissed Carter’s lips. “Slow,” she whispered when she pulled away. “Easy. Make love to me.”
 

Carter’s cock twitched, the tip flicking up her slit.
 

Emily wrapped a hand around the shaft and pointed it at her entrance. For a moment she thought Carter would slip back, into the rough stud that only ever fucked women. A smile played at the corners of her mouth as he eased himself inside her. The smile faded, her mouth falling open as she felt him stretch her.
 

Each inch of his cock that slid into her took more of the hungry ache away. Her pussy slurped softly as she suckled him inside herself. Her toes curled, eyes closing, a groan rolling out of her at how good he felt.
 

She indulged the feeling. Letting it consume her, she felt herself drifting away from the shore of who Emily was day to day. Out into the open waters, a dangerous place with no certainty that she could navigate her way back to herself.
 

There she was just Emily. Not “sweetie,” or “mom,” or chair of the PTA. There she was a woman. A woman with needs and wants. And power. A power that sprang from the space between her legs.
 

Carter’s cock began gliding in and out of her tight sheath. Each gentle push brought an electric pleasure tingling from her sex, up her spine and all the way out to the tips of her fingers.
 

Her eyes fluttered open to find Carter staring down at her. His expression had softened. He was…feeling this. Letting himself feel it.
 

Emily could see the way their intimacy was shifting something inside him. She reached up and caressed his cheek.
 

Carter turned his head slightly and kissed her fingers.
 

A terrifying pang of guilt shot through her. Suddenly the danger of letting him finish inside her paled in comparison to what she was doing. Working her way into his mind and down even lower, toward his heart. She thought of Jack. He seemed so distant.
 

A terror gripped her at the position she’d put herself in. It waned as a realization dawned on her. He had let her do this. He’d trusted her. He was going to guide her back. Back to herself and back to them.
 

She arched her back. It caused her pussy to tighten around Carter’s cock. His gasp sent another tremble of hot energy skittering through her. She put her hands on his ass. “Carter,” she whispered.
 

His eyes opened wider at hearing her say his name.
 

She lifted her head and kissed him again. “Come inside me, Carter,” she said, holding her cheek pressed against his. “Come into me. I want to feel it. I want to feel you finish in me.”
 

She exhaled and smiled as she felt him harden inside her. Heat was churning between her legs, her pussy contracting around his organ, milking it for seed. “Oh fuck,” she sighed.
 

Carter’s thrusts accelerated, threatening to turn into pounding.
 

Emily grabbed his waist. “No. Slow. Go slow. I want it slow this time,” she whispered.
 

Groaning with the effort, he slowed nonetheless. His cock slid in and out of her tight slit.
 

She felt her own juices dripping out of her, coating her ass hole. Glancing at Carter she saw his jaw was tight, muscles rippling as he strained against his own instincts. She raised her legs, thighs grazing against his.
 

It made him shudder. He slipped his cock out of her and held just the tip inside. “I…I’m…I’m gonna…”
 

A smile blossomed on her lips. Putting her hands on her ass, she guided him into herself one final time. “Do it. Fill me.”
 

As his thick shafted slipped into her it started twitching.
 

Emily closed her eyes and focused on the feeling. She imagined his load pumping in thick spurts out of the head of his cock. Saw it frothing inside her, churning, swimming, searching for a place to take root. It tipped her over the edge.
 

She sucked in a sharp breath as she came. Relinquished control of herself to nature. Her body throbbed in time with the contractions of her pussy, tightening as she squeezed him, then releasing to let more of him into her.
 

He groaned and stabbed his prick deep into her, his balls slapping against her ass.
 

Though she wanted to scream, Emily stayed silent. Through the thick fog of her arousal she came to understand what true submission meant. To receive not just a man inside herself but to accept his offering, his essence. To give a restless, wandering mind safe harbour if only for an instant with the possibility that he might plant his ultimate legacy inside her.
 

It was dark. It was thrilling. It stretched her climax out so long it nearly broke her.
 

The silence in the room was deafening broken only by the soft, wet sounds of Carter’s cock lurching as he came.
 

It ebbed slowly. Together, they drifted back toward shore, the weight of Carter’s panting body getting heavier as Emily came to her senses. When breathing became difficult, she rolled him gently off herself and beside her onto the bed. It surprised her when he looked into her eyes, as if searching for something there.
 

“What was that?” he said.
 

“A gift,” Emily replied. She tilted her head and touched his cheek. “Are you okay?” Remembering his last reaction to that question made her tense. She relaxed as his eyes fell and he shook his head.
 

“No,” he answered.
 

“Want to tell me about it?”
 

A long time passed before he spoke again. “No,” he said.
 

Emily nodded. She’d done what she could. The rest was up to him. You can’t help those that can’t help themselves. “Well,” she whispered, “I’m here if you need me. If you want to talk.” Her eyes wandered over his glum expression. A spark of hope flickered in her when he looked at her again.
 

“Okay,” he said, nodding. “Thanks.”
 

She let another silence linger between them, giving him time to collect himself. When his face hardened again, when he seemed to go back to that lonely but safe tower he’d built for himself, Emily felt she could ask the question. “Carter?”
 

“I should get back to…”
 

“I know,” Emily said. “I know. But I need you to do something for me. Can you? It’s for Jack.”
 

A certain kindness formed in his eyes. He nodded again. “Sure thing,” he said. “Shoot.”
 






Chapter Nineteen

 


Jack’s day had felt like a dream. Each time thoughts of Emily at home alone with Carter filled him with tension he would breathe, remembering that what was being done needed to be done. Remembering that it was up to him to trust her to come back to him. That was the only way that this would make them stronger.
 

The serenity that brought was surprising.
 

Pulling into his driveway he was slightly puzzled to find not just Carter’s truck in front of the house but another one, too, in far rougher shape. Not hearing any sounds of tools or men working, he walked around the house.
 

The backyard was finished. A new retaining wall in place of where the yard sloped toward the house before. A line of freshly planted cedars and a sitting area made of paving stones behind them. It looked wonderful.
 

He wondered where everyone was if they weren’t out here? A panic gripped him as he remembered what he’d asked Emily that morning. It twisted into excitement as Jack walked back around the house and up the steps.
 

It wasn’t the surprise he had in mind, if it was what he was thinking. He tried not to get too worked up. They might just be in there settling up, Emily writing a cheque for the remainder of the job.
 

As he stepped into the cool darkness inside the house he knew that wasn’t it. A soft, wet rhythmic sound drifted in from the living room. Jack’s heart skipped a beat and his guts squeezed. He stepped softly through the hall, rounding the corner to see Diego and two other men sitting on the couches with their cocks out. All stiff.
 

Emily was naked on her knees, her lips wrapped around Carter’s member as he sat in the reading chair in the corner.
 

A jolt of arousal rushed down Jack’s spine and hardened his own muscle.
 

It should have been a disgusting sight. One any man should have been shocked and outraged to discover.
 

Jack was thrilled.
 

Emily looked at him out of the corner of her eye. Her head kept bobbing up and down, milking Carter’s muscle with her wet lips, one hand cupping his balls, rolling them around in her palm like a pair of baoding balls.
 

The corner of Carter’s mouth curled in a small snarl. He grunted. His hips twitched, ass rising off the seat as he began to ejaculate into Emily’s mouth.
 

Jack gasped, his computer bag falling off his shoulder as he stared at the lewd sight.
 

Emily lowered her head, swallowing Carter’s organ, taking him so deep her nose pressed against his pelvis. The muscles in her neck tightened and relaxed as she drank his load.
 

Carter’s orgasm left him with a sigh. His hips fell slowly as he sat back down and closed his eyes, savouring his release.
 

Emily pulled her mouth off Carter’s organ slowly, her tongue flicking at the tip of it as it brushed her lips. She sat back on her haunches with her back straight and turned to look at Jack again, a wicked smile lifting one corner of her mouth. Tilting her head back she let her mouth fall open to reveal the last races of Carter’s deposit still on her tongue.
 

The exaggerated way she swallowed it, licking her lips when she was done, all done staring at jack so he could stare at the dirty burlesque performed by her mouth. “Surprise,” she whispered.
 

The men’s eyes darted nervously between Emily and Jack.
 

Jack nearly laughed at how uncomfortable they all looked with him standing there. He wondered for a moment what Emily had done to coax them into playing her little game. He almost laughed again as he realized he was staring straight at the reason.
 

It was her. His beautiful Emily. A woman no man in their right mind could ever resist. Had she wandered out into the garden naked to make her little request? Wielding her new-found power like a weapon. The promise of sex with this gorgeous woman if they just let her husband watch?
 

“You cool?” Carter mumbled, shattering the silence between them. He opened his eyes and looked at Jack.
 

Jack didn’t take his eyes off Emily for a second. “We’re cool,” he said.
 

Her smile widened in a way that melted his heart.
 

Putting her hands on Carter’s knees, Emily stood and sauntered over to where Jack stood.
 

The men followed her with their stares, hands stroking their hard cocks as they each prepared for their turn.
 

Emily pressed her hands against Jack’s chest and leaned closer. She touched his lips with hers.
 

He yielded to her, letting her stuff her tongue into his mouth and sweep against his. The dank stench of Carter’s cum sizzled in his nostrils.
 

She pulled away and looked into his eyes with a glint in hers. “I made love to him today,” she said.
 

Jack groaned at the delicious way her admission made his gut wrench and twist.
 

“You ready for this?” she whispered, her soft breath warm on his cheek. Her hand rose between Jack’s legs, fingers wrapping around his stiff cock and squeezing. Emily giggled and her head rolled back toward her shoulders. “Seems like you are,” she said. Brushing her fingers against his cheek, she turned and walked toward Diego who was sitting on the couch fondling his stiff prick.
 

He had nothing on Carter but it was a fat hose of a thing. An ugly tool built for a beautiful purpose.
 

When she reached him, Emily turned to face Jack. She spread her legs and shuffled backwards, shoving her ass into Diego’s face. Her tits sagged and swayed beneath her chest. She craned her neck to look over her shoulder at Diego. “Eat,” she ordered.
 

Jack gasped again. It was like seeing Emily for the first time again. Her transformation was complete. The husk of uptight suburban princess had been shed and a new woman had emerged. A woman who understood the power she could wield over men and was not afraid to use it for her husband’s pleasure.
 

At first Diego pressed back into the couch, resisting the order to lick the ass presented for him.
 

Jack saw the moment he realized how helpless he was in the face of Emily’s appeal.
 

Diego’s eyes darted from the tight ring of muscle of her sphincter, to the sloppy folds of her drenched sex. His hands rose to her ass cheeks and stretched them apart. He flicked out his tongue and swiped at her bottom hole. His eyes filled with hunger. Sealing his lips around her sphincter, he began his feast.
 

Emily’s eyes narrowed as she turned to stare at Jack again. They closed as she raised her hands to her breasts and squeezed them, tugging at her nipples and moaning at the pleasure radiating from her ass hole. “Put it in. Fuck my ass with your tongue,” she barked at Diego.
 

Diego’s cock jumped in his lap. He paused, then the muscles in his jaw stretched as he began stuffing his tongue into Emily’s ass.
 

Emily groaned. She kneaded her breasts. Her eyes fluttered open. Raising a finger, she crooked it, beckoning Jack to her.
 

Each step toward his wife felt lighter than the last. When he came to stand before her she grabbed his tie and yanked it, sending him to his knees. Pressing a palm against each cheek she tilted his head and kissed him again, the taste of Carter’s seed still potent on her tongue.
 

She bit his lip, then released it. “Touch me,” she whispered.
 

Jack raised a shaking hand between her legs. He touched Diego’s jaw with the tips of his fingers before gliding down her slit and finding her clit.
 

Emily moaned and reached to cup his hand. “Rub it,” she begged. “Make me come.”
 

Jack’s fingers began spinning, circling the throbbing bud of nerves. He felt the tension rising in her body as he fingered her clit.
 

Emily’s moans grew louder. She grabbed his shoulders to steady herself, trailing kisses along his neck, then across his cheeks before finding his lips with her own again.
 

Jack’s cock flexed to an impossible stiffness between his legs. He looked into his wife’s eyes, awed by the confidence and power he saw there.
 

When her legs began to tremble she sank her nails into his shoulders, approaching her moment.
 

Though his hand was sore, Jack did not relent. He’d never seen a more beautiful sight than his Emily commanding two men to make her come. A woman who understood herself was a terrifying thing. He was humbled to be called her husband.
 

Emily shrieked as the first burst of pleasure rushed through her. A slopping wet sound burst from her core. Jack pulled away from their kiss to see a stream of clear fluid gush from her pussy and onto Diego’s lap, coating his cock with slick.
 

Emily shuddered as her body emitted another squirt of juice.
 

Jack thought he might pop in his pants just from watching the lewd scene.
 

With a final cry, Emily leaned forward, pulling her ass away from Diego’s mouth.
 

Jack caught a glimpse of the man over her shoulder. His mouth was covered in his own saliva and a dribble of Emily’s spurt clung to his chin. His hand fell to his lap, wrapped around his cock and started to stroke.
 

Emily reached down and swatted it away. She locked eyes with Jack. “I’m going to fuck him now, sweetheart,” she whispered softly.
 

Jack nodded, hypnotized by her soft voice and incredibly aroused by the casual announcement. He made to shuffle back but Emily grabbed his tie.
 

“No,” she said. “You stay right there. I want you to watch up close. So you can see when he comes inside me, okay?”
 

Jack nodded.
 

Emily bent her knees, crouching over Diego’s lap, her hand gripping his stiff prick and pointing the head of it at her dripping cunt. She glanced down between her legs, admiring the thick member before looking up at Jack again. She put a hand on the side of his head, her fingers playing with his hair.
 

As she crouched lower her pussy lips parted and swallowed the head of Diego’s uncut prick. She drew in a sharp breath.
 

A thousand tiny knives of angsty, slightly jealous pleasure, cut through Jack. His eyes fell to her midriff and he watched as she impaled herself on Diego’s rigid pole.
 

Emily touched her chin with a finger and tilted his head back. “Up here,” she said. “Look at me.”
 

Jack trembled as he gazed at her loving expression. Once uptight wife turned greedy vixen. Angelic saint to whore.
 

As Emily settled her ass on Diego’s lap his hand shot up, then sharply down in a hard slap. She gasped. Lifting her hips she brought them slamming back down, digging his root into her pussy and grunting at the way it stretched her.
 

A second later she rose again, then smashed down on him, reaching between his legs with one hand and gripping his tender sack. “Fuck,” she grunted, her ass rising and falling in a steady rhythm, “fuck it into me. I want that fucking seed!” she seethed.
 

Diego groaned behind her. His hands were on her ass lifting it then letting it fall, his hips jerking up in sharp thrusts to drive his cock as deep into her as he could.
 

Emily grabbed Jack by the chin. “Oh fuck, baby,” she mewled. “I’m gonna’ come again.”
 

Jack froze, his eyes locked on hers.
 

Emily shook her head. “I’m gonna’ come, baby,” she whimpered, “and he’s gonna’ come, too. He’s gonna’ fuck all that cum he has into me. Are you ready? Are you ready, baby? Right into my bare pussy. Fuck, baby, what if he breeds me?”
 

“Huh?” Diego grunted. His back straightened as he tried to get Emily’s attention. “What the fuck?” he muttered. “You not on any fucking pill?”
 

As Emily stared into Jack’s eyes, her rump still humping Diego’s swelling cock, a smile crept across her lips. She winked. Her grip tightened on his balls. “You want me to stop, Diego?” she asked innocently.
 

Thump, thump, thump.
 

A look of terror twisted across Diego’s expression.
 

Jack saw how torn the poor man was. His cock was throbbing, charged and ready to drain into Emily’s suckling twat. His mind was still putting up a fight, no doubt screaming at him that this was crazy. Imploring his body to listen to reason and pull his muscle out of that tight hole.
 

But nature was not so easily swayed. Not with Emily at the helm. Her thumping slowed, teasing poor Diego with the possibility that he might not be allowed to finish the way in her after all. “You want me to stop?” she echoed, then giggled.
 

Diego strained.
 

Jack saw the moment that he broke, his mind crumbling in humble supplication at the altar of his most base need. His hips shot up off the couch, cock plunging up so deep in Emily it brought her to her toes.
 

Her insidious cackling faded as she turned to look at Jack again, eyes wide, mouth hanging open. Her eyelids fluttered. A breath burst out of her and once again her legs began to shake.
 

Diego let out a tight groan.
 

Jack’s eyes fell to where Emily was holding Diego’s balls. Just above the heavy sack he saw the root of Diego’s muscle pulsing. Pumping like a highball fire hose, contained only by the tight walls of Emily’s flesh. He marvelled at seeing the precise moment of delivery, the planting of potent seed into a fertile womb. His heart swelled at her acceptance of it.
 

Emily screamed. Her pussy clamped down on Diego’s meat, then released, then crushed around it again. The soft petals of her sacred flower suckled at him, drank his gift. Pleasure seared through her and her nails sank deeper into Jack’s flesh.
 

It ended as suddenly as it had began.
 

Emily burst into near-maniacal laughter.
 

Diego squirmed and fumbled, pushing her ass away from him, causing her to stumble forward over Jack. His cock fell from her, already deflating.
 

A pulse of his creamy brine gushed out of her slit and onto Jack’s pants.
 

Diego scrambled to the side, got up on one knee and jumped up off the couch. Stuffing his cock into his pants, he staggered back toward the wall. “You crazy puta!” he shouted.
 

“Hey!” Carter barked.
 

Diego wasn’t cowed. His chin jutted forward in defiance of his boss. “Why you no tell me this crazy bitch not on no pill?!?” he shouted.
 

The smile faded from Emily’s lips. She turned to Diego, dipped a hand between her legs and swiped and before he could react, smeared a thick streak of his semen across his cheek. Then she stepped up so her face was no more than an inch from his. “What are you going to do about it?” she growled.
 

Diego’s eyes went wide. He shook his head and took a step back. “You fucking crazy,” he whispered. He nearly tripped over a chair as he staggered toward the hall. “Fuck you!” he shouted. “Fuck all of you!”
 

The door slammed so hard behind him it shook the house.
 

Jack turned to look at Carter who was sitting as stoic as ever in the chair.
 

Carter shrugged.
 

Emily turned to eye the two men sitting on the couch. Her smile returned. “Who’s going to try and pull out next?” she said.
 






Chapter Twenty

 


Emily could still feel Diego oozing out of her. Her whole body seemed to be throbbing with a hungry need. She eyed the two guys on the couch, trying to decide which one would be more fun to fuck with.
 

The decision was made for her.
 

The smaller one scrambled up, tucking his dick back into his shorts and made his way around the room with his back to the wall shaking his head. “Sorry boss,” he muttered, staring down at the ground. “This shit’s too fucked for me.” He followed Diego out the door.
 

Emily turned to look at the last guy. She glanced at Carter.
 

His cock was stiff again.
 

Her pussy clenched as she thought of going over to ride him instead. But there’d be time for that later. When it was just her and Jack and Carter she’d take him for one last spin while Jack watched. Right now there was more fun to be had. “What do you say, cowboy?” she said, sauntering over to where the guy was sitting. “What’s your name?”
 

She saw his eyes dart down to her defiled sex. They lingered there for too long and she knew he was hers. Caught in the honey trap she’d set and helpless to resist. A thrill rushed through her at her newfound powers.
 

Glancing over her shoulder she saw Jack was still kneeling where she’d left him. She’d put on one more show for her loving man. The way he’d looked at her as Diego had unloaded his sperm inside her pussy had driven her wild.
 

Swinging a leg up over the guy’s lap, she fell onto her knees on the couch.
 

His cock was sticking straight up between her legs.
 

Pressing her filthy slit against it, she slid back and forth and purred at the way it jerked and twitched against her sex. “I asked you your name,” she murmured.
 

“Kevin,” the guy whispered.
 

Emily chuckled. Didn’t look like a Kevin. Had nice, broad shoulders and thick, too. She ran her fingers over his chest. A hard wall of muscle. She couldn’t wait to bend and twist it to her will. “Kevin,” she repeated. “What do you think? The secret’s out. My pussy’s bare. I’m not on anything. You think you can pull out before you pop? Or are you going to risk shooting that baby batter up inside me, hmm?” She ran a finger along his chin.
 

For a moment the shadow of the former Emily she’d been loomed over her. You filthy, crazy bitch! it screamed. Emily just laughed at it. She felt drunk. Drunk on discovering this need living within her that she could use to make men do whatever she pleased.
 

She looked back at Jack. How he’d changed. He looked…stronger, even on his knees. She knew her discovery would change them. But she wasn’t scared of that anymore. Everything changed eventually, didn’t it? Nothing stayed the same. They would find their way through this together.
 

She turned back to Kevin. “Well? Make a decision?” She rolled her hips, slathering his cock with her leaky slit. She giggled when she felt a tremor rush through Kevin. Arching her back, she found the head of his cock with her pussy and lowered herself onto the first half-inch.
 

Kevin looked simultaneously terrified and elated.
 

Emily took another half-inch inside herself. “You like that, Kevin?” she cooed. She glanced over her shoulder at Jack. He looked mesmerized.
 

“Oh fuck,” Kevin whimpered as she sank his prick deeper into her squishy hole.
 

She squeezed the muscles in her pussy. “You feel goooood, Kevin,” she purred.
 

“Aw fuck,” Kevin grunted. Slapping his hands onto her ass, he yanked her down, burying his cock inside her cunt.
 

“Mm,” Emily moaned. As Kevin started rutting into her she rocked back and forth on his lap. Something was missing.  Cupping her tit with a hand she leaned forward and mashed the nipple against his lips. “Suck!” she hissed.
 

Kevin complied instantly. He gobbled the stiff pink bud greedily into his hungry mouth and started sucking.
 

Tendrils of pleasure shot through Emily as he nipped and sucked her teat. Her pussy flexed around his meat. She squealed as he bit down harder, started riding him for serious. She felt the heat build between her legs.
 

She couldn’t resist a glance back at Jack.
 

He’d taken out his cock and was jerking it furiously as he stared at them.
 

Emily pouted at him. “No,” she mouthed and shook her head.
 

Jack grimaced but released his choke-hold and sank down into a chair.
 

Emily put a hand up on her head and played with her hair. She could feel the three men’s stares, all on her. Watching her as she rode toward another blistering orgasm. Their attention was like the warm sun on her bare skin. It sent a shiver racing up her spine and made her skin prickle. She closed her eyes and revelled in the sensation.
 

When she opened them and looked back down at Kevin again she could tell he was close. A vein was throbbing on his forehead and he’d let her nipple fall out his mouth and was now staring at the way her stomach swayed over top him.
 

His eyes darted up to hers. His cock went rigid. He was on the edge. “Alright, alright, alright,” Kevin panted, dredging up the courage that he needed.
 

Through the hot sensation closing around her Emily almost felt sorry for him. He was helpless. He just didn’t know it yet. She pressed a finger against his lips. “Shh,” she said. “It’s okay.”
 

His eyes shot open wider. He looked up at her. “Alright. I gotta’…you’ve gotta…I’m gonna’ fucking…”
 

Emily closed his eyes and rolled her hips even harder over him. “All you’ve gotta’ do is breed me, baby,” she whispered. A smile flickered across her lips. She could have sworn she heard the pop that came with Kevin’s resolve breaking.
 

He roared beneath her, hips bucking up, driving his dick deep into her pussy as it started to spit and retch into her.
 

Emily basked in the wicked pleasure lacing through the heat inside her. The orgasm that had seemed so close whisked away. But as she opened her eyes and watched Kevin’s panicked expression, Emily almost preferred being able to enjoy her own depravity with a sober mind.
 

Kevin winced and grimaced his way through the rolling waves of his own climax. His sticky emission dripped out between his cock and the lips of her pussy. When his crisis had passed, he deflated, sinking into the couch like a limp fish. “Oh god,” he moaned. “Oh god, oh god, what the fuck did I just do?”
 

Emily pulled her pussy off his slackening cock with a wet slurp. She caressed his cheek. “It’s okay, sweetheart,” she soothed. “It’s only natural. You can’t fight nature,” she said, shaking her head. She heard Jack groan in the corner and knew he was taking as much pleasure from this as she.
 

She turned to look at Carter. His cock was stiff in his lap. Emily couldn’t wait for it. She glanced at Kevin. “You should go,” she said, nodding at him. “We’ve got some business we need to take care of here.”
 

Kevin looked to Carter, who nodded. With another groan he hauled himself up off the couch and trudged toward the door.
 

Kevin was gone. It was only her and Carter and Jack left. She turned and walked over to her husband, leaned over and kissed his lips. “I’m going to fuck him for you now, okay?” she said.
 

Jack looked at her with wide eyes and nodded his consent.
 

Emily bit her lip. She spun around and walked over to Carter with a confident strut. When she tried to swing a leg over his lap, he grabbed her thigh and stopped her. Her smile faded. “What’s wrong?” she whispered.
 

Carter shook his head. “I don’t do used,” he said.
 

Emily’s heart sank. The whole day she’d been thinking of this, dreaming of it, letting Jack watch her while Carter fucked her one last time. He wasn’t really going to deny her that, was he?
 

Anger roared to life inside her. This was just like him. Fucking playing with her the same way he’d played with her that day in the store. She shot him a furious scowl, livid that he was going to be like this. Enraged that her power somehow didn’t work on him.
 

“Turn around,” Carter ordered. “And bend over. I’m gonna’ fuck you in the ass.”
 

Emily’s jaw fell slack. She exhaled a breath in disbelief. The Emily from three days hence returned with a vengeance. The loose slut she’d become hardened into outraged feminist. How dare he? What right did he have to expect her to just turn around and let him…fuck her in the ass?!? She most certainly would not.
 

She folded her arms over her chest in defiance. “Like hell you are,” she said.
 

Carter wrapped a hand around his dick and gave it a long stroke, eyeing her as he did.
 

Emily hated how her eyes were drawn to the motion. Hated the way her sex throbbed at seeing it and how it called to her, drew her toward him.
 

“It’s like this,” Carter said. “I don’t fuck used pussy. It’s going to take a while for that to drain out of there,” he said, pointing at her shaved sex.
 

Emily glanced down to see torrents of seed running down her legs. Suddenly the shame she thought she’d shed came racing through her again. What was she doing? Standing naked in the living room, having just fucked two men and now contemplating letting this one fuck her in the ass while Jack watched from the corner?
 

“Now you can feel this cock inside you one more time,” Carter went on, “or you can pass. But I’m not dipping this stick into that spunk in there. Those guys work for me. If they got wind that I did sloppy seconds you think they’d ever listen to another thing I have to say again?”
 

Emily’s cheeks heated with rage. Her mind raced with every profanity she could hurl at Carter. And yet…
 

A hand settled on her shoulder.
 

She startled and turned to see Jack standing behind her. He bowed his head and tilted it, kissing her neck.
 

“What are you doing?” she whispered.
 

Their eyes met. Jack’s expression looked so loving, so grateful, so attentive.
 

Emily turned to face him.
 

“Baby, you can do this,” he said softly.
 

Emily balked. “What?” she breathed in disbelief. She shook her head. “You know I don’t…”
 

Jack pressed a finger against her lips, silencing her. “You haven’t,” he said. “That doesn’t mean you don’t.”
 

Emily couldn’t believe it. Of all the dirty things she could imagine, she couldn’t believe her husband was asking her to let another man into her…down there. Just the thought of it was humiliating.
 

Then something began to twist inside her. All that hot humiliation and shame and anger twined together and Emily felt her pussy tighten. “Oh god,” she groaned. “Oh no.” She shook her head, trying to drive away the impulse that was gripping her.
 

“It’s okay,” Jack soothed. “It’s going to be okay. Do it for me? Please?”
 

Emily glanced down to see his cock jumping up and down between his legs. She looked up and once again the warm glow of his attention wrapped around her like a blanket. The tension left her shoulders. She returned to that place. The happy place where Emily the harlot lived. She glanced over her shoulder at Carter’s thick muscle and tried to imagine fitting it into her ass. She shook her head. “I can’t,” she whimpered. “It’s too big.”
 

Jack put his hands on her shoulders and started to walk her backwards toward Carter.
 

Emily sank deeper inside herself. Pleasure flickered up from her pussy, tickling the base of her brain.
 

“You can,” Jack whispered. “I know you can.”
 






Chapter Twenty-One

 


Jack had no idea what was compelling him. The dirtiness of it all? Certainly. The need to see his wife walk these final steps to her debasement? Also yes.
 

Digging to the core of his feelings about it he found a darker desire there.
 

Emily had, over the last few days, wrested control of her own sexuality from him. It was a terrible thing to think. Jack never thought he was that guy. But seeing her using her feminine appeal to bend men to her whims inspired a possessive instinct in him he had known was there, had wrestled with for as long as he could remember.
 

For better or for worse, Jack needed to assert that a part of her still belonged to him in some way. Not that he owned her, no. Not like that. This was the year twenty-naught-nineteen. Men didn’t own women anymore.
 

That didn’t mean they didn’t still seek to control them. This was not a small thing he was asking her to do. Emily didn’t take it in the ass. But Jack, through his angsty lust, knew that if he could coax her into it, it would restore him in his rightful place as the head of their relationship.
 

It was a terrible thing to think. But sometimes nice guys had terrible thoughts and this was one of those times.
 

He shuffled forward, guiding Emily toward Carter and his hardened manhood.
 

Emily looked into his eyes. Her gaze hardened to steel. “If I do this,” she said, “I get one more night with him. Just me and him.”
 

Jack’s throat tightened and his guts twisted. He faltered for a moment. But on quick reflection he knew there was only one way forward. “Of course, sweetheart,” he said. “Anything you want.”
 

Emily’s expression changed, to what Jack couldn’t really tell. Disbelief? Relief? Excitement? Maybe a little bit of each.
 

Emily lifted her hands and reached around and spread her ass cheeks. Her lip quivered and her eyes darted up to Jack’s. “Can you get some…some lube?” she whispered.
 

Before Jack could answer he heard Carter spit. Standing up taller to look over Emily’s shoulder, he saw Carter twisting a hand around his middle finger, working in the glob of saliva he’d deposited there. A few seconds later Carter pressed the tip of that same finger against Emily’s tight anus.
 

She gasped and fell forward, bending at the waist and grabbing Jack by the hips to keep her balance.
 

Jack groaned as he felt her hot breath on his cock-head.
 

Emily winced and groaned as Carter twisted and pushed his finger up into her. First up to the knuckle, then deeper until his fist was up against her ass.
 

Jack felt Emily tremble at her virgin ass being probed.
 

“You see?” Carter said. “Not too bad, is it?”
 

Emily hesitated. Then she shook her head. “It isn’t,” she whispered. “I…it feels kind of…” She looked up and locked eyes with Jack. “I like it.”
 

Carter pulled the finger halfway out, then pushed it back in.
 

Emily shook again. “Oh god, Jack, I love it.” Falling lower she slurped his cock into her mouth and her cheeks hollowed as she started sucking.
 

Jack groaned as a shot of bliss raced up from in between his legs and doused his brain.
 

Carter fucked Emily’s ass with his finger a few more times, then pulled it out. Spreading her cheeks, he spat another wad onto her sphincter. Then he pulled her closer, lowering her onto himself. His cock head pressed against her back hole.
 

Emily groaned all over Jack’s cock. She grabbed the root of it and started pumping as she pulled her face off. “Oh fuck put it in me. Put that fat cock into my ass!” she begged.
 

Carter gripped her waist and jerked her lower. The head of his cock popped into her puckered hole.
 

Emily gobbled Jack’s cock back into her mouth, screaming at the pleasure coming from her backside.
 

Jack put a hand over her head and one under her chin. Rocking her back and forth he started fucking her face.
 

Carter slowly eased Emily over himself.
 

Jack watched as that long, thick prick disappeared into his wife’s backside. It wasn’t long before she was seated on Carter’s lap, bouncing up and down while she continued sucking Jack’s cock.
 

His vision blurred.
 

Emily moaned beneath him.
 

His hips bucked, spearing his cock deep into Emily’s throat as Carter fucked her ass. He could barely see a thing when Carter started to grimace.
 

Emily’s moans filled the room. Her fingers drifted between her legs and began flicking at her clit.
 

Carter grunted. His ass rose up off the seat and plunged into Emily.
 

Jack drove his shaft into her until he felt his balls against her chin.
 

Emily’s scream gurgled out over his cock again. As Carter’s cock began pumping seed into her ass, her climax came.
 

Jack felt a rush of hot cum pulse through his shaft. It exploded out the tip and into Emily’s belly.
 

Reality flickered like a failing screen.
 

Jack soared over the peak of his climax and emerged out the other end changed once again. The little boy who’d lived inside him all these years was gone. In his place there stood a Man.
 






Chapter Twenty-Two

 


Emily smiled at the feeling of Jack’s body cupping hers in the darkness. His cock pressed against her ass, rising to life. She giggled. “Oh my gosh, Jack, really? Again?”
 

Jack laughed as he kissed her back softly.
 

Emily giggled, working herself closer against his body. It had been a long, sexless week while she was on her period. Jack hadn’t hesitated in making up for lost time.
 

“You sure you don’t want to?” Jack asked.
 

“What?” Emily purred. “Fuck again? We did it three times already!”
 

“No,” Jack said, his voice lower, now more serious. “Keep your end of the bargain.”
 

Emily’s smile twisted a little. It had been three weeks. She hadn’t seen Carter since he’d finished the backyard. It was driving Jack a little crazy. “I might,” she said, her smile widening.
 

Jack groaned. “Emily how much longer are you going to keep me waiting? Can’t we just get it over with?” he asked.
 

Emily rolled over to face him. She pressed a hand against his cheek and kissed him on the lips. Despite their three couplings that evening, hot and wet pulsed into her sex. “What’s the matter?” she whispered. “Worried I’m going to do it behind your back?”
 

A nervousness crept into Jack’s expression. “You wouldn’t do that,” he said, not sounding at all sure of himself.
 

Emily bit her lip. Her eyes darted over Jack’s face, studying his expression. That feeling began to build inside her again. Her craving. Her need. She ran a palm over Jack’s cheek. “Of course I wouldn’t,” she said. Shivers of anticipation rushed up her spine as she lulled Jack back into security.
 

Into that place she knew he craved. As the Man, head of their household and family, master of his domain. She loved watching him go there.
 

Sweeping a leg over his, she crawled up and onto him. Her breasts hung beneath her chest. Leaning forward she lowered one to his mouth.
 

Jack slurped it greedily into his lips. His cock slipped into her pussy.
 

Emily rolled her hips back and forth, back and forth, staring at her husband with his eyes closed beneath her.
 

Kind Jack. Good Jack. Jack who knew just what to say and when to say it. She loved him so dearly, Emily did. Would do anything for him.
 

Well, almost anything. There was one thing that would keep her from being the perfect, obedient wife to her amazing Jack. Three weeks ago she’d found it. With Jack’s help she’d learned to master it. Just not…completely.
 

Sometimes it crawled up out of her at night. Worked around her and sent her hand between her legs to try and shoo it away. But it was persistent. Insistent. Emily loathed and loved it at the same time the way a mother loves her children.
 

But she craved it when it wasn’t there. She’d never tell Jack that, though. 
 

Jack did better when he thought it wasn’t there.
 

She’d even given it a name. Nothing fancy. Just called it what it was.
 

The need within her.
 


THE END



***


Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get notified of all our new releases!
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Filthy Little Thing

A snow storm strands three travellers at a seedy motel.

Adam worries how his shy wife, Mercy, will cope with having to share the only room left.

Bored at having to ride out the storm with only two channels on TV, Nelson suggests an innocent game of truth or dare.

As Mercy sheds her usual bashful demeanor, the situation turns explosive.

How low will Adam let his wife descend?

Nice and Naughty

Norbert and Audrey have a wonderful marriage but things have gone a little stale in the bedroom.

An unexpected stay-cation offers an opportunity to add a little spice. Skeptical at first, Audrey allows herself to be convinced.

Together they stumble upon Norbert's hidden fantasy and a secret from Audrey's past is revealed.

The two flirt with opening their marriage to an alternative lifestyle. But will Norbert be able to stand sharing the gift of his wife.


Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and Keira's hidden desires. 

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife lifestyle. 

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes difficult to find. 

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?



The Sowing Song


Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?


The Summer House


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. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

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? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance

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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