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     CHAPTER ONE 


    There is nothing new about falling in love with a woman and obsessing about her. Just like there’s nothing normal about how my life transformed after I first saw Kate. 


    The term “new normal” refers to things that we now take for granted since Covid 19 upended our lives back in 2020, such as working from home, Teams and Zoom meetings, vacant office buildings and seemingly not enough people to staff just about any business.  It also now applies to my life. 


    I don’t know if it was fate or luck that put Kate and me on the collision course we found ourselves on, but at the beginning of 2022, I wasn’t feeling the benefits of either.  I was stuck in an interesting job in the not so interesting city of Green Bay, Wisconsin, otherwise known as “Titletown, USA”, named after the 13 NFL championships the team has won since 1929, including the first two Superbowls in “66 and ’67. The reality is the town is ALL Packers, and when they aren’t playing, it’s a cultural backwater.  There’s literally nothing to do there but drink, watch the Packers, and wish you were somewhere else.


    There are some big hotels though, including several owned and operated by my employer, Preferred Properties.  My job is to create the graphics required for on-site and online content – mostly things like promotions and special events, but I also manage the websites for our hotels.  In that capacity, I get to visit the hotels, meet with the managers and staff, hear about the events they have planned, and then create the content they need to promote it.  This includes organizing and attending photoshoots with beautiful models who are brought in from Milwaukee, Chicago or Minneapolis.  Quite often I get to attend the events as well – special dinners, wine tastings, New Year’s Eve Parties – you name it.  If it happened at one of our hotels, I figured out how to pitch it so people would make reservations to attend, and hopefully stay in the hotels.


    If that sounds like fun, it mostly is, except back in 2020, when the hotels closed down for several months while we all tried to figure out how deadly the pandemic was going to be.  When they finally reopened that summer, very few people actually stayed at any of our properties.  There was no reason to – businesses were still working from home and meeting remotely, wiping out business travel.  Live entertainment of all kinds was stopped, and most tourist destinations were closed as well.  Even the NFL decided to play the season with almost no fans and remote broadcasters.  Consequently, the cleaning, facilities and management staffs of our hotels were greatly reduced and I barely held onto my job.  Even my boss was laid off since I was a low-cost replacement.  It was excruciating.


    During that time, I became quite the outdoorsman.  The great thing about Green Bay is that during the summer, there are amazing northern Wisconsin destinations where people can go boating, hunting, fishing, biking, hiking, camping, etc., etc.  I took up biking in a big way, managing to chisel my already lean body into a sculpted thing of beauty.  But I pretty much did it alone.


    I never had what could be called a “girlfriend” in Green Bay, and since I worked in a two person department, I didn’t make a lot of guy friends either.  But luckily I was pretty good with the ladies.  In fact, I never had a steady girlfriend - in high school or in college.  Playing the field was just too much fun and I was good at it.  Really good.


    I first realized that back in 2009 at Owatonna Senior High School in Owatonna, Minnesota. Owatonna is even smaller and more boring than Green Bay, although it too is surrounded by the natural beauty of south-central Minnesota.  2009 was my freshman year and almost since the moment I stepped into the building I noticed that the senior and junior girls took an interest in me – some of them just giving me the usual shit that upper classes give to the plebes, but also others who took pity on me and became friends and confidants.  Now Owatonna is a small town of 26,000, so everyone knew each other, but things changed significantly for me once I made it to high school.  We were no longer “kids” – everyone wanted to suddenly be an adult.  I was flattered to be treated almost as an equal by all of those girls who had previously looked down on me as just a little kid.


    One of them was Laura Schmidt, who when I met her in 2009 was destined to become Prom Queen, an elected honor normally bestowed on the most popular girl in the Junior class.  And she was all of that.  She was the most vivacious and beautiful thing I had ever seen.  Everyone loved her.  She was accompanied to the Prom by the King, Scott Wesley, who was already the starting quarterback on the mighty Huskies football team and by far the most popular boy in school.  They were like Owatonna’s version of Brad and Angelina, except Laura’s Swedish ancestry blessed her with gorgeous straight blond hair.  For whatever reason, Laura took an interest in me from the start, taking me under her wing and treating me like her little brother.  She endured a whole year of abuse from the other girls in her class to be seen walking with me in the hallways, sitting with me in the Library, and generally just being a good friend.  


    When I started my sophomore year, Laura seemed sincerely glad to see me after the long summer apart.  That summer I had a massive growth spurt and had begun to fill out to the man I am now while still maintaining my almost feminine facial features from my preteen years when my Mom’s friends used to say how “beautiful” I was.  Laura and I picked up where we left off the year before, just hanging out in the Commons talking and studying together.  It wasn’t until I confided how I was struggling in Geometry that our relationship entered a new phase.


    Until then Laura and I had never done anything outside of the school building.  But one day after I told her how much I was dreading the weekly Geometry test I had the next day she invited me to her house after school for a “tutoring session”.  She said we needed to “get serious”, and get away from the usual distractions at school.  That’s when we had sex for the first time.


    Luring me to her house wasn’t a ruse per se, and I wasn’t completely naïve to the possibility.  In fact, I had spent many a moment in my room in the basement jacking off to images of having sex with Laura.  But looking back, it is obvious that Laura took me to her room that day knowing she had other things in mind.  She went through the homework from that week with me, sitting closely next to me at her desk.  I still remember feeling the heat from her body so close to mine.  I had never been that close to a girl.  She seemed so calm and collected, while I struggled to concentrate.  When we finally got through it all, she just looked at me and smiled, “So, you wanna have sex?”


    I was stunned.  Her big blue eyes were just inches from mine, searing through me like a CT scan.  I must have looked like the biggest dumb ass, only managing an even dumber response, “What do you mean?”


    She chuckled and put her hand on my knee, “I mean, do you want to have sex, silly.”


    I was completely unable to process what to do next, equally terrified and woozy from the blood rushing from my head to my crotch.


    She smiled and stood up next me. In that position her waist was almost level with my eyes. I stared at her fingers as she undid the buckle of her jeans and then unzipped them very slowly.   She then slipped her thumbs under the waistband and began peeling her jeans over her hips, revealing her lacy panties. I tried to buy more time, maybe talk her out of forcing me to reveal that I was still a virgin.  But I couldn’t stop staring at the velvet skin descending beneath the silken waistband of her panties and the gaps where her flat tummy met her thighs.


    “What about Scott?”


    She stepped out of her jeans and grabbed my chin, forcing me to look in her eyes, “Scott is at football practice. He doesn’t need to know.” 


    I was out of stalling tactics. I needed to come clean. 


    “Laura….I’ve never had sex.” 


    She pulled her t-shirt over her head and stood before me in her bra and panties. 


    “Then I’ll show you how. Stand up.”


    I did what she said, getting up from my chair as she sat back on the bed. 


    “Take off your clothes, David.”


    Now, you have to understand that at that time, Laura was a woman of the world to me, a whole two years older than I was.  And I had only recently grown enough pubic hair to avoid being embarrassed in front of the guys in the gym locker room!  But I always did what Laura told me to do.  I also wanted desperately to have sex with her, and I had to learn sometime.  So I had to trust her. I did as she said and then stood before her mortified by the ridiculous cone pressing out from my underwear. She bit her lip and looked up at me. 


    “Now take those off too.” 


    I was so embarrassed by then but had no place to hide.  I also figured I couldn’t look more ridiculous naked than I did then, so I pulled the elastic band around the head of my raging hard on and let my underwear fall to the floor.  My cock stood perfectly parallel to the floor, bouncing with each beat of my racing heart only inches from her face. She looked at it admiringly, relieving my embarrassment only slightly. She then reached out and touched it, wrapping one hand around it and stroking it softly. 


    “Oh, that’s nice…and bigger than Scott’s…”


    She continued stroking it and then looked up at me again. 


    “Now lay down on the bed.” 


    As I did, she stood up and undid her bra, revealing her perfectly shaped, taut, 18 year old breasts. She then stripped off her panties, standing naked before me for the first time. Now I had watched plenty of porn by then on the internet, but I had never seen such a perfectly sculpted young body, completely devoid of body fat. She had even trimmed the soft blond patch of hair crowning her porcelain pelvic mound.  I watched in amazement as she crawled onto her bed, grabbing my dick to point it up toward the ceiling before sucking my raging hard on into her eager young mouth. It all happened so fast; I remember thinking that I was dreaming - that this couldn’t possibly be happening! Laura Schmidt, the sexiest and most popular girl in school, two years older than me, was sucking little David Van Slyke’s cock!?  I watched as her perfect golden hair stroked my belly with each bob of her head, her delicate face stretched wide to accommodate my girth.  I laid back hoping it would never end. But Laura had other plans. 


    After several minutes she lifted her flawless face from my cock and looked up at me, dragging her tongue luridly on the full length of the underside while smiling. She then crawled up, straddling my legs, then my hips until her hands were on my shoulders. Her hair brushed against my cheeks as she reached down between her legs to grab my dick, guiding it to her pussy as she sat back. When we touched I felt her hot wetness envelope my head but then resistance. She steadied herself then pressed down, opening her beautiful mouth as she felt me spreading her apart. When I was halfway in she stopped, gasping for breath, “Holy shit!  You are bigger than Scott!”


    That made me feel even better!  Scott was the undisputed stud of our school - the classic 3 sport jock and envy of everyone in town. To be better at something than he was just never seemed possible. But as his gorgeous girlfriend began riding my dick, it was clear she thought I was. She closed her eyes and began gyrating her hips as she rose and fell in the fluid motions of a gymnast.  I’ll never forget the dreamlike look on her face. It showed how much she truly loved what she was feeling. Unfortunately, it was way too erotic for me. As she began riding me faster and faster, crying “Oh God! Oh God”! with each stroke, I lost it. I added an “Oh God!” of my own to the chorus and blasted my 16 year old sperm into her fertile body with all I had, my hips bucking involuntarily as I pumped load after load inside of her. Despite all of my jacking off thinking about her, I had never felt anything like it. 


    Laura looked down at me as I finished, watching my strained expression and smiling knowingly as she gently milked me dry with short, slow undulations of her hips. She then pulled herself off and plopped on the bed next to me. 


    “You know you’re not supposed to cum inside the girl unless she says it’s OK…”


    “I’m sorry, Laura. I couldn’t stop…”


    “It’s OK, David. My Mom put me on the pill when I turned 16. She didn’t want me to get pregnant.”


    My embarrassment changed to relief, “Oh, thank God! I am sorry though.”


    “Just ask the girl next time. This cock of yours could be dangerous!”


    She reached down and stroked my slippery but flaccid dick.  It felt strange for her to be talking about my next time with another girl.  I began to worry. 


    “Did I do OK?”


    She smiled with a look of satisfaction, “You did, David!  I almost came!”


    She continued stroking my quickly reviving dick. “I bet you could last longer a second time…”


    “You want to do it again?”


    She looked at me with a devilish grin, “I do…”


    She then crawled down and straddled my legs again, lifting my still limp but heavy cock to her mouth. She never hesitated, gulping my pussy slickened dick deep into her mouth. 


    I was so impressed with Laura’s confidence and skills - she acted like a woman twice her age. She sucked me slowly and patiently to full capacity again and then mounted me cowgirl style, riding me to a thunderous orgasm of her own.  Like she predicted, I was able to last through her orgasm and flip around when she laid on her back and asked me to cum inside of her a second time. She told me afterward that Scott had never made her cum and that I was a truly “gifted lover.”  She couldn’t have said a nicer thing to this 16 year old virgin. In the weeks that followed we continued to meet every Thursday at her house - all through football season, then basketball season, and finally through baseball and the end of school. She taught me everything I know about sex exactly like Bob Seager sings - “I used her, she used me but neither one cared. We were gettin’ our share. Workin’ on our night moves.”


    When school ended so did our affair. Scott was with her all summer and then they both went to UW LaCrosse, where Scott was able to get a football scholarship. Laura and I discussed having me go there too so we could continue seeing each other, but it never happened. I decided I would be happier at a bigger school, choosing instead to attend the University of Minnesota in Minneapolis.


    My last two years of high school set the stage for my whole dating life until I met Kate.  High school is strange - it seems all of the girls date older boys. So being a freshman guy can be rough. But then each year the pool of underclass girls gets bigger, and even the girls in your class who were dating older guys are now more available as their boyfriends go off to college. I say “more available” because even if these “college widows” were technically still “taken”, my experience with Laura taught me nobody was ever 100% unavailable.  I made it my quest to bed as many girls as possible no matter what their dating status was.  And I was extremely successful. 


    Owatonna is a small enough town that things like that are hard to keep secret, but rather than harming my reputation, I earned the nickname “Slick” among my peers, which was a play on my last name. The girls seemed curious to see what I was all about, finding ways to have sex with me just to see how good I really was!  And I never disappointed. In fact, I managed to ruin several seemingly healthy relationships by showing the young ladies what they were missing. 


    By the time I got to Minneapolis, I was a fully formed, heat seeking, flesh eating machine. The only difference was that the pool was bigger. I was fucking students, teacher’s assistants, bartenders, waitresses, my dental hygienist - you name it. It seemed all I needed to do is flirt a little and a switch would flip in the girl I was talking to. Once they knew I was interested they made it happen, dodging boyfriends, husbands, and significant others. In fact, one brash young thing who had recently moved into my building with her husband noticed the steady stream of women coming and going from my apartment and started teasing me about it. I ended up fucking her too on a regular basis while her husband thought she was at the gym after work. 


    As I completed my Marketing degree with a minor in Graphic Arts in 2017 I attended a job fair where I accepted the job at Preferred Properties.  I was hesitant to go to Green Bay, but the recruiter pointed out that despite its small size, Green Bay “played bigger”, attracting a wide range of wealthy and often famous visitors to watch and cover the Packers.  The benefits package was amazing as well, and I really felt I needed a change of scenery.  And maybe a new phone number! It also didn’t hurt that the recruiter brought along a shapely assistant whose flirtatious looks and strategic flips of her amazing dark brown hair practically hypnotized me into accepting their offer.


    I was not surprised to see I attracted a lot of attention my first week there.  I would attend introductory meetings with the management and staff of the hotels and restaurants, realizing right away that quite a few very attractive women worked there.  I learned quickly that the hospitality industry likes their pretty women at the front desk, in the bars and restaurants, and it tends to attract young women who want to work close to the glamour of the industry, even if it’s in the offices.  These were the people that seemed to gravitate toward “the new cute guy.”  I would meet them at work, start emailing with them for some reason or another, always initiated by them, usually about a project but always eventually turning personal – Do you have a girlfriend?  What do you like to do for fun?  Do you want to meet me and some friends at such and such bar after work?  Of course I would, and inevitably we would end up in bed, either that night or the next.  I learned quickly that they were as bored as I was, and a little alcohol was all they needed to be convinced that I just might be “the one”. 


    But the girls didn’t just get in line and wait their turn.  I was chatting with 2 or 3 at a time the first 6 months I was there!  Even the models from the photoshoots who needed to stay overnight wanted me to meet them and the crew out for drinks!  They weren’t typically big drinkers, and they didn’t eat, so they were always the most anxious to head back to their rooms so we could fuck our brains out and they could still get their beauty sleep.


    After two years of basically dating every pretty girl in the organization things started to get dicey.  I knew the girls talked because a lot of them would comment on how I “lived up to my reputation”, or I was “nicer than they heard I was.”   I also found out that many of them didn’t appreciate the fact that they were only one of many conquests, receiving more than one nasty email and even a few slaps in the face during my first two years there.  Ironically, Covid saved my ass.  By the end of March 2020, practically everyone I was sleeping with was laid off before they could make some trumped up charge to HR to get back at me for “cheating” on them.


    As I mentioned, the next 12 months were pretty lonely.  But things picked up considerably by the summer of 2021, and by April of 2022 we were back to almost pre-Covid occupancy, at least on weekends.  Not only did my job get more interesting, but the staff was restocked with more beautiful women as well, so I could resume my dalliances with a fresh pool of unsuspecting young lasses.  But I was still working alone, and despite the considerable uptick in sex, I longed for more diversity in my social life.  It suddenly occurred to me that since I was working alone from my apartment there was really no need to stay in Green Bay.  On-site work or meetings were few and far between, so if I moved somewhere close, like Milwaukee, I could vastly broaden my social options and still be only a 2 hour drive from Green Bay.


    I broached the subject with the VP of Guest Services who was essentially my new boss, and she was extremely supportive.  Now you might be thinking that I was fucking her too, but that couldn’t have been further from the truth.  She was a very capable but extremely frumpy lady in her early 50’s who had absolutely no interest in me or anyone else from what I could tell.  She was married to her work, and probably realized that someone of my talents and knowledge of the company would be hard to replace in Green Bay, so letting me work remotely was her best option.


    That’s when I placed a notice on the company intranet, asking if anyone knew of any apartments for rent in Milwaukee.  I knew it was just a shot in the dark, but if someone knew someone who had an apartment, it might save me a lot of time touring and searching for one I liked.  That’s when Carl contacted me.


    I didn’t know Carl well, but we had talked a few times when I came into the office to do the photo shoots.  He was the senior facilities guy who was always assigned to make sure the photo crew had everything they needed in the different locations in which they were shooting.  He seemed to love hanging around, often chatting with the models and getting to know the crew.  He seemed like a nice guy, if not a little smitten by the girls he got to talk with.  He also seemed especially nice to me, seemingly aware that it was actually me they were smitten with!


    Carl emailed me a couple of weeks after I posted my inquiry, asking if I was still looking for a place.  I told him I was, and he responded saying he had a brother who owned a duplex near Milwaukee with his wife.  They lived downstairs and they were looking for a tenant for the upstairs two-bedroom unit.  He described the apartment and it sounded amazing – 1800 square feet in a 1920’s home, great neighborhood, a parking space in a garage and central air for $1100!  Everything I had been looking at was closer to $1800.  So, I jumped at the chance.


    I arranged to go down to Milwaukee the following Saturday to meet his brother, Mike.  He was a super nice guy, inviting me into his apartment to chat a bit before taking me up to see the apartment.  It was everything Carl said it was and more – great daylight, new-looking hardwood floors, new appliances, a yard, great access to a bike trail, and close proximity to multiple parks, grocery stores, restaurants and bars – everything I could hope for.  He said it was mine if I wanted it, and I jumped at the chance, signing the lease beginning in June and giving him a one month security deposit before I left.


    I never did meet his wife, but he was in his late thirties and really easy to talk to, so I couldn’t imagine she could be any kind of a psychopath.  All he said about her was that she was visiting her sister out of state and that she did bookkeeping of some kind for his engineering business.  He also said that she worked from home, but that she was “quiet as a mouse.”  That sounded about right – I’ve never found “bookkeepers” to be a particularly rowdy bunch!  I wasn’t worried.


    I went back to Green Bay and gave my landlord my one month notice, anxious to start my new life.  I could not have known how quickly it would be irrevocably changed.


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER TWO 


    There are a few visions in most people’s lives fueled entirely by the imagination – like Santa Claus emerging from the fireplace.  Or the Easter Bunny carefully placing brightly colored eggs in the baskets on the mantel.  But while it takes most of us a few years to figure out those things never really happened, seeing Kate for the first time actually did happen, and my imagination could not have conjured up a more life altering vision.  I knew immediately she was the one.  The problem was she was married.  To my landlord.


    Now as you know, I never drew a line at pursuing married women.  In fact, in many ways they were preferable to unmarried ones – they seemed to always fuck like it was the last time and they weren’t looking for a commitment.  But screwing your landlord’s wife had challenges; A., They say you should never cheat in your own zip code.  Kate and I lived in the same house!  And B., Mike had a key to my apartment.  He could easily sneak in at night and cut my dick off before I knew what hit me.  And finally, C., Even if I managed to get kicked out of my apartment with all appendages intact, homelessness is still a very real possibility, at least temporarily.  But none of that mattered to me once I set my eyes on her.  


    I actually moved into the apartment on Saturday May 29th since June 1st was a Wednesday.  It was Memorial Day weekend, so Mike and Kate were gone that weekend.  It wasn’t until Tuesday June 2nd that I actually saw her.  It’s one of those events you remember exactly where you were and what you were doing.  I had decided to do some laundry in the basement and as I walked out my Kitchen door into the rear stair hallway I saw a vision of yellow, white and black that is still seared in my brain.  The yellow was the flimsy cotton tank top that clung to her dewy skin, the white was the tiny short-shorts that squeezed her ass to a porcelain perfection, and the black was her long, silken locks that caressed her delicate spine down to her impossibly narrow waist.  She was crouched over, with one knee on the grass and the other leg splayed out, pulling tiny flowers from a small plastic palette and planting them one by one.  Leaning forward like that, I could not see her face or the front of her body, but what I saw from behind was enough to freeze me in my tracks.  I had never seen a more incredible body on any woman.


    When she stood up, it only got better.  She had long, toned legs like a skater but the graceful and lithe body of a ballerina. When she turned slightly I saw her breasts, firm and full and practically bare beneath the thin fabric of her top.  They were surprisingly big for such a thin person.  A warm dampness radiated from her body, tucking her cropped top up beneath her breasts, clinging it to her ribs, and revealing her perfectly flat tummy.  When she turned south toward the house and tipped her large, brimmed hat back to bathe her face in the sun, I dropped my laundry basket.  That was the final dagger.


    She was the perfect package.  No artist or sculptor had ever captured a face as perfect as Kate’s.  The cheeks, the lips, the nose, the enormous brown eyes set far to each side…she was beyond gorgeous.  I literally shook my head and looked again.  But it was all true; she was the most perfect creature I had ever seen.


    I stood over my laundry basket and stared slack jawed.  Laundry didn’t matter at that point.  Nothing did, except introducing myself to this fairy princess that had suddenly and magically alighted in my backyard.  But I needed to regroup.  I had completely lost composure by that point and talking to her at that moment would have been a catastrophe.  Remember, first impressions count, and staring silently or bumbling incoherently are not good first impressions.  I continued watching her, eventually convincing myself that she really was just a woman, and I certainly had plenty of experience with the female half of our species.  So, after another 10 minutes or so of garnering the courage, I decided to go down into the yard and introduce myself.


    I opened the door loudly to make sure she heard me coming.  When I turned the corner she was already walking toward me, hands on her back like gardeners do for some reason.  That only caused her chest to protrude toward me, forcing me to try with every ounce of energy to stay focused on her face, rather than the delectable nubs of her nipples that were beckoning for my attention.  She smiled and reached out her hand.


    “Well, hello!  You must be David…” 


    I touched her hand and almost died.  It was so delicate and soft and warm.  I tried to remain calm but was terrified, “I am!  And you must be Kate.  Mike told me a little about you.  Nice to finally meet you!”


    “Same!”  She looked around and gestured to the sky, holding her perfectly toned arms wide, “Welcome to Spring!  It was so nice out I went to the garden store and bought some flowers.”


    I looked behind her, pretending to care about anything but the vision of pure beauty in front of me, “They look awesome.  You’re lucky to have such a nice yard to putter around in.”


    She chuckled while bending over to pick up an empty palette, “I am!  Say, I was about to go inside and get back to work, but I’ll be out again to eat my lunch on the patio.  Would you like to join me at noon?  We could chat a bit more.  I’d like to get to know my new neighbor but need to get inside and do some real work for an hour.”


    I was stunned at the generous offer.  At that moment there was nothing I would have rather done.  I could only imagine what it would be like to sit at the same table with such a marvel of nature and talk over lunch.


    “Oh, my goodness, Kate.  I don’t want to interrupt your alone time on the patio.  It sounds so lovely.”


    “It is lovely, David.  And I get plenty of alone time.  I’ll see you at noon then?”


    “Absolutely, Kate.  I’ll look forward to it!”  I nervously smiled and turned toward the back door while Kate continued picking things up in the yard.  I bounded up the stairs to get my laundry basket and chuck it back in the bedroom.  There was no time for laundry!


    I spent the next hour pacing the Living Room and trying to sort through multiple questions – who the fuck was this gorgeous creature I had just met and what was she doing in Whitefish Bay, Wisconsin?  What the fuck were we going to talk about at lunch?  What should I wear?  What kind of sandwich could I eat that a woman like her might find sexy?  I’m kidding about that last one – oddly, despite my illustrious history, sex with Kate did not seem remotely possible.  She was just too classy and too put together to do something like cheat on her husband, especially with some punk tenant upstairs!  I just wanted to survive our first meal together so I could be invited back!


    I changed my shirt to a black buttoned short sleeve shirt that I could leave slightly open at the top and put on the only pair of non-athletic shorts that I owned.  I had to go with a ham sandwich, since that’s the only thing I had in the fridge, but I supplemented it with some grapes instead of my usual potato chips just to class it up a bit.  I also brought a bottle of water instead of the more juvenile Diet Mountain Dew I usually had with lunch.


    When I went downstairs Kate was already there, sitting in one of the four chairs placed around a round metal table with an umbrella through the middle.  She was facing away from me as I opened the door and stepped outside, giving me a brief chance to look at her before she turned to look at me.  She was even lovelier than the first time I saw her – wearing a long sleeveless cotton printed dress and flat soled sandals with thin straps encircling her slender ankles.  When she turned to look her long black hair whipped to one side, sweeping around her bare shoulders to land softly between the ample mounds of her breasts.  Among the colorful flowers that surrounded the brick patio, she was like a radiant queen presiding over her lessor subjects.  I just had to comment, “My!  This is exceedingly lovely!”


    She smiled and looked at me curiously, “’Exceedingly lovely’?  Mike didn’t tell me you were British!”


    I laughed, grateful for the icebreaker, “Ha!  No - Minnesota born and raised…”


    “Well, you speak the Queen’s English.  You were raised well.”


    “Thank you, Kate.  It is lovely out here.  Thank you for letting me join you.”


    I placed my plate on the table and sat down on the wire chair across from Kate, pulling my chair in while trying desperately not to knock my water onto her lap.  She took a bite of her salad and continued to set my mind at ease, “No, really David.  It’s nice to have company.  I’ve been working at home alone for two years.  I was about to start eating lunch in front of a mirror just to feel like I had a friend!”


    I laughed at that.  In the few sentences we had exchanged I could tell she was extremely intelligent and witty.  We spent the next hour talking about our lives, just generally getting to know each other.  I found out Kate was 32 years old and had graduated from UW – Madison with a degree in Sociology.  After college she waitressed for a couple of years and ended up as a Receptionist at a large law firm downtown.  She was there for 6 years when Covid-19 hit, forcing her firm to send everyone home and begin working remotely.  Unfortunately for her, with the office closed, there was no need for a Receptionist.  That’s when Mike offered to make her the Billing Specialist at his engineering firm, and she’s been doing that job from home ever since.


    Watching her talk was mesmerizing – one of those situations where you get so relaxed listening to someone’s voice that you have trouble sitting up straight.  Her voice was like velvet and watching her mouth transform between words and smiles and bites of her salad was hypnotizing.  I often found myself forgetting to listen to what she was saying while watching her face radiate with an effortless joy I had never been exposed to before.  But I would quickly snap back to attention.  I wanted her to know I truly thought she was the most fascinating thing I had ever met.


    By 1pm I had forgotten to eat my sandwich, managing only a few grapes and some sips of water.  She got up to gather her things so I got up too, nervously grabbing my plate and water glass as well.


    “Well, back to work!  It was a pleasure meeting you David.”


    “You as well, Kate.  Mike didn’t tell me enough about you.”


    “Well, we’ll have lots of time to get to know each other, at least until the weather turns on us again in October.  See you tomorrow?”


    I was briefly stunned.  It seemed unlikely she would want to waste her lunch time talking any more with me, but I jumped at the chance.


    “Absolutely, Kate!  I would like that.”


    She looked at my plate and sandwich with only two bites out of it, “Maybe tomorrow you should do more eating and less talking!” 


    I laughed at that but knew that it was Kate who did most of the talking.  I just stared in amazement.  Surely she knew the same.


     ____________


     


    After that first day with Kate, I was completely besotted.  That’s the only word I can think of to describe how I felt.  She was so easy to talk to – attentive, interesting, quick with a question or a witty observation.  She was amazing.


    But just looking at her was paralyzing.  Her face is otherworldly. She looks completely out of place in such a modest house. Dark, long hair, cat-like eyes, and perhaps her best feature, an absolutely perfect mouth, with perfect teeth and perfect lips combining frequently to form the perfect smile. She belonged on a red carpet or a yacht.  I could just stare at the supple curves of her eyes blending softly with her cheeks, then follow her flawless bronze skin down to an ever so slight valley before swelling again at her lower jaw.


    We continued meeting every day outside just shooting the shit until one day she asked about my high school days.


    “Well, I went to Owatonna Senior High, home of the mighty Huskies.  What do you want to know?”


    “Did you play any sports?”


    I don’t know what came over me, but the question sounded like an opening to drop one of my cheeky lines that always worked so well with the ladies.  We seemed to be close enough that I didn’t think she would be offended.


    “No sports, but that didn’t mean I didn’t play any games…”


    She looked up from her salad to greet my faux smarmy smile with a knowing smile of her own.  Thankfully I hadn’t offended her.


    “Oh?  You were a ‘playa’?  Why doesn’t that surprise me?”


    I laughed, “You think I’m a playa!?”


    “Well, I can’t say it never crossed my mind.  But now that you mention it…  Tell me about your…’games.’


    “Well, it’s not entirely my fault.  I was corrupted by an older woman…”


    She dropped her fork on her plate and sat back in her chair laughing.  “Oh, come on!  One of your friends’ moms?  A teacher?”


    I laughed as well, “No, no!  Not that old.  She was a senior and I was a sophomore.”


    She leaned forward and continued eating, “Do tell!”


    I told her the story about Laura, how I lost my virginity and how she was dating Scott the whole time.  I explained how Laura taught me everything, including that relationship status didn’t matter.  It was the perfect opening, and I hoped she was beginning to see me, and maybe even herself, in a slightly different way.  She seemed very interested in my story, especially the parts about sleeping with other girls after Laura left for college.


    “So why didn’t any of the other guys in school kill you when they found out you were sleeping with their girlfriends?”


    I laughed, “Well, it wasn’t like they didn’t see it coming.  You have to remember that by 2010, the ‘hook-up’ culture was pretty well established among kids my age.  It was like the sixties – everyone was having sex with everyone.”


    She seemed astonished, “Everyone?”


    “Well, not everyone.  We had the usual jocks, freaks, goths and nerds.  But in my circle, which was pretty much the mainstream, for a girl to have sex with someone was not considered a betrayal of any previously arranged commitment.  And the guys all knew that if a girl was pretty, it was inevitable I would sleep with her.  But they also knew I wasn’t going to steal their girlfriend.  That wasn’t my thing.”


    “So, you were just the Alpha Male who could have sex with anyone in the pack and the guys just had to deal with that?”


    “Something like that…it was a small town.”


    “Holy shit!  That’s quite the story!”


    “So how ‘bout you?”


    She laughed, “Ha!  When did I lose my virginity?”


    I laughed as well, “Well, I was wondering about high school, but if you want to go there instead…”


    She chuckled as she grabbed her plate and stood up, “Not today, David!  We both have work to do.  We can continue this conversation tomorrow!”


    I went back to my apartment feeling pretty good about that conversation.  At least at first.  After I played it over and over in my head, I hoped I hadn’t come off as too much of a Lothario.  I didn’t consider Kate one of my usual pursuits – I really, really liked her.  I never felt the way I did about her with any of the dozens of women I had seduced in the past.  I truly hoped I didn’t scare her off.


    My fears were assuaged the next day when she cheerfully greeted me as I walked from the back door to the patio to have lunch with her again.  We exchanged the usual pleasantries about how much work sucked, what a nice day it was and how we couldn’t wait for the weekend.  That actually wasn’t true for me.  Weekends meant I couldn’t spend my hour a day with Kate.  But after ten minutes of that, she picked up the conversation from the day before.


    “So, you wanted to know about my high school experience.”


    “I did!”


    “Well, there isn’t much to say.  I grew up in Wausau and went to Wausau West.”


    “I don’t know much about Wausau…”


    “Oh, it’s a small town in central Wisconsin – about 40,000 people.  It’s claim to fame is the Granite Peak Ski Area.”


    “How big was Wausau West?”


    “I don’t know – 1500 students?  Something like that.”


    “Oh, interesting.  Same as mine.”


    “Yeah, it was pretty big.  We had 350 kids in my class.”


    I pictured this super model walking the halls of Wausau West in an aura of light, with girls surrounding her and a group of guys 10 feet behind, just hoping she might one day notice one of them.


    “So let me guess – you were a cheerleader!”


    “I was not!  I was actually kind of a jock – I played soccer, ran track, skied when I was young…I wasn’t nearly the girlie-girl I am now.  At least at first.”


    That erased my image of the super model quickly.


    “What do you mean?  You weren’t always…like you are now?”


    “Well, in Junior High I was more of a tall, skinny tomboy, then freshman and sophomore year I was growing like a weed – I got kind of tall and lanky. Not very coordinated.  I dropped out of soccer and track after sophomore year.


    “Adolescence sucks.”


    “It does, but with my body changing, running just wasn’t very comfortable anymore.”  She swept her hand in front of her large, but firm breasts as she spoke. “It wasn’t until junior year that I started looking kind of like I do now.”


    “And let me guess again – the boys came a callin’?”


    “Well, they noticed, for sure.  I had guys talking to me almost from the start of junior year that hadn’t given me any attention previously.”


    “I bet!”


    “I wasn’t prepared.  It was all too much to process.  I went out on a few dates, but it seemed all anyone wanted was to get in my pants.”


    “I can’t imagine…”


    She looked at me and rolled her eyes, “Shut.  Up.  You would have been the worst.”


    “Probably…but I would have been in 8th Grade.  You could have beat me up!”


    “And I would have.”  She paused and looked at me sternly before continuing.


    “I finally met a boy named Ricky Sutton.  He was very good-looking and very popular, but he was also very kind.  He seemed to like me for who I was.  We ended up being high school sweethearts.”


    “So, you only had one boyfriend in high school?”


    “I did.  Everyone assumed we would get married.  That’s what you do in Wausau I guess.”


    “So, one last guess - you lost your virginity to Ricky!”


    She laughed, “Oh!  I knew you would go there!”


    “Well?  I told you my life story!”


    “No, I did not lose my virginity to Ricky.”


    “How did you manage that for two years?”


    “Well, he tried.  Hard.  But I managed to fend him off.”


    “And he stuck around?  He must have really liked you.”


    She turned a deep red.  I felt like I had crossed a line with her.  But she responded anyway, making me feel bad that I asked.


    “He wasn’t completely deprived…”


    I was intrigued, “Oh?  What do you mean?”


    She looked extremely embarrassed as she looked down at her salad and mindlessly pushed the lettuce around with her fork.


    “Let’s just say I got pretty good at oral sex.”


    I dropped my sandwich.  That was a major admission from a girl I had only known for a few weeks.  She really did not need to tell me that.  But she did.  


    She looked at me startled and hurriedly gathered her plate and glass and got up to head inside.  She was clearly flustered, saying simply, “And that’s the end of the story…” as she turned to leave.


    “Wait!  What happened to Ricky?”


    She called back to me as she walked away, “That will need to wait until next week!  I’ve already told you too much!  Bubbye, David.  We’ll talk on Monday!”


    I sat stunned on the patio, slouched in my chair and looking down at my half-eaten sandwich. I was sad that Kate had walked away so fast and I hoped I hadn’t embarrassed her too much.  She didn’t seem mad – she said we could continue the conversation the next week, so I had to believe she was OK.  I was not OK. Kate’s innocent admission about her teenage sex life seemed to open a new door in our relationship and for the first time in my life, I was scared to death.  I had really grown to like Kate over the three weeks we had been eating our lunches together.  If we continued down this path, peeling away the intimate details of our lives and revealing our deepest personal secrets, eventually we would need to confront the fact that our friendship had limits. And I didn’t want any limits with her.  But I also didn’t want to hurt her.  And that’s what I was afraid of.


    I spent that weekend even more obsessed with Kate than I ever was.  I tried staying busy, going to the gym both days and playing pick-up volleyball on Bradford Beach, but when I wasn’t physically hitting a ball or struggling with the weights I was thinking of her.  The idea of her sucking Ricky Sutton’s cock three or four times a week was driving me insane!  I couldn’t wait to hear the rest of the story.


    When Monday finally came, I was so anxious I actually beat Kate out to the patio for the first time.  As she walked toward me she seemed even more radiant than ever.  Her thin yellow sun dress pressed softly against her body as she walked, clinging to her like paint, revealing every soft curve of her perfect body.  I could clearly see the thin straps of her g-string panties and her luscious braless nipples.   The word “goddess” came instantly to mind, even down to the flat strappy sandals she wore on her perfectly pedicured feet.  She had to have known she would drive me crazy with that dress!


    She placed her placemat gingerly on the table, then her salad plate and glass of water, then sat gently on the chair, smoothing her dress beneath her as she sat down.  “So, you’re down here early.  Bored with work?”


    I had to stop myself from staring and force my eyes to hers.  She was smiling back, acknowledging my ogling without saying anything.


    “I couldn’t wait to hear the rest of the Ricky story!”


    “Well, sorry I’m late.  I just finished taking my shower!”


    That vision stopped me in my tracks.  For some reason I imagined being a soap bubble sliding down her body - slowly caressing her delicate collar bone to the top of her breast, then down to her protruding nipple, softly licking the side before following the soft, bulbous underside, then down over the ripples of her ribs, to her belly, then the soft mound just above her delectable lips.  I imagined sliding between them, tasting her salty sweet goodness for the first time before sliding down the inside of her thighs to her knees, to her calves, and finally to her toes.  I swore if I ever got the chance, my tongue would retrace those exact steps until I sucked every one of her delicate toes into my mouth and drove her wild with lust.  


    She snapped me from my reverie, “Oh!  There isn’t much to tell…”


    “Kate!  You promised!  I waited all weekend for this.”


    She laughed and spread her napkin on her lap.  “Well, you really need a life, David.  What did you do all weekend?  Did you get out?”


    We talked about our weekends – about how she and Mike went out for beers and burgers on Saturday and a movie on Sunday.  I told her how I sat home like a dumbass both Friday and Saturday night, not having any friends to go out with.  She seemed genuinely sad for me, and then told me about a young people’s networking group called Newaukee.  I acted interested, not having the guts to tell her she was the only thing I cared about.  After about 15 minutes of pleasantries, she finally continued her story.


    “So, Ricky went off to college at UW-Madison and I stayed behind at the UW Extension in Wausau.  We tried the long distance dating thing for a couple of months, but it didn’t last.”


    “What happened?”


    “I caught him sleeping with another girl.”


    “Literally caught him?!”


    “Yep.”


    “How??”


    “Well, I would go down to Madison every couple of weeks to stay with him in his dorm room, sleeping in his crappy twin bed with his roommate sleeping in the bunk above us.  It was awful.  But we were two kids in love, right?”


    “I guess…”


    “Well, one weekend I decided to surprise him and went down without telling him.  In fact, my plan was to finally let him have sex with me!  So, I go to his dorm and his door is closed.  No issue, I thought.  If he was home he would have kept the door open.  So, I decided to wait in the lounge just across from his room rather than text him.  That’s when I saw her come out.”


    “You saw a girl coming out of his room?!”


    “Yep, with him standing behind the door shirtless saying goodbye.”


    “Holy.  Fucking.  Shit.  BUSTED!”


    “Yep.  Busted.  I stormed past the girl and pushed the door open to see him standing there completely naked.  The room wreaked of sex.”


    “I’m sorry, Kate.  That must have been awful.”


    She looked away, obviously still fighting back tears after all of the years that had passed.


    “It was.  But I lived through it.  I realized after a while that I really couldn’t blame him.  He had put up with no sex for two years and finally found a girl who would put out.  Good for him.”


    “But you were having sex, Kate!”


    “Oral sex.  Even I told myself that wasn’t ‘real’ sex.”  


    “Well, there is no-one like you, Kate.  I guess Mike lucked out, otherwise you might be with Ricky.”


    “Yeah, and I love Mike to death.”


    “How did you two meet?”


    “Well, I finished my first year at the Extension then got accepted to UW-Madison.  I met him there.  He was finishing his under-grad in Structural Engineering.”


    “And that’s when you lost your virginity!”


    She rolled her eyes and got up to leave again.  This was becoming a pattern.


    “Oh my God, David!  You’re incorrigible!  You really do need a girlfriend!”


    As she walked away I called after her, “But I can just live vicariously through you!”


    She threw her hair back and laughed as I watched her tight little ass cheeks sway beneath the soft caresses of her dress.


    The following day was another amazing summer day in Milwaukee – 76 degrees, sunny, hardly any breeze or humidity.  Perfect.  And although I didn’t know it when I woke up that day, it was to be the most important day of my life to that point.


    After our usual small talk, Kate suddenly became serious, looking down at her salad while asking me in a serious tone, “So why don’t you have a girlfriend, David.  From what you’ve told me, you haven’t gone three weeks without a girl since high school!  I’m getting worried about you.”


    I laughed, “Hey, even the best hitters go through slumps!”


    She chewed her salad and looked up at me, “Is that what this is?  A slump?”


    “Not really.  I’ve actually found a girl.  She just doesn’t know it yet.”


    “Really?  The great Casanova hasn’t made his move yet?”


    “No.  Not yet.”


    “Why not?”


    “It’s complicated.  She’s not like anyone I’ve ever met.”


    “Ohhhh, David’s falling in love!  How did you meet her?”


    “I’d rather not say…”


    “Ahhh, one of those dating apps!”


    “Not exactly.”


    “How then?”


    “Kate, I’d really rather not say.  Besides, it probably won’t work out.”


    “Why not?”


    “I told you, it’s complicated.”


    “Well, it’s going to be even more complicated if you don’t tell her how you feel!  What do you have to lose?”


    “I could lose her friendship.  You know how you girls hate it when a guy wants to be more than just friends.”


    “But that never stopped you in the past.”


    “No, but this time it’s different.  Everything else was just sex.  This is…”


    She smiled knowingly at me, “Love?”


    I felt like I was blushing, so I turned away, “I don’t know.  Maybe.”


    She sat back in her chair and laughed, “Oh my God!  David Van Slyke is saving himself for The One?!”


    I didn’t answer, but made it clear I was getting uncomfortable and would rather she stop.  She calmed down a bit and got serious again.


    “You should really tell her, David.  You’ve been like a shark out of water.”


    “I like the way you chose ‘shark’ over just any fish.”


    She smiled, “Well, wolves don’t swim.  But really, what do you have to lose?”


    “Her.”


    “Why?  Is she in another relationship?”


    “Yes.”


    “She’s married?”


    This was beginning to feel like the game show “What’s My Line.”


    “Yes.”


    She stopped questioning and stared at me.  I stared back. She then put her fork down and sat back in her chair.


    “David.  No.”


    I continued staring at her, “I told you, Kate.  It’s complicated.”


    “David.  No.”


    “Yes, Kate.”


    She looked crestfallen.  Completely crushed. 


    “I’m sorry, Kate.  I told you she didn’t need to know.”


    She sat speechless, breathing heavily, just staring at her unfinished salad.  I felt so bad for her, watching her hands fidgeting in her petite lap, her chest heaving under her delicate strapless halter dress.  She looked so innocent and really, really sad.


    “Say something, Kate.”


    “I can’t, David.  I don’t know what to say.  I need to…I need to process this.  This can’t… I can’t…  I need to go.  I need to get back to work.  I’m sorry…”


    She got up to leave, clumsily gathering her things.


    “Don’t go, Kate.  I said I’m sorry…”


    “That doesn’t change things, David.  I have to go…”


    As she hurried away I called after her, “Kate!” 


    “Good bye, David.  We can talk tomorrow…”


     


     ____________


     


    “David, no!”


    It was June 28th, only the second day of my fourth week eating lunch with Kate and I was feeling like it might be my last.


    “But, Kate, surely you feel it too.  We’re like two peas in a pod, the conversation just flows between us.  I’ve never connected with anyone like I have with you.  This hour with you every day is the best hour of my life everyday.  I can’t get enough of you.”


    “David, I do feel that, and I like you.  A lot.  But I’m married to Mike.  I’m not a cheater.  I could never do that to him.”


    “What about oral sex then?”


    She threw her arms up in exasperation, “David, no!”


    “But you said yourself that’s not ‘real’ sex.  And you said you were worried about me.  Well, I am too.  I’m obsessed with you.  I would take anything to be closer to you!”


    She shook her head in frustration but was still sitting there.  It was all out in the open, and yet she hadn’t threatened to throw me out.  Yet.


    “David, oral sex is still a betrayal of Mike.  It’s still an act of intimacy.  He would die if he knew I was doing that with you.”


    I sat and stared silently at her, trying to look as pathologically pitiful as possible, as if a blow job from her could save my life.  I literally thought it could at that point.


    “He doesn’t need to know, Kate.  I would never tell him.  I would never hurt you.”


    She looked off into the distance, as if some kind of way out of her predicament might appear on the horizon.  Then she looked at me curiously, “So tell me, why was it so ‘inevitable’ that you were going to sleep with every pretty girl in your high school?”


    I thought that was an odd question at that moment.  It caught me off-guard, but I tried to answer as best I could without sounding arrogant, “I told you Laura thought I was ‘gifted’.”


    “Gifted?  Like ‘good in bed’?”


    I smiled ruefully, “I think she meant ‘well endowed.’  That was my reputation, and I think that’s what made it ‘inevitable’.  The girls enjoyed having sex with me and word got around.”


    She chuckled ironically to herself and did what she always did when the conversation got tough – she got up to leave.


    “Kate…”


    “David.  Stop.  I think we should take a break for few days.  Why don’t you think this over and we’ll talk after the holiday, OK?”


    “But Kate…”


    “No, David.  I think we need to reassess our relationship.  Both of us.” 


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER THREE 


    The next six days were among the most excruciating of my life. I had to respect her request for time away from me so I had no way of knowing what Kate was thinking.  She didn’t even go outside at noon to eat her lunches.  The only time I saw her during the rest of that week was when she ran errands, or went to the gym, or when she went out for her nightly bike ride.  Then we had a three day weekend with the 4th of July on Monday, so she was always with Mike.  I thought about texting her, but I didn’t even know her phone number.  All I could do was wait.


    It seemed we had a date for Tuesday at noon, so when the time finally came, I tried very hard not to seem overly anxious to see her.  I basically tip-toed down the stairs so she wouldn’t hear me, and then calmly took a spot at the table.  But I was nervous as hell!  She seemed very upset with me the last time we met, and I had no reason to believe the talk would go well.  I was so sick to my stomach that all I could manage to bring down was a bowl of grapes and a glass of water.  It occurred to me that I might get some sympathy points with that lunch.


    When she finally came out she was different indeed.  She seemed very business-like – avoiding eye contact and not smiling while we talked.  When she finished her salad she pushed it away and sat back in her chair, staring at me without speaking. It was strange. She just stared as if trying to see into my brain. I looked back, hoping she was going to address the elephant on the patio. 


    She looked down at her lap and fidgeted with her hands, speaking slowly, “Why, David?”


    I was confused, “Why what, Kate?”


    She looked up at me sadly, her lips trembling, “Why did you pick me?”


    It was terrible.  She looked like I was pointing a gun at her.  “Kate, I didn’t ‘pick’ you.  It was fate.  I just happened to move into your house and you were here.  The rest was just fate.  There was nothing I could do to stop my feelings for you from growing.”


    She looked off to the side, still fighting back the tears,  “I guess it’s partly my fault.  I shouldn’t have invited you to eat lunch with me everyday.”


    “But you did, Kate.  And I’m forever grateful for that.”


    Her lips were quivering as she continued looking off in the distance.  I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear what she would say next.


    She continued, “So, if we do this….”


    I was stunned.  My jaw dropped.  I must have looked like the biggest hayseed on the planet!  I couldn’t speak. I just struggled to regain any semblance of cool I could muster and looked at her seriously as she looked at me. 


    “How will I know you’re not just using me like every other girl you’ve been with?  Your entire life!”


    I fumbled through my answer.  My heart was beating out of my chest and I had never been more nervous in my life.  “Kate, I don’t know how to convince you.  I’ve never felt like anyone the way I feel about you.  But please don’t do anything you’re going to regret.”


    She continued staring.


    “David, I’ve thought about this every way I could.  I thought about asking you to leave but I couldn’t do that.  I don’t want that.  I thought about just telling you to forget it, to go back to how we were.  But I knew that couldn’t work.  The cat is out of the bag…”


    “I want you to want it too, Kate.”


    “David, you’re very attractive.  You know that.  I’m not immune to your charms.”


    “I’m sincerely flattered, Kate.  You are the most amazing woman I have ever met.”


    “But if we do this, then what?”


    “I don’t know, Kate. We see where it goes?”


    She looked back down at her lap. 


    “That’s what I’m worried about, David. Where it goes. “


    I hesitated, feeling I was sooo close to getting what I could not stop thinking about since the first time I saw her. When she looked back at me, I knew she wanted an answer. 


    “Kate, all I know is I’m literally crazy about you. You’re all I think about. I want everything I can get from you. If we do this, I hope you want everything you can get from me too. I would give you anything.  But if it ends, then we have the memory of being together. I would cherish that forever.”


    She was looking down again, running her perfect fingers of her right hand on the palm of her left.  She then looked up and stared into my eyes again.  


    “Mike can’t know about this. This would have to stay between us.”


    “I promise, Kate. I would never mess things up between you and Mike.”


    “You would ask his wife give you a blow job though…”


    I smiled, although my heart was about to explode and my cock was stirring in my shorts. 


    “I would beg his wife to give me a blow job. I’ve never needed or wanted anything so badly in my life!”


    She squinted and looked suspiciously at me for several seconds before quietly speaking, “Let’s go inside. “


    I was practically hyperventilating and woozy, worried I might not be able to perform after all of my pleading and boasting. She got up from the table and grabbed her plate, sauntering into the kitchen with a swagger I had never seen before. Seeing that was enough to get my cock going in the right direction, causing it to strain visibly at the thin fabric of my shorts, leading the way behind her like a diving rod. She put her plate on the counter and I placed mine next to hers. When she turned to face me, she looked down and seemed startled. 


    “My!  I guess you are crazy!”


    I must have been 50 shades of red, I was so embarrassed and turned on. 


    “I told you, Kate. You drive me insane.”


    I couldn’t believe what happened next. Kate kicked off her shoes and simply knelt down before me. She then looked up at me and pleaded, “You promise Mike will never find out about this…”


    “I promise, Kate.”


    She looked at me for a few seconds, as if to see if I would vacillate on my promise.  But there was no way.  At that moment, I would have said anything to get her to continue, but I was serious.  I never wanted to see her sad again.  I would never tell Mike.


    Kate then looked straight at the tent in my shorts and reached out to push my rock hard cock up against my body and rub it with the palm of her hand.  She began breathing harder as she continued rubbing, feeling just how hard I was for her.   After several long strokes she grabbed both sides of the waist band of my shorts and pulled them down, leaving only the thin fabric of my tight hip briefs between my throbbing dick and her precious face. She sat back on her ankles and licked her lips as she stared at it with her hands on her thighs. When I pulled the hip briefs down, my cock stood bouncing, pointing rigid and swollen at her now glistening lips. Kate smiled shyly, then rose from her seated position and placed her hands on my naked hips. She then looked up at me and kissed the tip of the bulbous head causing my dick to spring up from the sensation. She formed a ring around the base with two fingers to steady it and continued looking up.


    “I can see now why the girls liked you so much…”


    When she looked back down she opened her mouth wide.  I then watched in absolute amazement as my dick disappeared inch by throbbing inch into her warm, wet mouth.


    The sensations shot through me like never before - lust, desire, relief, pride. The girl of my dreams was making love to my cock, sliding her hot, wet, slippery mouth back and forth, swirling her head around with each stroke. I wanted to thank my parents, my teachers, God himself for putting me in that position, for giving me the looks and personality to pull this off. To get Kate Blanchard on her knees sucking my cock with such reckless abandon.  It just didn’t seem real.  Yet there she was. She held my hips firm, seemingly determined to show me just how good she was. 


    Now, I’m bigger than most guys, about 8” long and 1 1/2” thick, so like every other girl, she wasn’t able to get me all the way in her mouth. But she was good. REALLY good!  She slathered her saliva generously all over while she expertly avoided any contact with her teeth. Her tongue rubbed softly on my sensitive underside, complimenting the firm squeeze of her lips. She said she had a lot of experience sucking Ricky’s cock, and it showed.  I felt new respect for Mike. He was truly a lucky man. But this vision in front of me, this sensation I was feeling, things that he may have thought were his alone were now also mine. That could never change. 


    I grabbed both sides of her head, feeling her silken hair in my hands for the first time.   As the pressure built in my balls Kate reached up to touch them, cradling the hard swollen sack in her fingers like an egg. She fondled me gently, adding yet more stimulus to the sensory overload. That’s where it started. It felt like water beginning to boil deep inside of me, slow at first but building with intensity with each bob of her head. She obviously knew I could cum in her mouth, but she did nothing to avoid it. In fact, she sucked harder and faster as I groaned my encouragement and squeezed her head to warn her. Her eagerness only added to the intensity.


    To this day I can remember the feeling. My massive desire for Kate manifested itself in the most explosive orgasm I ever felt. My groin spasmed violently as I pumped my sperm into her willing mouth. She stopped with the first spurt, stunned by the volume of thick, hot cum flooding her mouth. But she swallowed it quickly and resumed bobbing on my throbbing dick until I was completely drained. When I got too sensitive I pulled myself out, dribbling the last drops on her chin.


    I stood breathing hard, barely able to stand at all, “Oh my God!  That was amazing, Kate!”


    She wiped the cum from her chin with the back of her hand and smiled up at me.


    “Thank you so much, Kate.  I will never, ever forget that.”


    She stood up and tried brushing the creases from her dress.  I pulled my underwear and shorts up and grabbed her slender shoulders, “Can I return the favor?”


    “Nice try, David.  But no. You’re lucky you got what you did.  WE need to get back to work!”


    “I am lucky, Kate. Thank you. Thank you!”


     


     ____________


     


    The rest of that Tuesday I was in proverbial Seventh Heaven.  I felt like I had been resurrected from the dead!  The situation could not have turned out better.  All I could think about was the incredible sight of Kate’s gorgeous mouth wrapped around my dick, the intensity with which she enthusiastically willed the cum out of me, and the amazing things we could do together now that we had broken down the physical barrier between us.  The future looked bright indeed.  Which is why the conversation the next day was such a shock.


    “I don’t think what we did yesterday was a good idea, David.”


    That was a punch to the face I wasn’t expecting, “How could you say that, Kate?  That was an AMAZING idea!”


    “Because I think Mike is suspicious of us.”


    “Why?  What did he say??”


    “He started asking about you last night at dinner.  What kind of guy you are, what we talk about at lunch, if you have a girlfriend…it seems he was trying to find out if there’s something going on between us.”


    “Oh, Kate.  It’s just conversation…”


    “No, David!  He didn’t ask, but if he asked me if there is something going on I don’t think I could hide it.  I’m a terrible liar.”


    “It’s OK, Kate.  He wouldn’t ask that.  There is no way he could know.”


    “I think we should nip this in the bud…”


    “What?  Stop now?  You can’t…we can’t do that Kate!”


    “It’s too dangerous…”


    “No, Kate!”


    “David, he’s going to find out.  The spouse always does, one way or another.”


    “He won’t Kate!”


    “He will.  And besides, this is killing me.”


    “Why is it killing you, Kate?”


    “David, I didn’t sleep at all last night.  Sure, I was worried about Mike’s questions, but I haven’t slept much since you first told me how you feel.”


    I didn’t know what to say.  Things were just coming too fast from too many directions.


    “I like you, David.  A lot.  Maybe too much.”


    “Kate, that’s great!  That’s what I want.  I could feel it, especially yesterday.  You seemed so happy.”


    “’Happy’ isn’t the word, David.  ‘Horney’ is a better word. That’s why I can’t sleep.  My heart races all night thinking about you.”


    “I’d be happy to help you with that, Kate…”


    She leaned forward in her chair and looked seriously at me, “I’m sure you would, David.  But I really should stay away from you, not get any closer.”


    “Kate, I can’t sleep either, ever since I met you.  All I can think about are the possibilities for the two of us.  Please don’t stop this now.  This was destined to be…”


    “I don’t want to stop David…”


    “Then don’t!”


    She looked down at her salad sadly and pushed the lettuce around, clearly not interested in eating any more.  I couldn’t eat either.


    “Let’s just go inside Kate.  I need to be close to you again.”


    She continued fidgeting with her food, then put the fork down and looked up at me.


    “David, I want to be close to you again too.  It made me happy to do that for you, at least before the guilt hit.  But we can’t let it go any farther than that.”


    “I promise Kate.  I will go only as far as you want me to.”


    She put her hands on the arm rests of her chair and lifted it back from the table.  She then stood up and grabbed her plate and water glass.  “Let’s go inside, David.”


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER FOUR 


    It’s hard for most guys to imagine what it’s like to get your dick sucked every day by the equivalent of a super model, but I can assure you it is one good thing that never goes bad.  And amazingly, even though there seemed to be nothing in it for her, Kate seemed as enthusiastic about it as I was.  She even jokingly came to refer to it at first as her “daily dose of protein.”


    Our routine was to meet for lunch on the backyard patio and talk about things, and then head inside where she would suck me off in the Kitchen.  Her voracious enthusiasm never waned.  In fact, every time she did it she acted like she just couldn’t get enough, slathering my dick with her saliva, jamming me as deep into her throat as it could go, and eagerly gulping every drop of cum that she could suck from my body as she groaned in approval.  But she was never in a hurry.  She seemed to sense when I was getting close to cumming and would slow down, or pull me out and gently lick the bottom of my cock while looking up mischievously at me, prolonging my pleasure and building me up to the most powerful orgasms I had ever felt in my life.  She always left me practically unable to stand, leaning weak kneed on the counter to keep from collapsing to the floor.


    Every time she did it I was amazed how lucky I was.  Not only was she so good at sucking cock, but she was so obviously turned on by doing it.  She actually told me that during her two years with Ricky she probably sucked him off 500 times!  I did some research – that’s the equivalent of drinking 15 pints of cum!  She must have enjoyed it. 


    But as amazing as the sex was, the conversations we had beforehand were almost equally enjoyable.  We talked about all kinds of things, getting to know about each other’s lives, opinions and dreams like so many new couples do, and the more I got to know her the more I liked her.  She was a beautiful person inside and out.


    What we did not talk about was Mike.  I learned to avoid that topic as it always seemed to bring her down.  I could tell that as much as she enjoyed what we were doing, she never got over the guilt.  So, I never mentioned him.  But less than a week after our previous conversation about him, she did.


    “You know Mike brought you up at dinner again the other night.” 


    “He did?  What did he say?”


    “He said he thought you were a good looking guy.” 


    “What?”


    “I thought he was fishing.” 


    “What did you say?”


    “I said I hadn’t really thought about it.” 


    “You hadn’t really thought about it??”


    “Well, that was better than ‘Yeah!  He’s hot!  You should see his dick!”


    “Touché. Do you think I have a nice dick?”


    “What do you think, David?”


    “I think I’d like to show you more of what it can do.” 


    “I’m sure you would. But we talked about that.” 


    “I just feel bad, Kate. I’m getting everything and you’re getting nothing.” 


    “I’m fine, David. I like what I get from you.  I wouldn’t do it if I didn’t.  And besides, I get plenty from Mike. In fact, more since you moved in.”


    I didn’t enjoy that image, but I ignored it.


    “Well, I want to make you cum, Kate. How can we do that?”


    “I said I’m fine, David. I enjoy what we do. In fact, let’s go inside. It’s 12:45. I need to tame that active mind of yours for another 24 hours!”


     


     ____________


     


    Mike was beginning to be a regular lunch topic for us.  And it seemed I was becoming a common dinner and bedtime topic for Mike.  But I had a new tack I was on – I wanted to make Kate cum.  Well, I actually wanted to fuck her until she came, but I would have used my mouth, my hand, a toy she had – anything just to make her cum.  It seemed unsustainable to be the only one getting that out of our relationship.  When she brought him up again the next day, I deftly steered the conversation back on course.


    “Mike brought your name up again last night.” 


    “At dinner again?”


    “No.”


    I looked at her quizzically. 


    “In bed. While we were having sex.” 


    I put my sandwich down and stared at her. She was looking straight at me.


    “He asked me if I ever thought about you.” 


    I felt a jolt down my spine, like my darkest, deepest secrets had been discovered, “Thought about me?”


    She looked down at her plate and rolled her salad over with her fork, “Yeah. Like, sexually.” 


    I was freaking out, “He asked if you thought about me sexually??”


    She stayed calm, but continued playing with her salad, “Well, he didn’t say that. He was pretty excited.  It was obvious what he meant.”


    I just stared at her, not sure what she was saying.


    She tried to cut through my confusion, “We were having sex, and he asked me if I ever think about you doing that to me.” 


    Now I was panicking.  This was getting too close for comfort. 


    “Holy shit!  What did you say?”


    “I didn’t answer at first, but he asked again.”


    “And??”


    She looked up at me, “I said yes.” 


    My jaw dropped. She had never actually said that to me.  I mean, we were having ‘sex’ per se, but she never told me she thought about letting me fuck her.


    “Oh my God!  What did he say?”


    “He came.”


    This was too much.  I felt like Kate was telling me the most private, intimate secrets of her life with Mike. But I tried to stay cool.


    “He came?  Like right away?”


    “Pretty much.” 


    “What about you?”


    “You ask too many questions young man!”


    “I’m sorry, Kate. But you started the intimate conversation. And your husband was talking about me while having sex with you!  I feel like it’s not too much to ask how you felt about all of that.” 


    She continued playing with her food, looking at it to avoid looking at me, “I don’t cum during intercourse, David. OK?”


    I was embarrassed. 


    “I’m sorry, Kate.  I guess you were right.  I ask too many questions.” 


    We both sat through an awkward silence until I took my shot again. 


    “I can help you with that…”


    She dropped her fork, “Oh my God. You’re insufferable!  Of course you can!”


    “No, it’s true, Kate!  I’m particularly good at making my partners cum during intercourse. It’s not the woman’s fault!”


    She stared at me incredulously, “Oh, so it’s Mike’s fault?”


    “OK. Poor choice of words. I just meant that just because Mike doesn’t make you cum doesn’t mean you can’t.” 


    “Whatever, David. You’re not fucking me. That’s a line I can’t cross.”


    I sat silently. I really didn’t want to push her, but my main goal was to make her cum somehow. 


    “Kate, I really want to make you cum.  What if I went down on you?  I would love to do that!” That wasn’t entirely true; I wasn’t anxious to put my lips where I knew Mike had cum the night before, but that was a very small price to pay to break down another barrier of intimacy between us.


    Kate resisted, “David,…”


    “No, really Kate…please?”


    “David, no.  That belongs to Mike.  My pussy is off limits.”


    I was desperate at that point.  The whole conversation had revealed more going on than I realized, but it seemed to me if she never came while she was with me she would eventually just get bored and stop.  I really didn’t want that.  I was determined for her to cum that day, even if I didn’t.


    “What if you made yourself cum then?”


    She laughed, “Oh trust me, I will!  I take a little ‘break’ every afternoon after we’re together.”


    I liked that revelation.  It meant she left our liaisons turned on enough to take things in her own hands.  With a bit of prodding, maybe I could convince her do it in front of me.  “No. I mean while I watch.  I’d like to see you cum.”


    “David, no…”


    I pleaded like a little boy, “Please Kate?  There’s nothing I would love more today.”


    “David…”


    “Please, Kate.  That would be soooo beautiful.”


    She looked at me suspiciously, “David, if I do it there can be NO touching.  You can’t take advantage of my…state, and pull any fast ones.  You can’t touch me, David.”


    “I won’t Kate.  I promise.  I just want to see how beautiful you are when you cum.  It would be a fantasy come true.  And I wouldn’t feel so guilty being the only one every day.”


    She continued looking at me and then got up from her chair and gathered her things, glancing over her shoulder while walking toward the back door, “You’re bad David Van Slyke.”


    I followed after her, “It would be fun, Kate!”


    When we got inside she placed her dishes in the sink and turned to face me in her pretty little sun dress.  It was a calf length strapless number with a frilly elastic band that covered the top half of her pert breasts, exposing just enough cleavage, and then wrapped under each arm.  The bottom was ringed by a wider version of the frilly band on top.  She wasn’t wearing any shoes.


    I stood back from her and took charge, “Why don’t you slip off your panties.” 


    She stopped saying no, but stood there with her arms drooped by her sides, as if straining from the weight of my persistence, “David, this is so weird…”


    “Just follow my directions, Kate.  It will be fun.”


    She bent over at the waist to pull up her dress, then reached under it to slip off her tiny g-string.  When she placed it on the counter, it looked more like a facial mask than underwear.


    “Perfect.  Now why don’t you reach down and touch yourself?  See how wet you are…”


    “David, I…”


    I smiled at her, trying to make her comfortable, “Just do it, Kate.  It’s OK…let your inner pornstar take over…”


    She pulled up the front of her dress with her left hand and slipped the right under the bunch of fabric between her legs.  When she did, she lifted her left foot slightly, turning her knee out and remaining on her toes, exposing the sexy instep of her left foot.  She looked at me and dragged her hand over herself, opening her mouth slightly as she felt the first sensations course through her body.  That had to have been a big deal for her, but any embarrassment she felt at first began to melt away at that instant.  She rubbed herself again and gasped, “Oh shit…”


    I was worried, “What Kate?”


    She smiled and pulled her hand out to look at it, “I’m so wet…”


    She turned her hand and showed me the glistening undersides of her middle two fingers.


    “Oh, that’s so hot, Kate.  Keep doing that…”


    She reached down again and stroked herself a few more times, closing her eyes to focus on the feeling.  Her breath became labored, and her lips were drying out.  She moistened them with her tongue, then looked at me half-drunk with lust.  This must have been the ‘state’ she was worried about.  She was a marvel to watch, between the look on her face and her long, luscious leg sticking out from beneath her dress.  Just hearing the squishing sound of her fingers sliding through the viscous juices between her legs was amazing, but I wanted more.


    “Why don’t you sit up on the counter, Kate, between the windows.  Lean back against the window frame…”


    She lowered her dress and looked behind her, clearly disoriented.  She then positioned herself between the two windows and lifted her butt onto the counter.  She pushed herself back, sliding easily on her dress so she could lean against the wood frame between the windows.  She lifted her bare feet to the counter while looking directly at me and lifted her dress over her knees.  That’s when I saw her amazing pussy for the first time.  As she looked down to position the pile of fabric on her belly so it wouldn’t get in the way of her hand, I had a brief moment to survey the female perfection between her slightly splayed legs.  She was swollen, pink and wet with excitement.  Her thin outer lips were spread slightly apart, revealing the red protruding head of her clitoris and the smooth outer passage to her vagina beckoning to be entered. It was the most perfect pussy I had ever seen.  All I could think of was that of course it was – everything about Kate was pure perfection.  When she had everything in place, she looked at me briefly then closed her eyes again and covered her clit with her middle fingers, rubbing up and down at first, but then beginning to stroke from side to side, letting her fingers stimulate her hard clit like a washboard.  In that position her fingers were just above her opening, her eyes were closed, and she was too far gone to know what I was doing.  I pulled my shorts and underwear down, releasing my rock-hard cock.  I then began gently stroking the underside, holding it straight toward Kate’s pussy as I walked toward her.  When I reached the counter I was at the perfect height.  If she would have scooted forward just a bit I could have entered her easily.  She opened her eyes and saw I was standing close.  She then looked down and saw me stroking myself only inches from her gaping cunt.  I don’t know if she slipped, but she did scoot forward, stopping herself when she reached the edge of the counter. There was nothing stopping me from moving forward and placing my cock at her soft, slippery opening.  All it would have taken was one shove of my hips to plunge myself deep inside of her.  She was so wet.  She was looking straight into my eyes.  She knew I could do it.  She seemed to be asking me to.  I moved closer, wrapping my hand entirely around my throbbing cock, stroking it harder.  I looked down.  The angry, bulbous head of my cock was just a fraction of an inch from the slippery gates to heaven.  I wanted so badly to slide right in, feel her wrap around me and feel her cum on my cock, to violate her marital vows…


    But I didn’t.  I promised her I wouldn’t take advantage of her “state” of arousal, so I couldn’t go back on my word.  Even then, in my advanced state of arousal and extreme heat of the moment, I knew that any gain I might have from fucking her could have ruined any future chance with her.  It really took superhuman strength.  Especially when she began to cum.


    She groaned loudly and curled her toes toward the floor.  Her shoulders jerked forward and then she rolled back against the window frame and continued rubbing herself.  Watching her pulsing against the window was too much for me to bear, so I pointed my dick at her pussy and let myself go, blasting spurt after spurt of hot sperm all over her hand and pussy.  My cream blended with hers as she rubbed it over her clit.  It dripped down over her moist opening, down to her ass crack and onto the counter.  When she finished she looked at me panting, eyes and mouth wide with shock.


    “Oh my God, David.  What have you done to me?!”


    I was out of breath myself, still holding my cock only inches from her sodden pussy.


    “That was amazing, Kate!  You were amazing!”


    She looked at her hand and then down at her pussy.  Both were a creamy mess.  She carefully lifted her hand to her mouth and sucked it clean, then scooped up another load of cum from her pussy and did it again.  She swallowed hard and looked down at herself again.


    “Oh, David!  I’m a mess!  What if Mike would come home?”


    She sighed heavily and jumped down from the counter, trying hard to avoid letting the pool on the counter touch her dress.  She was still wobbly from cumming so hard.


    “It’s OK, Kate!  That was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen!”


    “I told you I tend to lose control…”


    “Oh my God, that was amazing!  Why do you think I lost it the way I did?”


    She had already grabbed some paper towels to wipe herself off and clean the cum from the counter. “Yeah, that wasn’t exactly part of the deal.  We need to clean this up and get back to work!”


    I watched as she scooped up the puddle of cum, then went to the bathroom to flush it down the toilet – effectively getting rid of the “evidence.”


    When she came back into the Kitchen I was put back together and ready to go.  She walked up to me and kissed me on the cheek then looked into my eyes, “Thank you, David.  And thank you for respecting my wishes.  But you really need to go.”


    I looked back at her, awestruck by what had just happened and wishing I could stay. “Kate, it was very, very hard respecting your wishes.  I wanted soooo badly to be closer to you.  But I promised.  I told you I would never hurt you.”


    She looked at me and smiled sadly, “I know, David.  Thank you for that.  Now go.”


    I wanted to kiss her lips but didn’t.  That was another line I’m sure she didn’t want to cross.  I turned to leave and looked back one more time.  I looked at her and smiled, shaking my head in disbelief, “You’re amazing, Kate.”


    “Thank you, David.  You’re pretty amazing yourself.”  


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER FIVE 


    After the day Kate masturbated for me we went back to our regular routine of a quick blow job after lunch.  Kate said that while she had fun, once the post-orgasm bliss wore off she realized how careless she had been.  If Mike had walked in while she was lost in her sexual haze there would have been nothing she could have done to avoid getting caught.  I was OK with chilling for a while though, since it was clear we were getting more and more comfortable with each other.  I truly felt that someday, somehow, we would eventually take it to the next level.  There was just too much chemistry between us. By the end of that week, I learned Mike felt the same way.  


    “I think he knows about us”


    “Why do you say that?”


    “He keeps bringing you up, like he wants me to confess that I want to sleep with you.” 


    I smiled and leaned toward her, “Well, let me know when you finally break down!”


    She looked worried, “I’m serious, David. It’s like he gets me going and then starts asking me questions.” 


    “Like what?”


    “Like, do I ever think of you… do I wonder what it be like to fuck you…”


    “And?”


    “I play along. He gets so excited.”


    “What do you say?”


    “Well, I try to avoid answering, but eventually I just tell him what it seems he wants to hear.”


    “Which is?”


    “I tell him I do.” 


    I reached over and grabbed her hand, “And it’s all play?”


    She looked at my hand clasped on hers. Her chest was heaving heavily under her tight tank top. She then looked up at me, “No, David. It’s not all play. Ironically, thanks to Mike, it seems it’s all I ever think about.”


    She looked sad and confused, looking around nervously. I was sure there would be no sex of any kind that day, but I was OK with that. It hurt to see her in such pain. 


    “So, you think he gets off on hearing you say that?”


    “I know he does!  Whenever he gets me to say it he cums.  It’s like clockwork.”


    “Then maybe you should do it.  He wants it, you want it, God knows I want it…”


    “David, this is all so confusing.  A fantasy is one thing.  What man wants his wife to have sex with another man??”


    “I don’t know, Kate, but…”


    “But even though I think it’s just a fantasy for him, he has me thinking about it all the time!  It’s literally all I ever think about now.”  


    I continued holding her hand, staring into her eyes.  Despite how sad she looked, I couldn’t have been happier that she was obsessed with the thought of having sex with me!


    She pulled her hand out from under mine and got up to walk away without another word. I called out to her, “Kate!”  But she didn’t stop. I rose to follow her into the house. I didn’t feel we had finished our conversation. 


    When she entered the back hall, she walked up the first three steps to her landing and walked toward her door. 


    “Kate!  We need to talk about this!  Please don’t…”


    But she did not enter her apartment. Instead, she turned left and walked up the stairs. To my floor. To my apartment!  I stood momentarily at the base of the stairs, watching her amazing ass disappear behind the wall at the switchback and then quickly followed two stairs at a time.


    The door was unlocked, so she turned the handle and walked into the Kitchen, leaving the door open behind her. I followed quickly, through the Kitchen, past the Bathroom and into the Bedroom. There she stopped next to the bed and turned to face me. I stopped in the doorway waiting for her to speak. She didn’t. She just stared back at me. I walked into the room and kissed her for the first time. 


    At that point, the floodgates opened. We tore into each other with a ravenous intensity I had never felt before. I slid my hands into her jeans and felt her incredible ass for the first time. She was even smoother and firmer than I had imagined while watching her for so many weeks. Sliding my hands up onto her back, I could feel the taut muscles of her back on either side of the delicate ravine of her spine. I undid the clasp of her bra and felt her firm, round breasts heavy in my open palms. Swirling my palm on her erect nipple, she plunged her tongue ever deeper into my mouth. 


    If Kate was concerned about Mike, she didn’t show it. As I explored her amazing body with my hands, she reached into my shorts and grabbed my hardening dick, pulling it up toward her and stroking me gently while she continued kissing me. I reached down and unbuttoned her jeans, then slid them down over her hips. When she broke the kiss to step out of her jeans, I took the time to do the same, peeling off my t-shirt as well. I then stepped forward to pull her top up, revealing her luscious tits for the first time. I placed my right thumb and index finger under her left breast and lifted it to my mouth, wrapping my lips over her swollen nipple, suckling it softly and swirling it with my tongue. She gasped as the pleasure washed through her. 


    The afternoon sun cast a bright glow through the white cotton shades in my room. Kate’s skin positively glowed in the light, the moist surface simmering and squirming under my hungry mouth. She broke free of my grip, spinning to sit on the edge of the bed. When I turned to face her, she quickly engulfed my raging hard on in her mouth. She began bobbing furiously, sending sensations through my body that had become so familiar the past few weeks. But we both knew this was different. We were not naked in my bedroom for her to suck me off yet again. We were there to finally make love to each other with no limits, no reservations, and no regrets. 


    I placed my hands on the side of her head and pulled myself out of her mouth, turning her head up to face me. I then leaned down to kiss her wet, puffy lips. She was so soft. So receptive. So turned on. 


    I let go reluctantly and looked into her glassy eyes, “Scoot up onto the bed Kate. I need to fuck you now!”


    She complied willingly, sliding her ass back on the bed and lying flat on her back diagonally across the bed. She bent her knees and spread her legs, offering herself to me for the first time.  I crawled up between her legs and nestled my wet, hard cock in her glistening folds. I placed my bare belly on hers and looked into her eyes. 


    “Do you want this, Kate?”


    “Yes, David. Please fuck me. I need to know what it’s like!”


    I kissed her softly but then pulled away to look at her. I wanted to see the expression on her face when she felt me enter her.  She stared back with a look of determination. 


    As I pushed forward she closed her eyes and opened her mouth. She was breathing rapidly when I felt the first resistance but then held her breath as I continued pushing. She was extremely tight but very wet, gradually opening wider to accommodate my girth. She squeezed my shoulders as I pushed deeper, spreading her open like she had ever been before. When I could go no farther she let go a large breath and opened her eyes wide. It was done. A man other than Mike was fully buried inside of her.  All she could manage was a whispered, “Holy shit.”


    I kissed her tenderly as I began slowly undulating in and out of her. She felt incredibly tight, but her wet kisses and even wetter pussy betrayed her excitement.  Kate held me close as I whispered in her ear. 


    “Oh my God, Kate!  I’ve wanted this since I first saw you!”


    She responded breathily, “God, David!  I wanted not to want this. But I couldn’t do it.”


    “I’ll make it worth your while, Kate.  You won’t regret it.“


    I continued languidly stroking in and out of her for what felt like 15 or twenty minutes, building her slowly to my ultimate goal - to make her cum.  I made sure to stroke her clit gently with my pelvic bone with each pass and to angle my thrusts to stimulate her G Spot. The latter was never a problem for me, as my length and width has always allowed me to reach places most men cannot. Judging from Kate’s groans of approval, it seemed to be working. Whenever she seemed about to lose it, I would slow down, kissing her intensely and prolonging her enjoyment.  There was never any doubt she would cum like she never had before.


    When I felt she couldn’t take any more teasing I increased my pace, pummeling her hard into the mattress. She moaned out her encouragement, “Oh my God, David!  Fuck me!”


    I fucked her mercilessly, this time determined not to stop until I made her scream. She could barely speak. 


    “Oh my God! Oh my GOD!”


    When it hit she tried hard to hold back her scream but could not. She bellowed out like she was giving birth, unable to control the convulsions coursing through her body. She shook violently beneath me but I held her tight, fucking her hard through her orgasm.  In the intensity I lost it too, flooding her womb with my hot cum. I held her tight as I pulsed multiple loads into her quivering pussy.  It was just after 1:30 in the afternoon, and for all we knew Mike was right downstairs listening to all of our groans and screams.  But for a brief moment, neither of us cared.  We just laid there, spent and twisted in the damp sheets of my bed. I was never so happy in my life. 


    Kate laid still for several minutes while I stayed inside of her. When the sexual haze cleared, she panicked, “Holy shit, David!  I have to get back to work!  What time is it?”


    “It’s 1:45, Kate. It’s OK!”


    “No!  It’s not OK!  Someone from the office could be trying to get a hold of me!  Mike could be trying to get a hold of me!”


    I climbed off of her and sat on the edge of the bed as she scrambled to her feet and began putting her clothes back on. She was incredibly beautiful and cute, fumbling to put her bra back on but struggling with the clasp. 


    When she was finally dressed she grabbed her shoes and whisked out the door. I just sat on the bed smiling and shaking my head. It was the best day of my life. 


    I texted her later. 


    “Are you going to tell Mike?”


    “Um…no?!  He can’t find out.  This needs to be our little secret.” 


    “I’m cool with that, as long as we can do it again!”


    “Are you blackmailing me?”


    “Do I need to?”


    “No. You don’t. Let’s talk about that tomorrow at lunch. No more 3 hour lunch breaks!”


    “If we skip lunch we can keep it to 2 hours!”


    “Very funny. Talk tomorrow.”


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER SIX 


    I spent the entire next morning completely unable to work, thinking only of seeing Kate again and hoping we could resume where we left off.  In fact, I thought about it all night and had trouble sleeping.  At that point, I wasn’t thinking about what might happen if Mike found out about us.


    It turns out that was ALL Kate thought about.  Evidently while we were having sex Mike tried three times to reach her on Teams.  She made up an excuse that she spent some extra time gardening, but she was sure he didn’t believe her.  She was a complete basket case by the time we met.  We sat on the patio eating our lunches, basking in the warm June sun.  Or at least I did.  Kate was too nervous to eat.  All she could do was talk about how she was sure Mike was on to us.  All I could do was try to tell her that was impossible, until about half past noon when we heard the back door open and turned to see Mike walking toward us.


    “Well, isn’t this nice!  Hello, David. Kate told me you two had become lunch buddies.”


    I smiled nervously, “Hello, Mike!  Kate has graciously allowed me to share her patio with her.”


    “Well, thank you for keeping her company. Working from home can get kinda lonely.”


    “It definitely can.  And working all day inside on such a nice day is sad.  It’s nice to get outside and warm up!”


    “Well, I just stopped by to pick up a notebook I left in the kitchen.  You two have a nice lunch.”


    He leaned in to kiss Kate on the cheek.


    “Bye, Babe.  See you around 6.”


    When he was gone Kate looked at me in horror.


    “See what I mean?  He’s totally on to us!”


    “I don’t know Kate.  He said he forgot a notebook.  Maybe he’s telling the truth.”


    “David, Mike doesn’t forget anything!  He’s an engineer for God’s sake.  He came home to check on me.”


    “What do we do?”


    “I think we need to chill for a while.  It’s too risky.”


    “But Kate, he couldn’t…”


    “No, David!  I need to know he won’t come home and catch me in bed with you.  That can’t happen!”


    I was desperate to talk her out of it but knew deep down she was right.  I agreed to chill for a while to see if he continued to pop home unexpectedly.


     


     ____________


     


    We continued to meet at noon for the next few days but avoided having any sex at all.  It was excruciating.  The sexual tension was almost too much to bear.  By Friday, I decided I had to say something.


    “Kate, I am literally dying without you.  We need to find a way to be together.”


    Kate put her salad fork down and sat back in her chair.


    “I know, David.  It’s killing me too.  It’s all I think about.  I feel things I’ve never felt before.  I can’t trust myself around you.  But I just don’t trust Mike either.  It seems you’re all he thinks about too.”


    “What does that mean?”


    “He wants to have sex every night, and then brings you up every time.  He keeps trying to get me to admit I want to have sex with you.”


    “And do you?”


    She rolled her eyes, “Of course I do, David.  I told you – it’s all I ever think about.  I feel like I’m losing my mind.”


    “Then let’s go up to my place again.  Mike can’t catch us up there.  What if you wore a dress and…”


    “And come down from your apartment flustered in a wrinkled dress and pretend I was doing what?”


    I thought hard about that.  There was no good explanation.


    “I asked you to come up because my stove was acting funny?”


    She looked at me like I was the biggest idiot on the planet.


    “Nice.  Yeah, that should work.”


    “Kate, I need to be with you again.  I can’t sleep, can’t think about anything else.  We need to be together.”


    She sat looking at her salad, obviously struggling with the conflicting tugs of her heart and her mind.


    “David, I will suck your cock, but that’s all we can risk right now.”


    “But what about you?”


    “What do you think I think about when Mike sucks my pussy every night?”


    She smiled lovingly, then rose from her chair to go inside.  I followed after her, feeling a bit like the kid who convinced his Mom to give him a cookie she thought he shouldn’t have - slightly guilty, but extremely excited.


    As much as I love the sight and feel of Kate’s gorgeous mouth on my cock, a blow job at that point still seemed like a consolation prize.  Nothing could compare to having her naked body in bed with me.  But every time she sucked my cock, she always took her time and showed she truly cared for me and that always made up for the one-sided intimacy of oral sex.  But that time was different.  


    We were in the Kitchen long enough for her to quickly place her dishes on the counter and drop to her knees.  I walked up to her and she unzipped my pants, wrestled my stiffening dick from my underwear and hungrily gulped me into her mouth, moaning in pleasure as she began bobbing with long, languid strokes of her lips and tongue, bringing all of her skills to bare on me like a freight train.  I could only throw my head back and hold onto her head, overwhelmed by the intensity.  She felt so good that I immediately worried I wouldn’t last a minute.  But that seemed to be the point.  Kate was determined to suck every last drop of me into her belly as quickly as possible.  All I could do was hold on for dear life.


    I never felt anything like it.  Kate had sucked me off at least a dozen times by then, but never with such ferocity, and when a woman as talented as Kate was with her tongue and lips puts her mind to it, there is nothing that can compare.  No pussy could manipulate my dick like that with the perfect combination of pressure and suction.  And adding the slurping sounds of her saliva and the site of her gorgeous face straining to accommodate my cock, it was too much to take.  I literally erupted into her mouth, groaning in agony as it hit.  My knees went weak.  It felt like my balls were going to explode.  I could only trust that couldn’t happen, like seeing that freight train coming and knowing it’s only a dream.  But it was frightening for a brief moment.  It was that new to me.


    Kate struggled to contain the deluge that flooded her mouth and throat.  She grabbed my hips and held on tightly, gulping as quickly as she could.  I’m sure the sudden explosion surprised her as much as it did me, but she somehow managed to swallow every drop.  She was that good.


    I stood there for a minute as I finished pumping my seed into her mouth, and then just held her there for another minute, feeling her tongue continue to swirl on the underside of my still pulsating dick.  When I could take no more, I pulled myself out, gasping for air as my sensitive dick slipped from her mouth, hanging spent and wet from my fly.  It was then that we heard the key in the front door.


    In moments like that it’s amazing how hard a simple task like putting your dick back in your pants can be.  I was still partially hard, so stuffing myself back into my jeans was already difficult, but given that I was also still disoriented from cumming so hard, I could barely think at all.  All I knew was at any second Mike would be walking through the doorway to the Kitchen and Kate and I would be hard pressed to hide what had just transpired.  Luckily, all Kate had to do was stand up, but she looked as flustered as I was, wiping the back of her hand against her lips and swallowing to try to hide the smell of cum on her breath.  It was going to be almost impossible to hide the fact that we were both flushed from being so incredibly turned on and out of breath.


    “Goodness!  Look at the lunch buddies!”


    He leaned in to kiss her “hello” but seemed to linger unnaturally long. He then broke the kiss and looked Kate in the eyes, “How’s my gorgeous wife?  Did you have a nice lunch outside?  It’s hot out there.”


    Kate was obviously flustered and out of sorts.  There was no way he could not have suspected something.  She stammered out an answer, “It is hot!  That’s why we came inside to finish up our conversation.”


    That’s when I noticed the streak of glistening clear liquid on Kate’s right breast.  In her manic drive to make me cum she must have drooled on herself.  Mike had to have seen it too, but he didn’t say anything.  He might have thought it was sweat, but from where?  Kate wasn’t the type to have sweat running down her cheeks onto her chest.


    “Oh?  What were you talking about?”


    Kate seemed stunned, so I interjected, “I was telling her about my asshole boss, hoping she might be able to talk me out of killing him.”


    Mike laughed, “And?”


    “Then you walked in, so I’m still going to kill him.”


    “Ha!  That’s the spirit.  Don’t let The Man hold you down, David.”


    My dick was finally fully deflated and my heart no longer threatened cardiac arrest.  Kate was still acting guilty as hell, turning away to clear the dishes and hide her face.  I can’t imagine what her breath smelled like when Mike kissed her.  But he never let on that he suspected anything.


    “Well, Honey, I just was passing by and decided to stop in and say ‘hi’.  I’ll let you two continue your conversation.”


    As he walked back out the way he came in, he called back to Kate, “I’ll be home at my usual time, Kate!”  And then he was gone.


    I looked at Kate, “Holy shit.  That was close.”


    She leaned against the counter deflated and crossed her arms, “That was close, David.  He had to have smelled you on me!”


    “I agree.  But why didn’t he say anything??  He acted like he didn’t suspect anything.”


    “I have no idea.”


     


     ____________


     


    I left shortly after Mike did, since both Kate and I felt the need to get back to someplace where Mike couldn’t suspect us of doing anything wrong. In hindsight, it would have been nice to take advantage of the window Mike always gave us when he left saying he’d be home at 6. But he seemed to always find a reason to contact her on Teams, and we both knew he could see if her computer had been idle on Teams as well. 


    In the safety of my apartment, I could reflect on the fact that Kate risked everything to suck me off like she did. That meant a lot to me.  It also meant a lot to be able to spend the rest of that day reminded of the amazing sight and feeling of what she did by the wet dick in my pants. But I couldn’t help worrying that the day was coming when Kate might just call the whole thing off – it was just getting too dangerous.


    The following day was Saturday, and again, I was relegated to spectator status. I watched them eat breakfast in the backyard, leave to run errands, come back to do chores around the house, then have cocktails and dinner on the patio. I knew all of this because I stayed home all day doing nothing despite the beautiful day. I had moved to Milwaukee for the purpose of expanding my entertainment and social options, but unfortunately, mostly due to my obsession with Kate, I had made absolutely no connections since I arrived other than with Kate and Mike. And since I worked remotely, I didn’t even have a chance to meet and hang out with people from work. 


    On Sunday I forced myself to get out and go on a bike ride and then go to the gym. If I had no social life, the least I could do was keep myself looking good for Kate.  But it was a very lonely day, like all days without her. She never texted on weekends, lest Mike catch her showing too much interest in me, so my weekends consisted of wishing the days away until I could see her again on Mondays. And as our relationship intensified, so did the pain of waiting to see her again.  Which is why getting a text from her Sunday night blew my mind!


    “Mike wants you to come down for a cookout next Friday.  Are you available?”


    I was floored!  A cookout?  Given everything Kate had told me about Mike’s suspicions and fishing expeditions, I would think the LAST thing he would want is to put me and Kate together with alcohol involved. Or maybe it was a test. This was getting weird, but I knew Mike could be reading her texts over her shoulder, so I played dumb. 


    “Sure!  That sounds fun. Do I need to bring anything?”


    “Not at all!  Mike’s the Grill Master and we’ll provide everything. We’ll talk this week.”


    “Great!  Looking forward to it!”


    I was not looking forward to it. To spend a whole night in Kate’s presence and not be able to touch her was going to be excruciating!  And I wasn’t looking forward to Mike’s inevitable probing into my relationship with his wife. I had no idea what she had said about it, so it would be easy to contradict her story. It was the classic interrogation technique! 


    I hardly slept at all that night trying to figure out what Mike was up to. I was sure he was setting a trap for me and Kate. When I finally saw her the next day, I was a mess, and Kate noticed immediately. 


    “Oh my God, David. You look hungover!” 


    “Thanks!  I actually didn’t sleep well. You?”


    “Ummm, no?  I was awake all night worrying about Friday.”


    “Me too, Kate.  Did you come up with anything brilliant?”


    She sighed and slouched in her chair, still gorgeous but obviously tired as well. 


    “No, I didn’t. Mike was his usual loving self last night, so I really don’t think he knows about us. Maybe he’s just trying to be nice to our tenant.”


    “Did he ever invite any of your previous tenants over?”


    “No, he never did.”


    “Well, there you go. Something is not right.”


    She stared straight ahead, but not at me.  She then looked up, “Well, we’ll just need to get through it.”


    I was losing my shit, “But where does this end, Kate?  If he’s going to continue watching you like a hawk just because I’m here, I might need to leave!”


    She stifled a sniff and tried hard not to cry. The pressure and the lack of sleep was overwhelming for both of us. 


    “Don’t say that, David. I don’t want you to leave. We’ll figure something out.”


    “I’m sorry, Kate. I don’t want to leave. That’s the last thing I want.  But this is all such a mess right now.”


    “I know, David. Let’s give it time. Maybe the scrutiny will die down.”


    Kate and I continued to meet every day that week, sitting outside eating our lunches and talking about stuff, mostly the situation with Mike. It seems he was still trying to get her to admit she wanted to have sex with me, but rather than play along, she ignored him. If he persisted, she tried to turn it on him, asking him if that’s what he wanted. But he would always turn it back on her, saying something like “only if you do.”  It was weird. He seemed truly obsessed with the idea. 


    The good news for Kate was at least she was having sex! There was no way she was going to risk getting caught again with me, so I was left fantasizing about her, playing over and over in my head the images I had of our first time together. Our only time. I also thought about how sexy it was to hear how vocal she could be when I made her cum. I never heard anything when she was with Mike. 


    By the time we said goodbye on Thursday we had resolved to try to get through the barbecue as innocently as possible so we could maybe convince Mike nothing was going on. We both knew that was our best chance to ever be with each other again. 


  




  

    


     CHAPTER SEVEN 


    Friday could not have come soon enough as far as I was concerned.  By then I was so disgusted with Mike that I just wanted to get it over with.  He was using me in his little sex fantasies and freaking Kate out.  If he knew about us, I wanted to know now what he planned to do about it.  In fact, if it came down to a confrontation, I was determined to tell him that Kate and I needed to be together.  I was sure that’s what she truly wanted.


    I went down to their apartment at 5:30 and knocked on the Kitchen door.  Mike yelled for me to enter and I opened the door to see them both in the Kitchen preparing the food.  Mike was drinking a beer and Kate already had a glass of white wine.


    Mike bellowed out, “Hey, David!  Welcome to Hell’s Kitchen!  Can I get you a drink?  Beer, wine, whiskey?  We have pretty much anything you want.”


    I looked at Kate who was wearing the most amazing shear top that flowed loosely over her white short shorts.  She wore a gorgeous white lacy bra under it and 3” spike heeled sandals.  Her long dark hair flowed down her back, stopping just short of her tight little ass.  She definitely looked like she was dressed to impress.  She took my breath away.


    “David?  Eyes over here…”


    I laughed nervously, hoping Mike was kidding.  He had to have known Kate’s outfit would leave me paralyzed.  When he laughed too, I felt relieved.  I asked for a beer.


    After some small talk in the Kitchen, they wrapped up what they were doing and took a couple of appetizer trays out to the table on the patio.  We all sat down and looked nervously at each other.


    Mike lifted his beer bottle and leaned toward the table, “Cheers, everyone!”


    Kate and I picked up our drinks and leaned in to clink them together with Mike’s in a chorus of ‘cheers’.  My eyes fixated on Kate’s breasts squeezed tightly together and bulging over the top of her low cut bra.


    Mike sat back and looked around the yard, “Man, what a night!  You two get to enjoy it out here all the time.  This is a treat for me.”


    I answered quickly, trying to be on my best guest-like behavior, “We are lucky, Mike.  I am lucky that Kate lets me hang out with her at lunch.”


    Kate objected, “Oh, I love the company, David!  You’re no bother.”


    Mike just looked at us like a proud father, “That’s awesome you two.  I’m glad you’re here to keep Kate company, David.”


    “Really my pleasure, Mike.”


    Kate and I took nervous sips of our drinks.


    “So, tell me, David.  How are you liking Milwaukee?”


    I finished my swig of beer and thought a minute, “Well, to be honest, I haven’t seen much of it.  I guess I underestimated how hard it would be to acclimate to a city when you work remotely.”


    “Yeah, I can imagine.”


    “Another reason why I treasure my lunches with Kate.”


    “Absolutely.  And did you leave anyone significant in Green Bay?”


    “You mean a girlfriend?”


    “Or girlfriends! A good-looking guy like you probably was pretty popular with the ladies.”


    “I don’t know about that.  I guess.  But nothing serious.  That’s why it was so easy to leave.”


    “Get out of Dodge, so to speak?”


    We laughed, “No!  Nothing like that…I don’t think…”


    “That’s awesome – to be young and free.  Right, Babe?”


    Kate seemed stunned to have the ball in her court, caught in the middle of a gulp of wine, “Right!  Young and free.  I barely remember…”


    We all laughed again and I came to her defense, “You’re hardly old, Kate.  What are you, 30?”


    “I’m 32, but you’re just a pup at 28.”


    I continued, “Well, being young and free isn’t all it appears to be.  I envy you two – young, in love, good jobs.  It must be nice to have each other – to have everything figured out.”


    Mike looked at me, “Yes it is, David.  I’m a lucky man.  Kate is wayyyyy out of my league.”


    Kate blushed, “Oh stop it!”


    “No!  It’s true.  Kate could have any man she wanted, don’t you think, David?”


    “Absolutely, Mike.  When I first saw her, I thought I was seeing things.  Women like her just don’t live in Wisconsin!”


    “Right?!  I keep trying to tell her that.  I call her my National Treasure.”


    “It’s like you stole the Venus di Milo from the Louvre and hid her in your house.”


    Mike laughed, “Good analogy, although I prefer arms!”


    Things were going well.  It seemed Mike was in a great mood.  There were no interrogations, trick questions or games of any kind that I could discern.  After a half hour or so he looked over at Kate’s glass, “My!  Kate’s empty already.  We can’t have that!  I’ll be back.  David, you ready?”


    “Absolutely, Mike!  Thanks!”


    I waited until he was in the house before saying anything.


    “Well, so far so good.”


    Kate smiled, already slightly tipsy from the wine, “So far so good.  I’m enjoying watching you intellectually sparring with my clever husband.  Sooo sexy…”


    I wasn’t expecting that, nor was my dick.  It sprang to attention immediately upon hearing it.


    “You find ‘intellectual sparring’ sexy?  Good to know…”


    Just then the door to the house swung open with Mike carrying a full glass of wine in one hand and two beer bottles in the other.  Kate managed to respond before he reached the table, “That’s what attracted me to Mike…”


    When Mike reached the table, he plopped the two bottles down and gently placed Kate’s glass in front of her.  We talked like that for another hour or so, just shooting the shit and getting to know each other better.  Mike continued to flatter both me and Kate, but nothing that wouldn’t pass for polite adult conversation at a company cocktail hour.  By that time, we were all pretty lubed up, especially Kate, who was already on her third glass of wine thanks to Mike’s attentive service.  At 7pm Mike decided it was time to start the grill and get ready to barbecue the chicken breasts he had marinating in the fridge.  He suggested Kate and I go in and start preparing the salads.


    Kate got up and headed for the Kitchen with me ten feet behind.  From that distance I could see her tiny ass in her tiny shorts for the first time.  I stared as her cheeks swayed while she walked, the bottom edge peaking tantalizingly from beneath the hem.  I had never seen her in heels before, so her legs looked even longer and more sculpted, with her calves slightly more pronounced than usual.  The vision went straight to my crotch.  When I reached the Kitchen Kate was waiting.  She pounced on me like a ravenous dog, wrapping her arms around my neck and shoving her tongue down my throat.  I wasn’t drunk enough to think that was a good idea with Mike right outside, but Kate obviously was, and I was not about to push her away.  I walked her back to the counter and pushed her against it, continuing to kiss her hard.  As I did she reached down and began rubbing my rapidly expanding dick through my jeans.  I broke the kiss and looked at her, trying to determine where this was heading.  Was she willing to let herself go?  To let Mike find us in the throes of passion?  She looked back at me, panting hard, drunk with lust, her lips red, swollen and glistening with saliva.  And then Mike walked in.


    “OK, grill’s fired up!   How are those salads coming?”


    I quickly pulled away from Kate and turned to see him walking toward the refrigerator without looking at us.  I didn’t think there was any way he didn’t see us, or the ridiculously conspicuous bulge in my jeans, but he didn’t say anything, so I couldn’t be sure.


    “Three salads coming up Mike!  How long will the chicken take?”


    “Oh, about half an hour.  We’ll eat our salads while it’s cooking.”


    He grabbed the bowl of marinating chicken breasts and headed back outside.  I turned to Kate, who had turned toward the sink to wash the lettuce.


    “Holy shit, that was close!  I can’t believe he didn’t see us.”


    Kate seemed more relaxed than I was, but probably because the wine had dulled her normal aversion to risk.  But she responded without looking at me.


    “I couldn’t help it.  Watching you out there has me so turned on I can’t stand it!”


    I walked up behind her and pressed my hard cock between her cheeks, pushing her hips into the counter.  I leaned into her neck, “Really?  Everything about you turns me on, Kate.”


    She swooned as the goosebumps rose on her neck, and Mike walked in again.


    “OK, chicken’s on!”  


    He looked around to see we had made no progress on the salads, so he went to the cupboard to grab three small plates, setting them next to each other on the counter.  I couldn’t process why he was obviously ignoring what Kate and I were doing.  Maybe he knew it was normal for Kate to have a few drinks and get flirty with the guests?  Some women are like that, and some men don’t mind as long as that’s all it is.  But he had to have seen that Kate was a complete mess – her body flush with excitement, her nipples protruding hard against her bra and her hands fumbling with the lettuce as she struggled to concentrate.  There was no mistaking this was more than flirting to her.  But he continued to pretend nothing was happening.


    Dinner outside was even more awkward. Kate pulled herself together enough to diffuse the situation, no doubt sobering up slightly because of the proximity to Mike.  I swear if he had left us alone in the Kitchen another five minutes she would have let me fuck her on the counter!  But Mike continued to probe.


    “So, David, have you tried any of those dating apps?  Tinder, or whatever?”


    I laughed nervously, “No I haven’t, Mike,  But Tinder is for gay people…”


    Kate laughed at that, almost spitting out her food.


    “Ah!  And from what Carl tells me, you’re definitely not gay!”


    “Oh? What did Carl say?”


    “Oh, he just said you have a reputation with the ladies…he called you a ‘five tool player’.”


    I was confused, “OK?  I know what a five tool player is in baseball.  Why am I a ‘five tool player’?”


    Kate looked at Mike, seemingly just barely following the conversation.


    “Good looking, great body, smart, funny…”


    Kate looked at Mike, waiting, “What’s the fifth tool?”


    Mike looked at me and laughed.  I was mortified.  Kate turned bright red.


    “Well, that was very kind of Carl, although I’m not sure where he gets his information.”


    “He just said you were very popular with the ladies, and ladies can talk.”


    I dug into my chicken, glancing at Kate as discreetly as possible to see if she was panicking like I was.


    “Well, it’s a shame to let those talents go to waste, David.  Hopefully, you’ll get back on the field soon.”


    I looked at Kate, maybe a little longer than I should have and replied to Mike, “Thanks, Mike.  But I’m happy right now.”


    At that point Kate got up to use the bathroom.  Mike and I continued talking, but I had managed to change the subject to the Green Bay Packers.  When she returned, she sat straight in her chair with her hands on her lap, looking expectantly at Mike and me.


    “Looks like Kate is done eating and needs a drink.  Are you done, David?”


    I pushed myself back from the table and exhaled, “I am, Mike.  Thanks.”


    Mike got up from the table and grabbed our plates to take them to the Kitchen.  When he was safely inside Kate reached in her purse and then held out her hand, palm down.  I reached out to feel her drop a cold wet cloth in my hand.  It felt like a paper towel, but lighter.  I looked in the dim candlelight.  It was her panties!  I squeezed them in my hand to feel they were completely soaked through.  I looked up at Kate who looked at me mischievously.


    “They were getting uncomfortable…”


    I was stunned.  This was not the ultra-careful Kate I was used to.


    “You’re killing me, Kate…”


    She just smiled as Mike returned from the Kitchen.  I quickly jammed the panties in my pocket.


    “What do say we move this party inside?  The mosquitoes are getting nasty out here.”


    I thought that was odd.  Mosquitoes are never a problem on the East Side of Milwaukee for some reason, and I had not felt any at all.  But Mike was already collecting the glasses and bottles and heading inside.  Kate and I followed him inside, pausing briefly in the Kitchen to restock our drinks, and then heading into the Living Room.  Mike sat in the only chair in the room, forcing me and Kate to sit together on the couch.  He sat back in his chair and stared directly at us, making me not just a little uncomfortable.  It seemed he had something to say.  He then spoke with a serious tone I had not heard all night.


    “Look, I think it’s time we all get honest with each other. Who wants to go first?”


    I looked at Kate. She looked confused, like a teenage girl whose father might have just found her stash of marijuana but she wasn’t sure. 


    “OK, I will. I’m just going to say it…”


    I braced myself for the worst.


    “I know you two are having sex.”


    Looking back, I now know I knew that was coming.  All signs pointed to the fact that he knew.  But I was still shocked.  I didn’t know how to react.  I put my beer on the table in front of us next to Kate’s wine glass and tried to come up with the most non-committal response I could think of.


    “What are you saying, Mike?”


    “I’m saying not only did I see you two groping each other in the Kitchen tonight, and not only did I catch you last week just after Kate had obviously given you a blow job, but I’ve read the texts.”


    Kate was shocked, “What texts?!”


    “On the iPad, Kate. Apparently you didn’t know your texts are on the iPad too?”


    Kate just looked dumbfounded.  This was the confrontation we were worried about but we were completely unprepared for.


    “I don’t even use the iPad!”


    “I know. When I set it up I linked it to your Apple account. Every time you sent or received a text, I could see it.”


    “I don’t even know where it is!”


    “It’s on my desk at work.”


    Mike looked oddly calm. If he was angry, he was hiding it well.  Nevertheless, I felt I needed to defend Kate. After all, I talked her into having sex with me. I couldn’t just let her take the blame.


    “It’s true, Mike. But in Kate’s defense she tried to resist. Surely you saw that in the texts.  I talked her into it.”


    Mike stared at Kate while I spoke, “Why did you do it, Kate?”


    Kate was trembling, “I’m sorry, Honey!  It was a mistake!“


    “A mistake?”


    “I shouldn’t have done it.” 


    “But you did.  More than once.”  He paused, still staring at her but calm. “Why?”


    Kate hesitated, tears beginning to roll down her cheek. Then she seemed to summon her strength and blurted out in frustration, “Mike, you said yourself David is an attractive guy.  I guess we…I… we hit it off.”


    “Kate, a lot of people ‘hit it off’ but don’t have sex. Especially if they are married to someone else.  Why did you have sex with him?”


    This was getting excruciating.  I tried to interject again, “Mike, she really tried hard to be faithful… “


    “David, let Kate answer.”


    Kate pleaded with him, “I don’t know, Mike! I guess I was…curious.  I’m sorry.”


    “Are you?”


    Kate sniffed and wiped her eyes, “YES, Mike! I’m sorry!”


    “I don’t think you are. I think you would have continued fucking him if I hadn’t found out. What do you think?”


    Kate just stared at the floor in front of her. It was agonizing to watch.


    “Did you like it, Kate?  Did you like sucking his cock?”


    Kate didn’t answer. 


    “How many times did you suck his cock,  Kate?”


    Kate didn’t answer.  She just sniffed and wiped a tear from the corner of her eye with her wrist.


    “How many times?”


    Kate sounded dejected, “I don’t know, Mike! Ten? Twelve times?  Why does it matter?”


    “That doesn’t sound sorry to me!  That sounds like you enjoyed it!  Did you swallow his cum, Kate?”


    Kate fidgeted with her hands but did not look at Mike, “Of course I did, Mike.  You know that.”


    The more I looked at Mike the more I realized he was enjoying what he was doing. But I couldn’t tell if he was enjoying torturing Kate or if he was enjoying hearing her answers to his questions. At that point there was nothing I could have done to make the situation worse, so put my hand on Kate’s leg and squeezed it twice. She looked at me but said nothing. Neither did Mike. 


    “How many times has he fucked you?”


    Kate was still trembling but seemed comforted by my hand on her thigh.  Maybe she felt if she was going down we would go down together.  She responded softly, “Only once.”


    “Only once?  You sucked him off a dozen times but fucked him only once? Why is that?”


    I interjected, “I told you, Mike.  She tried to be faithful.  I pushed her to have sex with me.”


    Mike continued staring at Kate, ignoring my comment, “Did you like it, Kate?”


    She looked down at my hand as I rubbed it softly on her bare thigh. 


    “Tell me, Kate. Did he make you cum?”


    She looked at me as if she was beginning to understand what was happening.  She then looked back at Mike, “Yes, Mike.  He made me cum.”


    Mike paused, letting that thought sink in.  “Have I ever made you cum while fucking you, Kate?”


    Kate sniffed and wiped her face again, “No, Mike.  That was the first time anyone has made me cum like that.”


    “The first time…  So, I assume you were hoping to feel that again?”


    Kate continued looking at my hand as I lengthened my strokes, from her knee to the hem of her shorts.


    Mike persisted, “Tell me Kate.  Were you hoping to fuck him again?”


    “At that time, Mike, yes. I wanted to feel that again.  It was…nice.”


    “I bet it was.  Would you fuck him now if I let you?”


    Mike’s voice was getting strained. He was trying to look at Kate but couldn’t stop glancing at my hand. I was getting more confident, slipping my little finger up her shorts to tickle her inner thigh. 


    “Tell him, Kate.”


    Kate was paralyzed, seemingly waiting for Mike to end her agony – to say something to let her off the hook. She clearly didn’t want to answer that question, but he seemed in no mood to change what was happening. 


    I finally stood up and faced Mike.  Kate looked up at me and then at Mike. She seemed terrified.  “David!  What are you doing??”


    She might have thought I was going to physically confront Mike, but I made no move toward him.  I just stared at Mike, “It’s OK, Kate.”


    Mike tensed and looked up at me, also not sure what I was doing.  I’m bigger than he is, and with the tension in the room, he had reason to believe I would come to Kate’s defense.  But rather than move toward Mike, I turned ninety degrees toward Kate so Mike could see what I was doing.  I began to slowly unzip my pants while looking over at Mike,  “It all started with a blow job, Mike. After telling Kate she was driving me crazy she finally agreed to relieve my misery. I didn’t last 5 minutes in her beautiful mouth. She made love to my dick like no woman ever had before.  You know how good she is…”


    Mike just sat staring at my crotch as I pulled my pants down and stood sideways next to Kate’s face. Kate looked at Mike and then back at me.  She protested again, “David, no!”


    I ignored her and pulled my underwear down to release my raging hard-on.  It bounced menacingly only inches from Kate’s face.  Kate was mortified.


    “Would you like to watch her suck my cock, Mike?”


    Kate looked up at me pleading, “No, David!  Don’t!”


    I just looked down at her reassuringly, “It’s OK, Kate. I think he wants to see it.“


    I looked at Mike who was just staring at my dick pulsing ominously in front of his wife’s face.  “Tell her, Mike.”


    Mike was breathing hard, barely able to speak, “Do it, Kate. I want to see you suck David’s cock.”


    Kate didn’t move, still unsure if Mike was testing her somehow.  My cock pulsed with each beat of my heart, beckoning for her to take me in her luscious lips.  It was clear to me then that all of Mike’s pillow talk wasn’t just talk – he wanted Kate to have sex with me.


    Mike spoke again, “Do it, Kate. Show me how you love sucking his cock.“


    “Oh, she’s good, Mike. Did she ever tell you how this was her thing in high school?”


    Mike just stared silently at Kate. I put my right hand on the back of Kate’s head and wound my fingers in her hair as I held my cock toward her face with my left. I then pulled her toward me. Watching her open her mouth was surreal, since at that moment I really wasn’t 100% sure what Mike was up to.  We all have heard stories of enraged husbands shooting their wives, their lovers, their kids, etc. But I had no experience with husbands who enjoyed watching their wife have sex with another man.  Kate didn’t either and yet she was surrendering fully to me, allowing him to witness what she thought she would only do behind his back. At any moment he could have exploded in a fit of rage, punched me in the face and stormed out of the house. But he did none of those things. He just sat back in his chair quietly while the sound of his wife sucking my cock filled the room. 


    I tried to stay calm, not wanting to seem too pleased with myself, but the feel of Kate’s hot, wet mouth on my cock was quickly summoning those familiar feelings. Her mouth seemed looser, more able to accommodate my girth.  I had never been so deep in her mouth before.  I assumed it was the alcohol that loosened her up, but maybe it was the relief of knowing our secret was now in the open and she could relax and enjoy what she so obviously had been missing the past 10 days.  I looked at Mike, partly to distract myself from the urge to let go and cum in Kate’s mouth.


    “Oh my God, Mike, you have no idea how good this feels.  Kate’s been a good girl all week.  Other than the one blow job in the Kitchen you walked in on, she’s been trying hard to resist having any sex at all with me.”


    I looked down at her to see her hungrily gulping my dick into her mouth.  If she kept it up much longer, I was sure to cum. But I didn’t want that. At that point I wanted nothing more than to fuck her. Or more precisely, to fuck her in front of Mike. I wanted him to see her reaction, to see me make her cum like he never had, and to watch me fill her fertile womb with my seed. 


    I looked up from watching Kate suck my cock and looked at Mike, “What do you think, Mike?”


    He labored to answer, “Interesting perspective.”


    “Yeah?  Wanna see me cum in her mouth?”


    Mike licked his lips, clearly aroused. “I do.”


    I stroked in and out of Kate’s mouth while she seemed lost in the moment, oblivious to everything around her but the cock filling her mouth. 


    “Man, I’d love to.  There’s something about cumming in a beautiful woman’s mouth that never gets old.  But cumming in her pussy is even better. Would you like that?”


    Mike was clearly as lost as Kate, unable to compose his thoughts. All he could manage was a weak, “I would.”


    “I think Kate would too.”


    I pulled my dick from Kate’s mouth snapping her out of her lustful trance.  She panted hard and looked up at me, her lips swollen and wet with saliva.


    “Kate, why don’t you take those clothes off.  Let’s show Mike what a little slut you can be.”


    Kate looked at Mike, her firm nipples jutting prominently through her bra and shear top.


    Mike didn’t hesitate, “Do it, Kate.  I know you’ve been dying to feel his dick inside of you again.  I want to watch him fuck you.”


    Kate stood up obediently and peeled down her shorts, revealing she was no longer wearing her panties.  She then unbuttoned her blouse and then unclasped her bra before pushing the straps to the sides and letting it fall to the floor.  She was naked facing me.  I had taken off my clothes as well.  I stepped toward her and kissed her gently, placing my hand on her hip.  She reached out and grabbed my dick which stood rigidly facing her pelvis.  She stroked me gently, using the saliva still covering it as a natural lubricant.  I broke the kiss and stared into her eyes sleepy with lust and wine.  I then sat down on the couch.


    “Sit down on my cock, Kate, facing Mike.  I want him to see your face as my cock slides into you.”


    She looked at Mike, “Mike, are you OK…”


    “I’m fine, Kate…do it.”


    I spread my legs wide as Kate stepped between them.  She then placed her hands on my knees as she began to sit back.  I grabbed her ass and slowly guided her pussy to my cock, aligning myself with her glistening folds as she slowly descended.  When I touched her she stopped, waiting for me to rub myself between her wet lips and position myself before finally sitting all the way down.  I couldn’t see her face, but I could tell she was looking at Mike as all eight inches of me slowly disappeared into her body. 


    I gasped from the sensations coursing through me.  Kate grabbed my thighs for leverage and began undulating back and forth on my dick at first, not really pulling herself off of me, but rather rotating me around inside of her so she could feel me everywhere.  She then used her powerful thighs to lift herself up and then slowly descend again while I kept myself aligned with her body.  My cock looked huge beneath her slender ass.


    Kate continued languidly fucking me, looking at Mike as she did.  I could see enough of Mike’s face to see he was watching intently.  If this was his fantasy and his view was anywhere near as hot as mine, he had to have been bursting with excitement.


    “What do say, Mike?  Why don’t you join us?  Pull that dick out and show Kate how excited you are?”


    Mike wasted no time doing just that.  He unbuttoned his shorts and slipped them to the floor without ever taking his eyes off Kate.  He then pulled down his underwear and reached down to grab his cock.  As I expected, he was already hard. He was average in size – maybe six inches long and much narrower than me. But he was rock-hard.  He slowly began stroking himself as Kate continued fucking me, filling the room with the squishing sounds of her soaked pussy massaging my dick.


    I couldn’t imagine what was going through each of their minds.  Kate was breathing heavily, obviously enjoying my cock inside of her.  Her nipples were like pencil erasers between my fingers.  There was no hiding that I was doing for her what Mike could only dream of.


    The whole thing was so incredibly erotic for me too.  With this one act, all of our lives had changed.  Kate would never be the faithful wife again.  And Mike would know he could never be enough for her.  Just thinking about all of that had me so close to the edge.  That and the cock sucking, and seeing Kate’s ass with my cock sliding between her perfect cheeks.  It was too much to bear.


    When I thought about Mike seeing my the underside of my cock pulsating as I filled his wife with another man’s cum I lost it.  Cumming inside of Kate before I could make her cum was unavoidable.


    “I’m gonna lose it, Mike!  I’m gonna cum inside of Kate!”


    “Do it, David.  I want to see Kate’s face when you do…”


    Kate ground harder and faster on me, staring at Mike as I groaned loudly, draining my balls into her.  My hips bounced and my cock pulsed violently as I spurted my long overdue load into her tight cunt.  I opened my eyes to see Mike cumming as well, sending streams of cum onto the floor in front of him.  When I stopped twitching, Kate sat back onto me, fully impaling me again as far as I could go.


    I laid back on the couch, reaching around her to firmly caress her breasts and panting to catch my breath, “Jesus, Kate.  That was amazing!”


    I looked around Kate to see Mike laying back in his chair still holding his dick, staring at Kate as he stroked himself gently.


    “Looks like Mike is a bit of a mess, Kate.  Do you want to help him out?”


    Kate lifted herself from me and stood up.  As she did, some of the cum from her pussy flowed back onto me.  She reached down to catch it, and then wiped it on her bare belly.  As she did, she walked toward Mike in a way that made it clear she was still in her sexual trance.  What it was like to see your wife walking naked toward you while wiping another man’s cum on her belly is beyond my comprehension, but Mike seemed fine with it.  More than fine.  When she reached him she spread his legs apart and dropped to her knees.


    She began by licking the hand that was still holding his cock, trying to clean the cum from it with her talented tongue. She then lifted his hand a sucked each finger into her mouth, sucking each of them clean.  When she finished, she took his limp dick into her mouth and did the same.  When Mike twitched wildly it was clear he was too sensitive for Kate to continue.  She pulled herself off and sat back on her heels, wiping her lips with her wrist.


    Watching her with Mike had a surprising effect on me.  I didn’t feel the slightest tinge of jealousy, perhaps because she was his wife and I was the interloper.  It was incredibly hot seeing what an amazing lover she must have been for him.  But I also knew she enjoyed having sex with me – more than she enjoyed it with him.  And when she was finished with him, I was anxious to demonstrate that to Mike.


    Kate leaned forward to lay her head on Mike’s lap, his flaccid, spent dick hanging lifeless between his legs.  Mike looked at me and smiled, “I’m out for a while, David, but why don’t you and Kate go to the Bedroom?  She hasn’t cum yet.”


    Kate lifted her head and looked up at Mike while I stood up from the couch, my dick beginning to come back to life.  I walked toward Kate, being careful to dodge the glistening globs of cum on the floor, and held out my hand to pull her to her feet.  She looked at me and then at Mike, “Are you sure, Honey?”


    “I am more than sure, Kate.  I want to see David make you cum.  I want that for you.”


    The rest of the night is still a surreal blur in my mind.  I remember climbing onto their bed and straddling Kate’s face while she laid on her back and sucked me to full hardness again, then seeing Mike sitting in the chair in the dark corner of the room with only his shirt on, stroking his cock while he watched.


    I never looked at him again, so I don’t know if he came again.  But Kate certainly did.  Several times.  The first being less than ten minutes after we got to the room.  She had been on edge all night, but by then she was frantic.  When I finally pulled myself from her mouth and began fucking her in the Missionary position it didn’t take long for her to lose all control.  She begged and pleaded for me to fuck her harder and faster, shamelessly ignoring the fact that Mike was right there.  Maybe she didn’t know he was there, or maybe she finally felt free to let herself go with Mike’s permission, or maybe it was just alcohol induced loss of inhibitions, but she held nothing back, loudly proclaiming how good I was making her feel.  I had never heard her having sex with Mike.


    During the next hour I brought her to three thundering orgasms, pausing my thrusts only briefly between them to give her time to recover.  But she never wanted me to stop, kissing me passionately after every orgasm to signal her continued arousal.  I didn’t love tasting Mike’s cum in her mouth, but at that point I would have done anything Kate wanted.  Each time Kate screamed out like nothing I had ever heard before as the waves rushed through her.  


    The third time I made her cum I allowed myself to join her.  I was just too exhausted to continue.  I held her tight as our bodies trembled and quaked together, confirming just how good we were together.  We were perfect, and it felt like we were falling deeply in love.


    The next thing I remember is waking up in a dark room, not quite sure where I was.  Their Bedroom is a carbon copy of mine, so I wasn’t sure if I was home or not.  But when I looked to the side and saw myself in the mirror leaning against the wall by the bed, I knew it was their room.  And the body behind me belonged to Kate.  The lights were off, but I was able to see on the nightstand clock that it was 3:15 am.  Mike was nowhere to be seen.


    I gently lifted myself to a seated position on the side of the bed, and then carefully stood up, not wanting to wake Kate.  She was laying on her side breathing deeply, clearly wiped out from the combination of alcohol and shear physical exertion.


    I went out to the Living Room to get my clothes and found Mike sleeping under a blanket on the couch.  I touched him softly on the shoulder and whispered, “Mike, I’m going to get going.  Thank you for an amazing night.”


    In the glow of the streetlights coming through the shades I could see him look groggily at me, “Oh… David.  Oh God…thank you!  We had a great time…” 


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER EIGHT 


    I passed out as soon as my head hit my pillow and didn’t wake up until 10 the next morning.  It took a minute to piece together the night before, but when I did, a warm glow rushed through me.  Kate and I were officially a thing!


    What that meant, I wasn’t yet sure.  Obviously we had not talked about what came next, but from Mike’s words and actions, it seemed he was going to be fine with Kate and I openly seeing each other on a regular basis.  Proof of that came quickly with a text Kate sent around noon that day.


    “Seems Mike really enjoyed last night.”


    “Really?  What happened after I left?”


    “He came to bed and couldn’t keep his hands off of me.” 


    “You had sex??”


    “Once when he came to bed, then again around 6, and then just before we got up at 10!  Between the two of you I can barely walk!”


    I wasn’t sure I enjoyed hearing they had sex, but I played along,  “That’s too bad. I was hoping we could do it again on Monday.” 


    “Oh, we can!  He said he wants me to do whatever I want. All he wants is for me to tell him about it and watch occasionally.” 


    That text made me pause.  He told her she could, “do whatever she wants”? But I assumed he meant with me, so I let it slide, “Well, that’s good to hear, as long as you do it with me!  What do you want to do?”


    “What do you think?”


    That was better.


    “So, after lunch on Monday?”


    “I can’t wait!  But come down at noon AFTER you eat your lunch. I’ll be the desert!”


    “Good plan! I can’t wait!”


    I loved how anxious she sounded to see me again.  Evidently we were both relieved to be able to be together whenever we wanted with Mike’s blessing!  


    When I arrived at her place that Monday I couldn’t believe the change in Kate. She answered the door barefoot wearing the sheerest, sexiest white negligee I had ever seen. Nothing was left to the imagination: her tan lines showed clearly through the silken fabric, contrasting her creamy breasts and perfect ass against her late summer caramel tan. She closed the door behind me and wasted no time wrapping her long arms around my neck and kissing me, sliding her warm wet tongue into my mouth. I was thrown off by the urgency but also from the blood rushing from my brain to my dick. 


    She broke the kiss and grabbed me by the hand, prancing toward the Bedroom laughing.  Once there she threw her teddy on the chair and jumped onto the bed, bouncing onto her back and still laughing. She seemed so happy!


    Looked at her in amazement, “Wow! Someone’s excited!”


    “I’ve been waiting for this for 60 hours!  Sex with you alone?  Any time we want?  Oh my God!”


    I took off my clothes next to the bed, looking down at her as she stared admiringly at my body. When I pulled my underwear off, I stood with my hard dick pointing straight at her smiling face. 


    “Is this what you were thinking about?”


    She was beaming like a kid at Christmas, “Oh my God! Bring that thing over here!”


    I crawled onto the bed as she spread her legs. 


    “Mike didn’t distract you enough yesterday?”


    “He tries, he really does.  But nobody feels like you.  I told him that.“


    “You did?”


    She looked up at me expectantly as I laid on top of her, “He wanted to know.”


    “Wanted to know what?”


    She rolled her eyes up as if thinking about her answers, “Oh…how much I love your cock.  How you fill me so completely…how I can’t stop cumming every time you fuck me…”


    As she spoke she reached between us and used her warm, soft hand to guide me into her already wet pussy. She groaned her approval as I slipped easily into her and leaned in to kiss her tenderly.  She was like a sorority girl on Spring Break, busting loose of any restraints she felt before.  I, on the other hand, was anxious to “make love” to her for the first time, free of the fear of getting caught. 


    I started off slowly at first, truly relishing the feel of her naked body pressed beneath mine. I felt more connected to her than I ever had before - like we were finally a “couple.”  As I increased the pace, Kate’s excitement built with it. 


    She whispered breathily into my ear, “Yes, David!  Oh my God!  You feel so good!”


    I continued thrusting hard and deep, driving her relentlessly into a frenzy. 


    “Fuck, YES, DAVID!  FUCK ME!”


    It felt so good to hear her losing control, begging me to make her cum. I could have done it easily with just a few more thrusts, but I stopped. She opened her eyes and looked at me breathlessly, “What?  Why did you stop??”


    I lifted myself up and looked into her beautiful, cat-like eyes and resumed a slow, rhythmic pace.  She was soooo fucking wet. 


    “I just wanted to tell you how amazing you are. How much I love this.”


    “Oh my God, David!  You feel soooo good. I don’t want to go back to work!”


    “Don’t!  It doesn’t sound like Mike will care.” 


    She grabbed my ass and spread her legs wider allowing me even better access to her swollen clit. 


    “Don’t get greedy. He said I could have sex with you whenever I want but he didn’t say I could quit my job.” 


    I kissed her tenderly as I continued fucking her. I then began increasing the pace. 


    “That’s it, Baby. Make me cum…”


    “Do you want that, Kate?”


    “Yes, David!  I need that!”


    I fucked her harder, pummeling her ass into the mattress. My balls slapped loudly against the juices dripping between her cheeks. She held on to my shoulders tightly and wrapped her feet around my ass. 


    “FUCK ME, DAVID!  YES!”


    The bed rocked violently back and forth, banging into the wall behind the headboard. It was good to let go and not care if anyone heard us having sex. It also made me wonder why I had never heard that before. With all of the sex she and Mike had been having and all of their crazy pillow talk, why hadn’t Mike ever fucked her like that?  It was obvious he never did, and that made me fuck her even harder. 


    She held on to my shoulders, digging her nails into my skin, “OH GOD!  OH GOD!”


    She practically roared when it hit, thrashing beneath me like she was having an epileptic fit. I lost it too, arching my back and pumping my cum into her body with violent spasms. We were both lost in our own ecstasy, connected by flesh but floating in a sea of bliss.  As I twitched my last load into her, I looked down and saw her twitch once more as well, but with her eyes closed and mouth open in a dreamlike state. I fell down on top of her and laid my head by her ear. 


    “That was amazing, Kate.”


    She laid silently panting, before forcing a response, “You’re amazing, David!  That was incredible.”


    “I guess we should thank Mike for that.”


    “I will. When I tell him about it tonight.”  She laughed mischievously. 


    “I guess I should thank his brother as well for telling me about the apartment.”


    “His brother?”


    “Yeah. Carl.  The guy I work with in Green Bay.  He’s the guy who told me you guys had an apartment for rent. He didn’t tell me how fucking hot you were though!” I reached down and touched her sensitive pussy, hoping to feel the slippery trail of cum oozing from inside her.  She pushed my hand away. 


    “Stop, David!”


    I laughed and pulled my hand away, assuming she was too sensitive for me to touch her. Kate wasn’t laughing. 


    She sat up on one elbow and looked at me seriously, “Um…Mike doesn’t have a brother. I was wondering who ‘Carl’ was when Mike mentioned him the other night.  What did he say exactly?”


    I sat up on my elbow, facing her, suddenly feeling like the guy who realizes the ax murderer is already in the house. 


    “What do you mean he doesn’t have a brother?”


    “I mean he doesn’t have a brother. He has two sisters!  What did Carl say?”


    “He said he saw I was looking to move to Milwaukee to work remotely from a bigger city and he said his brother and wife have a place for rent. He gave me Mike’s cell number. 


    “How did he know you wanted to move?”


    “I posted it on our company intranet.” 


    “That’s bizarre. Why would he tell you he was Mike’s brother?  And who the hell is he?”


    She pushed me off of her and sat on the bed. That’s when it hit me. 


    “Maybe it’s all a set up. Maybe they were in this together.” 


    “In what?”


    “Maybe this was all a plan to get you and me together!”


    “But why?”


    “I don’t know. But I suggest you ask Mike.”


    “Oh, I will!  This is too weird! You better go. I’m getting creeped out about this.”


     


     ____________


     


    I guess I really didn’t care who Carl was to Mike, or if they had somehow conspired to set me up with Kate.  If they had, I owed them both a major debt of gratitude.  I spent Monday afternoon replaying the couple of hours I had with her that day and wishing the day away until I could be with her again on Tuesday.


    Kate evidently spent the day planning on confronting Mike about Carl.  Mike hadn’t been home an hour when I received the text.


    “Say, Mike has something he needs to tell you.  Can you come down?”


    I responded immediately, “Of course!  Be right there.”


    Kate answered the door and gestured for me to come in.  Mike was sitting in the chair again, opposite the couch.  That meant Kate and I would be sitting together on the couch again, like we did the night we found out Mike was OK with us having sex.


    “So, Mike has something to tell you.  Go ahead, Mike.”


    Mike began sheepishly, “Yeah, well, Carl is not my brother, David.”


    “Who is he?”


    Mike hesitated, but then blurted out, “He’s a guy I met in a chat room.”


    “A chat room?”


    “Yes, a chat room.”  


    He fidgeted in his chair and continued, “You see, I have wanted to see Kate have sex with another man for a long time.  I became obsessed with it.  At first I was content just watching a ton of porn in which women would have sex with guys in front of their husbands, reading novels about it… just imagining what it would be like.  But then I started thinking of ways to really make it happen.  I looked at dating sites, thinking maybe I could convince Kate to hook up with guys that contacted her online, but bringing that up to her seemed too difficult.  So, I started looking for advice on how to make your wife into a ‘hotwife’, you know, looking for websites about it, books, anything to give me an idea on how to broach the subject with Kate.  I discovered a chat room where like-minded men shared advice, support, stories – stuff like that.”


    “And that’s where you met Carl?  He’s into that stuff too?”


    “He is.  I never actually met him, but I posted that I was looking for a good looking young man to move into my duplex, for the purpose of seducing my wife.  I figured if it was her idea, it might actually happen.  I got plenty of offers, but mostly from guys on the site.  Carl actually had pictures of you and a little resume of sorts.”


    “A resume?”


    “Well, it was more like some anecdotes and stories he’d heard about you.  That’s when he brought up the ‘five tool player’ thing.  He said you were looking to move to Milwaukee, and the rest is history.”


    “So, you two conspired to set me and Kate on this collision course?”


    “We did.”


    I was sitting forward on the couch listening to this, so I looked behind me at Kate to see her expression.  She was looking at Mike in disbelief and shaking her head.


    “Well, I guess I should thank Carl too then!  This is by far the best thing that has ever happened to me!”


    Mike looked at Kate, “And you Kate?  Can you forgive me?”


    Kate just shook her head again and thought a minute, “I can forgive you, Mike.  But you should have talked to me about your fantasy.  These past couple of months have been really, really hard on me.  I’ve lost ten pounds worrying!”


    “Well, you look amazing, Kate!  And you seem genuinely happy.”


    “I am happy Mike.  I was happy with you before all of this.  We could have worked something out if it meant that much to you.”


    “I promise to be more open and honest with you, Kate.  But are you happier now?”


    She moved forward to the edge of the couch next to me then put her head on my shoulder.


    “I am, Mike.  I now have two amazing men in my life.  I’m very happy.  Thank you for this.”


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER NINE 


    To say all of this drastically changed my life is almost comically understated.  It was like winning a $600 million dollar Powerball lottery and finding the woman of your dreams to spend it with all in the same day.  If you could float on clouds that’s where you would have found me.  The sun shined brighter, the air smelled sweeter and the birds provided the sound track.  My life was a freakin’ Disney movie!  I woke up everyday like one of those people in a mattress commercial!


    Kate and I continued seeing each other every weekday at noon all through August, making sure to eat our lunches beforehand so we could have sex during the lunch hour, and often well past it.  Unsurprisingly, we continued to grow closer and closer, to the point where I wondered why she was still with Mike at all.  It seemed I was giving her all she needed – a close intimate friendship, emotional support and of course, a very fulfilling sex life.  Deep down I knew a lot of what we felt was infatuation, but as usual, young love seems like it could never diminish.  


    Kate’s life had also changed in ways she had never anticipated.  We had several conversations while lying in bed about how she had lost touch with herself and had forgotten what it was like to be young and in love.  She said she felt better about herself – that I had reminded her that maybe she really was a sexy woman that men still desire.  She talked about how she looked in the mirror differently, bought different clothes, and even looked out of the corner of her eye to notice other men staring at her.  She said she felt her life had just expanded so much.  All of that added to my happiness.


    But like a teenager with a new car that Daddy bought for her, Kate’s new freedom also made her more reckless, and it seemed the more reckless she got, the more approval she got from Mike!  This first became evident the day Kate’s sister Patti and her husband Jake came over for a late summer cook out.


    Patti was two years older than Kate and while she was attractive, she was not nearly as stunning.  She was not nearly as fit, not nearly as pretty, and definitely not nearly as sexy as Kate.  She was just slightly above average in all of those things.  But what she lacked in appearance she made up for in attitude!  She wasted no time letting you know exactly what she was thinking. 


    “Mike, don’t you worry about Kate spending so much time at home with a hunk like David just upstairs?”


    “Well, you know, Patti…if you love something, let it go…”


    Patti scoffed, “Really?  I wish Jake felt that way!”


    Jake just rolled his eyes, “Right, Patti. As if you’d ask permission…”


    Mike seemed interested in that, “Oh?  You think Patti likes to stray from the nest from time to time, Jake?”


    Jake laughed, “If she does, she doesn’t tell me about it.  But I wouldn’t put anything past this one.”  He leaned over and kissed Patti on the cheek.


    “Well, if David lived in my house I’d make sure to make him feel at home, that’s for sure!”


    Mike tried to come to my rescue, “You know he’s right here, Patti.  David, how would you feel about that?”


    I didn’t love being put on the spot like that.  As I said, Patti wasn’t “unattractive”, she just couldn’t compare with what I had in Kate.  I was bursting with embarrassment, but had to be polite, “I would be flattered to get any special treatment from Patti…”


    Everyone laughed except Kate.  She seemed even more embarrassed than I was.  She got up from her spot and asked if anyone needed a drink.  We all said yes, and Patti followed her into the kitchen to grab three more beers and two glasses of wine. 


    When they came out Kate seemed more flustered than ever.


    “So, Kate tells me she already is giving you the special treatment, David…”


    I was stunned.  Kate told Patti about us??  I tried to act dumb, “Oh?  And what might that entail, Patti?”


    Patti, smiled seductively, “She told me you two have been doing nooners since you moved in…”


    Now I was really shocked!  First of all, that was not true – it didn’t start when I moved in.  But before I could put my foot in my mouth, Kate chimed in, “That’s not what I said, Patti.  I said we’ve been eating lunch together on the patio since David moved in…”


    Patti laughed, “Oh of course, Kate.  Surely no one thought you’d be having extra-marital sex!  The only girl at Wausau West to graduate still a virgin?”


    Kate looked hurt by that, “Patti…”


    “No really, poor Ricky Sutton dates Kate for two years and never gets his dick wet…”


    Kate was getting mad, “Patti, that’s not entirely true.  Ricky’s dick got plenty wet!”


    Patti laughed, “Ah!  True, true.  But we all know a blow job is not real sex.”


    Everyone laughed except me and Kate.  I thought Patti was being exceedingly cruel to her sister.  Kate looked like she was going to claw Patti’s eyes out.  Mike diffused the situation by suggesting we get the meal started.  We all went into the kitchen and started divvying up the tasks.


    The tension was palpable.  Kate did everything she could to avoid Patti, choosing to stand at the sink peeling potatoes while Patti delighted in the opportunity to slice up the cucumbers for the salad, commenting suggestively about how much she likes, “a nice, thick…cucumber.”


    Dinner was more of the same, although Patti seemed to finally realize Kate wasn’t enjoying her sense of humor.  She still managed to drop several sexual innuendoes that both she and Jake found funny but seemed more like adolescent humor to the rest of us.  Particularly Kate.  


    When we were done eating, we all took our plates to the Kitchen and cleaned everything up, packing the dishwasher and putting away all of the leftovers.  It’s amazing how quickly that can go when 5 people are helping!  We then restocked our drinks and headed back out to the patio for some after dinner libations.  It was truly a gorgeous August night – warm and humid with Fireflies pulsing all around the grass and bushes lit only by four tiki torches.  I sat and marveled at how beautiful Kate was in the orange firelight, her skin glowing metallic bronze.  After 20 minutes of chit chat I saw Kate pick up her phone, the light from her screen highlighting an amused smile.  I then felt the Fitbit buzz on my wrist.  She had sent me a text.


    “Meet me at the Bathroom in 5 minutes.”


    I looked up at her and she smiled, then got up from her chair and walked to the house.  She was obviously up to something, but I couldn’t be sure what.  I assumed she might want to kiss me, or tell me something in private.  But anything else would be too risky, especially with Patti already hinting there was something between us.  I waited anxiously for 5 minutes, and then walked back to the house while Jake and Patti continued telling Mike about their recent car service horror story.


    When I reached the Bathroom, I tapped lightly on the door.  Kate opened it and stood there with a mischievous look on her face.


    “Well, you look like trouble.  What are you thinking, Babe?”


    She moved closer and touched my chest, smiling devilishly as she dragged her finger slowly down my body, “I’m thinking I’d like to show my bitch of a sister that I’m not the prude she thinks I am.”


    When she reached my belt she turned her hand and cupped my crotch firmly in her hand.


    I was startled, definitely not expecting THAT!


    “Now?  What about Mike?  What about Jake and Patti?”


    She held me close with a hand on my back and rubbed me firmly through my jeans, “Oh, they’ll be fine… Mike will keep Patti and Jake entertained.”


    She then pushed me backwards into their Bedroom and closed the door.  She then walked to the side of the bed and peeled off her strapless dress to reveal she was wearing nothing underneath.  While she did, I quickly stripped off my clothes and climbed onto the bed to lie on my back, propped up on her pillows.  She crawled on to the bed on her hands and knees as I spread my legs, stopping when her face was just above my swelling cock.  I held it up for her, and she dropped her warm, wet mouth down to envelope me, bobbing up and down to slather me completely in her saliva.  After I was good and wet, she pulled herself off and continued climbing up, straddling me with one leg, and then sitting back, reaching between her legs to guide me into her soaking pussy.  As I began sliding into her, she moaned like an addict feeling her drug of choice filling her veins.  Patti had Kate completely wrong – she was definitely not a prude.  She placed her hands on my shoulders and began rocking back and forth, rubbing her clit on my pelvic bone as she closed her eyes.  She seemed to be trying hard to be quiet, using more languid strokes to keep the headboard from slamming into the wall.  Whether she could stay in control remained to be seen, but it was her sister we had to worry about, so at that point I really didn’t care if Patti found out.  If Kate didn’t mind getting busted, neither did I.


    We had been at it for maybe five minutes when someone knocked on the door and then opened it.  I freaked out momentarily but relaxed when Mike walked through the door and then closed it rapidly.


    “Jesus Christ you two!  Patti and Jake are wondering where you are!  You couldn’t wait ‘til they left?”


    Kate didn’t lose a stroke, clearly lost in the feelings beginning to grow in her belly.  She continued rocking back and forth on my dick with her eyes closed massaging her own tits.


    “Sorry, Mike…  Kate said she…  FUCK, Babe!  Oh fuck!  She…couldn’t wait any longer… I guess all of Patti’s hints got her going…  That’s it, Babe.  Fuck me…”


    Mike just stood at the door watching his wife ride my dick like she was riding one of those mechanical bulls in a bar, completely lost in her lustful trance. We then heard Patti’s heels on the wood floor outside the bedroom door.  She knocked on the door, “Everything OK, Mike?”


    “Yes, Patti!  Be out in a minute!”


    She hesitated, but then walked away.  She had to have heard the mattress squishing with Kate’s gyrations.   


    But Kate never skipped a beat.  She was so turned on when we started she probably would have already cum if Mike hadn’t interrupted us. And Patti didn’t help either. But once Patti left, the room went silent other than the whooshing of the mattress under our bodies.  Mike and I watched Kate focus on the fullness inside of her and the gentle strokes against her clit, biting her lower lip softly while she waited for what promised to be an explosive orgasm. When it finally came, she fell forward and buried her face in Mike’s pillow to stifle her screams.  I held on for dear life, helping her through it by grabbing her hips and pushing and pulling her on and off of my dick.  While I did, I added my own copious load to her hot, spasming pussy while I looked directly at Mike. He never looked away.  With Kate leaning forward, his eyes could clearly see my cock pulsating my hot cream into his wife.


    When we finally came down from our orgasmic stupor, Mike left the room while I got dressed and Kate collected herself.  I walked out the front door of the room and snuck upstairs to my apartment while Kate walked out the back into the Kitchen.


    When I got outside, Patti resumed where she had left off. 


    “There you are!  I was telling Mike and Jake I thought maybe you and Kate had snuck off for a quickie!”


    I almost fell over. It was truly uncanny how accurate all of Patti’s assumptions seemed to be!  Luckily Kate walked up before I needed to explain myself. 


    “And there’s our little butterfly. You and David slip out for a little post-dinner rendezvous?”


    “Oh my god, Patti!  Such a one track mind! I just went inside to lay on the bed and cool down a bit. The wine was getting to me in this heat.”


    “Yeah, I was getting pretty hot myself, especially after Mike said he didn’t mind if you slept with David!”


    “Well, I’m glad you now think I’m slutty enough to do that after you called me a prude earlier tonight!”


    Mike interjected, “I did not say I didn’t mind if Kate slept with David, Patti.  I said Kate is free to do what she wants.”


    “Same thing, Mikey Dear.  Who wouldn’t want to sleep with David?”


    Mike continued, “Well, maybe Kate was having sex with me?  After all, I was in the room with her…”


    Then I added, “All I know is I was upstairs watching the Brewers bat in the bottom of the seventh…”


    Patti seemed flustered by the excuses and realized she was probably wrong, but even if she wasn’t, the three of us weren’t going to confess.  She dropped the subject.


    The rest of the night was significantly less eventful, with the conversation waning as the alcohol caused us to become less and less capable of sustained thought.  I would steal occasional glances at Kate to see her staring at me with a satisfied smile on her face.  Patti noticed the same thing.  Every time I looked at her she was watching Kate.  She definitely sensed something was going on between us.  By the end of the night, her head must have been spinning, trying to decipher exactly what was going on at the Blanchard house.  


    I sat smugly relishing my place in all of the mystery.  At the time, I thought I knew everything there was to know about the Blanchard house.   In another week I would learn I really knew nothing at all.


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER TEN 


    The following week was more of the same – work in the morning, meet Kate for sex at noon, and get back to work.  There was really no reason to leave the house except to get food and go to the gym.  My whole life revolved around Kate, and I wanted to be near her, even if her nights belonged to Mike.  I felt like Kate felt the same about me.  Each time we got together the connection felt more intense – the kissing more loving, the sex more passionate, and the afterglow more satisfying than the time before.  I was feeling what it truly meant to be in love, and I knew Kate felt it too, even though she continued to profess her love for Mike. No two people could lay intertwined like that after such intense lovemaking, smiling and talking while we looked deeply into each other’s eyes and not feel that something special was growing between us.


    The weekends were becoming harder and harder to manage.  Being without Kate for even two days was almost unbearable!  Which is why I was looking forward to the weekend I had planned with my two childhood buddies, Tyler and Corey.  I needed a distraction!


    Tyler and Corey lived on my street in Owatonna since we were young boys, meeting for the first time in Kindergarten, and then remaining close friends all through high school.  In fact, they were my only close guy friends in high school.  That was partly because our history together created an almost inseparable bond that transcended the reputation that made most other guys in the school steer clear of me.  But Tyler and Corey were just average guys in high school, dating average girls that I never set my sights on, so I’m sure that had plenty to do with their willingness to maintain our friendship.


    We all went off to different colleges, moved to different cities, and generally became completely independent people, but through it all, we maintained a tradition of meeting once every summer and spending a weekend together.  I had invited them down to Milwaukee for a Brewers game against the Cubs on Friday, August 26th and then a cookout on Saturday evening, taking advantage of Kate and Mike’s generous offer to let me commandeer the patio and use their grill.


    It was always a great time when the three of us got together.  We had all changed a lot since high school, evening out a bit in looks and charm, even though we all knew which one of us was the professional womanizer in the group.  Women always seemed to be the focus of our times together, so much so that despite the fact that Corey was now married, and Tyler was in a long term serious relationship, we still managed to chat up quite a few women wherever we went.  In college we were all on the prowl, managing to bring girls home with us on several occasions, and even sharing the spoils.  The stories are endless!


    So, I was looking forward to seeing them again despite the fact that I had zero interest in cruising for girls that weekend.  I was determined to prove to Kate that I was worthy of her trust and that my womanizing days were over.  To do that I would need to dissuade Corey and Tyler from bringing anyone they might meet home with us, but I was confident that without my help they wouldn’t get that far.


    The guys arrived late Friday afternoon while I was still coming down from the buzz of cumming twice inside of Kate that afternoon and leaving her smiling blissfully on her bed, paralyzed from three intense orgasms of her own.


    Friday night we did a short tailgate at American Family Field with beers and brats and then sat through an excruciating 10 inning loss to the Cubs.  The guys were anxious to go hit some bars afterward, so we went to the only “bar district” I knew of in Milwaukee on Water Street.  I had never been there before, and it turns out we were probably too old for the crowd, but the guys had fun.  It’s relatively easy to strike up a conversation with a group of inebriated college girls.  It’s just really hard to keep them focused enough to come home with you.  Every time it looked like Tyler or Corey might be making progress I would suggest switching bars so nothing would happen.  


    Saturday we slept in, having gotten home just after 2am.  We had breakfast at my place and then headed down to Bradford Beach to play some volleyball and drink some beers.  We ended up with a group of people I knew from playing pick-up games, standing around some coolers and a boom box just talking and trying hard not to be caught intentionally flexing our pecs and bicep muscles for the bikini clad babes standing with us.  But it was even harder to avoid looking at the amazing assless string bikinis the girls were all wearing!  It took several attempts, but I finally convinced the guys we had too much beer and food at home to waste, and no, the girls could not come with us.  I just told them I did not have permission for a 20-something bash and all that that would entail in Mike and Kate’s house.


    The guys were pretty upset with me by the time we left, bitching about the missed opportunities to get laid the whole way home.  I tried to explain that they were married and in a committed relationship, but that only made them question my sanity, and even my sexuality!  But after I pointed out that my apartment wasn’t big enough for any kind of a sex party, they seemed resigned to the fact that this time it was just not to be.


    We went up to my apartment and restocked the cooler with beers and burgers, leaving the buns, condiments and sides upstairs.  It was only 5pm, but we were starving!  I fired up the grill, and the three of us sat around shooting the shit while the burgers cooked, then went upstairs to assemble the burgers, get some chips and potato salad and then head back down to eat on the patio.


    By 6:30 we were all finished, so I gathered all of the plates and took them upstairs while the guys sat stuffed and pleasantly tipsy around the very table that Kate and I had forged our budding relationship.  I had already told myself that if Kate and I were ever together, I would want that table in her divorce settlement with Mike!


    When I came back down I couldn’t believe my eyes.  The guys were standing talking to Mike and Kate who had their backs to me.  She was like a Disney princess, dressed in an ankle-length white cotton dress through which I could see the silhouette of her long, toned legs.  The back of the dress was split from the waist up, forming a “V” to reveal her incredible bronze back and the cleavage of her spine.  When she turned toward me, the front was similar, with the V stopping just below her incredible braless breasts.  Tyler shot me a wide-eyed look of shock, presumably referencing how stunningly gorgeous Kate was.  She held a long stemmed glass of white wine in her lithe fingers as she turned to talk, “Well, hello, David!  We just came out to welcome your friends.”


    “Hey, Kate!  Hey, Mike!  You want to join us?  We could use some fresh conversation in the group.”


    Kate laughed, “Oh no, David.  But thank you. I’m sure you guys have plenty of “guy talk” to catch up on.”


    Tyler interjected, perhaps too enthusiastically, “Oh no, Kate!  We’re sick of each other already.  Please join us!”


    At that point, I think Kate felt it would be rude to just walk away.  But it also must have sucked to be banished from their own patio on such a beautiful night.  Mike finally accepted, “Kate, why don’t you join the boys at the table and I’ll sit on the chaise lounge?”


    Kate did just that, sitting demurely on the one remaining chair.  When I sat down, it seemed like some kind of inquisition of the sacrificial virgin.  Except none of us knew what to say!  We could only stare dumbfounded at the goddess in front of us.  Kate broke the ice by asking us about our day and then what we did on Friday.  This was followed by more drinks and conversation about how we met, what the guys did for a living, what it was like knowing me, etc.  Then more drinks and talk about Corey’s wife and how they met, and then it was Tyler’s turn to talk about his girlfriend.  When we got to the part about Mike and Kate, the guys seemed particularly enraptured, making sure to compliment Kate at every opportunity and even congratulating Mike on what an amazing catch Kate was.  Kate seemed flattered by all of the compliments, making sure to reciprocate when she could.


    By 10pm it was finally dark and we were all plenty drunk.  When the talk switched to movies we had seen recently we all gushed about the new Wes Anderson movie, The French Dispatch, and how clever all of his movies are.  We thought it would be fun to watch it again and decided to head inside to Kate and Mike’s place to pull it up on Amazon Prime.


    As we entered their apartment, Kate peeled off to go to the bathroom while the rest of us all got new drinks from the fridge.  Tyler and Corey sat on the couch, while I sat across from them in the lounge chair and Mike sat at the desk. When Kate entered the room, she sat in the only spot available between the guys on the couch.


    It took a while for all of us to settle down and actually watch the film with lots of banter about this line or that line, or the other movies Bill Murry was in or Owen Wilson.  It wasn’t until the scene where the incredibly sexy French actress Lea Seydoux is standing completely nude while the crazy artist played by Benicio del Toro paints her portrait that the room got quiet.  It was then that I noticed it.


    Kate had been pretty attentive to Tyler and Corey the entire night, but when I looked over and saw her leaning in to whisper in Tyler’s ear I felt a pang of jealousy for the first time.  She was just too close to him for my comfort, her arm leaning hard on his.  When I saw Tyler smile and look at Mike, I did the same.  Mike was looking at them – not at the movie.  Corey had to have noticed it too, since he was sitting to Kate’s right looking past her to see the TV and had a clear shot at Mike.  It seemed everyone was talking while saying nothing at all.  I kept an eye on Kate.


    Kate and Tyler continued talking, taking turns whispering into each other’s ears.  At one point she smiled at Mike, and he smiled back.  That was when she whispered something to Tyler again, straining her neck back and putting her lips way too close to his ear for my comfort.  Tyler watched Mike as she spoke.  I saw Mike nod at Tyler, as if to say. “Go ahead.”  Tyler continued looking at Mike and hesitated, but then put his hand on Kate’s thigh.


    My gut went sick at that point.  All I could think of was that one of my best friends was fucking hitting on my girlfriend and she was letting him!  Looking back, that seems ridiculous now, and it was at the time.  After all, she was not my girlfriend.  In fact, she was my landlord’s wife, and he had evidently just given Tyler permission to touch her.


    I watched as they both sat back on the couch with their heads on the back pillows.  Kate’s bare feet were both on the floor with her legs spread slightly, allowing the fabric to drop between them and Tyler’s hand to gently stroke the entire inside of her left thigh.  She never looked at me, but rather continued looking toward the TV – past Tyler, as if nothing unusual was happening.  Corey was in the same position, with his head on the pillow to the right of Kate.  When she turned to face him, he turned his head and placed his ear near her mouth to hear what she had to say.  As he did, he looked at me and widened his eyes in surprise.  


    Now at that point my buddies did not know Kate and I had a relationship.  All they knew was she was the incredibly hot land lady who lived downstairs from me.  I had never even mentioned how hot she was.


    Corey looked at Kate’s lap and saw Tyler’s hand and then looked at Tyler.  When he did, Tyler looked back at him and smiled, continuing to move his hand very slowly and very gently, caressing Kate’s soft, sensitive skin through the gauze-like fabric in a back and forth motion, each time his stroke getting longer and closer to her pussy.  Corey placed his left hand on Kate’s right thigh and laid back on the couch.  She looked over at him and smiled, spreading her legs ever so slightly more.


    At that point there was no doubt where this was heading.  I looked at Mike and saw the same expression I saw when he watched me fuck Kate the first time.  He was transfixed on his wife and the two young men stroking her thighs.  As Kate watched Mike it was clear she was becoming more and more aroused.  Her mouth was open, her breathing becoming more labored, and her nipples were jutting through her dress.  For whatever reason, she never looked at me.  Instead, she turned toward Corey and he toward her.  They looked at each other briefly and then leaned toward each other.  Their lips met in a passionate release of sexual abandon.  I wanted to stop what was happening but felt completely powerless.  It felt like this was something Kate was doing to me, rather than something she was doing for them.  It also felt like my friends had completely deserted me, like guys often do when love, sex and women are involved. 


    Kate spread her legs wider, inviting Tyler to slide his hand down and pull her dress up, exposing her bare legs while she continued kissing Corey.  Corey took that as his queue to grab Kate’s right breast, messaging it through the thin fabric until her nipple was rock hard. She broke her kiss with him and stared at him briefly, lost in the lustful haze I’d witnessed before.  She then turned toward Tyler and kissed him as deeply and passionately as she had just been kissing Corey. Mike and I just sat watching what was by then a full blown threesome.  


    I literally couldn’t move even though I wanted to.  I wanted to grab Corey and Tyler and pull them off of Kate, but I couldn’t.  I had to know how far was Kate willing to go.  Would she stop them herself?  Was she only teasing Mike but intending to stop it before it went too far?  Or would she let them do whatever they wanted with her?  I had to know but feared the answer.  I just sat and stared dumbfounded at what was transpiring before me.


    Kate continued kissing Tyler as he abandoned all pretense and buried his hand deep between her legs.  She spread her legs farther and sucked on Tyler’s tongue while Corey peeled off the straps of her dress and pulled it down to expose her breasts.  They heaved with each deep breath, her rock hard nipples betraying her excitement.  She arched her back, prompting Corey to lean down and take turns sucking each of her nipples into his mouth, coaxing them to protrude even further from her perfect breasts.  It was then that she finally looked at me sitting in my chair, slack jawed and immobilized with jealousy and sadness.  To me, my life was over.  She was lost in desire, smiling mischievously at me through her now reddened and swollen lips, apparently thinking that I was liking what she was doing as much as Mike did.  But that was not the case.  I was crushed.  


    With her dress gathered around her waist, she turned away and leaned over to unbuckle Tyler’s belt.  While she did, Corey rose from the couch and began removing his clothes.  Tyler helped Kate by lifting his ass off the couch and sliding his pants and underwear to his knees.  When he did, Kate knelt on the couch and quickly took his cock in her mouth.


    I can’t describe the pain I felt as I watched her bobbing up and down on his shaft, shifting her body until she was kneeling on the couch with her ass in the air, perfectly aligned with Corey’s raging hard-on.  She knew what she was doing – what would surely happen next.  Corey took the hint and lifted the fabric of her dress from her ass to reveal she wasn’t wearing any panties, then nuzzled his dick between her cheeks and rubbed it on her prone pussy.  You could hear the squishing sounds of her wet cunt as Corey wetted the head of his now rigid cock.  


    The fact that she wasn’t wearing panties caught my attention.  Had she taken them off like she did the night Patti came over and given them to someone?  Had she never worn them at all, hoping something like what was happening would take place?  Whatever the reason, she never lost a stroke on Tyler’s dick as Corey buried his deep into her body.  As it disappeared,  it felt like a dagger plunging into my heart.


    And so it was done.  My lovely Kate, the woman of my dreams,  the one I had hoped to have as my own one day was surrendering to two men she had never met before, allowing them to take her not only in front of her husband, but also in front of the only other man in the room who actually loved her.  It was heart breaking. Everything we had done together up to that point seemed like a sham.  To her, it was all just sex.  Sex for Mike’s sake.  I was just a pawn in their sick little hotwife games.


    I watched in horror as Kate rocked back and forth from Corey’s hard thrusts, each one driving her face down onto Tyler’s dick until it disappeared completely down her throat.  Luckily I didn’t need to watch for long.  Kate’s cock sucking skills were way too much for Tyler to handle, and when he exploded in her mouth, Corey lost it too, no doubt overwhelmed by the site of his dick buried between the two most perfect mounds of flesh he had ever laid eyes on.  As the two of them jerked violently while they finished inside of her, Mike looked at me and cocked his head toward them, as if to say, “Well…?”


    I was confused at first, but then woke up to the mechanics of the situation.  It never occurred to me that I would be “next.”  To me, I was just a witness in my own nightmare.  The only guy in the room who didn’t get the joke.  Tyler and Corey finished so quickly I didn’t have time to think about what would happen next.  


    I looked back at Kate and pondered what to do.  I wanted desperately for her to know how badly I was hurt.  But when she finished swallowing everything Tyler had and Corey pulled out of her, the first thing she did was sit back on her ankles and look at me while wiping off her chin with the back of her wrist, “What do you say, David?  You wanna be next?”


    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  My once cautious, faithful Kate was brazenly inviting me to join my friends in fucking her in front of her husband!  I couldn’t process if that was really her talking or some demon who had taken over her body.  I half expected her head to spin around 360 degrees!  It was an out-of-body experience I had never confronted before.  I was immediately transported to that first time with Laura, when she too brazenly challenged me to man up and have sex with her.  I felt as small then as I did with Kate.  Another older woman was exposing me for the inexperienced rube I was.  But I wasn’t inexperienced!  I had more experience with sex than anyone in that room.  And I had performed in gangbangs with Corey and Tyler before – granted, as the Alpha of the pack, but I could do it again.  I had to do it again.


    She got up from the couch and let her dress fall to the floor, then began walking toward the bedroom, her ass swaying wildly behind her, taunting me as she walked, “I’ll be in the bedroom for whoever wants to join me…”


    I summoned the strength to follow her into the bedroom as if drawn by the shear magnetism of her beauty.  I watched her plop on her back and then lay back on the pillows and spread her legs as she watched me undress.  In the light through the door I could see her glistening pussy, shamelessly oozing my friend’s cum.  I was on auto-pilot, obviously in a state of shock, but probably also too drunk to fully grasp what was happening.  I simply climbed on top of her and prepared to take my turn. Entering her was like nothing I had ever felt before.  I had never fucked a girl after she had just fucked someone else – “sloppy seconds,” if you will.  I was always the first to go in the previous gangbangs with Tyler and Corey.  She was still tight, but incredibly slippery.  It was also strange to feel the warm liquid on my balls cool as I fucked her, and then hear my balls slapping loudly against the puddle between her legs.  In the dark it was like I was fucking a girl I didn’t know.  She felt that different.


    All of those things – the shock, the alcohol, the strange feel of her cunt and the dark room caused me to unleash all of my frustrations at once.  I imagined that my Kate would never have done what this girl did.  She was just some slut we had picked up like so many times before.  I unleased a furious attack, not noticing that Corey and Tyler had joined me on the bed while Mike took his place in the chair.  She groaned in ecstasy as I slammed into her relentlessly.


    Corey and Tyler could only lay next to us and watch, bouncing on the bed with each violent thrust.  They must have been concerned, but neither of them said anything.  They had seen this before and could not have known my state of mind.  When she came she wailed uncontrollably, shuttering violently as the waves pulsed through her.  I continued fucking her through her orgasm, willing myself to add my molten seed to Corey’s and feed the growing wet spot on Mike and Kate’s queen-size bed.  


    When it was over, I pulled myself out and stood up looking down at her still writhing on the bed.  I was quickly gathering my senses and feeling ashamed for having fucked her so heartlessly.  I wanted to apologize, but before I could Tyler rolled her over onto her back.  As he climbed on top of her, she spread her legs wide and invited his fully recuperated cock into her still pulsating pussy.  She looked to her side at Corey and accepted his kiss on her hungry lips as Tyler began his rhythmic thrusts into her overflowing cunt. 


    To me that was the last straw.  There was no room for me on the bed anyway, but having come down to the post-orgasm reality of the situation, I decided I could not stay any longer.  I gathered my clothes and began to leave.  I figured that would send a statement.  Kate would be sorry.  Maybe someone would try to stop me.  But no-one did.


    I went upstairs and got into my bed, closing my bedroom door and hoping to leave it all behind me.  The problem was I could not sleep and I could not forget.  The noise from the bedroom below would grow and fade, grow and fade, keeping me awake.  Every time it would get quiet and would begin to fall asleep, it would resume again. After a couple of hours, the alcohol finally overwhelmed me and I fell asleep.  I have no idea how much longer it lasted, but Corey and Tyler were asleep on my Living Room floor and couch when I got up the next morning.


    I was in no mood to talk to them, still angry from their betrayal. I snuck out of the apartment to go on a long bike ride hoping to put some distance between me and the events of the night before.  I was so angry and hurt that I didn’t know if I ever wanted to go back.  But as I rode the anger and jealousy began to give way to the re-realization that Kate was never mine to control.  In fact, if Mike had not actively looked for someone to have sex with his wife, I would never have even met her.  Mike encouraging her to have sex with Tyler and Corey was a natural extension of what he had done with me.


    That realization didn’t make what had happened any easier to accept, however.  In matters of the heart, rational thought doesn’t always win out.  I had begun to believe that what Kate and I had transcended Mike’s plans for us.  That she actually felt something special for me and the sex was an expression of that.  That’s the way I felt about it and I thought she did too.  Giving herself to two random strangers made a mockery of all of that.


    By the time the ride was over I had resolved to get my shit together and grow up.  I had promised to never come between her and Mike and becoming possessive of her was a threat to that promise.  I had no right to judge her for what she and Mike did.  I walked into the house resolved not to confront her about it and let my true feelings be known.


    As I walked into the back hallway, it was clear everyone was still asleep even though it was after 9am.  The house was incredibly quiet for five adults to be inhabiting it.  I couldn’t help picturing what Kate was doing at that moment – laying naked on her back, under the sheets, in the same place she was fucked for the last time the night before.  Her legs would have been slightly splayed, her pussy still red and puffy, cum still gathered in her lips and the crack of her ass.  Mike would be lying next to her on his side, dreaming happily of the events of the previous night.  When I took my bike to the basement I passed beneath their Bedroom.  It was only then that I heard anything.


    At first it sounded like the house settling.  Wood framed houses do that all of the time – odd creaks and pops as the wood expands and contracts due to changes in humidity.  But then I heard the unmistakable rhythm – like a swooshing sound.  It was the sound of a mattress .  Mike and Kate were fucking in the Bedroom above.


    I couldn’t make out what they were saying but I could hear the low baritone of Mike’s voice and then Kate’s urgent reply.  I pictured Mike’s cock plunging in and out of her cum-filled pussy and wished it was mine.  I stood and listened, straining to hear whatever I could.  As I did, I pushed my bike shorts down to my thighs and began stroking my already hard cock.  I don’t know what possessed me.  I was probably still drunk, but I closed my eyes and listened to the sawing motions above, imagining it was me fucking Kate at that moment.  With each of her groans I imagined bringing her closer to an explosive orgasm.  It seemed a shame that Mike wouldn’t be able to do that for her when I was so ready and willing – standing right below them with my dick in my hand.  


    When Mike finally came he groaned loudly.  I pictured his cum overflowing from Kate’s saturated cunt and lost it myself, blowing my wad onto the concrete floor in front of me.  As I watched the cum drip from my dick, I heard Mike let out one last, “Oh God!” and then silence.  He no doubt collapsed onto her while she wrapped her arms around his neck.


    I wondered if she was thinking of me.  Or maybe Tyler or Corey.  I wanted to go into their apartment and make her cum like Mike was unable to do.  I wanted to hold her like he was holding her then.  Instead, I pulled up my pants and cleaned up the mess on the floor with some paper towels.  When I walked into my apartment, Tyler was sitting on the couch while Corey was awake but still laying on the floor.  I was still flustered and probably red in the face, but they were too hungover to notice.  It seemed they hadn’t heard Kate and Mike having sex.


    “Dude, where’d you go last night?”


    My anger started to boil up at that point, despite my previous resolution, “Oh, you guys seemed to have everything well at hand, so I came up here and went to bed.”


    “Were you upset?  Do you and Kate have something going on?”


    I lied, “No!  No!  It’s all good!”


    “You didn’t tell us your landlords were swingers!”


    I had never thought of them that way, but I guess that was partially true, “I didn’t know until last night.”


    “Really?  They had never done that with you?”


    I lied again, “No.  They hadn’t.”


    “Well, that was SICK!  That Kate is a fucking PORN STAR!”


    Corey chimed in, his eyes still closed, “Yeah, Bro.  You missed some serious shit.”


    “What happened after I left?”


    “Well, we were on her like a pack of dogs after you left.  Corey and I both fucked her again and then Mike took over.”


    “And?”


    Corey responded sleepily, “He sucked her pussy!”


    “He did not…”


    Tyler continued, “He did, Dude!  You could hear him lapping up the four loads of cum inside of her!  He cleaned her out then made her cum.”


    “And you guys left after that?”


    “Fuck no.  After Mike made her cum, he started fucking her and asking her questions, like ‘how did she feel about fucking all of these guys and shit.”


    “And…”


    “She said she felt like a slut!”


    “What did he say?”


    “He said ‘good!’  I couldn’t believe it.”


    I sat there silently imagining the scene.


    Corey piped in, “Yeah, I couldn’t imagine letting 3 guys gangbang Wendy like that.  But he was into it.”


    Wendy was Corey’s wife.  As I imagined fucking Wendy Tyler interrupted, “But that wasn’t the best part, Dude.”


    “What was the best part?”


    “When he asked her whose dick she liked the most.”


    “What did she say?”


    “She said yours, Dude!”


    Corey interjected, “Dude!  Why did you tell him that?  That’s just what we need…another chick stroking Dave’s ego…”


    I guess I felt some consolation from hearing that, but it didn’t change the fact that everything I thought about her reasons for being with me were wrong.


    “So, you guys left after that?”


    “Nope.  After Mike was done he asked which one of us wanted to go next.  Kate had been playing with our dicks while Mike was fucking her…”


    Corey interrupted, “She was sucking my dick, Dude!”


    “Right, she was sucking Corey’s dick inches from Mike’s face!  I thought Mike was going to take over there for a minute!”


    Corey guffawed, “No way, Dude!”


    “Anyway, we both fucked her one more time…”


    “And Mike was cleaning her out when we left.  It was nuts!”


    “Yeah, he got another mouth full of cum anyway, right?”


    “Hey, he’s the one with the smokin’ wife.  I might do the same thing if I could wake up to her every morning!”


    They both laughed at that, but I didn’t think it was funny.  Waking up every morning next to her was my most cherished dream.  But it was clearer than ever to me that Kate was Mike’s wife and she did what he wanted her to do.  That night was my first full realization of that.  It was also my first realization that whatever gifts Kate had freely and enthusiastically given me were not nearly as personal as I thought they were.  It seemed she would freely and enthusiastically give herself to anyone Mike wanted her to. 


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER ELEVEN 


    The guys packed up and left that Sunday at 1pm, thumping down the front stairs to their car on the street outside.  I went with them, hoping to run into Kate, but there was no sign of either Kate or Mike.  We shook hands and talked about next time as they threw their backpacks in the back seat.  It seemed they would leave without saying goodbye to Kate and Mike, but just as they were about to get into the car the front door to the house opened and Mike leaned out in a pair of shorts and a t-shirt.  He looked like he had just gotten out of bed, which I knew he had.


    He shouted down to the car, “Hey guys!  It was a pleasure meeting you!  We had a great time last night!”


    Corey yelled over from the driver’s side, “Hey, Mike!  Thank you for everything!  And say thank you to Kate.  She was amazing!”


    Mike looked around the neighborhood, “Yeah, she was.  She’s in the shower right now, but I know she enjoyed it.  I’ll tell her.”


    Corey and Tyler waved and got in the car while Mike waved back.  I watched them drive away and walked back to the house while Mike held the door open for me.


    “Say, David.  You OK?  You left just as things were getting started last night.”


    The full reality of everything was hitting me hard, but I was determined not to show it, “Oh. I’m fine Mike.  I guess I felt a little overwhelmed by the whole thing.  I just went to bed.”


    “Well, I’m sure Kate missed you.  I hope you’re not mad at us.”


    “No. I’m fine, Mike.  I just need to get my head around what happened.”


    And that was a gross understatement.  What happened was one of those life changing events from which people never fully recover, something that haunts you forever like the death of a spouse or being the victim of a crime.  On the outside they appear the same, but they can never look at life the same way again.  I had foolishly begun to imagine Kate was falling in love with me, that there were just three people in this game and I was winning, pulling away with Kate and leaving Mike far behind.  And suddenly I felt like I wasn’t in the game at all.  I didn’t even know what game was being played and what the rules were.  But Kate and Mike apparently did.  I felt like a little kid in a cruel adult world.  I felt like a fool.


    Kate texted me late Sunday afternoon to check on me.


    “Hey.  Missed you last night.”


    All of the rage inside me boiled forth as I answered, “Really?  Not from what I could tell.”


    The three dots appeared on the screen indicating she was typing something, but nothing came.  The dots went away.  A few minutes later the text came through.


    “I’m sorry David.  Things just got out of hand.  Too much wine I guess.”


    “I guess!”


    “Can I make it up to you tomorrow? :)”


    I was still fuming, but she apparently had no idea how much.  But I desperately needed to see her again.  My curt reply was meant to convey exactly how I felt – conciliatory but hurt.


    “See you at noon.”


     ____________


    Prior to the “incident” Kate and I would just meet at her place without even going outside.  I would knock on her Kitchen door and she would meet me, pulling me in and kissing me passionately like long lost lovers do.  She would sometimes be wearing a nice sundress of some kind, or maybe her skimpy silk kimono robe.  We would spend a few minutes groping and kissing, and then rush to the bedroom for an hour or two of intense sucking and fucking.   That day I could see from the window on the upstairs landing that she was on the patio, looking exactly like the incredibly gorgeous housewife in the pretty sun dress that I knew before we had become intimate.  I wasn’t sure what to make of that.  I reminded myself to act mature and try not to let her know how hurt I was about what she had done.


    “Well, hello.  You look fresh as a daisy.  Why are you sitting out here?”


    “I thought we needed to talk, David.  From the tone of your texts, I wasn’t sure you wanted to be with me again after Saturday.”


    I was saddened by that thought.  Not being with Kate again was not even an option in my mind.  Her comment made me realize how fragile our connection really was.


    “Of course, I want to be with you, Kate!  You’re everything to me.”


    She smiled half-heartedly and looked down at her hands fidgeting nervously on her lap.


    “David, I’m sorry about Saturday.  I had no idea that would happen.”


    I just sat in my chair across from her and rubbed my chin, trying hard not to express my profound disappointment. 


    “Kate, what is happening?  What is Mike doing?”


    “I don’t know, David.  He seems to really want me to have sex with other guys – the more the merrier.  He talks about it every time we have sex, which is a lot.”


    I thought about Corey lifting Kate’s dress that night and seeing she wasn’t wearing any panties, “And you didn’t know that’s what would happen when you and Mike came outside Saturday night?”


    “I didn’t, David!  I swear to God.”


    “But Mike did… “


    “I don’t know, maybe…he probably thought about it.  Like I said, it seems that’s all he thinks about these days.”


    “I can’t say you seemed reluctant.”


    “David, you know how I get when I’ve had a bit to drink.”


    “Well, I thought you got into that state because of me, Kate.  You didn’t seem that drunk to me…”


    She looked sadly at her hands again, “I do get turned on by you, David.  You do amazing things for me.”


    “And Corey and Tyler?  Did they do amazing things too?”


    “Actually, not amazing the way you do.  But we had fun.  It was fun.  I had never done anything like that before.  I wish you would have been there for me.”


    “I couldn’t bear to watch Kate…”


    “Well, that’s why I’m out here…”


    “Why?”


    “Because I don’t think that will be the last time something like that happens, David.”


    “Why Kate?”


    “Because that’s what Mike wants!  He wants me to do things like that!  He’s never been so happy in his life!  Or horny for that matter.  He’ll do it again, I’m sure of it.”


    “And what about you, Kate?  Is that what you want?”


    “I want what makes Mike happy!  He’s my husband, David.  If he wants me to be his little slut I can be his little slut.”


    I looked away, unable to think of anything profound to say.  All of this was just so foreign to me.  In 2022 I didn’t think a woman could still think it was her duty to serve her husband unconditionally.


    “Will you be OK with that, David?  Because I don’t want to hurt you.  I need to know you will be OK with whatever happens.”


    I continued to look away, not sure how to respond.  I was crushed by the prospect that she would willingly do something like that again.  But she was giving me an ultimatum – accept the situation as it was or tap out.  That wasn’t a choice at all for me.  I couldn’t let her go.


    “Kate, I don’t want to share you with anyone other than Mike.  I really, really don’t.  But if my choice is that or losing you, then I choose you.”


    She looked down at her hands again and contemplated that answer.  She then looked up at me searchingly, “Are you sure, David?”


    I wasn’t sure.  In fact, I wasn’t even sure what that meant.  But I knew for sure I didn’t want to lose Kate.  I at least needed to buy time to see where all of this was going before I knew if I could handle it.


    I jumped off the cliff, “Yes, I’m sure, Kate.”


    Kate smiled ruefully, perhaps acknowledging how hard this was for me.  “Good.  Then let’s go inside.  I need my daily dose of David.”


    I followed her into her bedroom where only 36 hours before she had been thoroughly fucked by 4 men, two of which she had never met before.  I looked around as if I might see evidence of the crime, but nothing seemed amiss. But it still seemed different – less “love nest” and more “bordello.”


    It took a while to wash away those feelings and recapture a bit of the intimacy we shared before that night.  We made hot, passionate love for an hour and a half, the feel of her velvet skin, her soft lips, and her warm embrace slowly stripping away all of the debauchery from Saturday night.  She truly made me feel like I was the only man she ever wanted.  I was still the only man that could make her cum while fucking her, and I proved that again that day, bringing her to two thunderous orgasms before we were finished.  After the second one, she laid on top of me with my cock still inside of her then raised herself up and looked down into my eyes, squinting slightly and smiling.  She rocked back and forth slowly, rubbing her clit against my pelvic bone as her hair brushed my cheeks.  She then turned serious, lowering her face until her nose was almost touching mine, “Thank you, David.  You will always be special to me.”


    I felt good about that, but it seemed to confirm that I wouldn’t be the last either.  But it didn’t matter.  I had already told her I would go along with whatever she and Mike decided.  At that moment, I would have agreed to anything.


       ____________


     


    Early the next day I received a text from Kate.


    “My fucking bike is gone!”


    “Gone?  How?”


    “I guess I left the garage door open last night after my ride and when I went out this morning my bike was gone.”


    As bad as I felt for her, my first thought was of her painted into her tiny black biking shorts and sports bra, hands on her slender hips, staring in disbelief at the spot where her bike used to be.  She’s actually a hazard on the bike trails.


    “Shit.  What are you going to do?”


    “Mike called the police.  A very nice detective named Trae came over and took down the information.  He said they’d keep an eye out for it, but they almost never recover stolen bikes.”


    “Ouch.  That sucks.”


    “Yeah it does!  That was a $1500 bike.”


    “Double ouch!”


    “The good news is I think I made a new friend…”


    “A new friend?”


    “Yep.  Trae seemed in no hurry to leave…;)”


    “Ummmm, tell me about his ‘Trae.’  It’s weird they sent a detective to investigate a bike theft.”


    “Well, he’s a black guy, about 6’-4” and 200 lbs., maybe late thirties?  Extremely fit and very handsome.”


    “OK.  Now you’re giving me shit.”


    “I’m not!  He seemed awfully anxious to help. ;)”


    My heart sank.  I was still trying to deal with Kate having sex with my friends and totally unprepared for even more drama so soon. I hoped she was kidding.  I also felt strange about the idea of the police department sending a detective.  These days you’re lucky to get a cop when your car is stolen!


    “Of course, he’s helpful, Kate.   You’re a very beautiful woman.  Does he know you’re married?”


    “He knows.  I told him my husband called the police.  But he was pretty ‘interested’ in my case…”


    Now she had to be teasing me, “Well, be careful, Kate.  You don’t know who this guy is.”


    “You’re sweet.  True.  I don’t know much about him.  He might be married for all I know!”


    I laughed to myself before texting back, “That never stopped any man before in my experience.  Corey is married too.  I’m betting you’ll see Trae again.  Speaking of which, are we on for noon?”


    “Of course!  I need my daily dose of David!”


     ____________


     


    I gave her the “daily dose of David” that day and then some, making sure to remind her that no one would ever leave her feeling more satisfied than I could.  When she kissed me goodbye, she seemed almost drunk from having cum so many times.  The same ensued every day after that for the following week with the subject of Trae never coming up again.  I was beginning to think the whole situation would just blow over – that Trae was just doing his job as a cop, being nice to the pretty girl but not willing to cross any line of professionalism.  And I assumed Kate was too busy with me, Mike and her job to think much about Trae.


    That Friday, after a particularly spectacular sex session, we laid in bed on our backs, panting, sweating and staring at the ceiling, both completely spent from a solid hour and a half of fervent fucking in a variety of positions.  Kate was particularly frisky, sucking me back to life twice so I could fuck her a third time that day.  I figured she was intent on getting all that she could before the weekend during which we would not be seeing each other.  I was about to learn otherwise.


    “Trae stopped by yesterday.”


    My heart dropped.  Her tone seemed almost confessional.  I heard her door buzzer that day but thought it was Amazon or UPS.


    “Oh? What did he have to say?”


    “He said they haven’t located my bike. Thought I should probably submit an insurance claim.”


    I regained my composure, feeling like Trae’s visit maybe was routine police business, although he could have called with an update. 


    “Probably a good idea. Anything else?”


    “He also thought I should do some things around the house to be a little safer.” 


    “Like?”


    “Oh, window stops, keeping the doors locked, stuff like that.” 


    “Seems like a good idea.  Anything else?”


    “Well, he took a look around the house… and we chatted a bit.”


    “Chatted?  What about?”


    “Oh, I asked him about his job, he asked about mine…”


    I wasn’t liking where this was going.  The police business had suddenly turned personal. 


    “Nice. Sounds like you do have a new friend.” 


    “Oh, he’s a nice guy…”


    She sounded like she was hiding something.  “But….?”


    “Well, he asked about Mike.”


    “What about Mike?”


    “Like, where he works, what he does, does he work at home…”


    “Really?  Why was he asking?”


    “I don’t know.  Maybe it was all just part of getting to know me?”


    “What did you tell him?”


    “I told him Mike’s my boss and that he works in the office while I work at home.  He said he thought that was cool.  He said he wished he could sit around in his underwear and work.”


    “I bet that got you thinking!” 


    She rolled over and slapped my chest,  “Stop it, David!”


    “What? You didn’t picture your ‘hot’ cop sitting around the house in his tighty whities?”


    “No, I did not!  Until Mike started talking about it…”


    “What do you mean?  When did Mike talk about Trae?”


    “Last night while we were having sex.  I told him Trae stopped by and he started teasing me about him.”


    Now I was getting sick.  Mike had proven his abilities in getting Kate to do things she had not previously been considering.


    “Oh my God.  No.”


    “He would like it if I had sex with him.” 


    “OF COURSE, he would, Kate!  What about you?”


    “Well, I don’t know…”


    “What do you mean you don’t know?”


    “Well, I’m curious of course. But what would you think?”


    “I wouldn’t like it, Kate!  Not at all!  You don’t need him, and any time he spends with you is less for me!”


    “Well, aren’t we possessive!?  And yet my own husband wants me to do it.” 


    “Well, I’m not Mike, Kate. I just made you cum three times!  I like to think I give you everything Trae could give you.” 


    She sighed in frustration, pulling off of my chest and laying back again to look at the ceiling. 


    “Look, David. Before I was with you, and before all of this, I didn’t need anything more than I had. But you’ve opened me up to new things. New feelings. New experiences.  Or maybe Mike has…. So, who knows what Trae could give me?”


    I was crushed. The only way I could translate what she said was that she suspected there was more out there than I was giving her.  I was feeling again like I wasn’t nearly as important to Kate as she was to me. 


    “Does Trae know about this?”


    “No, of course not.” 


    She lay staring at the ceiling. 


    “But I could feel it. He definitely likes me.” 


    “Of course, he does, Kate. You’re amazing!  And gorgeous!  Every man wants you!”


    She turned to look at me, “That’s what gets to me, David. I can’t believe that!  I mean, I’m starting to, but it’s a lot to digest.  I don’t know how to handle that.” 


    We laid there silently. She was thinking. I was feeling like throwing up. She then sat up on the side of the bed. 


    “Where are you going?”


    “David, I need to get back to work.” 


    She leaned back and kissed my lips tenderly and looked into my eyes searchingly, “And so do you.”


    “Kate…”


    “David, stop. I don’t know what I should do about Trae. On the one hand, Mike really wants it to happen, and on the other you really don’t. I don’t know what to think.”


    I stared up at her, wanting to convince her not to do anything with him, but I felt I had made my preference known. She would need to decide. She looked so beautiful sitting there naked in front of me, my three loads of cum no doubt dripping from her onto the bed. It hurt to think that after such an amazing day she would share that body with someone other than me and Mike. That one day another man could be looking at her exactly the way I was then.


     


     ____________


     


    That weekend was particularly difficult as I watched her and Mike flit about the yard doing their weekend chores, hanging out together in the backyard, and doing all of the things married couples do on weekends.  It was always hard to be reminded each weekend of my place in their lives, or outside of them, but that weekend was particularly hard.  Kate was contemplating opening herself up to yet another man, and Mike had two whole days alone with her to convince her to do it.  


    I couldn’t eat the entire weekend – I was too anxious.  Every time a car drove by I ran to the window to see if it was a cop. The really sad part is that I realized I was complicit in my dilemma - the freedom that I had helped unleash in Kate was now threatening to take her from me!  For the first time in my life, I was wondering what it took to be “enough” for a woman.   


    When Monday finally came I was a mess.  Kate really hadn’t made any commitments one way or the other. In fact, far from it. On the one hand, she seemed genuinely concerned about my feelings about Trae, but on the other, Mike had no doubt doubled down on his efforts to convince her to have sex with him.  In my heart I knew it was just a matter of time before she dropped the bomb on me.


    But she didn’t that day, nor the next.  I was surprised, but didn’t dare bring it up.  But I couldn’t shake the feeling he was lurking somewhere in the room with us.  And maybe in a way he was.  Kate continued her rabid, insatiable ways from the week before, like she was imagining it was him ravaging her instead of me.  But as we continued seeing each other every day, having the same amazing sex we always did, I was beginning to hope that maybe she had confined Trae to her imagination and was willing to respect my desires.  That maybe Mike would not get his way this time.  As the week went on, my appetite returned, and I stopped tensing up every time a car passed the house.


    Which is why I was so unprepared when around 11:30 that Friday a black Jeep Cherokee pulled up in front of the house and a large black male emerged wearing a bright white button shirt, black dress pants and black loafers. He looked like a detective.  He looked like Trae. 


    I was confused for a number of reasons.  Trae looked like a detective, but I had never seen a police department driving Jeep Cherokees.  Also, without his jacket, I should have seen his holster.  But all that he had other than the clothes he was wearing was what looked like a bag of carryout food. 


    I watched as he sauntered up to the house and then disappeared under the porch overhang.  I heard the door buzzer and then her shuffling around below.  Her door opened, then the front door of the house and then I heard her exclaim hello, as If she was surprised to see him.  I then heard her laugh and close both doors.  She had apparently invited him in.


    This was all very odd.  First of all, Kate should have been getting ready for my daily visit at that time, maybe eating something.  And she never told me she had invited Trae over.  In fact, she hadn’t even mentioned him since our conversation two weeks before.  Those two things led me to believe that perhaps Trae had stopped by unannounced to let her know something new about her bike.


    Those thoughts were shattered when I heard their voices in the backyard a few minutes later through the open windows in my kitchen.  I went out to the back hallway where I could see the patio just in time to see Trae placing the large brown paper bag on the table and Kate placing two place mats on either side of it.  Trae pulled out two clear plastic containers with what appeared to be two identical salads and placed them on the mats while Kate placed napkins, knives and forks on the table.  They were going to have lunch together!


    I was beginning to freak out.  Did I miss something?  A text?  A letter?  A voicemail?  Had Kate known he was coming over but decided not to tell me?  That seemed extremely unlikely, since she knew how much I looked forward to seeing her every day.  But how did he know to show up with lunch?  And how did he know that Kate loved salads with baked salmon?  Did he take her order ahead of time?  None of this made any sense.


    I stood at the window and watched as they began to eat their lunch and chatted quietly.  Trae seemed to be staring at Kate more than eating, but occasionally they would laugh at something and continue talking as if they were old friends.  It made me wonder if they really had been communicating for the past few weeks and Kate never told me the full extent of their growing relationship.  The sick feeling returned to my gut like a tsunami.


    After about 30 minutes of watching them Kate finally leaned back in her chair and closed the lid on her salad.  Trae did the same and sat back in his chair, staring at Kate.  It was only then that I saw for the first time what Kate was wearing.  She had on a very tight, very low cut lavender tank top and no bra!  She might as well have had nothing on at all.  The thin, stretch fabric was practically painted on her breasts, delineating clearly her slightly erect nipples and even her swollen areola.  But her cleavage left nothing to the imagination.  The skin on the inside of her breasts bulged from the squeeze of her top, beckoning for anyone looking to run their tongue from there to her beautiful neck.  And Trae was looking.  Hard.


    As Trae stared at her I heard Kate say something.  Trae smiled and responded, gesturing with his large hands, shifting his shaved head from side to side, seemingly trying to explain something to Kate.  They continued talking for another 15 minutes or so while Kate fidgeted with her water glass.


    They then sat silently and stared at each other smiling.  It was weird, like they were both waiting for the other to say something.  When neither did, Trae just smiled and got up from his chair, placing his salad and then Kate’s in the bag.  His black dress pants had a very noticeable bulge that I hadn’t seen before when he sat down.  Kate had to have seen it too as it was eye level with her as she remained seated for a brief moment.  When she finally got up from her chair, the two of them walked toward the house with Kate leading the way and Trae not far behind.  I stepped away from the window and ducked back toward the attic door, remaining in the hallway hoping to hear whatever they might say.  It was highly unlikely either of them would come up the stairs and see me.


    When the door opened I heard Kate’s voice.  I couldn’t hear the first part of her sentence, but when she entered the back hall I heard her say, “until 5.”  I then heard Trae’s deep voice answer, “Works for me.”


    I had no idea what they were talking about.  Were they making plans for later when Kate was done with work?  Were they merely talking about the hours of a business?  I went back into my apartment and went to the Living Room to watch Trae go back to his car.  It was already 12:45, and Kate always tried to be back at her desk by 1pm.  Well, almost always.  That week it was closer to 1:45.


    By 1pm Trae still hadn’t left.  It was super quiet downstairs, so I had no idea what was going on, but the pain in my stomach increased with each passing minute.  I really didn’t want Kate to have sex with him, so I hoped they were simply continuing whatever conversation they were having on the patio.  By that time, I was under no illusion that they had become better acquainted, and I had probably witnessed the beginning of the transition from a professional to a personal relationship.  But I was completely unprepared for what happened next.


    I sat as quietly as I could on the couch and listened for any sign from either of them.  By 1:15 I was getting seriously sick, feeling like I could have thrown up.  It was becoming increasingly clear to me that something was going on – were they in a serious conversation?  Sitting on the couch together, looking into each other’s eyes, talking about what Mike wanted them to do?  Were they already in bed, kissing passionately, exploring each other’s bodies with the unconstrained excitement of two lovers joined for the first time?  The silence was deafening.


    When it was finally broken my heart went with it.  I heard a shriek, like the sound a girl makes when you grab her around the waste and gently pinch.  I then heard Kate laugh.  All of that meant only one thing to me.


    What happened next is still a blur, but somehow I made it into my bedroom as quietly as I could and stood there listening.  I stood barely breathing, straining to hear anything at all.  From the voices below it was obvious to me that they were in Kate’s bedroom, but I couldn’t make out what they were saying.  I would hear something, and then nothing.  And then something again, and then nothing again.  I decided I needed to go to the basement where I knew from past experience I could hear almost everything that was said and done in that room.


    I felt seriously woozy, like I could pass out at any moment.  But somehow my adrenaline kicked in and propelled me down the stairs.  When I reached the basement I walked slowly into my half, the part directly under Kate’s Bedroom.  It was then that I heard it, at first faintly and then louder as I approached the center of the room.  The unmistakable sound, like a washing machine in the distance – the rhythmic “whooshing” sound I had heard before.  They were fucking.


    At first that was all I could hear.  No talking, no groaning, just the sound of bodies rhythmically gliding against each other.  Trae was doing to her what I had woken up that day expecting to be doing instead. But it was his dick inside of her, not mine.  It was his tongue in her mouth, not mine.  And soon it would be his cum inside of her, not mine.


    When she cried out I knew that it would also be Trae who would make her cum that day, not me.  She groaned loudly, either unable or unwilling to conceal what was happening from me.  The low growl that followed signaled Trae was coming as well, filling Kate with his virile seed.  


    The whole concept was mind-boggling.  He had managed to do what no man before me had ever done.  And it was so easy!  He had been in bed with her for maybe 20 minutes and she had already cum once!  All I could think of was that Kate no longer needed me.  She could get her fix from Trae any time she needed it.  And if she could get it from him so easily, she could get it from other guys too.  She only needed to find the right guy.


    I was crushed.  Emasculated.  Standing with my head only 6’ beneath theirs but invisible to them, I listened as the whooshing resumed.  Trae was fucking her again.  But this time Kate was much more vocal.  She urged him on with increasing urgency, “FUCK me Trae!  FUCK ME!”


    He pounded into her furiously.  As he did I found myself unbuckling my belt and unzipping my pants.  I wanted to cry but I wanted to cum more.  I needed something to overcome my agony.  Her voice cried out softly with each stroke, calling me like a Siren to pull my underwear down and begin stroking my cock.  Feeling my hand on my dick made me forget for a moment the disaster unfolding above me.  I could imagine my hand was Kate’s pussy, that my dick was Trae’s dick, and with each pass of my hand, I could imagine my cum would soon fill her body like his already had and would again.


    “Oh my God!  FUCK ME TRAE!”


    To me this was MUCH worse than Corey and Tyler fucking Kate.  I knew their capabilities, and I knew they were no match for me.  Kate had said so herself.  But as a white guy, I was well aware of the legendary status of black guys in bed – the proverbial BBC.  The old saying that “once you go black, you never go back.”  All of that boiled up from the deepest recesses of my brain as I listened to Trae piston in and out of Kate relentlessly.  When she screamed out a second time I lost it.  My cum blasted from my body and flew across the room, the first spurt landing a full three feet from my body.  As Kate groaned through the spasms in her body, I drained myself onto the floor in front of me.  I could only assume Trae had done the same, but rather than wasting his cum on a concrete basement floor like I had, he came inside my Kate.  For the second time.


    The post orgasm thud of reality hit me particularly hard that day.  As I stood alone in the basement holding my rapidly deflating cock, I heard Kate laughing above me.  She was as proud and happy as I was dejected and alone.  It was now 2pm and Kate was still in bed with Trae.  After our first time, she had never spent that much time with me.  She could not have more thoroughly demonstrated my place in her life.  At that point, I was nothing more than a nice cock who lived upstairs that she could fuck when she wanted, or when no one else was available.  Nothing more.  Now that she had Trae, I was just another guy.


    When I heard what sounded like the heavy steps of Trae going into the Bathroom I snapped myself from my despair and gathered myself together.  I headed back upstairs as quietly as possible.  Passing Kate’s Kitchen door, I was terrified she would hear me and know what I had been doing.  But I made it to my apartment, closing the door safely behind me.


    I stood with my back against the door, breathing hard from fear and exertion.  I looked around the Kitchen and saw evidence of my previous life.  The empty plate from my lunch, the empty bowl from my breakfast, the empty box of Cheerios still standing open next to it.  I just stood breathing and staring into a future that suddenly seemed as hopeless as the past seemed pointless.


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER TWELVE 


    After Trae left I sat on the couch and stewed in my despair, expecting to hear from Kate any minute.  I could barely recognize the thoughts in my head, thoughts of self-doubt, inadequacy, self-pity.  But Kate didn’t keep me wallowing for long.  She texted me only minutes after Trae left.


    “Sorry about that! I had no idea he was coming over!”


    My despair quickly boiled over into anger.


    “Seriously?  You sure seemed OK with it!”


    “I said I am sorry, David.  I did not know!”


    I dropped my phone, too upset to text her back at that point.  My Mom always said, “If you can’t say anything nice, don’t say anything at all.”  And I had nothing nice to say.  She knew I didn’t want her to have sex with Trae.  I practically begged her not to do it.  But she did it anyway.  But after a few minutes, I couldn’t resist.


    “I don’t think you are sorry.”


    “I’m sorry I hurt you.  That was not my intention.”


    “What was your intention?”


    “My intention was to be with you today.  But when Trae came over, it just seemed pointless to resist.”


    “Why pointless??”


    “Because Mike was pressuring me to do it.  It seemed inevitable anyway.”


    I wasn’t buying that.  Kate made the decision.  She could have told Mike she wasn’t going to do it.


    “So, you broke off our standing date to have sex with him?”


    “David, that wasn’t my plan.”


    “I’m just finding it hard to believe you have sex with other guys just to make Mike happy.  Mike wouldn’t leave you if you said no!”


    “You know that’s not fair.”


    “Why not?”


    “Because I started having sex with you before Mike even knew about it!  I did that to make you happy!”


    She had a point.  Our relationship started with Kate putting her marriage at risk.  Maybe the “new normal” was as confusing to her as it was to me.  Maybe I should have had more sympathy for her.  She lived a sheltered life, working at home with only Mike to talk to.  She didn’t have any close friends at work to confide in, or even to compare her life to.  She was a captive in an oversexualized bubble of Mike’s making.  Back then I was a captive in that same bubble and couldn’t see how fucked up it was.  All I could do was try to diffuse my anger and buy time to figure things out.


    “You’re right.  You are Mike’s wife and I was warned things like this might happen.  I need to remind myself of that from time to time.”


    “But I’m still your girl too, David. In fact, I’m still in bed now,  waiting for you…”


    That was a sucker punch.  Completely unexpected.  Literally the last thing that I expected to happen at that point.  Most guys in that situation would have been thinking maybe it was time to move on from this woman, this situation, but instead, despite the anger I was feeling only moments before, my dick had the only head thinking at all.  It immediately sprang to life and began growing quickly in my pants.  I pictured this new Kate - disregarding work hours, laying naked in bed with the cum of one man who was not her husband flowing from her used pussy while texting the boy upstairs to come down and take his turn, and somehow found her irresistible.  Like Eve tempting Adam with the forbidden apple.  I was all in.  I threw my phone down on the couch and ran down the stairs to her front door.


    The door was still unlocked and the chair to her desk still pushed back where she left it when Trae surprised her with his visit.  The computer screensaver had a picture of Kate and Mike smiling during simpler times.  Through the open bedroom door I could see Kate’s feet under the white sheet.  I walked into the musky smell of sex – an earthy combination of pussy, sweat and cum, and Kate looking up at me smiling.  She then quickly snapped the sheet back to reveal her naked body, still as perfect as I remembered it, her red, swollen pussy the only sign of the 6’-4”, 200 pound, ripped black man that had literally cum before me.  I quickly got undressed, revealing in no uncertain terms the state of my arousal.  As she pulled her legs up and rubbed her fingers between her well lubricated lips, she cooed seductively, “My!  You don’t seem angry now…”


    She laughed as I dove onto the bed and climbed on top of her.  I was ravenous for her, completely overcome by an intense desire to make her forget Trae.  In my haste, I failed to prepare myself for what it would be like to fuck her so soon after she had been with him.  I just drove myself into her, expecting to feel the familiar grip of her pussy as I spread her apart, but instead I felt absolutely no resistance at all.  It was like someone had blown a hole through the center of her body!  She just stared into my eyes and smiled knowingly, “How does that feel?”


    “Oh my God, Kate.  You’re so… so… open.”


    She cooed like some sexed up vamp, “Well, that man has a very, very big cock!”


    She pulled me down and kissed me with the wet, full lips of a woman who was obviously still aroused.  She couldn’t have possibly known how much it hurt to hear that.  All I could think of was that she was mistaking me for Mike.  At that point, I don’t think she cared who I was.  It seemed all she wanted was to relive her time with Trae.


    “All I can feel is a hot, wet pool around my cock.  Can you feel me at all?”


    “Well, Trae came twice.  I imagine there’s a lot of cum in there.  You feel nice, David.”


    I closed my eyes and thought about that for a minute.  It felt so good to be back with her, but she felt so much looser and wetter than the time after Corey fucked her.  It was erotic and frightening at the same time.  The masochist in me had more stupid questions.


    “What was he like?”


    She opened her eyes excitedly, “Oh my God, David!  He was intense.  I’ve never been with a man who was so confident he was going to blow my mind!  He was just so big…so powerful.  And so black!  Black like a bull!”


    I was trying to process those thoughts when she added one more detail, “And he was so… dominant.  He barely spoke once we started having sex.  He just spun me around like a rag doll, pulled me onto him…basically did whatever he wanted with me.  Like I was his ‘girl’.”


    “And he was your pimp?”


    “Hmmm… and I was his new girl?  Maybe that was it!”


    She thought that was amusing.  I was desperate for details.


    “Was he bigger than me?”


    “Oh, David… I’ve never seen a cock like that…”


    “What was it like?”


    I rocked in and out of her, trying to rub the bottom of my shaft against the bottom of her vagina to get any feeling at all.  But the sound of my balls slapping loudly against the crack of her ass coated with Trae’s cum coupled with the images of Trae’s body on top of Kate started taking affect.


    “It was so…thick!  I had never felt anything that big inside of me…  I couldn’t fit much of it in my mouth…”


    Despite having cum only 20 minutes before, the feeling was welling up inside of me again, clouding my judgement.  I wanted to know more, even though the answers gnawed at my self-esteem.  It’s weird how sexual excitement can blur the pain of reality.  My head was on the pillow next to her head, facing sideways so I could watch her breathe, her head bobbing gently with each stroke as she lay with her eyes closed.


    “Did he make you cum?”


    She whispered back, “Yes.  Twice.”


    “And you want to cum again?”


    “I do.”


    “Twice wasn’t enough?”


    “After that I may never get enough…”


    “Enough what?”


    Kate was losing it too, spiraling into that place where she would do anything – say anything.


    She whispered dreamily, “Enough cock, David.  I need more cock.  FUCK me, David!”


    I began thrusting harder and faster.  Kate was breathing hard and squeezing her eyes closed tight.  I didn’t feel like I was getting anywhere near her G-spot, and with my cock pressing against the bottom of her opening I wasn’t hitting her clit as I normally would.  But I was beyond the tipping point.  I pummeled her as hard and fast as I could, slamming my pelvic bone against her clit.  She begged me to keep going, digging her fingernails into my shoulders, shaking violently with each thrust of my hips.  Despite all efforts, I felt the storm gathering hard and fast deep in my belly.  Before it hit, I rose up on both arms and looked down at her, almost apologetically.  She opened her eyes and watched as I thrust into her one last time, my body arched like a bow, firing shot after shot into her already saturated pussy.  As I did, I heard the back door of the apartment open and a set of keys hit the quartz counter top.  Mike was home!


    I instinctively jumped off of Kate, dripping cum onto the sheet as I scrambled to my feet beside the bed.  Kate reached down to pull up the sheet.  But we were busted.  I stood there naked, still hard, and still pulsing cum from the tip of my still glistening dick.  It was the worst possible timing!  I didn’t even have time to apologize to Kate for cumming before she did.


    Mike walked in with a wry smile on his face, first looking at Kate, then at me, then back at Kate.


    “Well, look at my little slut wife!  Trae wasn’t enough, Honey?”


    He took off his polo shirt and threw it on the chair in the corner.  He then took off his shoes and began unbuckling his belt.


    “How did that feel, David?  Kate told me Trae had a really big dick…”


    I just stood next to the bed as he took off the rest of his clothes.  I didn’t know if I should answer the question.  He was acting differently from the last two times I was with him.  I couldn’t tell if he was mad or excited.  I was hoping it was the latter.  When he pulled down his pants it was clear.  He was really excited.  He pulled the sheet from Kate’s hands and exposed her body.  He then sat on the bed and pulled her legs apart, looking intently at her thoroughly used pussy.


    “You really couldn’t wait, Kate?”


    “Mike, I…”


    “You what?”


    “I didn’t think you’d be home until later.”


    He reached between her legs and ran his thumb between her sodden lips, causing her to flinch when he touched her sensitive clit.  His voice was thick with arousal, “So, you needed David to fuck you while you waited for me?”


    Kate could barely speak, “I…”


    “It’s OK, Kate.  I want you to be an insatiable whore.  Is that what you are, Kate?”


    Kate looked at him with a glazed look in her eyes, clearly not sure if he was mad or not.


    “Are you a whore, Kate?”


    She looked at him as he continued to stroke her clit, smearing the three loads of cum in her pussy all over it, “Yes, Mike.  I’m a whore.”


    Mike got up from the bed and crawled between Kate’s legs.  She lifted her knees, rotating her sopping wet pussy toward his approaching cock.  When he entered her, she groaned as the weight of his body forced the air from hers.


    “Oh my God, Kate.  Your pussy is soooo wet.  I can barely feel you.”


    As Mike began fucking his wife, he looked over at me.  I felt foolish standing there watching them, but I knew exactly what he meant.


    “Seems Kate really enjoyed Trae, David.”


    He then looked down at her, “Did you tell David how good Trae was, Kate?”


    “I did, Mike.”


    “Did you tell him you invited him over next Wednesday.”


    Kate just laid there quietly while Mike stroked in and out of her.


    “And that you have a date with Gregg set for next Friday?”


    I was speechless.  I didn’t know any of that.  But I could tell what Mike was doing.  He was showing me who was really in charge.


    “Did you tell him, Kate?”


    “No, Mike.  I didn’t tell him.”


    Mike looked again at me, “Well, it’s true, David.  Kate’s dance card is filling up.  I assume you will still fuck her Monday, Tuesday and Thursday, but Wednesday Trae will be here and Friday it’s Gregg.”


    I didn’t know yet who the fuck Gregg was.  I only learned later that he was an old friend and client of Mike’s.  In fact, he was Mike’s main client.  Evidently he was now whoring Kate out for the benefit of his business!


    He looked back at Kate, his voice getting more breathless and strained,  “Are you going to fuck Gregg next Friday, Babe?”


    Kate hesitated, clearly losing her ability to concentrate, “If he wants to…”


    Mike laughed, “Oh, he wants to!  I can assure you of that.  He’s wanted to fuck you since he first laid eyes on you.  You want him too, don’t you, Kate?”


    Kate was in a trance-like state, “Yes, Mike… I do…”


    Mike looked at me again, “Gregg’s former wife used to brag about what a stud Gregg is in bed, David.  I think you and Trae will have some serious competition for Kate’s attention.”


    He looked back at Kate, “I bet you’d like to feel that big cock in your mouth, wouldn’t you, Babe?”


    She hesitated again, gently rocking back and forth as she whispered back with her eyes closed, “Yes, Mike.”


    He growled into her ear, “You like sucking cock, don’t you, Kate?”


    She didn’t answer, clearly distracted by the thoughts in her head.  Thoughts of Trae. Thoughts of Gregg.  Thoughts of sucking other men’s cocks.


    Mike looked at me again, “I’ve asked Kate to start sucking more cock, David – delivery guys, contractors.  We both know how much she loves sucking cock.  I want her to send me pictures.  She said she would, didn’t you, Kate?”


    Kate was completely gone, almost hypnotized by Mike’s words.  He started fucking her harder.


    “You want to suck more cock, don’t you Kate?”


    She was losing control, “Yes, Mike…I want… I want to suck more COCK!  Oh God, fuck me…fuck me HARDER!”


    He was pumping furiously, shaking the bed violently back and forth.  The squishing sound from her pussy was deafening.


    “Are you going to suck more cock Kate and send pictures to me and David?”


    “YES, Mike!”


    They were both about to lose it.  I had never seen anything like it – Mike was basically brainwashing her, getting her to agree to things in the throes of sexual bliss, “Are you going to fuck Trae and Gregg next week?”


    “YES, MIKE!”


    Mike threw his head back and arched his back, slamming his hips against Kate as he blasted his sperm into her.  She seemed startled, looking up at him as if awakened from a dream.  But she didn’t cum.  She just watched as Mike drained himself into her and then collapsed.  As he fell to her right, spent and limp, she looked over to her left and grabbed my hand.  Her eyes looked through mine for any sign of what I was thinking.  Mine did the same.


    Mike passing out next to Kate was clearly my clue to leave.  I reached out to touch her hand and smiled sorrowfully.  I then gathered my clothes and slipped back the way I came, but this time stark raving naked for all to see through the glass front door of the house.  I wished I could have had the chance to make it up to Kate – to somehow make her cum.  But Mike ruined all of that.  Or maybe Trae did. I could only hope my newfound inadequacy wouldn’t last. 


     


     ____________


     


    A lot had been exposed to me that day -  Trae, Gregg, the agreement that Kate would send Mike pictures of her blowing random strangers!  And the worst part – that I was now just another chump like Mike who couldn’t keep from cumming before Kate did!  Too much.  


    But the thing that worried me most was Trae.  He was the clear and present danger.  The fact that he could so easily break my unbroken streak of making Kate cum and leave her unresponsive to my usual charms was disorienting.  Like Louis Napoleon must have felt when he realized the brass canons of Waterloo were no longer a match for the steel canons of Sedan.  I had a bad feeling about this guy - how could a police detective swoop in so quickly on someone he was sworn to “serve and protect.”  How many other women in our town had he done this to?


    I also couldn’t fathom how Mike had succeeded in transforming Kate so quickly.  In less than three months she had gone from faithful wife, to cheating but guilty-feeling wife, to 100% hotwife.  And how he did it – like a diabolical master criminal brainwashing his victim.  It was incredible. 


    Even harder to understand was what was in it for Mike.  Why any guy would encourage a woman like Kate to sleep around was completely beyond my comprehension.  She wasn’t even my wife, and I was riddled with jealousy and fear.  With all of these men in her life, I didn’t know how I was going to hold on to what I had.  And while that was a major concern at that point, I was also concerned about Kate.


    Looking into her eyes when I left that day with Mike lying next to her, I sensed something wasn’t right with her.  It seemed that while she professed willingness in the heat of passion, in the post-sex light of day she wasn’t so sure of herself.  If she was being force fed this steady diet of sex and debauchery, it would surely affect her well-being.  Mike was playing with people’s lives, like a pornographic puppet master!


    It was strange having been so far inside of their private lives.  I mean, I was literally in their Bedroom overhearing their most intimate conversations.  And I didn’t like it.  It was like seeing the kitchen of your favorite restaurant and realizing it’s not as clean as you imagined.  But it gave me new appreciation for the complexity of their relationship.  On the one hand, the more I watched them, the more I realized that while Mike wasn’t the sex partner that Trae and I were, she seemed to enjoy being with him.  They sat outside that Saturday night on the patio, grilling steaks, drinking wine, listening to music, laughing, and generally having a great time together while I watched, wishing I was Mike.  If he wished he was me, he showed no sign of it.  On the other hand, Mike’s new fixation was changing the dynamic in ways neither of them could predict.


    I didn’t have any plans that weekend.  My obsession with Kate had replaced any desire to do things without her, and the events of that Friday left me paralyzed with anxiety.  I wouldn’t have been any fun even if I had friends to hang out with.  I did manage to spend Sunday morning kayaking on the Milwaukee River for a few hours.  It was a gorgeous day, with the September sun sparkling on the water like a bed of stars around me.  I was able to get a nice upper body workout while managing to clear my head a bit.  Reflecting on the situation, I realized that I was still fortunate to have a toe in the door.  As Mike said, I still had Kate to myself three days a week, so that was more than Trae and Gregg would have.  And none of the other things Mike talked about seemed likely to happen – Kate wasn’t the type to start sucking off random strangers.  By dinner time, I had resolved to up my game, bring out the big guns, and fight the good fight with Trae.  She wouldn’t stay stretched out forever and once she recovered from him I would be able to make her come again. I told myself I really just needed to relax.  Which is why the text I received that evening was like an atomic bomb.


  




  

    


     CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


    I was sitting at my desk that night having my dinner and doing a little research in front of the computer.  They say knowledge is power, and I needed to know more about my new rival Trae.  The obvious place to start was the village website to see if they posted pictures of their police officers.  It turns out they do not, nor do they list the names of police department employees.  The only things I learned was that they have two full-time detectives and the police force drives Chevy Tahoes – not Jeep Cherokees – not enough to go on.  I tried doing a general search for people named Trae in Milwaukee and actually got a few hits, but none of them were police officers.  I decided I would call the department the following week to see if they could acknowledge that a detective named Trae worked there.


    As I descended further into the morass that is the internet my phone buzzed loudly next to me on the wooden desk.  The desk had a drum-like effect, amplifying both the sound and the vibrations through my arm and scaring the living shit out of me!   But a buzzing phone had begun to trigger an almost Pavlovian response in me, causing me to run to my phone expecting a text from Kate.  It was almost always her.  And sure enough, when I picked up my phone I could see it was her. She had sent a picture.


    I was super excited she was thinking of me, but couldn’t make out what the picture was since on my iPhone it appeared as a tiny square on the lock screen.  When I touched it, it exploded on my screen like the previously mentioned atomic bomb.  It was not a photo.  It was a video of what looked like the top of someone’s head, surrounded by branches and leaves.  I immediately assumed she had taken her old bike out for her usual evening ride, but I had no idea why she would send a video.  When I clicked on the white triangle I could see the head was hers.  I had looked down on it many, many times.  And it was moving back and forth.


    It was all so confusing.  At first I wondered who took this video and what was she doing?  But when the camera backed away, the disembodied cock sliding in and out of her mouth made it all too plain.  Mike’s words in the Bedroom on Friday came crashing down on me.


    The video wasn’t long – just enough for me to hear the slurping sound of the salvia slickened dick sliding over her lips, and the sound of her gagging slightly as it bottomed out against her uvula.  She pulled it out of her mouth briefly and stroked it languorously above her face while looking directly at the camera.  As she did, I heard a male voice whisper urgently, “I’m gonna cum, Kate!”


    She smiled and stuffed it deep into her mouth again, bobbing a few more times before stopping suddenly and raising her bare shoulders, groaning in approval as the guy began jerking involuntarily while holding himself deep inside her mouth.  After a few twitches, he pulled himself out so she could tip her head back, open her mouth wide, and display the huge load of white, thick cum in her mouth.  She held her throat closed and laughed before sealing her lips and swallowing hard.  When she opened her lips again, the cum was gone, leaving only a mucous-like film on her tongue.  That’s where the video ended.


    I sat slack jawed staring at my phone, struggling to process what I had just seen.  A strong sense of nausea welled up in my belly and rose up through my chest.  Before I could gather my thoughts, I instinctively sent her a text, “OMG, Kate!  Where are you?”


    She responded immediately, “I’m out for a ride.  Took a break with my biking buddy, Lance. ;)”


    I dropped the phone on the desk.  She had actually done it!  In fact, she wasted no time at all.  Within two days of Mike telling her he wanted her to start sucking off random strangers, she had already done it!  I had to text her back.


    “You know this guy??”


    But she didn’t respond.  I was frantic.  Was he fucking her at that moment?  Were they making plans to see each other again?  I was desperate for some kind of explanation.  Anything!  But I realized it would have to wait.  Maybe she was simply back on her bike and was unable to text.  Maybe she really was on her hands and knees begging him to fuck her harder.  There was no way to know.


    I looked back at the video she had sent in disbelief.  She looked so proud, her eyes dancing with a mischievous joy aimed directly at me and Mike.  It must have been quite the sight for her riding buddy – a guy who had probably spent hours riding behind her watching that tight little ass, narrow waist and lithe thighs churning in front of him, wishing he could somehow get his dick inside of her.  And there he was – looking down at her beautifully manicured fingers resting softly on her tan thighs with her beautiful face looking up toward the camera with his cum in her mouth while he held his spent dick in one hand and her phone in the other.  What was no doubt one of the best days of his life was unquestionably one of my worst.


    I watched the video three more times, each time becoming more convinced that Kate truly loved sucking on Lance’s cock.  She treated him the way she had treated me – making him feel like he was the center of her world.  Her enthusiasm for his dick added to the feeling that everything I had ever felt about the two of us was a sham.  


    I stumbled to the back Bedroom window and waited for her to come home.  When she finally appeared, I ran down the back stairs to catch her before she entered her apartment.  In fact, I reached her before she had even made it past the garage!  She stood at the edge of the garage and took her helmet off, not noticing I was approaching.


    “Well, that was quite a ride!”


    She finished shaking out her hair and brushed it aside, “Oh!  Hey!”  She chuckled knowingly, “Yeah it was…”


    Her lips seemed puffier than normal.  


    “So, how long have you known this guy?”


    She continued fussing with her hair, looking down to brush a leaf fragment from her biking shorts.


    “Oh, we ride together occasionally.  Nothing arranged, but if we see each other on the trail, we sometimes ride together and talk.  He’s a good guy.”


    “Another guy for your ‘dance card’?”


    She rolled her bike into the garage and leaned it against the wall.


    “Oh God, no!  His wife would kill him!”


    “He’s married??”


    She turned and glanced briefly at me before rolling her eyes, “Oh yeah, with three kids.  He says his wife is already jealous that he rides with me sometimes, so she watches him like a hawk.”  She then walked past me and pressed the garage door button before walking out of the garage.  I followed after her.


    “And yet he was able to duck into the woods with you?”


    She stopped and turned, “Well, I knew he was interested.  When I told him what Mike wanted, it didn’t take any convincing…”


    As she spoke I couldn’t help thinking about the faint smell of cum on her breath and the fresh load of cum in her belly.  But she snapped me from my distraction,  moving closer to me and smiling, “Did you like the video?”


    She was uncomfortably close, her lips just inches from mine.  I definitely did not like the video and she had to have known that.  I thought I was clear that I had reluctantly accepted the fact that “things” might happen.  But telling her that at that point would only make her feel guilty at best, and probably make her angry.  I didn’t want either.


    I looked at her sadly, “I wished it was me making it with you…”


    She leaned closer and whispered “Tomorrow, Big Boy.  Right now, I have a husband inside who is bursting at the seams with excitement.”


    Her hot, moist breath wafted up into my nostrils, filling them with the unmistakable musky smell of Lance’s cum in her mouth.  She kissed me softly and said, “I gotta run.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”


    As she sauntered away in her tight, ultra-short bike shorts and bare midriff sports bra top, I wanted so badly to be the one to fuck her then instead of Mike.  Like after all of the other times she had been with other men, I needed to re-establish my place in her life.  At least in my mind.  But alas, she was Mike’s wife.  Having sex with him after she was with all of us – even me – was part of the game.  I was just the boy toy upstairs.


     ___________


     


    That night was one of the toughest in my life.  And not just because despite feeling sick as soon as I was done, I couldn’t resist whacking off twice while watching the video.  Watching Kate having sex was just irresistible, like rubber-necking a fatal car crash on the highway. I couldn’t sleep thinking about that and everything else that was happening.  It all seemed to be spiraling out of control – like fate had opened a third front in my battle to win Kate’s heart and I was losing the war.


    When I got upstairs after talking to her I was despondent.  I sat back down at my desk and stared at my computer screen.  Almost instinctively, I typed in “women’s sex drive” in a desperate attempt to understand what would cause a woman like Kate to acquiesce so easily to Mike’s bizarre sexual proclivities.  I had always assumed women flocked to me because of what I did for them, and I assumed Kate succumbed to me for the same reasons all of the other women in my life had before her.  When Trae arrived on the scene, it was simple enough for me to actually take some credit for that – that Kate loved being with me so much she wanted to see what a stud like Trae might do for her.  But watching Kate enjoy sucking Lance’s cock while getting nothing back in return didn’t make any sense.


    Nothing I read set my mind at ease.  I spent hours poring over all kinds of drivel.  The article that came closest to my previous understanding of women talked about how women typically exchange sex for commitment from their male partner.  That is why whenever a guy strays, the first thought in most women’s mind is to “cut him off.”  How many times have we all heard a woman say that?  It also explains why women have agreed to have sex with men since the dawn of time despite being anatomically unable to orgasm easily like men do.  But nothing I read explained why a woman would agree to have sex with other men solely for their husband’s benefit.  That was just counter intuitive.


    I did stumble on to a thread about guys who enjoy letting their wives stray, and in some cases actually arrange it.  This is the “hotwife” concept, which is closely related to the “cuckold” concept, separated mostly by the degree to which the husband is actually enjoying what the wife is doing.  


    The cuckold concept is much broader.  Technically, any man whose wife or girlfriend is fucking other guys is being “cuckolded.”  But there are guys who don’t know about their wives cheating, guys who know about it and get off on it, and guys who know about it and don’t like it but can’t stop it.  Mike was in the second category.  I was in the last.


    Why women cuckold their husbands is a complex subject.  Why they have sex at all is only slightly more understandable. At the most basic level, it’s biological; they are attracted to men who can give them what they need – food, shelter and protection.  In exchange they offer pleasure, care and children.  But modern women who have chosen a man to give them the basic necessities and still stray are obviously doing it for other reasons.  Maybe they have become attracted to a guy who might be better looking, more charismatic, more powerful, richer, or even just more fun than their husbands.  Another is that they feel they are stuck in a rut and just need something other than the life they have at home; sometimes the quality of the guy doesn’t have a lot to do with it.  And another might involve all or none of the above but focuses on the sex – that sex with a man other than their husband has opened a veritable Pandora’s Box they never knew existed for them. 


    I guess I was hoping the first reason was why Kate was with me.  I wasn’t richer than Mike, but I felt I was better than him in most other ways – better looking, more fun and definitely better in bed.  In fact, I had come to feel like I was the Alpha in the pack, the man Kate thought of when he made love to her. Which is why Trae was such a threat to me.  It wasn’t as clear that I was better looking, more charismatic, more powerful or even more fun than him.  And from the sound of it, I wasn’t better in bed.  And even Lance – sure, she had only blown him, but that’s how things started with me.  How long would it be before she was fucking him too?  Was the Pandora’s Box already open?  Was it never really about me at all?  Was she only using me for things Mike couldn’t give her but other men now could?


    All of these thoughts swirled in my head as I tossed and turned the entire night.  My only solace was the concept of “reclamation sex” that I learned was a part of the cuckold’s life.  That’s when the husband or boyfriend has sex with his woman after she has been with another man to “reclaim” her as his.  I wasn’t ready to admit I was a cuckold, but I had to admit I needed desperately to reclaim Kate.


     ____________


     


    As noon approached the next day I was basically on autopilot – I would catch myself staring off into space thinking about Kate, trying to work but too tired and too distracted to be effective.  I was just going through the motions. I grabbed a quick sandwich around 11:30 as I usually did so Kate and I would have the entire noon hour for sex, even though I was pretty sure I would pass out after my first orgasm.


    At noon I anxiously headed down the back stairs, wondering where I would find Kate. It wasn’t always the same.  Sometimes she would be in the kitchen, cleaning up after her lunch, wearing some skimpy negligee or flimsy top and shorts, clearly ready for bed, other times she might already be naked in bed, the sheet pulled up under her chin for me to unwrap like a moist, golden, cream-filled pastry.  And some days she could be found still sitting at her desk trying to wrap up something she needed to finish.  On those days I could see the progression of her work attire getting slightly more risqué – tighter tops, more cleavage, but still passable as ‘professional’ in case she was on camera with a colleague or client.  But no matter how I found her, she was always anxious to get her ‘daily dose of David.’


    That day as I passed the window on the back stair I could see she was on the patio in the backyard, sitting at the table in a black tight tank top and short black spandex shorts.  She was barefoot, with her feet up on the chair under her, basking in the warm September sun.  This was not a good sign.  The last time she did this was after her night with Corey and Tyler when she told me the way things were going to be.  I immediately thought she was pissed about our conversation after she came home from being with Lance.  I approached her with caution.


    “What’s up?  Why are we out here today?”


    “Oh, God, David.  I have my period.  We can’t have sex today.”


    She seemed genuinely sad.  I was heart fallen.  First Trae, then Lance, and now nature itself was coming between me and Kate.


    I pleaded with her, “Oh, I don’t mind, Kate!  We can put a towel down…”


    “No, David.  It’s bad.  Maybe tomorrow.”


    All I could think about was how unfair it all was – how God was finally punishing me for being a disbeliever, or maybe just a philanderer, or possibly because I was a selfish whiner.  If it would have made any difference, I would have gladly become religious, but despite Kate’s frequent references to God, I was sure that would not change my situation with her.  I just stared at her in disbelief.


    She then smiled seductively, “I can demonstrate what I did for Lance yesterday instead…”


    That helped.  But I had no choice but to sit on a chair across from her and ask her all of the questions I planned to ask her in bed after we had sex.


    “Speaking of Lance, did you enjoy your time with him yesterday?”


    She smiled and looked off in the distance as if reimagining all of it in her mind.  “Oh, it was fun…  The last time I did something like that was with Ricky.”


    Ricky – the dumb fuck who cheated his way out of ever getting to fuck Kate.  But also the guy we could all thank for Kate’s other-worldly oral skills.


    “Have you always wanted to have sex with him?  I’ve never heard you talk about him.”


    “Oh God, no.  I mean, I thought he was attractive and nice, but sex never crossed my mind!  He’s married, I’M married!”


    “Then why did you do it?”


    She looked at me curiously, “You know why, David.  Because Mike wanted me to.”


    I paused for a minute, worried that I was acting like some kind of inquisitor and not wanting to cross that line, but I was anxious to hear what I wanted to know.


    “You had sex with Trae because Mike wanted you to.  Now sex with Lance because Mike wanted you to.  You’re planning to have sex with some guy named Gregg because Mike wants you to.  Is that really all it is, Kate?”


    She fidgeted in her chair, still coiled up tight and clearly not enjoying the conversation, “David, I don’t know what you want…”


    “I want to know why you’re doing this.  I guess I’m hoping that someday I will be enough for you.”


    She paused and looked at me seriously – part defiance and part sympathy.  “David, I am doing it for Mike.  But I’m doing it for me too, OK?”


    “What does that mean, Kate?”


    “It means I wouldn’t do it if I didn’t enjoy it!  I love what you and I have!  But all of this other stuff is so new to me.  I’m like a kid whose Dad just gave her $100 to spend in the candy store!  I can buy what I want, eat what I want, and Dad won’t get mad.  He wants me to have everything!  Do you understand?”


    I did not.  I mean on one level of course I did, but Kate was not a little girl buying candy.  She was playing with people’s lives, messing with her own life.  And sex is a dangerous thing.  It can mislead people into thinking they are entitled to a part of you.  People like me, who maybe misinterpreted the sex and fell in love with her and wanted to have a future with her.


    “David, I have never thought much about sex before.  It was always something Ricky or Mike initiated, and I just went along.  I never even noticed how men looked at me all of the time.  Now it’s all I see and think about.  I’m trying to figure it out.  But meanwhile, both Mike and I are really enjoying this.  I’m sorry you aren’t.”


    “I’m enjoying you, Kate!  You are the most amazing thing that ever happened to me!  I just want to go back to the way it was - you, me and Mike.  These other guys are freaking me out.”


    She sat quietly, her chin on her knees, thinking about that.  She then sat back and dropped her feet to the warm concrete, “David, let’s go inside.  I need my daily dose of David.”


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


    They say that nature is a cruel mother, giving life and taking it away in equal, random measures.  That seems a bit dramatic for what happened to me that week, but no less cruel.  As it happened, Kate’s period prevented us from having sex on Tuesday as well.  Now, Kate’s mouth and cock sucking skills are also marvelous gifts of nature, so I shouldn’t complain about the experience of feeling her warm tongue sucking me to massive knee weakening explosions in her beautiful mouth both of those days, but nothing can replace the wonders of spending an hour or two naked in bed with her. Nothing.


    But alas that joy would be reserved for Trae on Wednesday.  He arrived promptly at noon again dressed in the same white shirt, black pants and black loafers, but that time he was carrying a gym bag.  He looked more like a doctor making a house call than a detective.  I listened carefully for what was going on after he arrived, but didn’t hear a whole lot at first, just some talking in the Living Room and some high-pitched responses from Kate.  She seemed surprised at the story he was telling her.  This went on for some time before I finally heard Trae’s low, rumbling voice in the Bedroom.  When I heard Kate’s voice in there as well, I couldn’t resist sneaking down to the basement where I could better hear what they were talking about.


    I slipped as quietly as I could down the back stairs, which in a 95 year old wood framed house isn’t all that quiet.  But I assumed they were probably too busy to worry about what I was doing, assuming Trae even knew I lived there.  When I got downstairs and took my place under Kate’s Bedroom, I was surprised to hear what sounded like a lot of walking around.  There was some creaking of the bed, but other than footsteps, it was oddly quiet.  My confusion was compounded when I finally heard Kate say with a laugh in her voice, “How can I trust you?  I barely know you!” then exclaim, “Owww.  Too tight.  Too tight,” followed by a short laugh and an apology from Trae.


    I had no idea what was going on.  Was he helping her get dressed in some tight-fitting corset?  The walking around continued a little longer followed by about 5 minutes of utter silence. The mystery was finally solved when Kate spoke again.


    “Hi, Honey!”


    I then heard what sounded like Mike’s voice on the speaker of a phone.


    Kate answered his inaudible comment, “Oh my God, Mike.  Trae has me tied to all four corner posts!  I can’t move at all.  Oh God!”


    Mike said something again I couldn’t hear, but Kate didn’t answer at first.  She just growled lustfully, then added, “He’s holding my phone with one hand… and… massaging my clit with the other…”


    Her voice was getting labored.  I could hear Trae’s rumbling voice, and then Kate again, “He told me… he’s going to keep me like this… oh FUCK!… and do whatever he wants with me… all afternoon…oh my God, Trae…”


    Mike responded again but Kate didn’t answer.  I assumed she was overcome by the sensations between her legs.  When Mike spoke again, Kate finally forced an answer, “I will, Mike.  I will…”


    Trae rumbled something again and Kate responded, “Oh my God, Yes, Trae…”


    Another rumble and Kate pleaded, “YES!  Pleeeease!  DO IT!”


    I then heard the bed strain under the weight of Trae’s body followed by a loud, sustained groan from Kate.  Trae said something again and Kate responded urgently, “YES!  Do it!”


    The next three hours were filled with the familiar rhythmic sounds of Trae pummeling Kate savagely on the bed until she screamed out in ecstasy, followed by periods when I could hear Trae walking around the apartment.  It reminded me of the Golden State rapist who would break into a couple’s home and keep his victims tied up for hours while he repeatedly raped the wife.


    I stood in the basement and listened as best I could for the first two hours, leaning against the utility sink and straining to picture the scene above.  The sex would continue for 45 minutes, then stop for 15, then resume again.  I pulled my dick out and stroked it softly, finding that doing that tended to alleviate the nausea in my gut.  But the scene playing out above me and in my brain proved too much.  I ended up jacking off twice into the paper towels I had by the utility tub.  After the second time I was too drained and too depressed to go on.  It didn’t seem like Trae would ever leave and I felt too sick to stand there any longer.  I heard all I needed to hear.  


    I went upstairs and sat on the couch listening to the third round.  I couldn’t believe the man’s stamina, nor Kate’s enthusiasm for everything he was doing to her.  Of all the cries I heard from her, none of them were pleas to stop.  


    But that’s ALL I wanted.  Listening to her was pure torture.  I began trying to figure out a way to stop Trae from seeing Kate, thinking maybe I could report him to the police department.  I just couldn’t understand where Trae’s colleagues thought he was for three hours in the middle of the day.  Maybe they would like to know how one of only two detectives in our town could just disappear.


    As I fantasized about destroying Trae’s career and rescuing Kate from his grip she shattered my thoughts with another raucous, screaming finale.  I could only hope he hadn’t actually killed her from the unholy wail that filled the house and the deafening silence that followed.  I sat on the couch and listened, imagining Trae packing his bag of ropes and leaving Kate curled up on the bed, limp and lifeless from being stretched in every possible direction and thoroughly fucked for three long hours.  When he finally left, I picked up my phone and waited for a text from her.  I stared at the black screen and waited.  And waited some more.  After God knows how long, I finally did it – I called the police.


     ____________


     


    I don’t know why I did it.  I guess I was that distraught.  But I had been considering it since the Sunday before when my internet search on Trae reached a dead-end.  I dialed the non-emergency number, and when the lady answered I was momentarily paralyzed.  I hadn’t really thought through what I would say.  I didn’t really think a crime had been committed, but I kind of wanted to report Trae’s obvious derelictions of duty even though I wasn’t sure how to do that.  After mulling over the options, I blurted out the only thing I could think of.


    “Hello, could I speak with Detective Trae?”


    The lady paused, “Detective Trae?”


    “Yes, I don’t really know his whole name.  I just know he is a detective with the Village and his first name is Trae.”


    She seemed confused, “Ummm, we don’t have anyone who works here named Trae.”


    Now I was confused.


    “Um, my friend had her bike stolen and the Village sent over a detective named Trae.”


    “Well, we don’t have anyone by that name here and we wouldn’t send a detective to take a statement on a stolen bike.  There must be a mistake.  Do you want to speak to an officer?”


    I was thoroughly off-balance.  Kate’s apartment was completely quiet, a man who evidently was not who he said he was had just tied her up and fucked her for three hours, and now he was gone.  I was starting to get concerned.  Then, just as I was about to ask her to send an officer to check on Kate I heard the back door of the house open downstairs.  Mike had come home, just as he had the last time Trae was over.  I thanked the lady on the phone and sat stunned on the couch.


    I half expected to hear Mike yell out in horror, but instead heard nothing.  Just the thumping of my racing heart.  I then heard Mike’s voice in the Bedroom.  He was speaking calmly, obviously not alarmed by anything he had seen.  I could only imagine Kate’s condition.  She must have been completely worn out, unable to do anything as Mike spread her legs apart and climbed on top of her.  He would spread her arms up over her head and kiss her as he slid his dick into her thoroughly used and gaping pussy.  I knew the feeling, and Mike wasn’t even as big as I am.  He probably couldn’t feel anything at all.  But he would fuck her anyway, asking her what Trae had done to her, how much she loved it, and how much she wanted to do it again.  He would cum inside of her, confirming how much he loved it too, and encouraging her to keep doing it.  And she would.  The next day with me, and the day after that with Gregg.  Then the next week she would see Trae again.


    As I contemplated all of that I couldn’t figure out how Trae had gotten involved with Kate.  If he wasn’t a cop, how did he know her bike was stolen?  And who called him?  Did Kate?  Was having her bike stolen some kind of elaborate ruse to get Mike to invite Trae into their lives?  Or did Mike set all of this up?  He had done a similar thing with me.


    All I knew was that I had more questions than answers, and I would need to wait until the next day to sort things out with Kate.


     ____________ 


     


    When I arrived at Kate’s Kitchen door the next day promptly at 11:30 I expected her to at least acknowledge what had happened the day before, maybe even apologize like she did the first time.  Instead, she greeted me at the door dressed in a cute but unremarkable dress that she had probably been wearing that morning for work.  She smiled and kissed me briefly before leading me casually to the Bedroom, like I was there for a fitting.  But her side hustle wasn’t tailoring.


    She stood by the bed with her back to me and undid the clasp on her dress.  She then unzipped it and let it fall to the floor.  She then removed her bra and panties and scooted onto the bed while she waited for me to undress.


    There was a definite tension in the room, like we were both thinking the same thing but wanted to avoid talking about it.  She knew I didn’t want her to have sex with Trae, but it was obvious she had done it anyway.  And now she was going to have sex with me as if nothing had happened.  


    I wasn’t sure what to expect when I finally felt her again.  After the first time with Trae, I thought she might have been permanently stretched open.  But that was not the case.  It seems the female body can accommodate bigger things than Trae passing through it and rebound back to its original form.  When I finally entered her she felt as amazing as ever.  I was able to touch all of the places that I did before.  She kissed me passionately as I fucked her, making me forget for those precious minutes all of the pain I had felt only the day before.  When we both exploded violently less than 20 minutes later, I felt like all was well in the world again.  Orgasms always do that for me.  But reality always comes too soon, and I had plenty of questions for Kate.


    “So, things seemed to have gone well with Trae yesterday.” 


    “Oh?  You were listening?”


    “It wasn’t hard, Kate.” 


    She giggled, “I guess not.  Well, he’s certainly different than either you or Mike.”


    “Oh? How so?”


    “He’s more physical. Rough, you might say.  He likes things… kinky.”


    “Kinky?”


    “Well, he actually tied me up this time. He tied my wrists and ankles to the bedposts with rope. It was something I’d never done before.” 


    I tried to act surprised, “Tied you up?  On your second date with him??”


    “Yup.”


    She showed me the red marks on her wrists and ankles.  I quickly sat up on my elbow, “Did he hurt you, Kate!?”


    She smiled and caressed the abrasion on her wrist, “No, no!  It was nothing like that.” 


    I knew he had tied her up, but seeing the marks on her skin made it seem worse than I had imagined, “How could you let him do that to you, Kate?  You barely know him!”


    “Well, I was a bit taken a back at first.  I agree it seemed a bit soon to be doing something like that, but he seemed so sincere.  He brought his little gym bag with the ropes.  He said he wouldn’t hurt me. I believed him.”


    “What happened?  What was it like?” 


    She dropped her arms to her sides and looked at the ceiling thoughtfully, “It felt a bit like being fucked by the Devil himself. He’s so big and so powerful… and tied up like that, I could only lay there and take it… it was intense.  I never knew what he would do next but there was nothing I could do to stop him if I wanted to.”


    I was trying to picture that, Trae’s muscular body lying on top of Kate, his dark skin shimmering with sweat as he pounded her like a stallion with his thick cock.  She had said he was like a bull the first time.  Imagining him on top of her while she laid prone and tied to the bed got my dick stirring again.  In some ways I felt good for her; it was an experience she would have never felt if not for Mike. In other ways, I felt disappointed in myself for not being the person to give that to her. 


    “Did you like it?”


    “Like I said, it was intense. I’ve never seen a guy look at me the way he did when he was fucking me. It was scary at first. So much lust. Desire. If he truly was a psychopath, there would have been little I could have done.  But I knew you were just upstairs.  Once I decided to trust him and let myself go, it was fun. Almost like a rape fantasy, I guess. “


    “You fantasize about rape??”


    “Not that I was actively aware of. But that’s what it was like.  He actually got up and got a beer after the first time, leaving me tied up.  Then he FaceTimed Mike again, showing him what he had done to me.”


    “What do you mean?”


    “He actually showed Mike the cum dripping from my pussy!”


    “And Mike liked that, I assume?”


    “Oh God, he was so excited.  Then, after the second time he left me lying there again.  I wanted to roll over or something.  It’s hard just to lay there like that, unable to curl into a ball after cumming so hard, but I couldn’t move.  All I could do is lay there and feel the cum dripping slowly between my ass cheeks onto the bed.”


    If she wasn’t trying to get me turned on with her visuals she was doing a terrible job.  But I was also getting worried;  Everything she and I had done to that point was pretty vanilla by comparison.


    “What happened when he came back?”


    “He FaceTimed Mike again to ask him what he should do next.”


    “Get the fuck out!  What did Mike say?  Wait!  Don’t tell me…”


    “Mike asked if I was OK.”


    “And…?”


    “Well, Trae didn’t look like he was ready to leave, and I was fine, so I told him I was OK.”


    “What did Mike say?”


    “He told Trae he could stay as long as he wanted.”


    “Oh my God, Kate.  I would never have imagined you being ‘OK’ with that…”


    She giggled again, “Oh, I’ll admit, it was a little crazy.  I’m not sure I was in full capacity of my senses.  After that, I wasn’t sure Trae would ever let me go.  He basically had permission to do whatever he wanted for as long as he wanted.  I felt like Mike and I had both agreed I would be his sex slave.”


    “Well, it sounded like you enjoyed being his ‘sex slave’.”


    She rolled over and put her hand on my chest, looking seriously at me with her big, brown eyes, “All of this has exposed me to things Mike and I never would have found together, David.  Yesterday was like a big role-playing game.  I had never done anything like that before.  It was fun.  Sooooo different.“


    I kept thinking about one particular part of their time together, the part where she kept responding “Yes!” to something he was saying while he was fucking her. Was he asking her if she loved what he was doing to her?  If she loved his big dick?  If she loved him?  I started losing my shit.  I think she sensed my disappointment. 


    “I love having sex with you, David. And with Trae. Variety is the spice of life! He’s my Dark Knight and you’re my White Knight!”


    “And what’s Gregg?  Your Gray Knight?”


    “Oh!  You’re bad.”


    She rolled over onto her back and thought about that, “I hope so. We’ll see…”


    Looking back, I realize now what a weird conversation that was; A married woman was lying in bed with me telling me in painstaking detail about being tied up and “raped” by her big black boyfriend, and musing about her next endeavor with an older man.  I’m doubtful that had ever happened before in the long, sordid history of mankind.  I felt both honored and profoundly confused.  Just who was I to this woman?


    “What about Mike?  Where does he sit at the Round Table?” 


    “Boy, you and Trae have more in common than you think. He asked about Mike too yesterday – wonders why he lets me do these things.  Mike is my husband.  My life partner.  Maybe he’s King Arthur.” 


    “What does he do for you?”


    She slapped me on the arm, “He does plenty, David. Just because he can’t make me cum fucking me doesn’t mean I’m not taken care of. He does a lot of other things.  And he’s VERY talented with his tongue. I also love him.”


    “Does it matter if I love you, Kate.”


    “Oh, Jesus, David. Don’t…”


    “I do, Kate. I’m falling madly in love with you. I wish you felt something for me too.” 


    “Oh, David. I do!  Of course, I do. I wouldn’t be having sex with you every weekday for three months if I didn’t!”


    “Well, now you’re having sex with me only three days a week.” 


    She laid quietly. I hoped that realization hit her. I also needed to ask her what she knew about Trae.


    “So, when your bike was stolen, who called the police?”


    “Mike did.  Why?”


    “Just wondering.  I just have always found it odd that a detective would come to investigate a bike theft.  Have you ever seen Trae’s badge?  Or his gun?”


    Kate rose up on her elbow and looked at me.


    “David, why are you asking me this?”


    “Well, have you?”


    “No!  I never have.  Why?  You don’t think he’s a cop?  How did he come to the house then?”


    That was indeed the question.  But I was beginning to suspect only Mike and Trae knew the answer.  I changed the subject.


    “Tell me about this Gregg.  I’ve never heard you talk about him.”


    She plopped down on her back in frustration.


    “He’s an old friend of Mike’s from when Mike first started working after college.  He was Mike’s first client.”


    “And Mike wants you to have sex with him??”


    “Well, Gregg’s always been a flirt.  He’s made suggestive comments to me for years, even in front of Mike.  He’s always calling me on Teams, usually just to talk and occasionally involving an actual business issue – a billing question or something like that.  After this whole thing started with you and Mike wanted me to see other guys as well, he thought I should, I don’t know…take it to the next level?”


    “The next level?”


    “Yeah.  Mike thought it would be hot if Gregg and I actually had sex.  Gregg always teased me about having sex with him but I always blew him off – not literally…  But he’s kind of ‘legendary’.”


    “Legendary??”


    “Yeah.  His wife said he was…how should I say this?   Bigger than most guys?  And he’s supposed to be amazing in bed.  He’s a pretty fit guy for 50.”


    “He’s 50??”


    “Yep.  Just turned.  But like I said, he doesn’t look it.”


    “Kate, he’s 18 years older than you!  He could be your father!”


    I was hoping that might discourage her somehow, but it didn’t.  She only laughed and responded teasingly, “Well, maybe I have a rape fantasy and a Daddy Complex…but seriously, I am curious why he’s so confident.”


    “Kate, I’m serious.  You don’t need Gregg!  I can give you everything he can.  He certainly couldn’t have more ‘stamina’ than me!  Or Trae for that matter!”


    She rolled over and put her head on my chest, gently stroking my other shoulder, “David, I’m just trying to figure all of this out. On the one hand, it’s fun and exciting, and on the other, I realize feelings can get hurt. I don’t want to hurt your feelings.” 


    I was beginning to feel like a nag. Kate was enjoying the freedom Mike had given her and I was trying to claw it back.


    “So, did Mike tell Gregg he could have sex with you?”


     “Actually, I told Gregg.”


    “You just blurted that out one day??”


    “NO!  No.  He was teasing me as usual, saying maybe he should hand deliver the check himself, and I said that Mike would like that.”


    “That’s what you said??”


    “I did.”


    “And??”


    “Well, he was shocked I would say.  He turned bright red and asked if he heard me right.  When I told him he did – that Mike confessed he had a fantasy of me being with another man, he…how should I say?   Warmed up to the idea?”


    “And?”


    “Well, he’s beside himself with excitement.  He’s been texting me constantly telling me how bad he wants me, how he’s waited his whole life for this, etcetera….”


    At that point I was freaking out more than ever, still looking for any way to talk her out of adding Gregg to her mix of lovers.  The ‘old friend’ thing didn’t help matters.


    “Aren’t you worried about fucking up a long-term friendship, Kate?”


    “I’m not, David.  Mike and Gregg are too close for that.  It’s just sex…”


    I could see this not ending well, but it didn’t seem possible at that point to make her see the danger for her and Mike, and consequently for me.


    “Kate, I want you to be happy, but this is getting crazy.  You don’t need to have sex with a different man every day of your life to enjoy it!”


    “I know, David.  It is.  But it’s what Mike wants and so far I think I can handle it.  A girl can’t complain when she has guys fumbling over each other to please her.  And don’t worry – there will always be room for my David.”


    I thought about that, happy for the assurance but sad that by every measure she was slipping away from me.  I tried to put a positive spin on my feelings so she wouldn’t feel bad.  For some reason that always seemed easier when I was with her.  


    “As long as I can be in your life, Kate, I will be OK. I just don’t know how much more I can give up before it is just too much for me.” 


    I left that afternoon saddened by my diminishing place in Kate’s life.  As soon as I walked out of her apartment my declaration of support vanished like the mirage it was, leaving only my profound sense of loss and loneliness.  But as bad as I felt at that moment, and I had never felt worse, there was so much worse to come.


     


  




  

    


    CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


    I spent the following morning fumbling around on my computer, trying to get some work done before Gregg arrived at noon.  The Packers first home game was September 18th, and we had several promotions and a “Pep Rally” we were planning at the hotel.  I really couldn’t concentrate at all, too worried about Kate consummating her longstanding relationship with this older, successful, “legendary” guy, but also wondering if I could handle what was about to happen.  You see, Mike had convinced Kate to broadcast everything on Teams!  Well, not everything – only what could be seen in the Living Room in front of her computer monitor.  The plan was to have Mike and me join a Teams meeting in which Kate would have her camera on but her monitor turned off.  Her camera was mounted on top of the monitor which was always oriented toward the center of the room with the couch in the distance.  With the monitor off, Gregg wouldn’t be able to tell Mike and I were watching and listening.  It was a brilliant plan if you enjoy watching your future go up in flames right before your eyes.


    I thought about not joining the meeting, maybe making it clear I wasn’t on board with it, but I realized I was in no position to make a statement like that. I had to see how it went - how would Kate react, how much of a stud this Gregg guy was, exactly how close were they.  I needed to know what I was dealing with.  But I had only actually watched Kate have sex with Corey and Tyler and that was in the darkened Living Room lit only by the light from the TV.  And there was the short video of her and Lance.  I knew watching it transpire live in the harsh and sober light of day and listening to her reactions was going to hurt.


    When I joined the meeting Mike and Kate were already chatting pleasantly on screen.  Well, Mike was chatting pleasantly – Kate seemed super nervous.  But she was stunningly beautiful.  She normally didn’t wear much make-up when she worked from home, and she always had on a nice dress or a tank top.  Nothing too sexy for work or the camera.  But that day she looked like one of those women who turned to virtual sex work during the pandemic.  She wore a very low cut, very form-giving paisley silk kimono that left nothing of her breasts to the imagination, and her face was made up like a runway model, with deep shadows on her eyelids, mascara on her lashes and blush on her cheeks.  She was almost unrecognizable as the demure girl downstairs I had come to know and love.  She was dressed to impress!  When I joined, Mike greeted me first, “Hey, David!  Welcome!  I wasn’t sure you would make it.”


    I was more nervous than Kate!  “Oh, I wasn’t sure I would either, Mike.  But any opportunity to see Kate is worth it.  I’d watch her sleep if I could.”


    Kate scrunched up her nose and lips in that look of faux sadness women make when looking at a puppy.  Mike just chuckled, “Well, we can arrange a sleepover for you some night so you can do that!  Although I’m not sure how much sleeping Kate would be doing.”


    Mike seemed super excited – almost giddy.  Kate seemed to be using the camera as a mirror, rubbing her lips together to smooth out the lipstick.  My eyes were drawn to her nipples jutting enticingly from beneath her silk kimono.  I knew in a matter of minutes they would be swirling beneath Gregg’s tongue as he sent waves of pleasure through her wanting body.  She seemed about to speak when the doorbell rang.  She looked at the door and panicked a bit, then looked down at the bottom of the monitor.  Mike calmed her down.


    “Just turn off the monitor, Kate…”


    She looked to the right, “Oh right…” and her face darkened as she looked into the screen, “Can you guys see me?”


    Mike answered, “Yes, can you see us?”


    “No, the screen is off.”


    Mike whispered back, “OK.  Good. Now go answer the door!  Your guest is waiting!”


    Kate smiled and blew a kiss to the screen.  When she stood up I could see how short her kimono was – it barely covered her ass and the silk belt barely kept it closed.  Gregg would be greeted by the site of his life when she answered the door!  She disappeared from the screen as I heard her heels click on the hardwood floor to the front door.


    I heard the inside door open, and then the outside door and then the screen door.  It was then that I heard Gregg’s voice for the first time.  It was deep, confident, and getting louder as he entered her apartment.


    “Oh my God, Kate!  You. Are. Stunning.”


    Kate giggled, “Oh, thank you Gregg.  I thought you might like to see me in something….comfortable.  You like it?”


    She walked him to the center of the room and turned around to face him as he came closer, wrapping his arms around her slender waist and pulling it against his.


    “Oh, I do…but I also want to see you in nothing at all beautiful lady!”


    He leaned in to kiss her for the first time, pulling his arms up from her waist to her shoulders and pressing her hard against his body.  He wore black skinny jeans and a black V-neck t-shirt, exposing his powerful arms with silver hair contrasting sharply against his dark bronze skin.  Kate swooned under him, bending back but then grabbing him behind his strong shoulders to keep from falling back.  When he finally pulled his lips from hers, she seemed breathless and surprised.  He looked like a wolf about to devour a deer.


    “Oh my God, Kate.  I’ve waited ten years for that!”


    Kate laughed nervously, “Ten years?  You were married to Brenda ten years ago.”


    He kissed her again, long and deep, then looked  into her eyes again.


    “I know.   And I wanted you then.  You’re the reason we’re no longer together.”


    Kate pushed him away, “Me?  Why me?  You’ve had at least five girlfriends since you and Brenda split!”


    “I know.  All in search of a girl like you, Kate.  I’ve wanted you since the day I saw you.  I told you that in Jamaica.”


    He wrapped his arms around her again and kissed her hard.  Kate had her hands up on the back of his shoulders, rubbing them several times before sliding them down his back to his ass.  Gregg slid his down her back as well, pressing firmly until his hands slipped under her belt, causing it to fall free while their tongues swirled wildly in each other’s mouths.  When Gregg stopped to look at her again, her kimono was open in the front.  Kate was out of breath, her breasts heaving firm and proud beneath the silken fabric.  She looked at Gregg anxiously, looking for a reaction.  In all of those ten years he had never seen her like that.  She was stunning.  Her lips were swollen and parted expectantly.  The vein on her neck pulsed quickly with each beat of her heart.  I followed the valley between her taut breasts down to the crease of her abdominal muscles.  Her smooth, flat belly undulated with each breath, leading my eyes down to the perfectly smooth mound between her incredibly muscular thighs.  She was already aroused, waiting anxiously for Gregg’s next move.


    Gregg leaned down and cupped her right breast in his hand, lifting it to his mouth to suckle her nipple until it was a hard nub between his lips. Kate looked down at him, breathing heavily but not saying anything.  He did the same with her other breast while she threw her head back and enjoyed the sensations flowing through her body.  After several minutes of intense sucking, Gregg rose up to align his face with hers and glared hungrily into her eyes, “You know what else I’ve wanted for ten years, Kate…”


    Kate could barely speak at first, but she managed to reply in a thick, sultry voice, “I think I do.  You asked me to do it in Jamaica.”  


    “I practically begged you.  And you almost did it.”


    He slipped his hands inside of her kimono and grabbed her bare ass, pulling her against him again and continuing to explore her mouth with his tongue.  When they broke the kiss that time Kate was almost hyperventilating.  She just looked up at him, her mouth open and her eyes half shut.  She then dropped slowly to her knees, continuing to look up at him while sliding her hands down his shirt to his belt buckle.  I stared in disbelief, amazed at how quickly this was happening.  My gut ached as I wondered how long Kate had wanted Gregg.  Had everything she had done with me, and even Trae, been only a substitute for what she really wanted all along?  Was it all a practice run for this?  I messaged Mike in the Chat section of Teams, “What happened in Jamaica??”


    He replied immediately, “I have no idea!  We vacationed there once with him and Brenda.  He must have hit on her then.”


    She slowly undid his belt buckle while looking up at him smiling.  “That was a different time, Gregg… before I knew Mike wanted me to do this…”


    He looked down lustfully, with his hands on his hips, letting Kate do the unbuckling, the unbuttoning, and finally the unzipping of his jeans.  She then pulled them down to the floor, allowing him to step free and kick them to the side.  


    “Well, the wait was excruciating, but it makes the reward sweeter, Kate.”


    I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.  Gregg was still wearing his underwear, but from the side it looked like a serpent was coiled up inside of them straining to break free.  Kate just looked straight at the bulge while he began unbuttoning his shirt.  She seemed to be girding herself for what she would see before she reached forward to grab the straining waistband of his underwear.  Mike said that Gregg was hung – his wife used to brag about it - but I was unprepared for what I saw when Kate pulled down the waistband.  She had to pull it hard toward her to give him enough room but when she did, his dick uncoiled like one of those monsters in a sci-fi movie that turns and lifts its head from a crouch to reveal its size and power.  It bobbed threateningly in front of Kate’s face while she looked straight at it, no doubt trying to process what she was seeing herself.


    “What do you think, Kate?  Is it everything Brenda said it was?”


    She reached out and grabbed it with one hand, stroking it admirably while looking up at Gregg.


    She laughed nervously, “Brenda wasn’t kidding!   It’s so heavy!  I can’t even close my fingers around it!”


    She continued stroking it while looking up at Gregg.  He looked down at her and watched his dick become even harder with each stroke of her delicate hand.  The head of his cock looked like it was about to explode when she placed her wet lips on the tip and swirled them quickly all around it.  She then looked up at Gregg and purred, “I want to taste that ‘sweet’ cum she talked about…” 


    Gregg just stood looking down at her, his hands on his back and hips thrust slightly forward, clearly accentuating the length and girth of the beast protruding from his body.


    “It’s all yours, Kate, with plenty of sweet cum for that sweet mouth of yours.  Go for it, Baby.”


    Kate looked directly at his bulging head as she softly stroked him to maximum size.  Her slender fingers could only wrap maybe halfway around the shaft.  She then looked up at him before leaning in with her mouth open wide, enveloping as much as she could of it into her hungry mouth.  And it wasn’t much.  It didn’t look at first like the head would fit, but she was able to squeeze it past her straining lips and maybe another two inches of the shaft into her mouth – just enough to stroke the sensitive nerves behind the head with her tongue.


    Watching her bob enthusiastically on Gregg’s massive cock, I felt like Kate was literally sucking the veil off of years of pent up desire for Gregg.  They had obviously talked about having sex in Jamaica.  How far did that conversation go?  How tempted was she?


    I wondered if Mike was thinking the same things.  Did he feel like I did?  That perhaps he had gone too far?  That this time Kate’s new lover was going to be more than just another sex buddy?  I mean, I had only seen her with me and once with Lance, but the rabid joy with which she attacked Gregg’s dick was even more intense than her first time with me.  She slurped and bobbed on him with reckless abandon, seemingly trying to show just how badly she wanted him all of those years.  Her mouth was completely full, but she softly stroked her hands on the remaining 6 inches that she couldn’t fit in her mouth, being careful to keep that part dry so her hands would slide easily on the taut, sensitive skin.  She left no doubt that she wanted desperately to bring him to the most intense orgasm he had ever felt, to taste his cum in her mouth, and to leave him unable to ever want anyone more than he wanted her.  And it was working.  Gregg leaned back, arching his back and looking down at Kate as she worked him to a colossal explosion of pent up desire.


    I had to admit – they looked good together.  Gregg was 50 with the body of a 35 year old.  The only thing betraying his age was his silver hair, which contrasted nicely with his tan skin.  He looked like a super-fit version of Burt Bacharach in the ‘80’s, with longish wavey hair, short, cropped body hair, and a dick any man would wish for.  Kate’s wanton desire for him only enhanced his allure.  I also knew he was rich, one characteristic of a desirable male neither Mike nor I nor Trae could match.  I found myself feeling sick and turned on while I watched them finally melded together as one.


    After several minutes, Kate pulled him from her mouth and looked up, holding his slickened dick in both hands, stroking him firmly but slowly.  She cooed up at him seductively,  “Am I doing a good job?”


    Gregg twitched hard and began breathing again, “Oh my God, Kate.  You have no idea.  I love the way you feel…and the way you look!  I’ve imagined this for so long.”


    Kate smiled and laughed knowingly, “I wish I had known Mike wanted me to… I could have done it in Jamaica…”


    “And plenty of times after if we had known Mike was into it!”


    She laughed again then leaned in and grabbed one of his testicles between her lips, sucking it into her mouth and swirling it around while she continued stroking his cock.  Gregg threw his head back and sighed, “Oh God!”


    Kate pulled herself off and sucked on his other testicle, clearly trying to prolong his pleasure.  She then quickly gobbled his dick into her mouth again and shoved him as deep as she could, shaking her head from side to side and gagging as he bottomed out in her throat.  Her saliva was running down her chin and dripping onto her breasts.  After several more minutes of intense sucking she pulled him out again and looked up at him, stroking his dick with both hands while she spoke.  Her whole body rocked back and forth like she was churning butter.


    “I want you to cum in my mouth, Gregg.  Brenda always told me you tasted like sugar.  It was like she wanted me to taste you.”  She giggled at that.  “I want to taste you now.  Please cum in my mouth…”


    Gregg just looked down at her as she engulfed him again, his jaw clenched from the intensity of Kate vociferously coaxing his cum from his body.


    Gregg strained to speak, “I’m gonna cum, Kate.  Are you ready Baby?”


    Kate just moaned affirmatively while she continued her assault.


    “I’m gonna cum, Kate!”


    She moaned approvingly again.


    “Oh my God, Kate….I’m gonna…”


    Gregg stood there with an expression like he had just been shot in the back – eyes closed tight, mouth wide open in a silent scream.  As the sensation shot through him his shoulders scrunched up and his belly sucked in.  He held himself like that for a second and then erupted.  He moaned loud enough for anybody within 50 yards of the house to hear.  Kate pulled off, holding him over her open mouth but close enough that she wouldn’t miss a drop of cum.  She stroked him again with both hands like she was milking a cow as he jerked uncontrollably, depositing spurt after spurt of hot jizz into her mouth.  He finally looked down at her and watched as she squeezed the last drops of his cum into her mouth while breathing hard through her nose and moaning with approval as the hot, thick cream pooled on her tongue.


    When he finally stopped twitching, he let out a huge sigh of relief and looked down at his new lover.  Kate let go of his massive slab and put both hands on her thighs, looking up at Gregg with her mouth still open.  I could only see her from the side, but as she sat quietly looking up at him, I could vividly imagine her tongue buried under a creamy white swirl of cum.  She then closed her mouth and forced it down her throat.


    Gregg looked down at her and laughed in disbelief, “OH my God, Kate.  THAT was amazing! Get up here.”


    He helped her to her feet and pulled her close, embracing her tightly and kissing her deeply.  He didn’t seem to mind the taste of his own cum on her tongue as she plunged it deep into his eager mouth.  After several minutes he broke the kiss and looked down into her eyes.  She smiled up at him lovingly and giggled and then turned away.  As she walked past the darkened screen of her computer toward the Bedroom, past the Logitech camera on the top, and past the hidden gaze of the two men in her life that loved her most, she dropped her open kimono to the floor.  


    What Mike was doing at that moment I could only imagine.  Probably whacking off.  I sat stunned and mortified, knowing that my Kate was about to be fucked by the monster cock that still hung heavy between Gregg’s thighs as he followed her into the room.  She seemed to be enjoying the moment, maybe even exaggerating it a bit for the audience.  She looked like a runway model, swaying her hips hard from side to side, signaling clearly to all of us what she wanted next.


    The next ten minutes I stared at the empty room on my screen and listened with my headphones.  I knew I wouldn’t be able to see what they were doing, but I stared anyway. At first I heard a few giggles from Kate and Gregg’s deep voice, but I couldn’t hear what was said.  I then heard a moan from Kate but then heard nothing at all for several minutes.  It was possible they were just kissing, but more likely Kate was lying flat on her back, her legs spread wide with Gregg’s lucky mouth planted firmly on her luscious clit.


    The answer was clear when the silence was finally broken by a faint whimper from Kate followed by cries of pleasure that grew with intensity as her first orgasm coursed through her body.  It started with what sounded like two or three quick bursts of, “Oh God” but then reached a crescendo scream of “OH GOOOOOOOOD!”, followed by several “OH” sounds that sounded like she was being punched in the gut.  Only when she went silent did I hear Gregg’s deep voice again and what sounded like a giggle from Kate.  He had sucked her to her first orgasm like a true gentleman should, but I never did.  From the very beginning I was always skittish about putting my mouth where I knew Mike’s dick had been only hours before.  But Gregg didn’t care about that, nor did he do it only because he was a gentleman.  It also gave him time to recuperate for what he truly wanted.


    After that, silence was not an issue.  In fact, Kate’s moans clearly defined the moment Gregg first entered her body and didn’t completely stop until almost an hour later.  Like the ocean tide, they built in intensity until she came, then subsided briefly before swelling again to another climax.  From the sound of it, Gregg must have fucked her the entire time, bringing her to at least three orgasms while I sat and stared at the empty room on the screen in front of me.  Kate made no attempt to conceal the pleasure she was feeling, instead yelling out for Gregg to fuck her harder, to make her cum, to cum inside of her.  Maybe it was all a show for Mike and me, but when Gregg finally came for his second time, his cries of pleasure joined with hers in a chorus of carnal joy that drowned any hope I might have had to be better than Gregg.  Nothing I had ever done with Kate could have exceeded what she obviously felt at that moment.


    The silence that followed was almost more painful than the screams.  The two lovers were no doubt lying in bed, marveling at the amazing sex they had just experienced, relishing the fact that they were finally together.  Everything they thought it would be was realized that day.  And they could do it again, be together as often as they wanted, experience each other in ways they could only fantasize about before.  The loss I felt was so much more powerful than how I felt with Trae or even Lance.  Gregg was a friend of Kate’s – someone she had known and liked for years.  They had been orbiting around each other the entire time, teasing, flirting, locking eyes knowingly, and evidently even talking about having sex together in Jamaica.  Now that they had finally consummated their feelings for each other, I felt smaller and more insignificant than I had ever felt in my life.


    I listened intently for any clue to what they were saying but could only hear his low growl, then her soft response, then another growl, then a giggle.  Two lovers lying in bed, her leg probably draped over his as she ran her fingers through the soft, short hairs on his chest, looking admirably up at him while he marveled at the fact that he was finally in bed with Kate Blanchard, feeling her naked breasts pressing on his chest, staring up at the same ceiling his friend Mike Blanchard stared at after making love to his wife.  But now Kate was his for the taking.  As often as he wanted.  As often as she wanted.   As I watched Gregg leave about half an hour later, getting into his black BMW sports car parked on the street outside, I never felt so inadequate.


     ____________


     


    After Gregg left I entered what could generously be called a zombie-like state.  I say generously because zombies actually move.  I didn’t.  I just sat on the couch and stared out the window pondering my useless existence.  I’d say it was coma-like, but at least in a coma you can’t think.  I could.  And all I could think of was that with Gregg finally in her life where she wanted him to be, I was just a punk kid she didn’t need.  An inconvenience.


    I thought about the fact that she had never made any commitments to me even though I had let my feelings for her be known.  It seemed obvious that being with me was just a practice run for her.  She was obviously looking for something more in her life when I came along, maybe even spending her alone time fantasizing about Gregg.  When I came along, I fit the bill at the time.  Then when Mike revealed his desires, she leapt at the chance to be with Gregg.  And now that Gregg was available, she didn’t need me anymore.


    Despite my deadlines I sat in my apartment and pondered my future, completely unable to work.  I needed desperately to talk to Kate, to get any kind of assurance from her that I was wrong about us, but I heard nothing.  The longer I waited, the smaller I felt.  I sat on the couch staring out the window wondering if I could ever face the world again.  It just seemed so cruel.


    As I sat there a thought occurred to me that I had never experienced. Kate was out of my league.  I had never been with a woman like her before, a veritable freak of nature, and my long track record of success with some very lovely ladies made me complacent.  I suddenly realized that when you are playing with women like Kate the competition can be very, very tough indeed.  Like a football player who is a star college but isn’t ready for the pros.  Women like Kate attract stud muffins and alpha males like moths to a flame, especially when they make it so obvious they are available.  I had to work to be with her.  But she succumbed easily to Trae and actually went after Lance and Gregg herself.  But Trae and Gregg were professionals compared to me - Trae with his bag of tricks and Gregg with his good looks and enormous cock.  He was now King of the Hill with me and Trae buried far below.


    By 5pm I was like a deflated Halloween decoration plastered lifeless on the couch.  Each thought compounding the last until I was fully convinced I was toast.  That’s when I finally received a text from her.


    “Sorry about that!  I fell asleep! :(“


    I was right about that – Gregg had fucked her unconscious.  I stared at my phone and tried to revive myself.  Kate didn’t know how badly this was all affecting me, and I didn’t want her to know.  I had promised I would accept whatever she did.  I tried to sound cheerful.


    “Sounds like your Gray Knight wore you out!”


    “OMG!  I hope you were able to get some work done!”


    “Well, I had to explain what all the screaming was in the background of my Teams call…”


    “STFU!  You had a Teams call??”


    “No.  Just kidding.”


    “You’re mean.  I have to get my shit together.  Mike will be home any minute and will want to hear ALL of the details.  See you at noon on Monday?”


    I was still groggy and confused, almost shocked by the question.  She acted as if nothing had changed.  I needed desperately to see her again, to look her in the eyes and see if there was still something in there for me.


    “Of course, Kate.  I will count the minutes.”


    “You’re sweet.  We have lots to talk about.”


    I wasn’t exaggerating in my last line about counting the minutes.  That’s how I spent all of the weekends at that time, pining for Kate, wishing the two days away, and watching her and Mike go about with their married life.  Moving to Milwaukee wasn’t supposed to be like that – the reason I moved here was to have more things to do.  But since becoming obsessed with Kate, waiting around to be with her while staying as close as possible to her was all I wanted to do.  But that weekend was particularly difficult.  Kate’s text helped immeasurably, reinflating my fragile ego enough to get me off the couch and functioning, but I still felt like things had changed irreparably between us. 


    I heard them having sex that night shortly after Mike came home.  At first I could hear the unmistakable sound of Mike groaning loudly as he came, probably while fucking her as she told him about her day with Gregg.  Then I heard her cum about ten minutes later.  That meant only one thing – that Mike had his tongue where Gregg’s cock had been only a few hours before and where the cum from both of them was still oozing from his wife’s thoroughly used pussy.  They had sex on Sunday morning as well, waking me up with the same cadence as the night before.


    I spent much of the weekend trying to calm my worried mind.  I searched the internet for what women want, trying to understand what was going on in Kate’s mind and how I could try to impress her again.  There was a lot of stuff written by feminists over the years, much of it bemoaning the fact that serious research on women’s sexuality was seriously deficient.  There was stuff about clitoral stimulation, vaginal orgasms, (yes, they can happen), and the G-Spot. (Debate still open on that one.  I think it exists.)  But most people writing about the subject agreed that while women aren’t biologically wired to have multiple partners like men are, women still need and want good sex.  They also want to be “desired.”  Like, really desired.  Not like they can get from their husbands who peck them on the cheek when they get home and tell them they love them as they fall asleep each night, but the kind that causes men to lose all control when they are around them - unable to speak or manage their sexual impulses.  The kind that makes men willing to risk everything to be with them.  It’s the kind of desire that made them fall in love with their husbands, but that fades with time and familiarity.  And it’s the kind Kate was currently getting from no less than three men, four if you count Lance.


    I also delved a bit more into the cuckold phenomenon, trying to figure out what would cause a man like Mike to let this powerful genie called desire out of the bottle.  He knew Gregg and Kate were attracted to each other, and yet he allowed that attraction to be transformed into a full blown sexual infatuation.  He even arranged it!  Like he arranged for me to help him transform Kate from loving, faithful wife to a nymphomaniac completely obsessed with sex.  Was I just the warm-up act?  Was getting Kate to fuck Gregg the grand finale Mike had lusted for since the days Gregg was still married to Brenda?  It seemed like it.  And now we were both on the verge of losing Kate to this stud muffin Architect, and I seemed to be the only one who knew it!  But while the internet has plenty of stories about guys like Mike, it has precious little about why they do what they do.


    It was amazing how obsessed I had become about Gregg.  Only two days before I was freaking out about Trae!  I still didn’t know who he was.  But I didn’t care.  The clear and present danger was now Gregg and I needed to find a way back into Kate’s field of view.


    All of these thoughts swirled around in my narrow little mind as I waited impatiently for Monday noon to roll around.  It was all I could think about.  I barely slept, barely ate – hell, I didn’t even shower all weekend!  That had to wait until Monday.


    When the alarm on my phone went off Monday morning I was surprisingly no better off.  Normally a day with Kate would be enough to have me springing from my bed and prepping for our 11:30 rendezvous.  But that day seemed different.  I dragged myself out of bed and forced myself to get some work done on my projects for work.  If I was going to lose Kate, I couldn’t lose my job as well.  By 10:45 I quit to get ready to go downstairs, showering, shaving, and trying to get my shit together.  If I was going to have any chance at all with Kate, she couldn’t know that behind my manly façade I was becoming a malnourished insomniac with paranoid tendencies.  As I rushed to get ready, I heard a knock at my Kitchen door.


    I ran to the door and opened it just long enough for Kate to quickly scoot into the Kitchen and look behind her, like she was making sure she wasn’t followed.  I closed the door and locked it instinctively.


    “What’s up, Kate?  Why are you up here?”


    “Oh, I thought it would be safer up here.  I don’t want Gregg walking in on us.”


    That was an interesting development in and of itself – evidently Kate hadn’t decided Gregg was all she ever needed despite my darkest fears.  But it still didn’t make any sense. 


    “Walking in on us?  Why would he do that?”


    “Because he told me he had Mike’s permission to see me whenever he wanted, and he said he planned to take him up on that.”


    “Whenever he wanted!?”


    “Well, I told him I wasn’t OK with that.  That he needed to give me some warning, but yeah, technically whenever he wants to.”


    “Holy shit!  So now you need to sneak up here so Gregg doesn’t catch you with me??”


    “Well, don’t feel bad.  I’m not sure how I’m going to be able  to see Trae at all!”


    That was another interesting development, one I was actually hopeful about.


    “Wait…why?”


    “Because Gregg thinks he’s sharing me with Mike.  He doesn’t know about you and Trae and Mike doesn’t want him to know.  He’s a very important client for Mike’s firm.  Mike wants him to think he’s ‘special’.”


    “But I thought Mike wants you to have sex with as many guys as possible?”


    “He does.  He just doesn’t want Gregg to find out about it.  That’s why I’m up here.”


    She walked toward me seductively, wearing a tight black bare-midriff top and her tight black spandex short shorts.  “So, are you going to fuck me or do you want to talk all day?”


    I was trying to process all of that and completely off balance.  I had no idea what to expect that day, but this turn of events wasn’t on the menu of choices.  She rubbed her hand firmly on my crotch and turned to walk toward the Bedroom.


    Now you need to remember that the three days before I was basically wallowing in my own excrement, barely able to get out of bed let alone wash the sheets, but she ignored the unmade bed and clothes lying on the floor and stripped off her clothes before jumping onto the bed on her back with a genuinely excited giggle.  Her beauty contrasted so vividly with the squalor around her.  She spread her legs apart and reached between them, spreading her already flowing juices around to lubricate herself for me.  She truly didn’t want to waste any time.  As I laid down on top of her and began to position myself, she sighed out in relief, “Oh my God!  I’ve needed this sooooo bad!”


    That felt nice to hear, but there was no way she needed it worse than I did.  The previous week she had sex everyday with at least one of four different men!  I was the one who was sexually deprived.  It felt even nicer to slide into her already wet pussy and lean in to kiss her.  She replied enthusiastically, as if she honestly needed to feel me again.  It was everything I needed to rebuild the connection I feared I had lost.


    I held her tight as I fucked her, wrapping my arms around her like the rope around the girl tied to the tracks in a silent movie.  I pummeled her like the piston on a steam engine as she groaned in ecstasy.  In all of my years of sex with countless women, I had never been with anyone who truly loved sex as much as Kate did – ALL sex.  Oral sex, group sex, intercourse, and several variations which at that time I did not know she would like.  She loved it all.


    From her groans of pleasure and pleas for more I felt like Gregg had nothing on me.  She reacted like she did with him that Friday.  That felt reassuring, but it also meant I was also no better than him.  And all things considered, I still knew he had the inside lane to her heart.  Mike was in second, Trae in third, and I was a distant fourth.  Lance wasn’t even in the race.  But at that moment, it felt like I had at least a chance.


    When she came I continued holding her tight, placing all of my weight on her to hold her down as she trembled violently and then exploded beneath me.  I wanted her to feel my power too, my virility and my desire for her, just like she felt Gregg’s.  I continued holding her down as I came like I never had before, filling her body until it overflowed with three days of pent up desire.  When we were both temporarily drained of energy and bodily fluids, we laid next to each other staring at the ceiling and catching our breaths.


    “So, what was that all about?”


    She laid on her back, panting hard, “I told you I needed that, David.”


    “I could tell!  But you and Mike were obviously having sex all weekend – it’s not like you weren’t getting it from him…and you certainly got plenty from Gregg.”


    She sighed, “I’m sorry if you didn’t enjoy it!”


    “You know it’s not that, Kate.  I couldn’t wait to have sex with you!  It’s just that you get so much of it, I thought you’d be getting tired of all of this by now.”


    “All sex is not the same, David.”


    I knew what she meant, but I wanted her to say it.  I needed any kind of support I could get.  “What do you mean?”


    She threw her arm over her face in frustration and moaned, “David, you know what I mean.”


    “I want to hear you say it.”


    “I mean I love Mike.  And sex with him is nice.  It really is.  But since I started having sex with you and the others…it’s different.  It’s all different.”


    “How so?”


    She threw her arm back down on the bed and groaned in frustration, “David, stop!”


    “I want to hear you say it.”


    “Things have changed.  OK?  Is that what you want to hear?”


    Actually, that was not what I was hoping to hear.  I wanted her to tell me I was better than Mike.  I needed to start somewhere!  But I calmly responded to the question, “What has changed, Kate?”


    She rolled over and put her hand across my chest, squeezing my opposite shoulder as she spoke, “Look, I’m still trying to figure things out, but you showed me what it was like to feel truly ‘connected’ to someone while having sex.  Your weight, the way you touch every part of me, the way our bodies seem to flow together on this wave of joy and love.  And of course, the orgasms – I just get lost in it.  Float away for a while.  Mike can’t do that for me.”


    “And Gregg?  Trae?  Can they do it too?”


    “Yes, David.  But you’re all different.  My Knights of the Round Table, remember?”


    “Rescuing the fair maiden from a life of mediocre sex…”


    She pushed off of me and yelled out in frustration, “It’s not ‘mediocre’!”


    She then took a breath and calmly continued, “It’s sweet, loving…but it’s not what I can get from the rest of you.”


    I thought about that – what it must have been like for Kate.  They say when one door closes another opens.  Is it also true when one door opens another closes?  It seemed that way.  All of these new discoveries seemed to have taken a bit away from her feelings for Mike.  I couldn’t help reminding her how it happened.


    “And Mike started it all.”


    “Yes he did!  And he’s still doing it!”


    “What do you mean?”


    “God knows what else he’s cooking up in his dirty little mind.  The more I give the more he wants!”


    I paused for a minute.  It seemed like maybe this was what she wanted to talk about.  But I wanted to steer the conversation to what I wanted to say – to convince her she didn’t need to do everything or everyone Mike wanted her to.


    “Why don’t you say no?”


    “I don’t know.  It’s all happened so fast I haven’t had time to think.  First it was you, and I felt so guilty having sex with you behind Mike’s back.  But when we found out that’s what he wanted, it was such a revelation to be able to have sex with you every day.  We were just like kids discovering sex for the first time.  Then Trae was a freak thing that Mike talked me into.  Then Lance.  But now Gregg has really complicated things.  It seems to be getting out of control.”


    Mike talked her into sleeping with Trae.  That was interesting.


    “Well, not much has changed for you and Mike.  You’re still with someone other than him every day of the week like you were with just me.”


    “And he loves that!  That was his dream.  That’s why he can’t get enough.  The more I do the more he wants.”


    “And what do you want, Kate?  You seem to be enjoying yourself.”


    “It’s fun, David.  I can’t deny I love seeing all of you guys going nuts over me.  I feel like I could stop any guy on the street and have sex with him if I wanted to.  It’s done a lot for my self-confidence.”


    “And your libido, evidently!”


    “And my libido.  All I think about is sex.”


    I thought about that.  It was true – Kate’s entire life was consumed by sex.  She was either preparing for it, having it, or recovering from it every day of her life, usually twice a day.


    “So, am I going to see you tomorrow?”


    “I’m afraid not, Sweetie.  I told Gregg we should shoot for Tuesday’s and Thursdays.  That way I can see Trae on Wednesdays and you on Monday’s and Fridays.”


    I got up on my right elbow to look at her, “I’m down to two days a week!?” 


    She looked back at me sheepishly, “I’m sorry, David.  But Gregg wanted to come over whenever he felt like it.  Mike told him he could!  I got the sense he was going to feel like it A LOT, so I had to put some ground rules together.  Two days is better than none.”


    “And what about Trae?  How can you see him if you’re worried about Gregg coming over?”


    “Mike can’t have it both ways.  I will continue coming up here on days we’re together and take my chances on Wednesdays with Trae.  Maybe it’s best if Gregg finds out about him.”


    I laid back in frustration. Letting out a heavy sigh to emphasize my displeasure.  I heard Kate shuffling next to me, and then felt her hands on my chest.  They started sliding down my body as I kept my eyes closed until I heard her voice from the bottom of the bed, her hands now on my hips, “Maybe some of this will make it all better…”


    I felt her warm fingers on the base of my dick which was lying still wet and limp against my balls, then the warmth of her wet mouth enveloping it.  She swirled me in her mouth as I began to swell, bigger and harder and thicker with each swirl.  She didn’t seem to mind that she was cleaning her juices from my dick, and the thought of her enjoying the taste of pussy only added to the effect.  When I was fully hard she began bobbing slowly up and down.  I thought about watching her suck a girl’s pussy while another man fucked her, imagining I was the girl.  She was  in no hurry – making love to my cock with her mouth, forcing me to believe in her feelings for me, acknowledge how lucky I was, and float away on the waves of pleasure that washed through me.  I wished she could cum, that I could feel her mouth vibrating as she moaned uncontrollably on another man’s cock.  I spread my legs wide like the girl I imagined I was and came hard in her loving mouth, holding her head in place as I drained myself completely into her.  In the incredible heat of the moment, I had almost forgotten about the train wreck that was surely about to happen.


  




  

    


     CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


    It seems only fitting that I would fantasize about being a woman while Kate went down on me.  I felt that emasculated by her.  At that point, if she told me I needed to suck Gregg’s cock to be with her I would have considered it.  I laid in bed after I came in Kate’s amazing mouth completely drained – both literally and figuratively.  When I woke up 45 minutes later she was gone.  I had to struggle back to my desk to finish working on a video my boss needed for an upcoming presentation.  


    Despite the looming deadline, I couldn’t stop replaying the conversation Kate and I had over and over in my head.  It seemed Kate was starting to become overwhelmed with Mike’s fantasies, maybe even trying to apologize for what she was doing.  She basically said that while sex with all of these guys was something she had come to enjoy, it was beginning to get out of hand.


    How any of that affected me I couldn’t say.  But I did feel good knowing that she confided in me the way she did and cared enough about my feelings to blow me unconscious before she left.  I also felt good knowing that I had fulfilled her needs that day, leaving her sitting at her desk, hopefully thinking about being with me, just as I was thinking about her.


    Which is why the text I received from her around 6pm was so shocking.  I had lost track of time and was snapped from my intense concentration by the buzz of my phone on the desk next to me.  Kate had sent a photo.


    Now the last time Kate sent a photo, it wasn’t a photo at all.  It was the video Lance had taken of her sucking him off in the woods.  But I was sure this was something different.  As far as I knew, Kate hadn’t left the house, and there was no way she would be out having sex with Lance after the intense sex we had together that day and all of the sex she had lined up with Gregg and Trae.  And Mike for that matter!  I picked up the phone and could tell immediately – it was something different.


    When I opened the text there were two images.  All I could see in the top one was a very close shot of Kate’s sunken cheek bookended perfectly by her long black hair on the right and short black pubic hair on the left.  In the center of the image was a white circle with a black triangle.  I instinctively pressed the play button, not hesitating long enough to prepare myself for what I was about to see.  When I did, I saw Kate’s head move to the right, exposing her beautiful lips as they dragged along the slick, wet, veiny cock receding from her mouth.


    I was stunned, at first unable to believe this was Kate.  With all that had gone on that day, the amazing sex we had, the intimate conversation, her claim of confusion - she couldn’t have been sucking the cock of yet another stranger less than four hours after sucking mine.  But it had to be.  The text came from her.


    As she continued bobbing back and forth the man holding the phone pulled it back a bit.  It was then I could see the familiar tight blue biking shorts pulled down to his thighs.  She was sucking Lance’s cock again.


    In some ways that made it slightly easier to take.  I mean, she wasn’t sucking some complete stranger’s cock.  Lance was already part of her repertoire.  But the fact she was doing it at all was still shocking to me, reigniting the jealousy I felt each time she did anything with another guy.  She seemed so eager, so willing, and so anxious to please him.  Or was she simply addicted to the power she felt, knowing she could get a married man to want her so badly he would cheat on his wife?  Or was she really was doing this for Mike, following through on his request for her to suck as much cock as possible and tell him about it?


    Whatever her reasons, the result was the same.  Lance grabbed the back of Kate’s head and held her tight against his body, her nose buried in his pubic hair as he groaned loudly and pumped load after load of hot jizz into her throat.  Kate moaned approvingly as he did, emphasizing that she was getting exactly what she wanted.  When he finished, Lance pulled on Kate’s hair and pulled back her head, leaving his still pulsing dick on her lower lip as she looked up at the camera.  He moved the phone closer, zooming in on the small drop that grew on the tip of his dick until it slowly slid down joining the pool of cum already in Kate’s mouth.


    It was a lurid scene, but one that if I had seen it on a porn site, I would have been extremely impressed.  Kate looked up at the camera and waited for Lance to squeeze the last drop of cum into her mouth before pulling back and closing her mouth, gulping hard once before smiling and opening it again to show she had swallowed it all.  The video ended there and reverted back to the opening scene.


    I quickly clicked on the second video.  That one started with a scene in which Kate was being filmed from above while she knelt on a path in the woods.  Her hands were on the bare hips of a man other than Lance while he held her head with both hands, plunging his rigid shaft in and out of her mouth.  Whoever was filming needed to shoot the scene from above since the man’s hands were blocking the view from the side.  From that angle, I could see the amazing cleavage formed by Kate’s sports bra pinching her large breasts together, a sight that no doubt impressed the guy fucking Kate’s mouth – after only a few plunges in and out of her mouth they both froze in the telltale sign that he was cumming.  I could hear a male voice groan in approval, “Yeah….” While Kate let out a muffled chuckle and then another moan of approval as she tasted the hot, salty cream flow across her tongue.


    I couldn’t believe what I was watching.  When that video ended, I pressed the “download” icon next to the two videos, intending to watch them again.  When I did, I noticed there were actually three videos!


    Pressing play on the third video revealed a scene similar to the second, but with a different guy!  This guy also had both of his hands on Kate’s head, holding her as he pulled her back and forth in unison with his swaying hips.  She held onto his bare ass, digging her fingertips into his flesh as she seemed to be pulling him towards herself as well.  


    It all seemed so incomprehensible.  Of course I was fully aware that Mike had asked Kate to do this, but I never really believed she would do any more than she had already done with Lance.  That seemed to have been enough to fulfill her obligation to Mike.  I also felt like the other things Mike had her doing were more than enough for her – she said so herself earlier that day!  Choosing to suck off three guys in the woods while out riding her bike after having sex with me that day was borderline pathological!


    When the third guy came he pulled Kate’s head back with his left hand while pumping his cum into her open mouth with his right.  The guy filming then added his dick to the picture in the lower frame and stroked his seed into the growing pool in her mouth.  Kate looked up at him, a definite smile forming at the corners of her wide open lips.  The two guys groaned loudly while a male voice in the distance laughed in amazement.  When they squeezed their final drops into her mouth and she swallowed it all down, she slowly licked her lips and smiled up at the camera before the video stopped.


    I sat and stared at the tiny icons on my phone marked with the length of each video.  I clicked on the original image of Kate’s face buried in Lance’s pubic hair, watching carefully for any sign that Kate wasn’t enjoying what she was doing.  I didn’t see any.  The only thing I saw was the most stunningly beautiful porn star I had ever seen willing the cum from the second of four guys she would suck off that day.  By the time I watched the second video again my dick was out, and by the time I finished the third, I was done as well.  I didn’t have time to grab a paper towel from the kitchen, so I just came in the open palm of my free hand.  As I walked to the kitchen to rinse it off, it seemed such an injustice that while Kate was letting multiple relative strangers cum in her mouth somewhere in the woods, I was jacking off alone at home.  Her home!


    When I finished washing my hands I heard Kate open up the back door.  I quickly opened mine and bounded down the stairs.


    “Kate!”


    “David!  You scared me! I thought your apartment was on fire!”


    I just stared at her in disbelief, looking for any sign of remorse, or shame, or anything that acknowledged I might not be OK what she had just done.


    “Who were those guys, Kate?  Other than Lance…”


    “Oh, those were Lance’s riding buddies.”


    “Did you know you were meeting them?”


    She smiled, “I did not.  Lance surprised me…”


    “How many were there?”


    “Oh, just Lance and his two friends.  That last guy was Lance…”


    “Did you know this was going to happen?”


    “I did not.  Although when I saw he was with two guys, I had a sense something might happen.”


    It was at that moment that I had a fleeting glimpse of what it must be like to be a woman.  Knowing that men see you as a sex object to be used for their gratification.  But most women don’t have the “hall pass” Mike had given Kate.  She was being encouraged to let guys have what she now knew they all wanted from her!


    “And you were OK with that?”


    “David, Mike wants me to do these things.  It didn’t take much to think Mike might like to see me take on three guys at once.”


    “And what about you?  Did you want it too?”


    “Well, it’s not like I ever imagined doing anything like that, but as we were riding I started thinking about it.  I was getting pretty excited.  By the time Lance stopped by the trail we used that first time, I could barely walk.  I knew then what was going to happen and I was OK with it.  It certainly surprised the hell out of Mike!”


    “Well, it surprised the hell out of me too!”  This was a gross understatement. I couldn’t believe she could do something like that after the sex we had that day. I was desperate to try to nip all of this in the bud before it spiraled even more out of control.  “Aren’t you concerned about too many people finding out about this?”


    “Well, it’s all just harmless fun.  If more guys find out about this, I guess I’m going to be busy…”


    “Kate, what will people think?”


    “Well, I don’t really care what people think, David.  It’s my life.  And besides, these guys aren’t going to talk.   They have wives to worry about!”


    I looked at her searchingly, wondering if she had maybe lost her mind.


    “Is there any limit, Kate?”


    “Oh, David.  Of course, there is.  I’m just teasing you.  Mike doesn’t want me having sex with just anyone.  He keeps telling me they need to be “worthy” of me.  I will choose my men carefully.”


    Men??  I obviously wasn’t being heard.  I turned and looked out the window in the stairway in frustration.  From past experience I knew that it wouldn’t be long before Kate would be fucking Lance and his friends in the woods and I would be the recipient of even more outrageous videos.  Kate reached out and grabbed me between my legs and rubbed hard with her palm.  


    “Anyway, you got plenty of this today.  I have a horny husband waiting for me, probably already in bed stroking himself while he waits for me to tell him ALL about my day.  I gotta run.  I’ll text you tomorrow.”


    She turned and unlocked the door to her kitchen and disappeared, leaving me speechless on the stairs.


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


    The train of men continued to roll unabated through Kate for the next several weeks.  In fact, it only gained momentum.  We stuck to the schedule at first; I had her on Mondays and Fridays, Gregg was with her Tuesdays and Thursdays, and Trae had her on Wednesdays.  Kate pretty much gave up on trying to work 8 hours a day for Mike, instead working only 8 to noon each day so she could spend more time with her men in the afternoons.  The plan was to maybe get in an hour or two before dinner if she had time.  But she never had time.  The problem with spreading three regular sex partners over a week is that none of us could ever get enough of Kate.  We all stayed as long as she would let us.  Eventually Mike had to hire a young lady to work with Kate from the office to do some of the tasks she no longer had time to do.  But he was fine with that.


    He was also fine with the fact that Kate’s biking liaisons with Lance and his buddies inevitably escalated to full blown gangbangs in the woods.  After sucking off all three guys the first time she did it again each of the next two weeks, always sending videos to Mike and me showing her on her knees, fully clothed but with various cocks and massive loads of cum in her mouth.  I was expecting more of the same the third week, but was stunned by what arrived on my phone.  The video snippets were short, each one showing one of the guys in her mouth and another fucking her from behind.  It was a lurid scene, with Kate kneeling on a bright yellow bed of early October leaves, her hands and knees streaked with mud, her hair stuck to the saliva on her face and the guys manhandling her like some girl they ambushed in the woods.  They were clearly intent on sending her home to Mike with a pussy full of cum, as none of the guys came in her mouth, but instead used it to prime the pump before finishing off quickly inside of her.  When I asked her about it, she confirmed she wasn’t surprised it happened – that when she got off her bike that day and they all walked through the woods to the secluded spot under a rock outcrop next to the river, she felt it was going to happen.  She said she actually had butterflies thinking about it as they led her to the spot!  When they all approached her at once and Lanced kissed her, she knew that was it.  She said all she remembers after that was Lance unzipping her jacket and feeling her top pulled down and lips and hands all over her body.  By the time they bent her over onto the ground, she was so turned on she just “went with the flow.”  The final video showing her standing naked and laughing while one of the guys scooped the cum from between her legs and fed it to her confirmed that she was more than OK with what they had done to her.  She also added that Mike anxiously licked her clean when she got home.  Luckily, the weather became too cold after the following week and the Sunday night biking gangbang season came to a close.  At least temporarily.


    But Kate found other ways to keep Mike in a sexual frenzy. On one of her gym nights that October she sent a video of her in the backseat of a car while she bobbed eagerly on some guy I had never seen before.  She told me he was a “super cute” college student she knew from the gym named Mark who was obviously interested in her.  She had decided to add him to her list weeks before but never felt right bringing it up.  That night, they found themselves walking together to their cars in the parking garage and she told him she had a “favor” to ask of him.  She told him that her husband loves it when she sucks another man’s cock and sends him the video, and she asked if he would be willing to help her out!  Now, I can’t imagine staring at Kate Blanchard while those words came out of her mouth without warning, but naturally he was all in.  Within 20 minutes, the video was sent.  When she told me he was a member of a fraternity at the local college, only one thought came to my mind: Saturday night frat parties would soon be on Kate’s sex calendar.  Mike would make sure of it!


    So, Kate’s “bevy of boys” was rapidly expanding.  She had her four main men, including Mike, and four additional guys on the side.  And there was ample reason to believe the list would be expanding soon.  Most of us were inclined to a pretty “normal” approach to sex with Kate.  Gregg, Trae and I were all exceptionally well endowed and could drive her insane with multiple orgasms, and Mike compensated with his willingness to suck her pussy, no matter who she had been with or when, and his ability to feed her imagination with ever more depraved ideas.  Lance and Mark and the others were happy just to get their dicks wet in any way they could and were mostly props for Mike’s amusement.  But two things happened during this time that upended the proverbial cart in more ways than one.


    The first happened one Wednesday when I was home working, knowing that it was Trae’s day to be with Kate.  I didn’t see his car pull up because Kate had told him to park up the street in case Gregg drove by, but I was waiting by the Living Room windows when I saw him walking up to the house with his usual swagger.  He was carrying a small pink bag with pink tissue protruding from the top,  something that looked particularly incongruous in his massive hands.  I assumed it was some small gift he had purchased for Kate, and I kicked myself for again being one step behind Trae.  It made me realize that while I had always taken from Kate, I had never really brought her anything – not even lunch!


    Kate and Trae were never particularly quiet sexual partners.  The combination of his size and “roughness” always causing Kate to bellow and scream throughout their afternoons together.  But that day was something completely different.  The guttural wails from Kate literally scared the fucking shit out of me.  All I could think of was that Trae finally revealed himself to be the psychopath I suspected he was and was at that very moment slicing Kate into tiny pieces with whatever sharp object he had in that pink bag!  I actually jumped from my desk and bounded down the front stairs to her door, only to hear complete silence.  I thought about pounding on the door but my senses got a hold of me.  What if they were just having sex?  I would look like a complete idiot.  So I went back up the stairs again and sat on the couch.  When the wails started again I ran to the back stairs this time, but then slowly made my way to the basement to my spot under her Bedroom.  I didn’t want him to hear me just in case he really was killing Kate.  If he knew I was in the basement, there would be no escape for me!


    I stood under her bed and listened. I could hear their muffled voices – calm, unconcerned, indicating that Trae was probably not eviscerating Kate at that very moment. But then the screams started again, followed by Trae’s urging voice, “It’s OK, Baby.  It’s OK.  You’re doing good…”


    Kate bellowed out again, this time managing to speak, “OH GOD!  OH GOD!”


    Trae encouraged her some more, “That’s it, Baby!  Almost there…”


    I then heard a loud groan from Kate followed by a low, “Oh my God…”  Then Trae’s assuring voice, “That’s it, Baby.  Just relax…that’s it…oh yeah.”


    After that I could hear Kate whimper a few times, like she was crying.  But the screaming had stopped.  Trae continued encouraging her and trying to calm her down.  It was clear they were fucking – I could hear the swoosh of the mattress as they moved rhythmically back and forth.  But why she was crying made no sense.  After a short time the crying stopped and she started moaning like she normally did when he fucked her.


    Knowing that she was safe I began to imagine what was going on upstairs; I pictured Kate naked on her hands and knees while Trae drove in and out of her body with his massive cock.  The image overwhelmed the sickness in my gut.  I pulled my dick out and began stroking to the rhythm above, letting the soft underbelly slide gently over my fingers just enough to build myself up slowly but to avoid cumming.  I thought about the guys in the woods with Kate and imagined her sucking my cock while I watched Trae fuck her.  The more I caressed myself the better I felt, with the nausea washing away with each stroke.  I closed my eyes and imagined it all, then opened them when I began to notice a faint buzzing noise.  I looked around the basement, wondering if there was something down there that could explain the noise.  Did Mike install a camera?  I couldn’t see anything, but the sound was unmistakable.  So was the next thing I heard.


    Kate cried out, “Oh my God, Trae!  Oh my GOD!” and then another guttural groan like the first one I had heard, but this time, it was lower, less like a shriek and more like a release.  Kate was cumming.  Hard.  Trae yelled out over her, “Oh my GOD, Kate!  Yes!  YES!”  He began groaning too, combining his voice with Kate’s in an unholy chorus like the sinners cascading to hell in that Michelangelo painting.  I instinctively grabbed my dick and stroked harder, adding my suppressed grunt to the sound of their release, and blasting a thick load of cum onto the floor in front of me.  When the groaning stopped the only sound left was the buzzing I had heard before.  It continued for a few seconds and then stopped.  I then heard bodies flop on the bed above and then Kate’s voice yell out again, “OH MY GOD!”  She then laughed out loud before I heard their muffled voices and more giggles from Kate.  Trae had clearly not murdered her.


    Trae stayed for a couple of hours more, again bringing Kate to several more intense orgasms.  After the first one, I stayed in the basement for the next, again jacking myself off in unison with them.  It was the only thing I could do to numb the pain.  But like every addict knows, the joy of the drug only lasts so long.  And every time it wears off, the pain returns worse than the time before.


    When it was my turn to see her that Friday, Kate explained  that the buzzing sound I had heard was from a vibrating dildo Trae had brought over that day in the pink paper bag.  In fact, she had brought it with her.  It was “L” shaped, with a long purple cock that gyrated and a vibrating pad that rested against her clit when she inserted the cock into her pussy.  All of the screaming was from Trae trying to jamb his gigantic cock into her ass while the dildo filled her pussy.  It was the first time Kate had ever been DP’d, and the first time she had ever had anal sex.  Thus, the cries of pain at first.  She seemed proud that she had actually managed to accommodate his dick and feel how good anal sex can be.


    When I asked her why she was crying, she said she was just overwhelmed with emotion.  It hurt so much at first that she didn’t think she could do it, but when he finally popped inside of her, the relief just washed through her and she began to cry.


    Hearing her tell the story made me extremely jealous again, for Trae had demonstrated once again a creativity that none of the rest of brought to our times with Kate.  He continued to toe the line between pleasure and pain, keeping Kate guessing about what he might do next.  And wasn’t that ideally what sex should be?  New and exciting every time?


    But Kate didn’t let me wallow in self-pity for long.  She demonstrated first how the dildo worked by turning it on to show how the penis gyrated in a spiraling motion, then she turned it off and sucked on it languidly to lubricate it before carefully inserting it into her body.  When the pad was perfectly nestled against her swollen clit, she pressed the on button again and smiled.  She held it in place as I watched her expression change from playful to slutty.  She then rolled over on to her side while holding the dildo in place, and then onto her knees.  When she was on her hands and knees she thrust her ass out and looked back at me, leaving no doubt what she wanted me to do next.  Taking the bottle of lubricant she had put on the nightstand, I liberally poured some into my hand and slathered it over my hardening dick.  I then took the remainder on my hand and slid it over her asshole.  It felt so taut and smooth.  I passed the palm of my hands over her several times before easily slipping a finger inside of her, eliciting a soft coo from her as she laid with her face partially buried in her pillow.  After a few plunges of my finger into her, I could feel the tight, smooth walls of her anus begin to relax.  I inserted another and then another until I had three fingers sliding easily in and out of her.  With each pass I could feel the tight ring of her sphincter expand.


    I pulled my fingers out and moved myself into position behind her, placing one hand on her back while aligning the head of my dick against her well lubricated asshole.  As I began to push myself into her, I could see her mouth begin to spread open, mirroring the stretching ring of her sphincter.


    I had never felt anything like it - she was extremely tight, and it seemed hard to believe Trae actually got his dick inside of her.  It didn’t seem possible.  I pushed harder, knowing that he did eventually get it in, and she eventually enjoyed it.  But like she did with Trae, Kate began groaning loudly, almost like she was pleading with me to stop.  I instinctively did, not wanting to hurt her.  But she actually pleaded with me to continue.


    “Just do it, David.  I want you to feel your dick in my ass…”


    I pushed again, slowly feeling myself slide deeper into her.  Kate was groaning in agony, but not asking me to stop.


    “Slow, David!  Slow!  Oh my God!”


    I stopped briefly while she caught her breath, and as I did, I could feel the grip of her sphincter loosen ever so slightly.  I then began pushing again, repeating the process several times.  When I finally broke through it felt like a dam breaking.  We both gasped as the head of my dick popped passed her tight outer ring and slid easily into her bowels.  I imagined the head bursting through the opening inside of her, relieved to have survived the passage.  As I descended deeper into her, her sphincter tightened again, wrapping tightly on my shaft and slowing my descent.  Kate let out a long groan of relief, but held on tightly to her vibrator as I began to slowly slide in and out of her.  Her grip on me was like nothing I had ever felt before, like a tourniquet clamping off all feeling.


    As she began to loosen her grip her, moans became more affirmative, from pleading for me to slow down to begging me to continue.  The expression on her face was one of amazement at being filled like she had never been filled before, feeling sensations in her body she had never felt before Trae introduced her to them.  I asked her later if Gregg fucked her ass the day after Trae and she said no, she was too sore to offer and he didn’t try.  Gregg still didn’t know about Trae or any of the other guys, so he was on his own pace with Kate.  I was in the unusual position of knowing everything Kate did and mostly wishing I didn’t.  How nice it must have been to think you were the only man in Kate’s life other than Mike!  But it was also nice she had allowed me to be only the second man to ever experience what I was experiencing at that moment.


    When she came it was an amazing feeling.  Her sphincter clamped down on me with each spasm of her body.  I continued fucking her through her orgasm, but the pressure was still strangling the sensations in my dick.  When she finished cumming, she switched the vibrator off and carefully laid down flat on her stomach, making sure to keep me inside of her.  In that position, my mouth was directly next to her ear.  I was still hard as a rock and anxious to know what she was thinking.


    “So, you seem to like anal sex.”


    “Oh my God, David.  It’s sooo intense!  It might be my new favorite thing.”


    I continued stroking slowly in and out of her ass, feeling her grip loosen with each pass.  


    “What do you like about it?”


    “Oh my God.  Everything?”  She chuckled seductively.  “I mean, it obviously hurts at first, but to have the dildo in me and a big cock at the same time?  It’s amazing.  I just feel so….full…so dominated.”


    I thought about that – a dildo and cock inside her at the same time.  The obvious occurred to me.


    “I think Trae has other plans for you…”


    “Oh?  Do tell…”  She smiled, lying with her eyes closed as she continued to relax, allowing me to pull myself almost entirely out and slide my entire length easily back into her.  The soft sides of her ass cheeks caressed my dick as I did.


    “Oh, I think he’ll be bringing some friends over soon.  You won’t be needing the dildo…”


    She switched on the vibrator and cooed in approval, “Oh! I’d like that.  A big black cock in my pussy and another in my ass?”


    Kate’s ass was now feeling a lot more like a pussy, loose enough to let the blood flow freely through my dick and for the familiar sensations to return.


    “You would like that?”


    “I would…”


    “The guy in your pussy would be bigger than the dildo.  Would that be OK?”


    Kate was seriously losing it, lost in the vibrations between her legs, the feeling in her ass and the thought of being dominated by Trae and his friends.  “Oh my God, David.  Fuck me…”


    “Would you like a big cock in your pussy and another in your ass, Kate?”


    She urgently replied, “YES, David!  I want to feel that!  Oh GOD!  YES!”


    I lost it then and there – thinking of Trae and his friend pouring their hot seed into both of Kate’s orifices as she came violently between them.  Kate came as well, no doubt overwhelmed by the same thoughts.


    When she switched off the vibrator I pulled myself out of her and laid next to her on the bed panting.  Kate stayed on her stomach doing the same, her gaping asshole exposed and framed by her perfect glistening cheeks.  As I stared at the ceiling trying to process what had just happened, I had no idea how that conversation would influence the course of all of our lives.


     ____________


     


    The second change happened when Gregg started inviting Kate on “dates” out of the house.  The first time it happened, he had tickets to see the Milwaukee Symphony Orchestra on Saturday, October 22nd and he asked Kate if she wanted to go with him.  She asked Mike and of course he said yes.  No one ever asked me.  


    I freaked out when she told me, recognizing it immediately for what it was - a completely different level of intimacy and independence for the two of them.  I felt like parents must feel when they allow their precious daughter to finally go on a date without a chaperone.  They trust their daughter but never trust her date.  I didn’t trust Kate or Gregg.  They seemed to be hurtling toward consummation of the love they had denied themselves for so long.  


    I also thought it was beyond risky to send Kate out on a date with Gregg to such a public event.  There would be almost a thousand people there, some of whom would no doubt know Gregg.  Even those who didn’t know Gregg would be curious to know who the stunning creature was wandering in their midst!  


    When Gregg arrived that night to pick her up, I was watching at the Living Room window.  It was an unseasonably warm night, so he had the top down on his BMW M8 convertible.  He walked to the house in a pair of slim-fitting black jeans, a black t-shirt and a fitted black sport coat.  He looked like the quintessential wealthy, middle-aged Architect that he was, with his late summer tan and silver curls completing the look.  He was in the house for probably ten minutes.


    When he re-emerged, I literally lost my breath for a moment.  Kate was on his left arm, jauntily strutting to the car like said teenage daughter above – free of her parents’ supervision and free to explore whatever the night might bring.   I almost didn’t recognize her at first.  She wore a long light beige chiffon dress with thin straps over her shoulders and a deep “V” in the back that dipped to the base of her spine.  Her long black hair bounced tantalizingly against her bare shoulders and back as she navigated the sidewalk, exposing her 4” beige stiletto heels as she walked.  The shoes made her feet even more beautiful than usual, accentuating her perfectly pedicured toes and the sexy curve of her arch.  When she reached the car and waited for Gregg to open the door, I could see the plunging neckline of the dress, with the taut fabric miraculously formed to her breasts.  There was no way she could have been wearing a bra, but her breasts stood firm and high nonetheless as she gripped her sweater in her hands in front of her.


    Kate had left no chance that she wouldn’t be noticed that night.  Even I was left slack jawed and stunned as she sat down in Gregg’s car, spreading the gap in the front of her dress and exposing her long, bare legs before pulling them in.  I glanced around to the neighbors’ Living Room windows to see who else was watching.  I couldn’t see anyone, but I knew someone had seen them.


    I waited all night for her to come home, actually sitting on the couch after midnight and staring out the window until I woke up with my chin on the back of the couch and the lights still on at 3 am.  She didn’t get home until 10am Sunday, no doubt after a long night and morning of sex at Gregg’s place.


    God knows what Mike did that night.  She probably texted him some pictures of her fancy dinner, and maybe even some pictures of her having sex with Gregg.  Mike and I weren’t “close” despite our common interest – I felt like I was the kid who lived upstairs to him.  He seemed like the sexually deviant puppet master to me.  But it might have been nice to get some updates from him since Kate couldn’t text me lest Gregg find out he wasn’t the only “other” man in her life.


    After I forced myself to bed I was wide awake wondering what Kate was doing at that moment.  In the dark silence of my room my imagination was free to run wild; In my mind they fucked the entire time they were at his place, only pausing long enough to recover and share intimate thoughts of their long sequestered love for each other.  The sex involved him kissing her passionately as he drove her to unbridled ecstasy,  her begging him to never stop, promising the world to him.  It was agonizing.  And hot.  Picturing her incredible body writhing on top of his while he kneaded her incredible breasts in his hands, his massive dick sliding between her tight, sculpted thighs, her gorgeous black hair caressing her bronze shoulders with each undulation of her body…  There was only one thing to do to get myself to fall asleep.  I jacked off.  Twice.


    But in the post orgasmic slap of reality something occurred to me that I hadn’t considered before; while I dreaded the thought of Gregg bringing Kate to levels of sexual bliss that I could never do, it was the intimacy that actually scared me the most.  Gregg was older and infinitely more wealthy than me, but he was also more experienced than me in life.  He could give Kate things I could not, like guidance in life gleaned from the wisdom he had gained in his additional 24 years on earth.  They had known each other for years.  They had been friends before they were lovers!  For the first time in my life, I realized a woman like Kate can get good sex from a lot of guys.  But they can’t feel connected to just anyone.  That was way more difficult.  But Kate had that with Gregg.  Realizing this, I fell asleep feeling more helpless than I had ever felt before in my life.


    When I heard the throaty rumble of Gregg’s car in front of the house the next morning I ran to the window.  As I watched her bare right leg step out onto the curb, then her left, I couldn’t help thinking that there were probably at least half a dozen other neighbors who happened to be sitting in their Living Rooms at that moment watching as well. I couldn’t imagine how shocked they all must have been.  There are precious few explanations for a woman being dropped off by a strange man at 10 am while still wearing her dress from the night before and carrying her shoes.  It was the classic walk of shame!  Yet Kate seemed to think nothing of it.  She had said she didn’t care what other people thought.  And Mike probably loved the idea that any of the men who saw it or heard about it from the town gossip would be salivating at the thought of having a shot at Kate as well.


    The second time it happened was a Tuesday night - Gregg had simply traded his day with her for a night out.  And an overnight stay.  But the third time he asked her out was a Friday – my day to be with her.  Kate came up at her usual time at noon to apologize and say she couldn’t see me that day because she was going out with Gregg that night.  I asked what difference that made, since I would have been happy to send her out with Gregg thoroughly exhausted after a day with me, but she said she knew it would be a long night with him and she needed to “pace” herself.


    She left that night dressed like she was going to see a rock show, which she was.  She had on a black short leather jacket over a black leather bustier from which the taut bulge of her breasts beckoned provocatively.  Her long sculpted legs were sheathed in skintight leatherette leggings and lengthened by another pair of stiletto heels, this time in black patent leather.  Gregg was dressed pretty much the same as he always was – black jeans, black t-shirt and black sport coat. And the neighbors watched pretty much as they always had too, I’m sure, more than curious who this handsome guy was that seemed to be dating Kate right in front of her husband.


    Shortly after she left I heard footsteps on the stairs and then a knock on my door.  I knew it had to be Mike, but I had no idea why he would be coming up to see me.  I opened the door to see him standing there with a six pack of beer.  He held it up and smiled, “Mind if I come in?” 


    I was momentarily stunned, but anxious for company, especially with the man who seemed to hold the key to my fate in his hands.  I invited him in.


    He walked in and put the six pack on the coffee table, sitting down on the couch.  He cracked one open and handed it to me, then popped the top on a second one for himself.  I sat on the chair next to the fireplace and looked at him.


    I initiated the conversation, “So, what’s up?”


    “Well, my wife left me alone tonight, so I was looking for someone to drink with!  Kate and I normally hang out together on Fridays and Saturdays, as you know.”


    “I do know.  What I don’t know is how you can stand seeing her leave like that, knowing she won’t be home until morning.  It fucking kills me.”


    He took a swig of his beer and chuckled, “Yeah, I’m a different guy than you I guess.”


    “You like seeing her go off like that?”


    He looked inquisitively at me, “It hurts. And it’s exciting.  Really exciting.  That’s what’s so weird about it.  But I couldn’t do it if I didn’t know she would come back in the morning.”


    “How do you know she will come back?  Everything I ever read about women is that they aren’t as shallow about who they choose to be with as men can be.  They want to be with a man with whom they have forged a common bond.  I know you have that with her, but she and Gregg seem to have a pretty tight bond too from what I can see.”


    He chuckled and smiled again, “Yeah, that’s true. They were like brother and sister before all of this.  We all go way back.”


    “So, why do you keep setting her up with all of these guys?  Are you trying to get her to leave you?”


    He laughed, “Whoa, David!  If you recall, I didn’t set her up with anyone!  In fact, she started having sex with you without telling me about it!”


    He and Kate must have rehearsed that line.   


    “But you arranged for me to be here.  You wanted that to happen.”


    “It’s true.  I did.”


    “And what about Gregg?  You told her she should have sex with him.”


    He swallowed another gulp of beer, “True again.  But only after she told me she was interested in him.  I only encouraged her to follow her instincts.”


    I was getting pissed, letting months of frustration boil over.  I leaned forward in my chair and gritted my teeth, “Mike you cajoled her into tramping herself out for YOUR sexual gratification!  Kate’s ‘instincts’ are to do this for you!”


    “Calm down, David.  I didn’t come up here to get in a fight with you.”


    I sat back and looked at the darkened TV screen, nervously biting my lower lip and shaking my head.  After a few minutes, I spoke again, “Why do you encourage her to do these things?  Are you fucking out of your mind?”


    He leaned forward to grab his beer, taking another drink before answering, “Because it makes her happy, David.”


    I was stunned, truly not expecting that, “Oh shut the fuck up, Mike!  This is all your idea.  She does this for you!”


    He sat back and smiled, “She does do it for me, David.  But more importantly, she does it for herself too.  I wouldn’t be turned on by it if she was doing it against her will.  The fact that she loves what she is doing is what turns me on.”


    I didn’t know how to respond to that.  My 28 year old mind could not process that.


    “You see, I used to be jealous of Kate’s interactions with other guys like Gregg and worry about my ability to keep her interested in me.  It tore me apart.  But then I realized that was a losing battle.  You can’t control a woman’s curiosity and desires.  I mean, you saw what happened when I put you two together!”  


    He took another drink of his beer and continued, “So I just decided, instead of trying to control her, I would let her go.  Let her play along with the flirtations from other men and see where it takes her.  If she found other men could give her even more pleasure, intimacy, and excitement than I could provide, then great.  That’s how I was going to keep her!  By giving her something other men like you would never be willing to give her.”


    I was incredulous, “Sex with other guys?”


    “It’s not just sex, David.  It’s the feeling she gets when she knows a man wants her, when she can see it in his eyes, feel it in her body!  She has said it to me many times these past few months – she’s never felt so alive!  A husband can never make his wife feel like that after the first few years together.  I could tell her I love her all I want, but she inevitably takes that for granted.  When a new man tells her that, that’s when the butterflies start again!  That magic feeling a woman gets when she is truly desired.”


    This was blowing my mind.  He seemed to be saying marriage as we have come to define it was unsustainable.


    “So, you’re saying monogamy is not in our nature?”


    “I am.  Guys prove that every day, but women tend to abide by it.  But any guy who tries to impose it on a woman like Kate is not only denying her the experiences that he alone could never give her but he’s boxing both of them into a corner from which there might be only one escape.”


    “Divorce?”


    “Divorce.  Too many couples say that fidelity is non-negotiable.  It doesn’t need to be that way.”


    He took another sip of his beer, “Look, if Kate started her affair with you and didn’t want to end it, most people would say she needed to choose between us.  And given that you were the shiny new thing, I’m not sure she would have chosen me.”


    I sat silently processing Mike’s words.  They were beginning to make sense.  I had thought myself that perhaps Kate would leave Mike one day so she and I could be together.  But with Mike OK with her sleeping with me, there was no reason to leave him!  She could have her cake and eat it too, as the saying goes.


    Mike and I continued talking until his six pack was gone.  After that we polished off my supply in the fridge.  When that was gone we started on the bottle of Jack I had in the cupboard, pouring it over ice since I didn’t have anything to mix it with.


    The talk was flowing as easy as the booze, giving me the courage to ask him the burning question I had been pondering.


    “So, who the fuck is Trae?”


    Mike laughed, “Ha!  Trae?  He’s a cop.  Apparently with a really big dick!  Why?”


    “Because I know he’s not a cop, Mike.  Who is he?”


    Mike stopped smiling and took a sip of his drink.  He set it down and looked off to the side at nothing in particular, then looked at me with an ironic smile.


    “Trae is a guy I found online.”


    I was flabbergasted.  Even as drunk as I was I couldn’t believe how far Mike was willing to go to fulfill his fantasy.


    “You found him online?”


    “Well, I didn’t just find him.  You could say I snared him – like a fish!”


    He laughed hysterically at that.  I didn’t find it funny.


    “What do you mean?”


    “Well, after you and Kate started seeing each other, I wanted another guy for Kate to be with.  A guy like you.  The more the merrier, right?  So, I set up a profile with pictures of her on a site called Adult Friend Finder, saying we were a couple looking for a man to have sex with Kate.  There are lots of couples on there looking for the same thing.”


    “Did you tell her about it?”


    “Oh God, no!  The plan was to find the guy, and then somehow set them up.  When I found Trae, he actually suggested how to do it.”


    “How did he do that?”


    “Well, Trae is what one would call a “Bull” on the site.  He had several testimonials from other couples with which he had ‘played’ before.  When I met him and described what I was looking for, he told me one of those couples liked to have him come over to investigate a ‘crime’, or ‘burglarize’ their home, always tying up or handcuffing the husband before having sex with the wife.  When he told me that, the idea hit me.”


    “Which was?”


    “To pretend Kate’s bike was stolen and then pretend to call the police but actually call Trae to come over and take her statement.  After that, Kate took over – with some help from Trae, and me, obviously.”


    I sat slack jawed listening to this.  It was brilliant, but incredibly depraved at the same time.  Mike went out and found a complete stranger to seduce his wife!


    “Does she know about this?”


    “She actually does.  Trae and I told her two weeks ago.  I don’t know if you remember, but I came home early that Wednesday while Trae was still here.”


    I did remember, but I didn’t think much of it at the time.  Mike had walked in on me and Kate before.  It seemed normal he would want to watch Kate with Trae.


    “How did she react to that??”


    “Well, she was totally surprised and pretty upset, telling us how disrespectful it was and how she didn’t like being made to look like a fool.”


    “So, how did you tell her??”


    “Well, when I walked into the Bedroom, Kate was laying on her back with the sheets pulled up to her chin, looking guilty as hell.  I don’t know why she does that – it’s not like I didn’t know what was going on.  I mean, Trae was lying next to her with his wet dick still hard on his belly!”


    He laughed at the thought.


    “I stood at the footboard and told her we had something to confess.”


    “And?”


    “She was surprised, of course, and like I said, maybe a little pissed off.”


    “What happened then?”


    “Well, Trae tried to defend himself, but she was having none of it.  She actually slapped him on the chest and said she didn’t even know who he was.  That’s when the shit kind of hit the fan.”


    “Why?  What happened?


    “Well Trae’s eyes bugged out of his head.  It sounded like the slap must have hurt!  He rolled over and said he’d be glad to show her who he was.  He tried to pull down the sheet she was holding tight to her chin, but she tightened her grip and pulled it away, as if to say, ‘Oh no you don’t!’  He got up on his knees and got a better grip and ripped it from her hands!”


    “Shut the fuck up!”


    He chuckled a little, but was still obviously a little shaken.


    “He did.”


    “Go on!”


    “Well, he threw the sheet to the bottom of the bed and positioned himself over her, grabbing her arms and using his legs to spread hers apart.  She tried to break free, but he held her arms above her head and kicked her knees apart with his.  He tried lining himself up to fuck her but she kept bucking her hips.  Finally, he wrapped one hand around both of her wrists and used the other to lift one of her legs.  In that position she couldn’t move her hips enough and he was hard enough to slide himself into her without touching himself.  The guy is built.  He has more muscles in his ass than I do in my entire body!”


    “That’s fucked up!  It sounds like he raped her!”


    “Well, she put up a good fight, but she must have been pretty wet for him to slide into her so easily.  Once he was inside of her he was able to fuck her until she stopped squirming.  After a few minutes she was relaxed and returning his kisses with abandon.”


    “Didn’t you think you should have stopped him?”


    “Well, that’s the weird part – I did at first, but I was too paralyzed to move.  He’s such a big guy.  But as I was processing what I should do she seemed to give in.  I didn’t know if this was one of their domination games they seem to like?  The fact that she came in less than 5 minutes made it clear to me she enjoyed being dominated like that.” 


    “Her Dark Knight.  I can’t imagine ever doing that to Kate.  I’m so deferential toward her!”


    “I know!  I’m the same way.  Another example of how we each give her something different.”


    “How did it end?”


    “I sat in the chair and watched them have make-up sex for the next hour!  She’s amazing to watch when she gets lost in her sexual bliss.  Her body is just such a machine!”


    I thought about that.  It’s really true – the expression on her face, the way she undulates like a belly dancer, the way her body shutters when she’s about to cum, her pouting lips and protruding nipples….she is truly a feast for the eyes all of the time, but when she is having sex, she is other-worldly.


    I also thought about Trae’s ability to find things that turned Kate on even though no-one had ever done them to her.  I could see why she looked forward to her days with him.


    “So, what about you?  How did you escape unscathed?”


    “Oh, I didn’t.  After Trae left she told me she was disappointed I wasn’t honest with her.  But she knows I did it for both of us.  I also told her it won’t be the last time I surprise her with something!  She seemed OK with that after thinking about it.”


    He laughed again.


    “And what about Gregg?  Aren’t you worried he’s going to find out about all of this and fuck up your relationship with him?  Kate says he thinks he has an exclusive with her.”


    “Yeah, Gregg.  Well, he is truly in love with Kate, so I don’t think he’d stop seeing her because she might be playing around behind his back.”


    Both halves of that sentence were extreme understatements!


    “He’ll be fine.  We might need to tell him sooner rather than later.”


    We talked until after 1am about life, love and Mike’s philosophies on both.  By the time he left, I had a growing respect for his wisdom and courage.  Before that night I had considered him to be a sexually deviant manipulator.  Afterward I knew he was actually a sexually deviant nice guy who really wanted the best for Kate. It really seemed to be a “win-win” situation for them.


    I looked back at the things she had experienced because of him – her first vaginal orgasms, her first DP with Trae, her first gangbang with Corey and Tyler, and I thought about her cries of pleasure and pleading for more every time.  Then there were the times with Lance’s buddies, and now the elaborate dates with Gregg to places Mike had never taken her and sleepovers at his place.  None of that would have happened if he hadn’t encouraged her to follow her desires rather than suppress them.  He was giving her what no man in his right mind would ever give a woman like her.


    Now you might say women don’t need sex like that.  They’re not wired like a male rockstar or pro basketball player – on the prowl every night for another fix for their dick and their ego.  But given the freedom and support Mike gave Kate, and the physical gifts to do something with them, why wouldn’t she take advantage of it?  Especially since she knew it was a tremendous turn-on for him too!  If women and men are truly equal, why can’t women want the same things as men?  Maybe it’s society that has put them in a box and molded them into the creatures we have come to believe they are.  


    When Mike left Saturday morning Kate hadn’t come home yet, though neither of us thought she would.  Around midnight he actually wondered out loud what she and Gregg were doing, guessing that Gregg was probably “fucking her brains out” at that very moment.  I sat silently thinking about that, picturing Kate naked on her back, her legs spread wide, feet in the air and her arms draped around Gregg’s neck as he kissed her passionately and thrust his giant dick in and out of her beautiful body.


    It’s an image that haunted me as I got into bed.  By then I figured she was on top of Gregg, hands on his chest while she rocked back and forth, bringing herself to a trembling orgasm while he pumped another load of his potent sperm into her.  I grabbed my dick and stroked it, thinking about how she probably pulled herself off of him and gobbled his dick into her mouth, eagerly sucking their combined juices from his cock and getting him ready for the next round.  I thought about him rolling her over and fucking her again, this time harder, faster, and longer than the last.  My hand kept time with his thrusts as I imagined Kate begging him for more.  When I came I felt the warmth of my cum flow over my hand, just as I imagined Gregg’s flowing over Kate’s cervix, his sperm penetrating her fertile uterus.


    And that’s how I fell asleep.  When I woke up I was still on my back, my hand now cold and wet, fingers stuck together with drying cum.  I forced myself to the bathroom to wash up and looked at the clock.  It was 3:30 am.  Kate still wasn’t home.


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


    If my image of what Kate and Gregg were doing as I fell asleep seems unlikely, it’s only because most of us in long term relationships don’t remember what it was like at the beginning.  I knew what it was like to start a new relationship with Kate – she was insatiable!  And now, thanks to Mike, Kate had an unending supply of new relationships.  Every week brought new discoveries and new experiences for her.  And the men she was seeing were like rabid dogs driven half mad by the days waiting to be with her again.


    The light of day and non-alcohol affected thought brought some new insights about Mike, like how the line between courage and stupidity is very fine indeed.  In fact, in the end, it may be just a value judgement of the observer; what did the person taking the chance risk in order to achieve what they were trying to achieve?  Was it worth it?  And if they didn’t really have a choice, was it really courage that drove them?


    I didn’t know what to expect the following Monday. As usual, I hadn’t talked to Mike or Kate on Saturday or Sunday. I don’t even know when she came home.  I assumed Kate slept most of the day on Saturday and since the weather sucked both days, I never saw them leave the house. I assume he had sex with her at least once each day while she told him about her night with Gregg.  So, when I heard her familiar delicate tap on my kitchen door at noon on Monday my heart flipped with anticipation and dread. 


    When I opened the door I swear my heart stopped. Kate was standing there wearing the most amazing one piece bodice I had ever seen.   All I could see at first was the two pleated bands that swept up from her exposed belly over her full breasts, exposing the soft, tantalizing bulges of her full breasts on both sides before connecting to a gold chain that wrapped behind her neck.   I then looked down to see it curving high on her slender hips to accentuate her long legs. When she walked in and pushed me aside I saw the bottom wrapped tightly around her ass and her long brown hair swept majestically over her bare back. She was absolutely stunning. I stood staring at her slack jawed. 


    She turned and smiled mischievously, legs spread slightly and hands on her hips, “I’ve come to collect the rent.” 


    I quickly regained my wit and stammered awkwardly, “Well, I don’t have any money. Is there… any other way I could pay you?”


    She smiled seductively and moved toward me as I close the door, “I’ll take a deposit…”


    “What currency do you accept?”


    She pushed her firm breasts against my chest and rubbed my crotch, “I take cold…hard…cash…”


    I couldn’t believe what was happening, but I was enjoying the game, “What I have is hard, but it definitely ain’t cold….”


    She smiled and wrapped her arms languidly around my neck and pulled me in for a kiss. The 4” heels she was wearing made her taller than usual, making it easier for our mouths to meld and our tongues to penetrate deeply into each other.  I ran my hands over the smooth, bare skin of her back, sliding them down to feel her incredibly tight ass through the stretch fabric of her bodice. As I did, she lifted one leg and ground her crotch against my thigh.  It was the hottest kiss I had ever experienced - even better than our first. The difference was that the first time was raw, uninhibited sex - a release of purely physical attraction. It felt like a flash in time. This felt permanent, like an acknowledgment of our intense feelings for each other.   In fact, kissing Kate like that, dressed as she was in my apartment felt like a confession.  Her confession.  Like she was finally admitting I meant more to her than she had ever done to me or to Mike, and certainly Gregg, since he didn’t even know about me. And that’s where I felt a pang of terror. What if this was her goodbye gift to me?


    At that point, it didn’t matter. As we continued groping and kissing it was clear a choice needed to be made soon; we were either going to fuck on the kitchen floor or the bedroom. If that was to be the last time, I didn’t want it to be the floor.  I led her to the bedroom while she sashayed in front of me, unhooking the gold chain behind her neck then peeling the two fabric strips from her breasts. When she reached the bed, she turned around to face me. Her breasts were swollen, her nipples straining with arousal. Her lips were red and swollen too, parted slightly like her eyes. She peeled down the tight spandex bottoms and then unbuckled her heels as I quickly undressed. By the time I was fully naked, she was too, lying on her back, legs spread wide, begging me to join her with outstretched arms. 


    I slid quickly between her legs and held myself over her on both arms.  She looked up at me as I positioned my raging hard-on at her glistening cunt, and then slipped into her like a hot knife through butter, a further signal of her advanced state of arousal.  As I did, she pulled me down on top of her and wrapped her arms around me, then slid her nails down my back until grabbing my taut ass muscles firmly and pulling me deeper into her. With the connection complete, I kissed her passionately through her purr of surrender.  Her pussy squeezed firmly on my cock as she lifted her legs and grabbed each one, pulling them toward her, opening herself as completely as she possibly could. 


    I stayed in that position, relishing the tight warmth of her pussy on my dick and the softness of her lips on mine.  Two people in love could never be closer. 


    And that was the weird part. If she was in love with me, she never said so despite knowing how I felt for her. In fact, after her last time with Trae, I was convinced I was a distant fourth in her life. But her actions that day were indicative of something, I just didn’t know what. As I began slowly sliding in and out of her I broke the kiss and looked into her eyes. She was out of breath, opening her eyes just enough to look into mine. She seemed so happy, so lost in the joy we both felt. 


    “How does that feel, Kate?”


    “Oh my God, David. So amazing!  Every time you push your cock rubs against my clit. It feels incredible.” 


    She closed her eyes. I lifted my body from hers and looked down to see my thick cock glistening with her juices, sliding powerfully in and out of her body. Her flat stomach was taut with the strain of pulling her legs high and her breasts stood firmly undulating with each stroke beneath my chest. I lowered myself slightly so her nipples would softly caress against me. 


    I thought about what she said; that my cock stimulated her clit with each stroke and how she loved the feeling. It wasn’t lost on me that Gregg must have the same affect - he was bigger than both me and Trae! I felt like that must have been why Kate chose to be with him so much; to spend whole weekends with him. As I watched her face, eyes closed and lost in sexual bliss, I knew she was addicted to the feeling and that Gregg could give her an even bigger fix than I could. 


    But he couldn’t love her more than I did. No one could-not even Mike. And I was determined to show her that day. 


    Her lips were only inches from mine, moist and slightly open, begging to be kissed again, but I didn’t want to wake her from her dream state. I continued fucking her in long, firm strokes, making sure to prolong the sensation of each stroke. She floated silently on her cloud as I admired her flawless beauty from above. 


    When she let go of her legs, she raised her arms above her head, crossing them lazily beneath the headboard. She was now completely open to me. She turned her head to the side exposing the long muscle that runs from behind her ear to her collar bone - one of the sexiest places on a woman’s body. I pulled out of her slightly, breaking the spell momentarily, and kissed it gently three times, descending to the nape of her neck. 


    She cooed lovingly, “Oh my god, David. You feel so good…”


    I pushed myself in again, resuming my rhythmic thrusts, this time alternating between periods of short, quick strokes, and long, deep penetrations, carefully building each of our orgasms to a crescendo. Kate laid quietly, letting the sensations build. She then began whispering as she exhaled, pausing with each breath. 


    “Fuck me, David.”


    “Make me cum.”


    “Fill my pussy with your cum, Baby.”


    “Do it, David.”


    “Oh God, fuck me…”


    I tried concentrating on anything I could to keep from coming as I continued plunging in and out of her for another ten minutes or so, always slowing down when it seemed she was about to cum.  Her pleas became more desperate. 


    “Keep going, David!  Let me cum, Baby.”


    I grabbed her arms and held them over her head like Trae did and picked up the pace, even though I knew I wouldn’t last much longer. 


    “FUCK ME, DAVID!!”


    I switched into another gear and fucked her harder, slapping my pelvic bone against her clit. After several more minutes, she opened her eyes and mouth wide and held her breath.  She looked at me, eyes wide, mouth open, before suddenly exploding with the most intense orgasm I had ever witnessed. She screamed out and literally lifted me off the bed. I came crashing down only to be lifted again several times as she spasmed uncontrollably. 


    Hearing her and feeling her cum like that was more than I could handle. I held her tight, pinching her shoulders between my elbows and held on as I pumped load after load of cum into her trembling body. I was long overdue, and it felt like it might never stop. I wished it wouldn’t have. 


    When I finally finished, I collapsed on top of her thoroughly exhausted.  She wrapped her warm feet around my ass and sighed, “Oh my God, David!  I needed that!”


    That felt good to hear. God knows I did too, but it took me a minute or so to respond, still trying hard to catch my breath. When I did, I just blurted out what had been in my mind the whole time. 


    “Really?  It seems you’re getting plenty of that.”


    She laughed, “Ahh, touché. But all sex is not the same, David.”


    We laid panting hard, both trying to catch our breaths.


    “Well, you’ve been having some pretty good sex, no?”


    “I have. I’m lucky. It seems I hit the stud jackpot with the men in my life. But you’re all…different.  It was good to be with you again.”


    I took a deep breath and slowed my heart ever so slightly,  “How are we different?”


    She pulled on my ass and shoved my softening dick deeper into her, “Well, you and Mike are so sweet and loving…”


    I got up on my elbows and looked down at her, my nose almost touching hers, “I do love you, Kate. I told you that.”


    “I know, David. And you “make love to me.”  That’s nice.  Trae is raw sex. There’s no love there. But that’s fun too.”


    That was good to hear – a complete acknowledgement of what Mike had told me but also an assurance that Trae was more of a “fuck buddy” to her than anything else.


    “And what about Gregg?  He gets the majority of your time.”


    “Gregg?  He’s… complicated.”


    “How so?”


    “Well, he’s more… needy?  He can’t keep his hands off of me when we’re alone!  It’s like he’s wanted to fuck me for ten years and he’s making up for lost time.”


    “Well, he’s a lucky guy.”


    “Well, he is. He’s getting plenty!  But he doesn’t seem to see it that way.”


    “What do you mean?”


    “Well, he’s very possessive. The more he gets the more he wants.”


    “Like what?”


    “Like when he dropped me off on Saturday. He wanted me to masturbate in the car while he watched and jacked off.”


    I could picture the scene - Kate’s bare feet on the seat, her dress pulled up around her waist, her hand rubbing herself while Gregg stroked his fat dick watching her lustfully…


    “That’s…unusual. Didn’t he get enough the night he spent with you and that morning, I assume?”


    “That’s what I mean.  We have sex constantly when we’re at his place, but it’s never enough. He wanted me to pull down my dress and play with my tits right there in the car! I think he wanted the neighbors to see what we were doing.”


    “So not only does he get to be with you, but he wants everyone to know about it…”


    “Yeah. I think so.”


    “So, what did you do?”


    “Well, I did what he wanted. After I came he pulled me down and came in my mouth. He then told me to walk up to the house like that.” 


    “With your dress pulled down!?”


    “No, silly. But all disheveled - like a slut - no shoes, straps off my shoulders, you know, the classic “walk of shame.”


    I did know. I had seen it myself on the other occasions Gregg dropped her off.  Now I knew why. 


    “That’s fucked up, Kate. Why did you do it?”


    “I don’t know. He has a Charles Manson effect on me. I can’t think straight when I’m with him.”


    “That’s pretty harsh. Just cuz a guy likes to have public sex doesn’t make him Charles Manson.”


    “Agreed, but I told you he’s possessive. He also told me he wants me to stop having sex with Mike.”


    That hit me like a bolt of lightning!  That really was being possessive! 


    “Why?!”


    “He says so there’s, ‘more for him’, but I think it’s an Alpha Male thing. I think it’s called ‘cuckolding.’


    “Well, he’s already cuckolding Mike. We all are!  And Mike actually likes it.  Why cut him off?”


    “To take full possession of me.”


    I had to pause at that. That was some serious shit. 


    “You mean, full possession, like he wants you to leave Mike??” 


    She stared at the ceiling and sucked in hard, like she was stifling an urge to cry.


    “Did you tell Mike?”


    A tear formed on the outside corner of her face and began rolling down her cheek.  She wiped it away with her wrist.


    “I did.”


    “And….”


    “He told me to tell Gregg I did it.”


    “Did what?”


    “Cut Mike off.”


    “Cut him off??  Like, entirely??!”


    “Yes.” 


    “Why would Mike want you to say that?!”


    “He thinks it’s hot.” 


    “Of course, he does!  What do you think?”


    “I think it’s dangerous. I don’t see how this ends well.”


    “I agree!  You said you think Gregg wants you to leave Mike!”


    “David, you know that was never the plan. This all started as a little fun on the side between you and me, and you were great. In every way. And then we found out Mike set us up and it got even better. But like I said, with Gregg, it’s gotten complicated.”


    I reached out and stroked her hair, “What are you going to do?”


    I could see her beautiful brown eyes begin to well up again with tears.  She squeezed out an answer through that high-pitched crying voice women have.


    “I don’t know, David. Gregg’s been a friend for a long time. He’s a huge client of Mike’s.”


    “And he’s handsome, great in bed, has a ridiculous house, cool cars and all the money in the world to take you places, buy you things you can’t afford now…”


    She wiped the tears away again and regained some composure.


    “All true.  But he doesn’t love me like Mike does. Or even like you do.”


    It felt amazing to be mentioned by her as an almost equivalent to Mike. But it was true. Mike gave her unconditional love. I felt I had too. The difference was that Mike got off on Kate’s dalliances and I did not. Well, I did, but it was a pain and pleasure thing. Gregg was different. He wanted to control Kate. I could only hope he wouldn’t succeed. 


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER NINETEEN 


    Kate and I spent the next two hours in bed that day talking between rounds of amazing, uninhibited sex. I changed the subject from Gregg and cheered her up enough for her to teasingly ask if she could sit on my face. I hesitated of course - I was well aware of the massive pool of spunk I had deposited inside of her. But knowing the pain she was in, I couldn’t say no.  I sensed that was her reason for asking - Mike never batted an eye lash at eating her out after she’d been with another man or men, and it seemed like a test to see if I would do anything for her too. 


    The experience was everything I thought it would be. In fact, the cum was dripping on my chest before she could plant her pussy lips on mine. There was no avoiding it. I just went for it and slid my tongue between her swollen lips, dragging it from her asshole to her clit, gathering a large dollop of it on my tongue. After swallowing that, the rest was easy. She writhed in ecstasy watching me suck her engorged clit and occasionally dip down to lap up everything that flowed out of her. 


    When she came she collapsed on the bed next to me and laid there panting. I was so hard by then that I simply rolled over on top of her and slipped easily inside of her still sensitive cunt. She was truly amazing, never giving any hint that she wanted to stop.  We fucked and kissed for another half hour until we both came again. 


    By then we had been in bed for almost 2 hours!  I kept hearing the dinging sounds on my computer signaling someone from work was trying to reach me on Teams. But I didn’t care. I was more than willing to trade my job for another hour with Kate.  And that’s what we did.  We talked a while after that and then started all over again.  By the time we decided we better get back to work, it was after 3pm.


     ____________


     


    After that day, I didn’t see Kate for the rest of the week. Trae missed his day too. Gregg had laid claim to Kate’s body for the entire week. In fact, based on what Kate had said, Mike probably didn’t fuck her either!  She spent Wednesday and Friday nights at his place, both times walking up to the house the next morning with her coat in her arm, her hair tussled, and her clothes disheveled.  He also came over during the day on Tuesday and stayed for 4 hours, seemingly intent on letting everyone in the neighborhood know he was fucking Kate by inducing her to multiple screaming orgasms. It was impossible to work in the same building.  On Thursday he actually came over after dinner and didn’t leave until after 11 pm. What Mike did while he was there I don’t know, but listening to them in the same apartment must have been excruciating. 


    I could only imagine the condition he found Kate in after Gregg left - naked with red blotches all over her face, tits and ass, laying spread eagle with a pool of fresh cum flowing from her swollen pussy onto a giant wet spot on the bed.  If Kate was trying to ween herself from Gregg’s “dangerous” possessiveness she was being very subtle about it.  She did text to apologize for missing our Friday, and to talk about random stuff, but she was careful not to give me any hope I might ever sleep with her again. 


    The following week was the same, with Kate canceling our usual Monday liaison. She said she was sorry, and then spent Monday through Thursday with Gregg anyway. It seemed all of the connection I felt with her the previous Monday was a mirage. She was completely in Gregg’s grip, seemingly unable or unwilling to escape.  Which is why the events of Friday caught me off guard.


    She texted me that morning to ask if she could come up. Of course I said yes!  In fact, I was shocked it was up to me.  But when I answered the door, she immediately made it clear she was not there for sex. It started with the clothes - unlike the brazen seductress who sauntered into my kitchen 10 days before, she wore a baggy sweater over a pair of tight blue jeans and no socks. Her eyes were bloodshot, her face devoid of makeup. She was still beautiful, but she looked more like she had Covid than anything else.  I tried unsuccessfully to hide my shock as she walked past me into the Living Room. 


    “Kate!  What’s wrong?”


    She threw her arms up in despair, “Everything is wrong, David!”


    I followed her into the Living Room and watched her sit dejectedly on the couch. I sat down next to her as she put her face in her hands.


    “What happened?  Are you sick?”


    She took her hands off of her face and sighed, looking up at the ceiling, “I wish. It’s MUCH more fucked up than that.”


    “What’s going on?”


    “It’s Gregg.”


    “You had a fight with Gregg?”


    “Sort of…”


    “What happened?”


    “Well, I told you he was very possessive…”


    “Yeah?”


    “Well, last week he finally told me he wants me to leave Mike and live with him.”


    I was stunned, but not surprised.  It seemed that was the logical next step after all of the time they were spending together.  She said herself she thought that’s what Gregg wanted.


    “OK.  Not surprising to me.”


    “Well, I never really thought he would do it.  He’s been Mike’s friend for so long, I didn’t think he would ever do that to Mike.”


    “So, what did you say?”


     “I freaked out!  I told him I needed time to think about it.”


    “You needed time to think about it??  You’re actually considering leaving Mike?”


    “David, I told you Gregg’s been pressuring me, demanding more time with me. I’ve been trying to convince him there’s enough of me to go around. I don’t want to leave Mike. I thought maybe I could make him understand.”


    A tear started forming in the corner of her right eye, but she wiped it away with her wrist before it could flow down her cheek.  It was excruciating to see her in such pain.  Any guilt I wanted to lay on her just melted away.  She was feeling bad enough.  I changed my tone. 


    “And?”


    “Well, I saw him again yesterday as you know. But when he brought it up again I tried to reason with him. I basically told him I can’t do it.  It’s not right!”


    “Holy shit!  You said that??”


    She sniffed and continued staring straight ahead, “I don’t know exactly what I said, but that’s how I felt.  But he ended up saying that if he can’t have me alone, without having to share me with Mike, then he doesn’t see how his company could continue to work with Mike.”


    “What?!  That’s ridiculous!  That’s extortion!”


    “He was serious, David!  The work we do with Gregg’s company is 75% of Mike’s revenue!  Mike would be ruined if Gregg cut him off!  He would lose the company.”


    “He can’t do that!  Does Mike know about this?”


    “Mike knows about it. I told him last night.  And Gregg can do that. He’s the President of the company.”


    I sat there trying to process the situation. I knew Gregg was a self-possessed asshole, but I never took him for an extortionist!


    “So don’t tell me Mike thinks this is ‘hot’”


    “No. Mike is pissed. He wanted time to think about what to do.”


    I moved closer to her and put my arm around her.  She rotated and put her head on my chest, putting her hand on my opposite shoulder.


    She sniffed, then squeezed out her apology, “I’m so sorry, David. I should have just stayed with you and Mike.  Things were so much simpler then.  It’s all so fucked up now.”


    I thought about that.  They certainly were and it certainly was!  But Kate was happy with all of it, until this.


    “But Gregg is the problem, Kate.  You were happy with Trae and Lance…and Lance’s friends and the guy from the gym, and…”


    She slapped my chest, “OK, I get the point!”


    She almost smiled.  I felt good about that.


    She continued, “But that’s what I’ve learned about this – the sex is fun, but only if everyone is in it for the same reason.  Some people can have sex without the need to control the other person, and some can’t.  I thought I knew Gregg.  We have all been such close friends forever.  I never thought his feelings for me would cause him to destroy his relationship with Mike.” 


    I sat quietly, trying to digest what was happening; what would happen.  It suddenly seemed like a classic case of fun turning to tragedy.  I had to ask Kate the obvious question.


    “Did you ever give Gregg the impression you might leave Mike for him?”


    She didn’t answer right away, and the longer she paused, the more I feared the answer.


    “I don’t know, David.  You know how I am during sex… Gregg said lots of things to me…”


    “Like what?”


    “You know…”


    “No, I don’t Kate.  I know Mike talks to you about having sex with other men, but what does Gregg say while you’re having sex?”


    “I don’t know, David.  You know…the usual…do I love it? Is he better than Mike?  That he never wants me to leave.  That kind of thing.”


    “And you say ‘yes’ to all of it…”


    “Of course, I do.  It just sex talk.”


    “Is that all it is?”


    She paused again, “Look, he’s amazing in bed.  Amazing!  He literally drives me insane.  I can’t be held responsible for what I say when I’m like that.  And he’s been a good friend for so long.  We get along great together – the dinners, the shows…it’s all fun.  He’s also very funny.  We have a lot of laughs.”


    The next obvious question was even harder to ask.


    “Did you ever tell him you loved him?”


    “David…”


    “Just tell me, Kate.  I’m a big boy.”


    “Yes!  I have told him I love him.  Many times.  But I do love him.  I’ve told him that for years.  He’s a friend.  It seemed normal to continue telling him that.”


    “Is that all it is?  Friends?”


    She didn’t answer.  She just looked down at her hands and fidgeted like she always did when she was sad and nervous, unable to process her feelings.  I saw her like that before she made the fateful plunge to be with me.  She began answering very slowly, haltingly, seemingly figuring out her feelings as we spoke.


    “At first I was sure it was.  But we were both swept up in the newness of this change in our relationship…”


    She laughed ironically, then continued, “I thought it was just infatuation.  I told myself it was.  He was new, exciting… he did things for me Mike never did.  I found myself fighting thoughts that maybe I could be with him…” 


    “Did you tell him that?”


    “We talked about it.  I never said no to anything he asked.”


    It seemed like Kate was telling the truth, and I felt lucky to be close enough to her for her to share these intimate, life altering thoughts with me.  I wasn’t her husband, but I was at that moment closer to her than he was.  She was treating me like a trusted friend – someone she knew loved her unconditionally.  I hugged her tightly to let her know that is how I felt.  She groaned under the pressure and reached down between my legs, rubbing me firmly but slowly with the palm of her hand.  She looked down at her hand and smiled ruefully.


    “I let you down, David.  That hurts me too.  We haven’t been together for almost two weeks…”


    I immediately began to harden, but sex at that point seemed ridiculous.  That last thing she needed was to be taken advantage of at that point.  I put my hand on her wrist.


    “Kate, you don’t have to…”


    “No, David, I want to.  It would make me feel better – to show you that I do love you.  More than just a friend.”


    I was stunned by that.  Kate had never told me that. I couldn’t be sure if that was her heart speaking or if she was just so confused.


    “Kate…you’ve never said that.  You’re just scared and over-whelmed.”


    She continued rubbing my cock through my jeans as she scooted forward on the couch, “No, David, I mean it.  My thoughts are clearer now than they have been in a while.”


    She stood up and positioned herself between my legs before slowly dropping to her knees.  She smiled sadly as she undid my belt buckle then pulled down my jeans just below my ass.  My dick pulsed hard against my boxers as she rubbed it again with the palm of her hand.


    “I want you to cum in my mouth, David…to get back to the beginning.  I want to start over.”


    She pulled the elastic waist band of my boxers down to my jeans, releasing my throbbing dick and letting it slap back on my belly.  It lay there pulsing, bouncing with each beat of my racing heart.  She then slipped her fingers under it and pulled it up straight.  She leaned in slowly and dragged her hot, wet tongue from the base to the tip.  I was lost at that point.  She did it again, but that time expertly transitioned up and dropped her mouth straight down, swallowing my rock hard cock as deep as it would go.  I groaned with pleasure.  It had truly been too long.


    I wish we could have stayed like that forever.  As she sucked me to heaven I fantasized about what it would be like if we lived together – having sex every day, every night after we were done working, every time we went to bed.  It’s literally all I wanted to do. But thinking about all of that proved too much for my one track mind.  I came all too quickly with an intensity I had never felt before.  Kate struggled to swallow and breathe while I gushed what seemed like a pint of cum into her mouth.  When I finished, she pulled off of me and gasped for breath, then laid her head on my wet cock, letting the last drops of cum ooze out onto her hair.  She knew she was the reason why I had cum so hard; she hadn’t been with me in ten days!  But she never said anything about it.


    After several minutes, she looked up at me and smiled ruefully, “I need to go, David.”


    “No don’t Kate!  Stay!”


    “I can’t David.  But I’ll be back.  I promise.”


    She pushed my boxers up, tucking my still wet dick inside, and then pulled up my jeans.  I laid there like a wet noodle, plastered to the couch as I watched her get up.


    “What’s next, Kate?”


    “Gregg gave me one week to decide.  Meanwhile, we’ll continue to see each other as usual…”


    “As usual?  Aren’t you worried about continuing to lead him on?”


    “David, I told you this thing about Gregg’s company ending their business relationship with Mike is serious.  I asked Gregg to give me a week to talk it over with Mike.  I had to make him feel like it was possible.”


    “That you might leave Mike?”


    “Yes.  I had to leave the door open… literally, I guess.”


    “And why do I get the feeling you’re not entirely sorry to have one more week with Gregg?”


    She smiled as she buckled my belt, “Because you know what a whore I am?”


    We both laughed nervously.


    “But seriously, I am sad about it, David.  Any way this ends, the relationship between Gregg and Mike and me will never be the same.  The next weeks will be hard.”


    She leaned down to kiss the crotch of my jeans then walked to the Living Room door.


    “Thank you for making me feel better, David.  It was good to talk this through with you. Mike and I have a lot to talk about.”


    “Like what?  I know about one.  What else did you want to say to him?”


    She opened the door and smiled, “You’ll find out soon enough…”


    She then closed the door and was gone.


     


  




  

    


     CHAPTER TWENTY 


    After Kate left that day I had multiple questions, including what she meant by having a lot to talk about with Mike.  I knew she would tell him about the blowjob.  But I had no idea what else came from our chat that afternoon.  I also wondered what she meant when she said she wanted to “start over.”  With whom?  But most of all, I wanted to know what Kate planned to do about Gregg’s ultimatum.  She didn’t say she would stay with Mike and risk losing Gregg as a client, despite how sad she seemed about the whole thing.  


    Naturally, I was concerned for Kate.  She was in a very unenviable position to choose between two people she thought she loved and could be with forever.  But my life was also affected.  If she stayed with Mike, it seemed probable I could still be in her life.  If she chose Gregg, I would be gone.  But deep in my heart, I knew choosing Gregg would give Kate the more “normal” life.  She wouldn’t be holed up at home doing the billing for Mike while she wasn’t doing a frenzied group of 20 somethings at a frat party!  I’m glad she didn’t ask me for my advice.


    But for once in many, many weeks, I began to feel a glimmer of hope.  I hadn’t seen Kate much in the previous two weeks, but both times I did I learned some pretty significant things I didn’t know before, such as she loved me!  More than just a friend!  That was an amazing development.  Secondly, she seemed to indicate that Trae was not someone she considered a replacement for Mike.  He was a bad boy supplement to all of us at best.  And finally, she seemed genuinely torn by Gregg’s ultimatum.  That wasn’t great for me and Mike, but it meant that their “inevitable” life together wasn’t a done deal.


    Saturday afternoon Mike texted me to ask if he could come up to talk with me.  I answered with an enthusiastic, YES!  The suspense was seriously affecting my health.


    Minutes after I responded I could hear footsteps coming up the front stairs.  I walked quickly to the door and opened it, saving Mike the need to knock.  He said hello and walked immediately to the couch.  He seemed very business-like.  Kate wasn’t with him.


    “Where is Kate?”


    “Gregg picked her up just after noon.  He took her to Madison to see an art exhibit and they’re staying overnight there.”


    My heart dropped.  Maybe Kate was giving us a hint, showing her choice for anyone who was willing to see, to soften the blow when it finally came.  As I tried to process that thought Mike leaned forward with his elbows on his knees and looked at me very seriously, “So, I know you know about Gregg’s ultimatum.  I thought you might want to hear the plan to deal with him.”


    “You have a plan?  Does it begin with getting Kate home with you today where she belongs??”


    “No.  A plan to answer Gregg without losing my business.”


    He seemed sad but determined, like a general preparing his troops for a battle in which he knew most of them would die.  


    Mike continued, “We’re going to get video of him having sex with Kate.”


    I was flabbergasted.  At that point I thought Mike had finally lost his mind.  Like a smoker who is dying of cancer, he was so debilitated by his addiction that he was willing to lose Kate just to get another fix.  I searched his eyes for any sign that he was actually lucid.


    “And… how might that help…?”


    “We’re going to get him to say he would withhold business from me if we don’t accept his ultimatum.”


    I still wasn’t getting it.


    “OK?”


    Mike clarified, “You see, if we can get Gregg to say it on video, we can threaten to show the video to his boss and prove he is trying to extort us.” 


    “Will that matter?”


    “Oh, it will matter.  Arne Makinen is old school.  He’s a pillar of society and a decent man.  He has always been a faithful client and I have always done my best for him.  I’m like a son to him.  He would never let Gregg threaten to shut down my business so he could steal Kate from me.  In fact, he might fire Gregg if he found out!”


    This was beginning to make sense, but I couldn’t picture how it would work.  Mike explained that he had found a company that made mini battery powered “spy” cameras that you could watch on your phone or computer, and that could record up to three hours of video and audio.  One device was a digital alarm clock with the camera discreetly located on one side behind the black plastic screen.  He said all he needed to do was put the clock next to the bed and wait for Kate to get Gregg to repeat the ultimatum.  It seemed simple and ingenious, but I still had questions.


    “And Kate said she would do that?”


    “She did.”


    I pondered that conversation, wondering what she really agreed to.  Afterall, she was currently on her way to an overnight stay with him in Madison!


    “Mike, did she actually say she was willing to lose Gregg?”


    Mike was looking down at his hands clasped in front of him, not nearly as confident as the guy who sat on that same couch only a few weeks earlier drinking beer and telling me how all of this was a plan for keeping Kate satisfied in their marriage.


    “She said she would get him to say that on video.  At this point I don’t know if she will choose Gregg or me.  I don’t think she knows.”


    “Well, she could have easily told him she needed time to think about all of this rather than traipsing off to Madison for another night together!”


    “True, but I don’t think you know how much Kate enjoys being dominated.  It’s not just Trae.  She and Gregg have a Master/Servant thing going on and she really, really likes it when he tells her what to do.  When he tells her she’s going to Madison, she says ‘OK’.  It gets her excited – I can see it in her face.  But I’m hoping she’s using this time as a chance to see what it might be like to be with him, alone, without me.  I didn’t try to stop her.  That’s not who I am.”


    Mike looked at me searchingly, like he was wondering if I could understand.  I couldn’t.  I mean, I understood the ‘servant’ part.  That explained why she did anything he asked her to do all of those times he dropped her off. It also explained how she could defended everything she did by saying Mike wanted her to do it.  But I would have put up much more of a fight.  As far as I was concerned, he seemed willing to give Kate anything she wanted, even if it meant losing her.  He told Patti as much that night on the patio:  If you love something, let it go.  If it comes back, it’s yours.  If it doesn’t, it never was.


    The selflessness of that philosophy is mind boggling to me.  At some point you need to make it abundantly clear to the person you love that you would die if they left.  I’m not sure Mike had ever done that.  I know I had.


    My mind snapped back to the mechanics of Mike’s scheme, “And of course, you’re going to watch all of this…”


    Mike smiled ruefully and rose from the couch to leave,  “Of course, I am.  And you are too!  We need witnesses to the crime!”


    I walked him to the door and tried to lighten the mood,  “You’re a sick man, Mike.  What if Gregg sees the camera?  He might hurt Kate.”


    He stopped at the door and turned to me, “He won’t see it, David.  And if he does, he wouldn’t hurt Kate.  He might hurt me…”


    The lighthearted ending to the conversation was comforting, but I was worried about several things.  First of all, I wasn’t sure about this alarm clock thing.  What if it was a piece of shit and didn’t work?  But more importantly, the whole plan depended on Kate actually following through and deciding she was finished with Gregg and the life he could give her.  We could get Gregg on video saying he wanted to kill Arne Makinen and it wouldn’t stop Kate from leaving Mike if she wanted to.  And that was a big problem for me.  From everything I had seen since Gregg entered the picture, Kate was firmly in his grip.  But I was willing to try anything if it eliminated Gregg from Kate’s life.  From my life.  


    I closed the door behind Mike and leaned against it, more despondent than I had ever been.  All of the emotions I had bottled up for all of those months, ever since the night with Corey and Tyler, bubbled suddenly to the surface.  I leaned forward as they hit, placed my hands on my knees and sobbed uncontrollably against the door.


       ____________ 


     


    It took a few days for the camera to arrive, and as promised, Kate continued to see Gregg.  He even came to the house Tuesday afternoon and boldly stayed until Mike came home.  It was the first time they had faced each other since Kate told Mike of the ultimatum.  I personally would have punched Gregg in the face, but Mike told me that he had a private conversation with him in which he tried reasoning with Gregg so that they could both continue to keep Kate in their lives.  Gregg was having none of it, repeating the ultimatum and giving Mike until that Friday to make a decision.  When Mike told him the decision was Kate’s to make, Gregg just laughed and said that if that was the case, Mike should just make it easier on her and tell her she was free to go.  He said that was what Kate really wanted.  Mike thought that was funny, but I did not.  Mike was rarely home to hear Gregg and Kate together, and everything I could hear indicated she really enjoyed being with Gregg.  The laughing, the groaning, the begging for more – even that week – all of it combined to make me wonder why she would give it up.


    Kate spent Wednesday night at Gregg’s place, which was good because the clock camera arrived that day and Mike had a chance to plug it in next to the bed and test it.  He invited me down and helped me download the app so I could have access to it whenever I wanted.  All either of us had to do was log in and choose that camera to see what was happening in the Bedroom.  It didn’t cover the entire bed since it was on the nightstand on the left side, but we would be able to see 90 percent of what was happening and hear all of it.  I wished Mike had installed the camera a long time ago.  I could have spent considerably less time in the basement wondering what was going on in there.


    Kate came home the next day at noon with Gregg.  When I heard Gregg’s car outside I immediately ran to the window.  Kate waited in the car as Gregg walked around to open her door and help her out.  She was laughing as she reached for his hand and continued holding it as they walked to the house.  They both looked so happy.  If Kate was leading Gregg to the slaughter she was doing an excellent job of hiding her intentions.


    When they were out of sight I immediately opened the app and fired up the camera.  I saw Kate walk through the Bedroom and then through the door to the Bathroom.  There was no sign of Gregg.  It was quiet for a few minutes until I heard the toilet flush and the Bathroom door open.  After that, I continued to watch but could only hear their voices in the distance.  They were in the Kitchen.


    I sat at my desk and stared at the empty Bedroom, listening intently to the casual banter in the distance. It sounded like any conversation a husband and wife might have. From the sound of metal utensils and plates it sounded like they were having a bite to eat.  From the occasional bursts of laughter it also sounded like they were having a very nice time together.  With each passing moment I began to dread what this was leading to.  It seemed to me that Kate had indeed made up her mind.


    After about thirty minutes I heard Kate’s heels and her voice getting louder.  Kate appeared on screen, walking through the north door of the room and passing by the foot of the bed.  Gregg followed close behind, smiling and unbuttoning his shirt.  Kate sat down on the bed in front of the camera and began taking off her pumps.  When she bent forward, I could get a glimpse of her face, but when she sat up to unbutton her blouse, all I could see was her slender fingers deftly manipulating each button as her blouse fell open to reveal her bulging cleavage and white, lacy bra.  Behind her I could see Gregg peel off his shirt as she removed hers, then reached behind her back to remove her bra.  She then laid back on the bed with her head on the pillow closet to the clock to raise her hips and slip off her skirt and panties in one swoop, spreading her legs just in time for Gregg to slide his naked body between them and press his body against hers.  She laughed briefly before he kissed her tenderly, running her hands over his bare ass.  Gregg broke the kiss and fell over laughing as she rolled over on top of him and sat up on his lap.


    The camera was perfectly positioned to see everything but Gregg’s face – her arms were stretched straight before her pressing on his shoulders.  Her legs were bent with her knees pressed against his ribs and her beautiful ass straddling his no doubt rock hard dick.  When she lifted her ass and reached between her legs, I knew she was guiding him into her no doubt already wet pussy.  I could her him groan as she dropped herself slowly down and then heard her softly say to him, “Is that what you wanted?”


    “Oh my God, Kate.  That’s exactly what I wanted!  I can never get enough of you.”


    Kate giggled as she began rocking back and forth, grinding her clit on his pelvic bone, “Seems like this is all we’ve been doing for the past 24 hours.  How many times have you cum since yesterday?”


    Gregg groaned and reached up to touch her breasts, “God, I have no idea…six, seven times?  Not enough.”


    Kate laughed again and purred like a kitten, clearly enjoying the sensations between her legs and the feeling of Gregg’s fingers kneading her hardened nipples.


    “How ‘bout you?  How many times have you cum?”


    Kate chuckled, “Oh my God.  Twice that?  I have no idea.  I can never keep track when I’m with you!”


    “Oh?  It’s easier keeping track when you’re with Mike?”


    Kate smiled with her eyes closed and bit her lip, “Mike makes me cum once, then we’re done.  The sex never stops with you…”


    “Oh God, Kate, I never want it to stop.  When you come to live with me I may never go to work again.”


    Kate cooed as she languidly continued rocking on his dick, eyes closed, relishing the feeling of his thick cock in her pussy, “That would be amazing…”


    Gregg struggled to concentrate, clearly enjoying the feeling of Kate’s undulations, “Just say it, Kate. Tell me you’re ready to leave Mike and we’ll make it happen…oh fuck!”


    With the clock only three feet from their mouths I could hear everything they said clearly, even the breathless fervor in their voices, “I can never get enough of this, Gregg.  Your cock feels sooooo good…”


    “You can have my cock any time you want, Baby.  Let’s leave today.  Grab some things, and I’ll come back for the rest.”


    Kate giggled mischievously, “You’re bad, Baby.  I should never have gotten involved with an Alpha Male like you. ”


    “But you like my Alpha cock don’t you?”


    Kate giggled again, “Oh…I do!  But your dark side is… frightening…”


    Gregg was breathing hard, finding it difficult to speak, “Dark side?  Do tell…”


    Kate was struggling too, falling deeper and deeper into her sexual stupor, “Like.. cutting Mike off… from your business if I don’t… if I don’t leave him…”


    She paused to recover from a jolt through her belly, bending forward and opening her eyes, “That’s blackmail, isn’t it?”  


    Gregg was struggling himself, “I would… do anything… oh fuck!  Do anything… to be with you, Kate.”


    Kate leaned forward, her long dark hair caressing Gregg’s face, “So, you’re serious; you would really make sure Mike never worked with your firm if I say no?”


    “Yes Kate, I’m serious. Oh my God… I want you that bad.  I’ve wanted you since I first met you.”


    Kate began rocking more vigorously on Gregg’s cock, closing her eyes to fully concentrate on her own looming orgasm.


    Gregg was on the edge but forced himself to speak, “Will you do it Kate?”


    Kate leaned back with her face toward the ceiling, her breasts protruding straight and proud as her long brown hair bounced wildly on her bare back.  Gregg continued kneading her rock hard nipples as she bounced faster on his dick.  The bed was rocking hard back and forth, creaking and cracking loudly.  But she didn’t answer.


    Gregg growled over the noise of the straining bed, “SAY IT KATE!  SAY YOU WILL LEAVE MIKE FOR ME!”


    She groaned loudly as the waves washed through her, managing to combine the words Gregg wanted to hear with her cries of ecstasy.


    “YES, GREGG!  YES!!  OH MY GOD, YEEEEESSSSSS!!”


    She sat writhing on Gregg’s dick as her orgasm washed through her.  I couldn’t believe what I was seeing and hearing.  If I wasn’t mistaken, she had just told him she would leave Mike!  Kate sat trembling uncontrollably as Gregg gritted his teeth and grunted as he pumped his hot sperm into her body for what he estimated was the eighth time in less than 18 hours! He held her hips as she slowly came back to earth, finally collapsing onto him, pasting her glistening breasts to his chest.


    He rubbed her back admiringly, “Oh my God, Kate.  Thank you.  I know it was a difficult decision for you, but you won’t regret it.  We’ll be the most amazing lovers the world has ever seen!”


    Kate fell to the far side away from the camera and then onto her back, covering her eyes with her forearm, seemingly trying to catch her breath.  As she did, Gregg rolled over on top of her, his dick still miraculously hard.  Kate instinctively grabbed his muscular shoulders and looked up at him.


    “No, Baby!  I need to get some work done!  I’m still working for Mike…”


    Gregg ignored her and reached down between her legs to guide himself into her again.  She gave no resistance as he slipped easily into her and began slowly pumping in and out of her.  It was truly stunning how insatiable they were.  He kissed her hard, then broke the kiss and looked seriously into her eyes, “Not anymore, Kate.  As of now you’re done working.  As Mrs. Atkins your only jobs will be to work out, go to the spa, shop, get your hair done, lay around by the pool, and get ready for when I come home.”


    She smiled, “Oh, that sounds lovely.  Is that how it will be?  All I need to do is get myself pretty for you?”


    I was getting seriously sick.  Watching them was like looking up from my own coffin.  My future had never looked so bleak.


    Gregg chuckled, “And maybe start a family.  Neither of us is getting any younger.”


    Kate’s ragged breathing indicated Gregg’s strokes were beginning to take effect.  I couldn’t take anymore.  I tried texting Mike.


    “Aren’t you going to do something?  Did she say she was leaving??”


    He didn’t answer.  Maybe he was as stunned as I was.  This certainly wasn’t going as he had described it to me.  I texted again.


    “Mike!  The plan was to confront Gregg.  Tell him it’s over.  That was the plan!!”


    I waited for a response, but nothing happened.  Gregg was fucking Kate faster, sending her deeper into her state of carnal bliss – the one during which she will agree to anything.  Each stroke of Gregg’s hips and each corresponding moan from Kate’s lips was another stab in my heart.  She was going to cum again while discussing their future together!  My shoulders sagged, my jaw dropped, my breathing slowed.  I began to cry.


    It was then that I heard the back door of the house open and Mike’s footsteps in the back hall.  I then heard the door to their apartment open.  Gregg heard it too apparently, as he turned his head toward the Kitchen while he continued fucking Kate.  Kate didn’t appear to be aware of anything but the feel of his cock sliding in and out of her body.


    I saw Mike appear in the Bedroom door and stop.  Gregg looked back at him and chuckled, never skipping a stroke.


    “Well, hello, Mike!  Kate and I were just talking about our new life together.  I thought I’d leave you a second wet spot on your bed to remember her by.”


    Mike stood silently, then spoke quietly but firmly, “Enjoy your last time, Gregg.  Kate’s not leaving with you.”


    Gregg looked down at Kate who was again laying with her eyes closed, mouth partly open, obliviously floating on her orgasmic cloud.


    “I think you might be misinformed, Mike.  That’s not what she said just minutes ago.  Isn’t that right, Baby.”


    “Yes, Baby…”


    “You said you would leave Mike for me…”


    “OH GOD!”


    Gregg raised his voice, “Mike can’t give you what I can.  Didn’t you say that, Kate?”


    “YES GREGG!”


    He yelled back at her, “You want to feel this everyday don’t you??”


    “Oh my God, Gregg!  YES!  YES!”


    I was mortified!  Mike seemed stunned.  He just watched in silence as Gregg proved his point.  Obviously Kate had changed her mind, or Mike never really understood her intentions.  The plan only worked if she didn’t leave with Gregg.  If she did, the only reason to counter black mail Gregg would be for revenge.  And what would be the point of that?  


    Gregg kept up his frantic pace as Kate turned to the side toward the camera, the strain of it all showing on her furled brow.  She knew I was watching, and I waited for any sign that she was only leading Gregg on.  But none came.  She held on tightly to Gregg’s shoulders, squeezing with her fingertips, signaling she was about to cum yet again.  When she did she let out a huge wail that echoed throughout the house, followed by three more.  It sounded like a release of pent up emotions and orgasmic convulsions all at once.  Gregg lifted himself off of her and looked down triumphantly, jerking what was probably his third or fourth load of the day into her as his ass muscles clenched involuntarily, thrusting his dick deeper into her every time.  When they both finished, Gregg looked down at Kate smiling as she opened her eyes to meet his.


    “So, you see, Mike, Kate is coming with me.  You heard it yourself.”


    Kate laid panting hard beneath Gregg.  She was so small under him, her thin arms and slender body contrasting against his muscular bulk.  I couldn’t believe the amount of sex these two were capable of.  They were truly an exceptional couple, obviously very much in love with each other.


    “Tell him, Kate.  We’re leaving today.  We’ll come back to get your clothes tomorrow when Mike’s at work.”


    Kate looked up at Gregg, but didn’t answer.  She still seemed disoriented.  Her eyes closed again.


    Gregg repeated himself sternly, “Say it, Baby. He needs to hear it from you.”


    I sat watching the screen in disbelief.  The day began with such promise, but had become an unmitigated catastrophe.  Gregg looked down at Kate with his dick still inside her and began moving his hips again, perhaps hoping to wake her from her stupor.


    She then opened her eyes and looked at him with a look I had never seen on her face.  Her eyes were wide and clear, completely devoid of the sexual haze of only moments before.  Then with a cold determination in her voice, she gave him her answer.


    “No, Gregg.  I’m not leaving with you.”


    He furled his brow in confusion, “Baby, you just…”


    “Gregg, you know I say a lot of things when you’re fucking me.  I can’t even think straight.  But this time, I’m saying what I truly want to say - not what you want to hear.  I’m not leaving Mike.  I’m sorry our friendship has to end this way.”


    Gregg pulled himself out of her and sat back on his ankles.  Kate rolled on her side facing away from Mike.  Gregg looked at her for a minute, then shook his head in disbelief.  He then looked at Mike.


    “I guess you two have chosen then.  You will finish what you are working on for me and never work for Aarne Makinen Architects again. That was the deal.”


    Mike stood in the door with his hands clasped in front of him, “No Gregg, that is not the deal.  You see, we have all of this on video.  If you change the frequency of engagement with my company in any way in the next five years, we will show the video to Aarne.  Given his upstanding reputation in the community and the lifetime investment he has in Arne Makinen Architects, I doubt he will entrust the firm to a man of your dubious character.  After five years when Arne is gone, I will have broadened my client base and won’t need your business anymore.  My problem was not only a lack of diversification, but that I thought you were my friend.”


    Gregg stared at Mike in disbelief, “You recorded me having sex with your wife?  You really are some sick pervert.”


    “We all have our predilections, but this wasn’t for my gratification.  It was to keep you from blackmailing Kate into doing something she didn’t want to do, which was to hurt me in order to be with you.  You made a bad mistake – Kate and I were willing to let you into our lives like this.  You could have continued seeing Kate indefinitely.  But that wasn’t enough for you.  Nothing ever is, it turns out.  Just the fact that you were willing to turn on me to get Kate was enough for her to know she couldn’t love a man like you.  Oh, she loved the sex, obviously.  But Gregg, you need to be a decent man too.”


    Gregg shook his head again and looked down at Kate.


    “So, this is it, Kate?  Is this what you want?”


    She didn’t look at him; she just stayed curled up on her side with her hands under the pillow, no doubt saddened by the whole conversation.  She then rolled over partially to look at him.


    “Gregg, this isn’t what I wanted, but it is what needs to be.  Mike is right.  I couldn’t be a part of any scheme to hurt him. I told you that. He has done more for me than I ever could have imagined, including letting me be with you the way we have these past months.  He’s a sweet, loving man who only wants what’s best for me.  You want what’s best for you.”


    Gregg got up from the bed and began dressing to leave, obviously upset.


    “We’ll see about this Mike.  I won’t be blackmailed.”


    “No, but you would blackmail Kate.  If I sense any retaliation Gregg, I’m going straight to Aarne, with Kate.  After that, I’d be surprised if he doesn’t fire your ass.  Do what you need to do.  Meanwhile, hopefully we can still be cordial in business matters.  As friends, we’re done.”


    Gregg quickly finished dressing and left the apartment, leaving Kate still curled up on her side with the sheet pulled over her.  Mike went to her and sat on the space below her bent knees.  He reached out and touched her hip, but sat silently for several minutes.  A sniff from Kate was clearly audible.  Mike sat gently rubbing her hip and thigh through the sheet, calming her like the loving husband he is.  He then spoke quietly, “Thank you, Kate.  For a minute there David and I thought we lost you.”


    She laid silently for a second, then she twisted to look at him.


    “You never lost me, Mike.  You know I lose my mind while I’m having sex.  In fact, you’ve been known to use that as a way to plant your dirty thoughts in my head…”


    “I have.”


    “But with you it’s different.  Sure, you get your kicks out of the things you asked me to do, but that’s all you did.  You asked me to do them, you didn’t force me to do them.  That’s the difference between you and Gregg.  Well, one of them…”


    Mike sat quietly, continuing to stroke Kate’s hip and thigh, trying to comfort her after the traumatic events that had just transpired.  Kate finally spoke, “Come to bed with me, Mike.  I need you to hold me.”


    Mike stood up and undressed, then joined Kate under the covers, snuggling up behind her and placing his right arm under her breasts.  They both laid there silently, seemingly drifting off to sleep.  I continued watching them on the camera wondering what was going through each of their minds.  Was Kate already beginning to question her decision?  Was Mike worried about his business?


    I watched them until it seemed pointless.  Watching two people sleep is not the most interesting thing you can do.  I left the computer on so I could check in with them later, but went to the couch to process what had just transpired.  I felt bad for them – Gregg had been a close friend for so long, and then through pure recklessness by all three of them, he was gone.  But I also felt genuinely happy for them. It seemed they had dodged a serious threat to their marriage.  I worried about what that meant for me, but at that moment, it seemed the stars were again aligned the way they were meant to be.


     


     ____________


     


    I finally did turn the app off and let Mike and Kate have their privacy.  It seemed creepy to continue watching them, even if they knew I was.  I went to bed that night happier than I had been in a long time.  I had no idea if I fit into Kate’s life anymore, but I knew she was safe with a man who truly loved her and would do anything for her.  That meant more to me than anything.  In the back of my mind though I knew the next day was Friday, and technically, Kate and I had a standing date.


    By 11:30 I still had not heard from Kate and I began to get worried.  Maybe our dalliance days were truly over.  I sat on the couch unable to work as thoughts about what I needed to do about my future began creeping into my head.  At 11:45, my phone finally buzzed.  It was Kate.


    “Hey, can Mike and I come up?  We have something to talk to you about.”


    I panicked!  Mike was coming up too?  What could they possibly want to talk about?  The only thing I could think of was my worst nightmare was coming true.  All of the drama with Gregg convinced them that they needed to cut ties with me too.  I truly felt my world was collapsing around me.


    When they arrived at my door, I could barely summon the strength to open it.  It was like I expected to see the Grim Reaper on the other side with his toothy grin and pointy scythe.  Instead, I saw both of them smiling and in a much better mood than people normally are when they are the bearers of bad news.  Mike was wearing one of his Blanchard Engineering polo and khakis like he always wore on workdays, and Kate was wearing the tightest little bare midriff top and a pair of tight stretch jeans.  She looked considerably sexier than the last time she came to the apartment.  I turned to walk toward the chair across from the couch, assuming they would sit together on the couch so they could tell me what they wanted to talk to me about.  When I turned to sit down, Mike was sitting on the couch smiling, hands clasped in front of himself, looking like he was about to pitch a timeshare in Barbados.  Kate was standing in front of me.  When I looked up at her, she put her hands on my knees and began to kneel down in front of me.  I looked at her while she began unbuckling my belt and then looked at Mike in disbelief.


    “Yeah, Kate thought a little ‘extra-sensory experience’ might help you imagine the proposition we have for you.”


    Kate began pulling my pants down while smiling seductively up at me.  All of this hardly seemed like an eviction notice, so my mood quickly shifted from terrified to confused.


    “You see, Kate had a harder time deciding what to do about Gregg than I thought she would.  Apparently all of this opened her eyes to things that I didn’t see.  In assessing what life with me would be compared to a life with him, she realized that, in truth, I wasn’t going to be enough.  And while I knew that, even the freedom I gave her to get what I couldn’t give her wasn’t going to be enough.  She needed a full time substitute for Gregg.”


    Kate was now bobbing languidly up and down on my cock.  Feeling her warm, wet mouth envelope my neglected cock took my breath away.  Even Mike had to pause briefly while he watched her devour me with such obvious enthusiasm.


    “Look, David, I’m gonna cut to the chase while you can still concentrate on what I’m about to say:  Kate wants you to move in with us.” 


    I was still watching Kate bob ravenously on my now rock hard cock, struggling to think through the sensations building in my balls, “Ah…what do you mean?  I do… live with you… basically.” 


    “Yes, you do, but she means really live with us.” 


    I was confused, and it was getting hard to talk, “Like… move into your… your apartment??”


    He chuckled nervously, obviously also distracted watching Kate suck so vociferously on my raging hard on.  The slurping sound was impossible to ignore.


    “Well, not exactly. It’s too small for three adults. She thinks we should combine the apartments to make one.”


    I wasn’t following.  It sounded like they wanted to basically take off the doors of the apartments and create a two level home.   I looked down at Kate, “Oh my God, Kate.  You feel soooo good…fuck!”


    I then looked at Mike, barely able to speak, “Ummm… why… why would you do that, Mike?”


    Kate pulled off of my dick and held it straight while she dragged her tongue languidly up the underside, then looked at me and said, “David, we want you sleep with us.” 


    I looked back at her, wide eyed and rapidly becoming worried again.  Was she sucking my cock to get me to agree to something I wouldn’t normally agree to??  “Sleep with you?? Both of you??  Ummm, look, I’m not bi…”


    She quickly dropped down on my cock again, taking my breath away before I could finish my sentence.


    Mike laughed, “No, no, David!  Nothing like that.  We mean like literally sleep with us - in the same bed.” 


    I was stunned – completely unable to process what they were saying and unable to think with Kate sucking me off so masterfully. Mike tried to clarify. 


    “David, Kate and I talked through what she really wants now that Gregg is gone. She really wants both of us. Like co-husbands. If she had moved in with Gregg she would have him and all that he brings sexually every day and every night.  All day and all night if she wanted.  The logical substitute for that is for you to take his place and for her to sleep between the two of us, with equal access to both. 


    That blew my mind. Co-husbands?? What the fuck was that?  Was that a thing? Kate pulled off of me again, “That way the two men I love can be with me all of the time, rather than every other night or some arrangement like we had with Gregg. I think it would be amazing for all of us!”


    My cock throbbed in her hand, glistening with her saliva as she licked the underside again.  I began to think what it would be like to be with her ‘all of the time.’ To be able to do things like we were doing right then any time of the day or night, any day of the week.  With her mouth off of me like that even for a few seconds, I was able to catch my breath to speak again to Mike, “So, I live up here, but sleep in your bed at night?”


    Mike chuckled, “No, David. Our bed is too small for the three of us. We would re-arrange the apartments. This room would become the new Master Suite. It’s the only room big enough for the Extra Wide King we would buy. It’s 32” wider than a King!  Nine feet wide!  Plenty of room for three adults.”


    Kate continued, “And we would move our Bedroom to the back room downstairs and convert our current Bedroom to a den and office for me.”


    “What about my Bedroom?”


    Mike responded while Kate resumed sucking my cock, “That would become your office.  You can do what you want in there.  We figured you could put your couch and desk in there, hang a flat screen TV opposite the window wall… and the back Bedroom would become a walk-in closet for me and Kate.”


    I was beginning to picture the arrangement, enhanced by the brilliant haze of sexual bliss clouding my judgement. 


    “Why…oh fuck…why would we need a Bedroom downstairs?”


    Kate moaned and the looked at me and smiled seductively, “For guests…”


    My heart sank.


    “Guests?”


    Mike chimed in, “Yes, David. Kate wants to continue to see Trae, and other guys she might invite over. That’s a major part of this.  Kate rejected the life Gregg was offering her for the very reasons I said she would – she loved the opportunities I had given her.  She didn’t want to be Gregg’s ‘faithful wife’.  She wants to be yours and my unfaithful wife!”


    That blew my mind.  Deep in my heart I always hoped I would be enough for Kate.  It pained me immeasurably to know she could lose herself in sexual bliss with other men just like she did with me.  It made me feel inadequate.  But I knew it made her feel alive as she said it did, and she truly enjoyed the freedom Mike had given her to see how far her charms could drive the men around her insane with lust.  Deep down I had come to realize depriving her of that would be a selfish accommodation of my own insecurity, but I still hoped that one day she would grow tired of all of this ‘newness’ and settle back into a more typical routine, hopefully alone with me.  But now she was offering to make all of that permanent.  If this new arrangement was going to work, I needed to get over the idea of having Kate to myself and let the natural excitement of seeing a beautiful woman enthusiastically embrace her sexuality take over.  Wanting to make me her ‘co-husband’ should be enough to show how much I meant to her.


    As Kate continued sucking hard on my cock my ability to process all of the implications of the arrangement was rapidly diminishing.  All I could think was, HOLY SHIT! This was the most fucked up thing I had ever heard of! Like some kind of reverse polygamy with a dose of sex cult. But it was also getting easier to imagine how awesome it would be to have Kate with me almost all of the time.  To wake up every morning in our nine foot wide bed, with the fireplace on one side, the wide bank of windows above a low headboard, and maybe an armoire with a TV opposite the fireplace.  


    And there were obviously more personal benefits; I would no longer be alone the majority of the time. We would have no choice but to do things together, ALL of the time! No more watching them from afar on weekends, or not being with Kate for a week, or listening to what goes on in her room while I jerk off in the basement. I would be in the center of everything. It would be like moving in with your girlfriend. And her husband. Which is where the record scratched. I hardly knew Mike, and moving in with them was a MAJOR commitment – I assumed it eliminated any chance for me to date other girls. But I didn’t want to date anyone but Kate, so that seemed to be a non-issue. 


    But what about sleeping with them?? Presumably Kate would have sex with both of us, and the other would always be there. I assumed we would even have sex with her together. That part actually didn’t bother me. Seeing Kate with me and another man had a certain appeal - especially the idea of her sitting on my cock kissing me while Mike fucked her ass. That seemed hot! But the idea of being able to hold her and have sex with her at any hour of the night or day was mind blowing! 


    The more I thought about the offer the more I felt I couldn’t turn it down. It was Kate’s idea! Maybe the fact that I was about to cum in her mouth had a lot to do with my decision.  Afterall, I was completely unable to process all of the possible pitfalls in my state of bliss at that time.  All I could see was the benefits of having the same access to her as her husband – dinners out together, vacations together, everything together.  It seemed too good to be true.


    When I erupted in Kate’s mouth I guess I had given them my answer.  Kate struggled to swallow what by that time had been another week of pent up frustration while Gregg fucked her living brains out the entire week.  She left me spent on the chair, unable to speak, just smiling down at her with an affectionate look of affirmation.


    Kate looked at me and kissed the head of my rapidly deflating cock, sucking off the last drop of cum from the tip, “Thank you, David.  This will be amazing!”


    I looked over her shoulder at Mike to see him getting up from the couch and begin heading toward the door.


    “OK well, we have a lot to do, including ordering the new bed, the closets for the back bedroom…all kinds of stuff.  I’ll leave you two lovebirds alone to dream about the possibilities.”


    As he closed the door behind him, I looked down at Kate to see her gleaming back at me.  The low November sun filled the room with warmth and light.  In the brilliant silence I leaned down and kissed her passionately.  She reciprocated enthusiastically, forcing her salty, cum covered tongue into my mouth.  She then broke the kiss and looked deeply into my eyes.


    “Are you ready for this, Baby?”


    I looked down into her dark brown eyes, “Kate, I’ve never been more ready for anything in my life.”


    She smiled and squinted her big brown eyes mischievously, “Good.  Cuz we have a frat party to go to next Saturday!”


     


  




  

       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


       


     The End 


       


     If you enjoyed this book, please leave a rating.  If you want to help even more, even a short review is GREATLY appreciated.  Thank you! 


     Michael Andersen 
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