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Chapter One

James leaned sideways and gently kissed Ellen’s bare shoulder.

She turned her head and smiled at him before gently shooing him away. She turned back towards the podium and started clapping along with the rest of the crowd as the best man began wrapping up his speech.

It had been a strange day. Not so much for Ellen as for James. Watching her chat with all her old acquaintances had made him feel weird. He couldn’t put his finger on why.

She’d told him a lot of stories about her college days. Not so many about high school, even though he’d prodded her about it here and there. She always told him that it hadn’t really been a memorable time in her life.

That didn’t add up, seeing her excitement at running into her old classmates. It made him wonder if there were secrets there? Secrets she didn’t want to share? Secrets she’d never tell him?

Of course everyone was entitled to their secrets. Just because they were married didn’t mean she had to tell him every last little thing that had happened in her past. Still made him uncomfortable, though.

It was already uncomfortable enough being the odd one out. He didn’t know any of these people and felt more like Ellen’s accessory rather than the central part of her life he now was.

He’d done his best to push it all out of his mind.

The best man finished his speech with a final joke and everyone shared a laugh and clapped again.

The emcee took the microphone. “Ladies and gentlemen, now that we’ve finished with dinner and speeches we’re going to start the dance. If you’ll put your hands together for our newlyweds, Melissa and Tom as they share their first dance as husband and wife!”

The crowd started clapping again as Melissa and Tom made their way to the centre of the dance floor. The lights were dimmed and the music started. A slow, romantic ballad to get things going.

James watched Ellen smiling as she watched the couple. She seemed happy to be there for Melissa’s big day. He was happy they’d be back to the comfortable bubble of their normal life soon.

He turned and saw a tall man with salt and pepper hair take a seat in the empty chair next to Ellen.

Ellen glanced at the man, then turned to watch Melissa and Tom again. She did a double take, her head turning quickly to look at the man, surprise registering on her face.

The man flashed a wide smile.

“Mr. Wenders?” Ellen exclaimed, covering her mouth with a hand.

Mr. Wenders put a finger up to his lips to shush her, and chuckled. “How are ya, kiddo?” he asked. He held an arm out.

Ellen leaned sideways into his embrace, wrapping her arm around his neck.

It sent goosebumps down James’ spine. The guy was older, maybe in his mid-fifties. He was handsome by anyone’s standards. Strong, prominent jaw. Dark brown eyes. Broad shoulders and a lean body he obviously kept toned at the gym.

Seeing Ellen so excited at seeing the man gave James a little jolt of jealousy. He dismissed it. He got jealous from time to time, but he didn’t like to admit it. This was obviously someone from Ellen’s past. Someone she cherished. He wondered what the story was?

“I can’t believe you’re here,” Ellen whispered. “I didn’t see you at the ceremony?”

“I came in late and sat at the back. Actually, I almost didn’t make it. I’m supposed to be on the road to Vermont tomorrow to see my son. I didn’t want to let Melissa down after I’d already RSVP’d.” He glanced at James and arched his brow. “You going to introduce me or…”

“Oh my gosh! Yes. This is my husband, James. James this is Mr. Wenders. He was my biology teacher in my senior year of high school.”

Mr. Wenders extended a hand over Ellen’s lap. “Pleasure to meet you, James. Please call me Roger. You too, Ellen,” he said.

James smiled as he shook Roger’s hand. He seemed like a nice enough guy.

“When did you two get married?” Roger asked.

“Three years ago,” Ellen said, looking at James and smiling.

Her smile reassured him and calmed that unsettled feeling he’d had all day. No matter what secrets she had in her past, she was his now.

“Well congratulations,” Roger said.

“I’m sorry we didn’t invite you,” Ellen began.

Roger waved a hand and shook his head. “Don’t even mention it. It’s not exactly tradition to invite your old biology teacher to your wedding. Melissa and I…you might not know this so I shouldn’t say too much. I was there for her during a tough time in her life. We kept in touch after graduation. That’s why I’m here.”

“Right,” Ellen said, nodding.

The ballad ended and everyone clapped for the bride and groom. The DJ faded in a more uptempo song and everyone around them started getting up from their tables and moving to the dance floor.

“Hey, I’m going to make the rounds and say hi to a few more people. Can we catch up a bit later? Maybe have a drink?” Roger asked.

“Totally,” Ellen said.

“Great,” Roger said. He put a hand over hers and squeezed it, then got up from the table and wandered over to the next one.

James watched Ellen. He could see her reminiscing, unearthing old memories from years gone by. It stirred something inside of him. He wanted to know more. He wondered if there’d been more to her relationship with Roger?

The thought was at once dangerous and enticing. Ellen’s past was behind her. Over and done with and unchangeable. Inaccessible to him unless she chose to share about it. It was silly but it pained him a little that there was a time in her life he could never be a part of.

It seemed a bit selfish and immature. He explained it away by telling himself he loved her so much he wanted every part of her that he could get. And it made him sad that this was a part of her he could never have.

He leaned sideways and touched her elbow.

It stirred her from her thoughts and she turned to him and smiled. “You want to dance?” she asked.

He smiled back. “Sure,” he said.

***

Three hours later they were sitting back at the table. Half of the guests had left the ballroom. The other half had mostly stopped dancing and were scattered around the tables chatting in small groups.

Ellen had introduced him to a few more of her old friends as they danced. Mostly women and a few guys, too. She hadn’t mentioned which ones had been just friends and which ones had been more.

It didn’t matter, really. But that got under James’ skin, too. Wondering if some of these guys had been intimate with Ellen? Had some of them seen her naked?

The thoughts had amplified as the evening wore on and he met more and more of her old friends whose names he’d never remember. He found himself imagining what Ellen would have been like with this Jake or that William.

With the curiosity came a certain titillation. A dirty fascination with how Ellen might have behaved alone in a dark room with those guys.

He saw Roger crossing the dance floor with a drink in his hand and he smiled at him. He wondered if maybe he’d pick up some breadcrumbs about Ellen’s earlier days while she talked with Roger?

“You two all danced out?” Roger asked.

“I think we’re good, yeah,” Ellen said, laughing and leaning back against James.

“Can I get you a drink?” Roger asked.

Ellen shook her head. “I’ve already had four glasses of wine and a cocktail before dinner. I can feel tomorrow’s headache already,” she said. “How ‘bout you, hon?” she asked, turning to look at James over her shoulder.

“I’m good,” he said. “I’ve got to drive home tomorrow.”

“Where’s home?” Roger asked, taking a sip of his drink.

“Cleveland,” Ellen replied.

“That’s a ways away from Fort Collins,” Roger said, smiling. “How’d you two meet?”

“I was living in Denver doing logistics for one of the airlines. We met on the slopes in Aspen,” James explained.

“Nice,” Roger said. “So you gave up the mountains for…Cleveland?” he asked, putting on a puzzled smile.

Ellen chuckled. “I gave up the mountains for love,” she said, squeezing James’ leg.

A warm feeling washed through him and he smiled at her.

“Cleveland’s actually a really, really cool town,” she said.

“My job went remote and I’m from Cleveland,” James explained. “You can get a helluva lot more house for a helluva lot less money up there.”

Roger arched his brow and gave a thoughtful nod. “I guess that’s true. You don’t miss the mountains, Ellen?” he asked.

“We’ve been back once or twice a year for skiing and visiting family. I don’t know, I’m kind of enjoying being a mid-western gal,” Ellen said.

James put an arm around her and squeezed her shoulder.

“What about you, Mr. Wenders?” she asked.

Roger smiled, shook his head and chuckled. “You’ve got to call me Roger, Ellen. Mr. Wenders feels weird anymore. And it makes me feel old,” he added, laughing.

Ellen chuckled. “Okay, sure. Roger. You still teaching in Fort Collins?” she asked.

He let out a quiet sigh and forced a smile as he shook his head. “I had to move,” he said. “My wife passed away shortly after your class graduated, actually.”

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry!” Ellen said.

“Thank-you, Ellen. But that was nearly ten years ago. I couldn’t stay in our house after she’d passed. I had family in Maine so Jeremy and I moved out to a small town on the coast. So that’s where I am now. Jeremy’s in his junior year at the campus in Burlington. That’s where I’m headed tomorrow. You two fly down here?”

“We drove, actually,” James said, sensing Ellen was still a little distressed by what Roger had told her. “It’s kind of our vacation this summer. Ellen’s never seen the eastern seaboard so we’re going to take our time going home. Stop and see a few sights between here and there.”

Roger leaned forward and put a hand on Ellen’s knee. “Ellen, I can see you’re a little upset. I’ve made my peace with things. Let’s not let it ruin our evening.”

Ellen’s eyes fell to Roger’s hand on her knee.

James noticed her lips part ever so slightly. It filled him with the most bizarre sensation. It wasn’t just a glance at a man’s hand touching her. There was more behind that look. It was loaded with meaning and it drove him crazy.

When Roger squeezed her knee, then rubbed it gently, James felt her stiffen against his body. A wildly inappropriate thought surfaced in his mind. It tore through him like wildfire but flamed out almost immediately.

There was no way something had happened between them. Ellen would have said something. And Roger wouldn’t have touched her that way if they had a past. Not with her husband sitting right there.

“You guys sure you don’t want to grab a drink at the bar?” Roger asked. “Or are you really too boozed out, Ellen?”

“Um, I don’t know. What do you think, hon?” she asked, turning to look at James over her shoulder.

James knew the responsible thing to do would be to say good night and head to bed. But there was an energy coursing between Ellen and Roger that was impossible to ignore. That and the look she’d just flashed at being touched by Roger made him even more curious about their past. “I’m not gonna drink, but I’m not gonna stop you. You can sleep in the car tomorrow if you want.”

Ellen thought about it for a few moments. A smile slowly stretched her lips. “Maybe just one drink then,” she said.

Roger grinned.

***

An hour and a half and three drinks later Ellen was smiling across the table of their booth at Roger as she recounted a particularly memorable class he’d taught. In fact most of the time they’d spent at the bar had been an ode to Roger’s class and his skill as an instructor.

James found himself surprisingly unbothered. He watched her, fascinated at how the alcohol had stripped her of her inhibitions. She leaned over the table, cocktail held in one hand. Her blonde hair fell down over her shoulders and her eyelids had gotten a little lazy, giving her eyes a smouldering, sexy look.

He had gotten a mild erection from just watching her. Seeing Roger’s reaction had made it worse.

Roger sat and stared at her as she talked, seeming to hang on to her every word. His eyes moved along her expression, a slight smile flickering on his lips when she laughed.

It became very clear that even if nothing had happened between them there was definitely romantic potential there. If James hadn’t been sitting right next to her someone could easily have thought they were on their first or second date and really hitting it off.

The thought excited him in a strange way. It was partly embarrassing, even though no one would ever know what he was thinking. It tickled him in a funny way, too. It made him wonder what that would look like, Ellen and Roger’s casual friendship blossoming into something more…

“Oh my gosh and do you remember when Mark almost lit the whole classroom on fire with the Bunsen burner?” Ellen asked, laughing raucously at the memory.

Roger shook his head and smiled. “He didn’t almost light the classroom on fire,” he said to James.

“Sounds like you guys had quite a riot in biology,” James said. “Way different than my experience.”

“Ellen was in a great cohort. Lots of talented, well-supported students. It was easy to have a good time when everyone was into it.”

“Aww, thanks Mr…er, Roger,” Ellen said, exaggerating his name. “Your name still feels funny in my mouth, you know?” she said, narrowing her eyes at him.

Roger tensed and his smile faded.

James could sense his discomfort. When Roger’s eyes darted to his, he looked away to spare the man any more embarrassment.

“What?” Ellen asked, her head swinging to look at James, then back to Roger.

James exchanged a glance with Roger. “You know, it is getting kind of late,” he said. “I think maybe some of us need to get some sleep?”

Roger gave a few solemn nods. “Absolutely,” he replied.

“Aww! No fair! I was just starting to have fun,” Ellen pouted.

“Ellen,” Roger said, reaching into his jacket pocket. “It was so great catching up with you. Here’s my card. I know, I know, I’m old fashioned, what can I say? Shoot me a text and we’ll keep the conversation going. Who knows maybe one of these days I’ll make it out to Cleveland?”

Ellen took the card, looked at it for a few moments, then let out a wistful sigh. “It was so great to see you,” she said.

They all got up. Roger gave Ellen a very platonic hug, patting her on the shoulder. He shook hands with James. “Have a great trip back, guys. Hope to hear from you,” he said, then turned and walked towards the exit.

James put an arm around Ellen’s shoulder and led her to the elevator. He had to keep a hand over his groin to conceal his erection. He had no idea what had turned him on so much. Thoughts of Ellen’s past and the questions surrounding it still swirled in his mind.

He escorted her to their hotel room. As soon as the door swung shut behind them Ellen spun around and kissed him on the lips, her hand rising to the back of his neck.

He returned the kiss. But when she pulled away and gazed into his eyes, hers filled with lusty hunger, he smiled and shook his head. “I love you,” he said, kissing her forehead. “But we’re not going to do that tonight.”

She put on a big, pouting scowl. “Why not?” she demanded.

“Because you’re drunk. And I don’t have sex with drunk girls. Personal rule, remember?”

“Party pooper,” she muttered.

“How about a shower before bed?” he asked.

She folded her arms over her chest and stomped off towards the bathroom, feigning a pout.

Chapter Two

He was up early the next day. He kept the blackout curtains shut as Ellen snored on her side of the bed. He showered, shaved and packed their dress clothes into the suit bag he’d brought. He packed the rest of their clothes into his small travel suitcase, leaving a pair of shorts, a t-shirt and hoodie out for Ellen, along with her travel pillow.

She was definitely going to need a nap in the car.

He took the suitcase and suit bag down to the parking garage and packed both in the cargo area of his SUV.

Back up in the lobby he grabbed two coffees with cream and sugar from the buffet, then a bottle of cold water from the vending machine. On his way to the elevator he saw Roger standing staring at his cell phone, one hand pressed to his head.

He walked towards him. “Hey, Roger. It’s James from last night. Everything alright?” he asked.

“James,” Roger said, looking dazed. “Uh, fine. I guess. No. Not fine,” he said, shaking his head. “The airline had some sort of outage. All their flights up and down the eastern seaboard are cancelled. They’re not sure when they’ll be operational again. I’m just thinking about renting a car and driving up,” he said.

“All the way to Vermont?” James asked.

“I mean, you guys are driving all the way to Cleveland,” Roger countered. “How’s Ellen doing? She feeling okay this morning?”

“I’m about to find out,” James replied, lifting the two coffees up in the air. A thought struck him out of nowhere and once it had lodged itself in his mind it wouldn’t budge.

He knew he should probably check it out with Ellen first. Then again, he was pretty certain Ellen wasn’t going to have too much of a problem with it. It was a little impulsive. But his curiosity about her past was still gnawing at him and this seemed like the perfect opportunity to explore that. Presented on a silver platter. “Hey, you should ride with us.”

Roger looked up at him, looking puzzled. “What? You mean to Cleveland?”

“No. I’ll take you up to Burlington no problem. Ellen’s never been to Vermont. She’ll love it up there.”

Roger scowled and shook his head. “I couldn’t ask you to do that, James,” he said. “You guys are on your vacation. You don’t need an old fart like me tagging along. It’s too much of an imposition.”

“It’ll be absolutely no trouble at all,” James replied, excitement welling inside him. “Ellen would be so excited if you came. She had a great time catching up with you last night.”

Roger got visibly unsettled at the mention of the previous evening. He let out a sigh. “About that,” he said. “I’m sorry if there was any awkwardness. I just…”

James let a silence pass, giving Roger a chance to collect his thoughts.

Roger finally met his gaze. “Ellen’s a beautiful woman, James. Even back then…”

James’ insides went taut and his pulse quickened. For a few, excruciating moments it seemed like Roger was going to drop a bomb of a revelation.

“I think she may have had a bit of a crush on me back in the day,” Roger said. “Of course nothing ever happened,” he added quickly.

The tension in James’ body cleared out so fast he heard it whoosh in his ears.

“I saw the way you were watching us, which is why I’m bringing this up at all,” Roger went on. “I just wanted you to know. Nothing happened. But it took a hell of a lot of professionalism on my part. Anyways. If you sensed some…tension, that may have been it.”

James nodded as he took a slow, deep breath to calm his nervous system. It was a little strange that Roger was bringing this up. Almost like he felt a little guilty about it? Like there was more on his mind that he wasn’t sharing?

It only made James more curious about what things had been like. “Hey, it’s cool,” he said. “We all have a past, right? I’m sure there are things I don’t know about Ellen. It’s all good. So what do you say? Road trip?”

He was shocked at himself for suggesting it again, especially after what Roger had just told him. His heart was still racing. Tensions between Ellen and Roger seemed…exciting for some reason. He had no idea why. Maybe they’d provide a window onto those years he knew so little about. Maybe he’d learn more about them? Maybe he’d find things out about his wife she’d never intended to tell him?

Roger narrowed his eyes at him. “Are you really serious? Even after what I just told you?” he asked.

James shrugged. “It’s water under the bridge, right? Besides I’ll be there too, you know?” he said, chuckling. “So it won’t be awkward,” he added, grinning and blushing at the awkward joke.

Roger let out an uncertain chuckle of his own, warily eyeing James. He looked down at the ground and seemed to be contemplating something very deeply. He glanced up after a while in looked James in the eye. “You sure about this?” he asked.

“Totally positive,” James replied. “Ellen’s gonna be thrilled. How quick do you need to be in Vermont?”

Roger tipped his head to one side and shrugged. “No set time, really. I’m on summer vacation and so is Jeremy. I was just going to rent a car at the airport and crash at his place. Maybe do some hiking. How soon do you think you could get me up there?”

“The whole drive’s about twenty hours. I was thinking of doing Jacksonville to Cleveland in five or six days with stops along the way for touristy crap. We could do four days, maybe five? That way we wouldn’t just be driving all day,” James suggested.

“I’m still not sure how to feel about this,” Roger said. “I feel like I’m going to be intruding on your personal time with your wife.”

James shook his head. “Seriously, don’t worry about it. We’ll still have time together. I’m one hundred percent sure she’s going to be okay with this.”

Roger paused for a few more moments, then nodded. “Okay. If you’re sure. When were you guys thinking of leaving?” he asked.

“Let me get this up to her and get her into the shower. Thirty minutes? You still have your room?” James asked.

“No, but I’ll just wait down here. And listen, if you get up there and change your mind or if Ellen’s not into it absolutely no hard feelings from me. You got that? Just send me a text and forget about me I’ll figure out a way up myself.”

“Fair. But Ellen and I will see you here in thirty minutes,” James said. He reached out and shook Roger’s hand.

The energy coursing through him put a spring in his step and he jogged to the elevator. He jogged down the hall and slipped the keycard into the door, holding the coffees in one hand with the water bottle lodged in his pocket.

Inside the room Ellen was still snoring, splayed out on the bed now, her feet and hands sticking out from underneath the blanket.

He set the coffees down on the dresser, walked over to the bed and sat down on it. Putting a hand on Ellen’s shoulder, he gave her a small shake.

“Ugh,” she groaned, rolling her head from one side to the other. “What time is it?”

“It’s almost eight but I kind of want to get rolling. Can I drag you into the shower with a coffee?” he asked.

“Ellie no feel good,” she muttered.

“Yeah. I figured. But I’ve got fresh coffee and a surprise I think will perk you up,” he said.

She rolled the blanket back off of her head and looked at him with bleary eyes. “Surprise?” she asked. “I like surprises.”

He smiled at her. His excitement about the surprise really had him on edge. He pulled the blanket off of her and helped her to sit up. He put an arm around her back and helped her stand, then walked her to the bathroom. “You think you can get in yourself?” he asked.

She nodded, rubbing the sleep out of her eyes.

He walked out to the room and grabbed one of the ceramic mugs from the coffee service. He poured out the coffee he’d bought for her into it and walked back into the bathroom just as she turned on the water.

He politely waited until she’d stepped into the small tub and closed the frosted glass sliding door before walking in all the way. He opened the door a crack and passed the mug into the shower.

She took it and cupped her hands around it, shielding her breasts with her arms. She let out a quiet groan after taking a sip. “I’m sorry I got so wasted last night,” she said, giving him a guilty look.

“Don’t worry about it. Water under the bridge. Get yourself cleaned up and caffeinated. I’ll be waiting out in the room.” He walked out and sat down on the bed.

She emerged fifteen minutes later, showered and wrapped in a towel. “Where’s the suitcase?” she asked, looking around the room.

“I already took it down to the car. I left these up here for you,” he said, pointing to the clothes he’d laid out for her on the dresser.

“Wow, aren’t you mister get up and go today?” she teased, chuckling. “So what’s my surprise?” she asked.

“Get your clothes on. I’ll tell you when we get downstairs,” he replied.

She shrugged. Picking the clothes up off the dresser, she walked back into the bathroom and closed the door.

They weren’t prudish about being naked around each other. Ellen just didn’t like the way casual nudity eroded the romance in a relationship. He liked that about her.

He watched her re-emerge a few minutes later, dressed in the clothes he’d picked out for her, the hoodie slung over her shoulder.

“Did you happen to grab my makeup out of the suitcase?” she asked.

“Oh,” he said. “No. Sorry. I forgot about that. But you look great. You’ll just be in the car all day anyways. You can put it on there.”

She scowled.

He’d forgotten she didn’t like to walk around without makeup outside of the house.

“We’re just going to the parking garage, right?” she asked.

“Um, quick stop in the lobby first.”

“What? Why? For what?” she whined.

“Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll take you down to the parking garage and then I’ll go to the lobby and get your surprise. Sound better?” he asked.

She nodded. “Do I smell more coffee?” she asked.

He jumped up from the bed and picked up the coffee he’d bought for himself, then fished the bottle of water out of his pocket. “More coffee. Here’s a water. You need headache medicine?” he asked.

She shook her head as she took the coffee and water from him. “I somehow miraculously avoided that consequence,” she said.

His eyes scanned her body. The shorts weren’t too short, halfway down her thighs but they showed off her toned legs really nicely. The t-shirt was a loose fit but he could still see her boobs the way she’d bunched the front and tucked it into her shorts. She had a mussed-up cute look going on. It excited him that Roger was going to see her like this.

Giving the room one last once over to make sure they hadn’t left anything behind, he walked her to the door and pulled it open for her.

Down the hall, into the elevator, down to the parking garage. He opened the locks on the SUV with his key fob. “Climb in. I’ll be right back,” he said.

“Hang on a sec,” she said, setting her coffee into the cup holder. “I’m gonna get my makeup bag out of the back.”

He left her at the car and jogged back to the elevator. Took it up to the lobby and looked around. Roger was seated on a chair between the front door and reception, tapping away at his phone. “You good to go?” he asked.

Roger looked up at him. “Where’s your wife?” he asked.

“She’s already down at the car,” James said.

Roger scowled. “Did you tell her I was coming with you?” he asked.

James shook his head. “I wanted to make it a surprise,” he explained.

Roger’s scowl deepened. “Are you sure that’s a good idea, James?” he asked.

“I’m telling you, she’s gonna love it. Now come on.” He couldn’t explain the boyish excitement he felt at what he’d set up for Ellen. There was a mischief to it he hadn’t felt in years. He couldn’t wait to see what her reaction was going to be.

The two of them rode the elevator down to the parking garage and walked to the SUV. They stopped when he saw Ellen applying her makeup in the sunshade mirror. He realized what a bullet he’d dodged by giving her a chance to put on her makeup.

She probably would have been furious if he’d presented his ‘surprise’ and she had no lipstick or mascara on.

When he saw her pucker her lips at the mirror, usually the final step in her routine, he walked up to the passenger door and opened it.

She turned and looked at him and smiled. “Where’s the surpr…” She must have seen him out of the corner of her eye. She turned to stare at Roger and her eyes went wide. “Roger?” she asked. She looked at James again. “What’s happening?”

“Surprise!” he said. “Roger had a hiccup with his flight. He’s going to ride with us. We’ll take him to Vermont, do some fun stops along the way. You two can catch up some more,” he said, smiling at her.

Her smile widened, then faltered, then widened again like she was moving through a range of emotions about what he’s just said. Finally she un-clipped her seat belt, swung her legs out of the car and jogged over to where Roger was standing. She put her arms around him in an embrace. “That’s amazing news,” she said.

James smiled at Roger over Ellen’s shoulder. “See? I told you,” he said. “Here. Let me grab that for you.” He took Roger’s suitcase from him, popped the rear hatch and tossed it into the car.

“You should sit up front,” Ellen said.

“No, no, don’t be ridiculous,” Roger replied. “Guys, I already feel bad enough for intruding on your vacation. I really appreciate the ride and I’ll just make myself as unobtrusive as possible.”

James shook his head. “Alright. I’m the driver so I’m the decider. You two are both sitting in the back so you can chat and catch up.”

Ellen and Roger both looked at him with open mouths. “Aren’t you going to be lonely up there all by yourself?” she asked.

“I want to hear some more of your stories,” James replied. “And I don’t want you turning around to look at Roger in the backseat the whole time. It’s not safe. Now both of you get in the back so we can get on the road and get out of here!”

Ellen and Roger exchanged a glance, then a smile. “Alright, fine,” Ellen said. She opened the back door and climbed into the car.

Roger looked at James, smiled, then did the same.

James got in behind the wheel. He backed the car out of the parking spot and, fifteen minutes later they were heading north on the I-95 out of Jacksonville.

After a half hour or so Ellen and Roger were happily reminiscing about old times again.

James would catch glimpses of Ellen laughing in the rear view mirror that brought a strange, almost uncomfortable, warmth to the back of his neck.

Ellen was a pretty outgoing woman and sometimes it was hard to convince himself that she wasn’t flirting with other guys when she was just being her usual self. That was certainly the case with Roger.

She’d reach out and touch his arm often as she talked. She’d tilt her head this way and that, shooting him coy looks that James got only glimpses of as he drove.

That heat that had started at the back of his neck soon made it’s way down his spine. It moved into his groin and hardened his cock and he had no idea why. It was as if contemplating Ellen with another man was somehow provoking an autonomous arousal response in him.

It puzzled him and troubled him at the same time. He tried to tell himself that he didn’t actually want that, that just the idea of it was somehow sexy. His body filled with arousal, though, the more he thought about it.

Around noon they pulled off the highway and grabbed some sandwiches at a deli a few miles from the highway. They drove all afternoon, Ellen napping, her head sometimes tipping sideways onto Roger’s shoulder. Around six they pulled off the highway again and James made his way to the first motel they’d booked for the road trip.

The motel proved surprisingly neat and tidy and provided a spectacular view of the bay. They sat watching the water darken as the sun went down, sipping their drinks.

He looked over at Ellen and she looked so at ease and content with Roger sitting next to her. Her gaze was focused on some far away spot on the water and she was lost in her thoughts.

She drew in a breath and set her drink down and turned to look at James.

The wistful look she gave him took his breath away.

“I need to say something,” she said, raising a hand to touch her forehead and sighing. “I don’t know why.”

Roger turned his head to look at her and furrowed his brow.

James immediately sensed that this wasn’t going to be some banal tidbit about her past. The expression on her face, the tension in her body foreshadowed something far deeper. He tensed in his seat and his grip on his glass tightened.

She turned her head and looked into Roger’s eyes. “I had a huge crush on you the whole time I was in your class,” she said, quietly.

Roger’s eyes opened wider and his lips parted. His face reddened and he looked away from her eyes, having obviously been made very uncomfortable by her revelation.

She glanced at James with a pleading look in her eyes, like she was trying to say sorry. “I don’t know why I needed to say that,” she said. Suddenly she looked desperately embarrassed and like she wanted to take it all back. She jumped out of her seat, spun around and darted into their motel room, closing the door behind her.

“Ellen!” Roger called out after her.

There was no response.

James sat there watching Roger. What he’d spent the afternoon thinking about in the car loomed larger in his mind. Thinking of Ellen hooking up with Roger wasn’t just an uncomfortable and dark idea  to toy with anymore. It was far more than that and the more he thought about it the more it turned him on.

Roger looked deeply uncomfortable. Like he wanted to go to his room and close the door, too. He finally glanced at James out of the corner of his eye. “I’m not really sure what to say to that,” he said. “Given what I told you this morning.”

James let a small silence pass. “Would you?” he asked.

“Would I what?” Roger countered.

“Would you sleep with her if I said it was alright?”

Roger leaned back in his chair with wide eyes. “Wow. Hang on there, cowboy,” he said.

“I’m just asking. Hypothetical,” James said. He could feel hot blood pumping in his own veins with each beat of his heart. He’d never felt so alive. Contemplating doing something so taboo, so out there, as letting Ellen consummate this crush from her past made him feel like he was flying.

Roger glanced at him, let out a quick sigh and smiled. He shook his head. “I can’t lie to you, man. I don’t think I’d be able to resist that.”

James’ body heated up even more at Roger’s reply. He sat back in his chair and looked out over the water.

A few minutes of silence passed, with Roger obviously too uncomfortable to strike up another conversation.

James felt a certain power from what he’d just done. Would he really be able to work up enough courage to bring it up with Ellen? After a few more minutes he stood up. “I think I’m going to call it a night,” he said. “Should we say eight o’clock tomorrow morning?”

“Eight o’clock sounds fine,” Roger replied. “I think I’ll sit out here for a little while longer.”

“Sounds good,” James said. “Have a good night.”

“You too, James. You too.”

James walked over to the motel room door. He tried the handle but it was locked. He knocked on it quietly three times.

A moment later it opened a crack but Ellen stayed inside.

He stepped in and let his eyes adjust to the darkness.

Ellen was wearing nothing but the t-shirt she slept in and a pair of white panties. She stared at him through the dim light. “I’m sorry I said that,” she whispered.

His body was brimming with arousal at seeing her so scantily clad. He walked towards her feeling dominant and possessive. He put his hand behind her neck, tipped his head to one side and kissed her deeply.

When he pulled away she looked a little stunned.

“You know he felt the same way, right?” he asked.

She froze for a moment. “W-what?” she stammered.

He kissed her again then lowered his mouth to her neck and laid a trail of kisses up and down along the side. He let one hand drift to her breast, the other falling to cover her panties. He rubbed the fabric and found it pleasantly damp. “He wanted you bad, Ellen. So bad,” he whispered.

She gasped and pressed her body closer against him. “You’re just saying that,” she said, but sounding like she desperately wanted what he’d said to be true.

“He told me this morning.” He pulled away from her neck and looked into her eyes. “He said nothing happened.”

She still looked stunned. “Of course nothing happened. It was all just platonic. I mean I thought it was all just me,” she said. Her eyes wandered side to side as she contemplated what this revelation meant.

“But you wanted it to happen?” James pressed her.

Her eyes shot up to his. “I mean that would have been totally wrong. So…no?” She sounded far from certain.

He slipped his fingers into her panties and down along her neatly trimmed pubes. He gently parted her folds with his middle finger and found the inside of her pussy soaked.

She trembled and gripped his arm at the touch.

“But you wouldn’t mind if it had?” he asked, his eyes probing hers for the truth. He slid his finger back and forth against her pussy.

She closed her eyes and sighed.

He moved her backwards, towards the bed. When they reached it he eased her onto it, then pushed her down onto her back and sat down beside her. He kept his hand in her panties, stroking her pussy, his cock throbbing in his pants. “You want Roger to fuck you?”

She gasped and her eyes went wide as she looked right at him. She gripped his arm again with both hands when he pushed his finger deeper into her pussy. “James?” she whispered.

“I bet he’d look good inside you,” he whispered, fucking his finger in and out of her pussy. He felt it squeeze as he said it.

“James!” she hissed. Her hips bucked up and down, though. She held onto his arm and helped him fuck her with his finger.

He pressed another one into her, stretching her tight entrance. “You thinking about his cock?” he asked.

Her thighs trembled and she looked down at his hand disappearing between her legs.

Desperate to feel the inside of her, he pulled his fingers out and tugged his belt open. He pushed his pants down his legs and pulled his shirt off over his head, then tugged her panties off. He pressed himself between her legs.

She reached down and gripped his cock. Her eyes widened again at finding him rock hard. She stroked him a few times.

He crawled up between her legs, gripped his cock and swiped the head against her moist pussy lips. He felt heat emanating from her interior. Kneeling between her legs, he pressed his thumb against her clit and began rubbing, moving his cock up and down her slit at the same time. “I bet it would look beautiful,” he whispered.

“James, what the…”

He silenced her by sliding his cock into her pussy.

Her ass rose up off the mattress as she offered it to him, obviously too hot to resist his entreaties despite his taboo dirty talk surprising her.

He leaned forward, watching his whole shaft glide into her, then letting his body fall on top of her. He stroked his cock in and out of her and stared into her eyes. “I think he wants it, too,” he said. He reached up and caressed her hair.

She whimpered and closed her eyes.

He ran a thumb along her lips.

She parted them and let him slip it into her mouth. As she opened her eyes she sucked on him, grinding her pelvis against his with each of his thrusts. “I think it would look so hot seeing you fuck him, baby,” he said.

Her mouth fell open and she gasped. She smacked her hands down on his ass and started pumping her hips back and forth hard as he fucked her.

He felt her pussy squeezing him, her nails digging into the flesh of his ass. She was so hot and sloppy between the legs he knew it had to have something to do with Roger. The thought of Roger replacing him in this position made his cock flex and harden.

He imagined sitting in the chair across from the bed, watching Ellen fuck her old mentor and making the same twisted expression she had on now as she came.

It snapped the base of his brain in just the right way. His cock seized, the shaft flooding with ejaculate. It burst out with a low grunt, filling Ellen’s tight interior with creamy, white batter. He groaned at the intensity and length of his orgasm.

When the peak had passed he started fucking her again, driving his cock in and out coated in their shared juices and chasing the last bits of pleasure out of his mind. He slowed and took a few deep breaths to calm his breathing. Then he pressed himself deep into Ellen and looked into her eyes.

She met his gaze with a shocked expression and didn’t look away.

The connection he felt to her was more intense than ever.

Slowly she relaxed her hands and let them drift up over his back, over his shoulders and onto his chest. She caressed his sides as she stared at him. “What was that?” she asked.

One corner of his mouth curled in a half-smile. He pulled his cock out of her and rolled onto his side next to her. His eyes fell to her breasts, so shapely and perky, the nipples still stiff with arousal. He petted his hand against her toned tummy, leaned in and kissed her cheek. “Thought it would be fun,” he said.

She turned her head to look at him. “Pretty kinky,” she whispered.

He smiled again. “What do you think?”

She looked left, then right, then smiled. “What do you mean, what do I think?”

“You want to make it happen?” he asked.

She shook her head. “You’re fucking with me, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Gimme another five minutes and I will be,” he said, grinning at her.

“James, you’re not serious,” she said. “Tell me you’re not serious.”

“Is that what you want to hear?” he asked her.

“I want to make sure you’re not losing your mind,” she said.

He gazed into her eyes and saw no fear or worry there. Shock, certainly. Curiosity, perhaps. She just needed a few nudges. “So it’s not a hard ‘no’ then?” he asked.

“I can’t believe you’re even talking about this. Does this turn you on?”

He nodded. He saw the gears start spinning in her mind. The calculations being made, the risks assessed and weighed. Arousal filled him at just the thought of her considering this as a possibility. “Why did you say what you said tonight?” he asked.

She looked at him sideways. “I don’t know,” she whispered. “Something felt off about talking to Mr…Roger all day and not being honest about that. It felt like I had to keep holding back about it, keep checking myself to make sure I didn’t let it out. I hope it didn’t make you feel bad to hear me say that.”

“It didn’t make me feel bad,” he replied. “Kind of had the opposite effect, actually.”

She furrowed her brow at him. “I’m sorry, James, this is just so unlike you. I just didn’t think of you as a kinky guy. I guess maybe I’m having a hard time with that.”

“I get that,” he said, nodding.

She scowled and looked down her body at her toes.

He let her think for a while. Then, when she didn’t say anything, decided she needed another nudge. “I want to watch you, Ellen.”

Her eyes widened again as she turned to look at him. “What?” she gasped.

“I want to watch you and Roger have sex.”

A look of alarm formed on her expression.

“Does that make you uncomfortable?” he asked.

She looked shocked. Not repulsed, though. “I’m not sure what it makes me, James. This is kind of a huge thing to be dropping on me on the first night of our road trip with Roger. Where’s all of this coming from?” she asked.

He shrugged. “A bunch of things, I guess. Seeing you at the wedding with all of your old school friends was kind of weird. Can I ask you something?” Excitement began building inside him again.

“Of course,” she said.

“Did you ever date any of those guys you introduced me to?”

She looked away, like it wasn’t something she cared to share with him. “I didn’t date a lot of guys back then,” she whispered.

One thing he did remember her telling him was that she didn’t lose her virginity until college. Which meant that she would have still been a virgin in Roger’s biology class.

He didn’t want to press her any harder on her past right now, though. That seemed like it was going into territory she didn’t want to explore. “Then you and Roger got talking. There was definitely some chemistry there. I could see it. You were kind of flirting with him.”

“I was not!” she insisted.

He shrugged again. “Whatever. Maybe it was just the way I saw it. It was kind of sexy. Seeing you doing that with him. I don’t know why.”

There was that look again. The look that meant her mind was working, moving ideas around, testing them out to see how she felt about them. She looked at him with a slight scowl. “Are you really serious about this?” she whispered.

His heart jumped and his cock twitched. She was really, seriously contemplating this. His erection came in fast and, with it, a ravenous hunger to feel it surrounded by her wet lips. He leaned towards her and kissed her.

When she started pulling him between her legs again, he resisted. He wanted her a little more raw than that this time. He pushed on her shoulder, rolling her onto her stomach. After swinging a leg over her ass he tugged her hips up.

He put his hands on her ass and his thumbs on her pussy lips, stretching them apart to find her just as wet as he’d left her, his load of cum still visible inside her. He pointed the head of his cock at her pussy and shoved it in with a hard thrust.

She gasped and whimpered.

He reached forward and wrapped her hair in a fist, then pulled her up onto her hands and knees. “I want to watch him fuck you, Ellen,” he said, bringing a hand down on her ass in a hard smack.

She drew in a sharp breath and her pussy squeezed around his cock. She loved that stuff. She loved getting thrown around and smacked. He smacked the other side of her ass and started driving his cock in and out of her.

He looked down at her ass cheeks clapping as he fucked her. She had a great ass, lean and toned and just round enough. He gazed down at the tiny orifice between them, the hole she’d never let him touch. He’d asked a couple of times but she’d insisted she wasn’t into anal so he’d stopped.

It wasn’t super important to him but he did fantasize about it. He rested his hand on her ass, his thumb less than an inch for her anus. He rubbed it up and down, hoping she’d take a liking to the sensation and ask for more. “I bet you’d look great with him fucking you like this,” he said.

“Oh god, James,” she moaned. She put her hands up on the wall and pushed back against each of his thrusts as he slammed into her.

He looked down again at his soaked cock. He had a good cock. Seven inches and change, and strong. It touched good parts of her. He could always make her come from intercourse. He could already feel her pussy squeezing him as another orgasm built up inside her.

He thought of watching Roger do the same thing. Haul her up onto her hands and knees and bang her from behind on the bed. It felt so fucking wrong but so fucking hot thinking about it. He jammed his prick deep inside her and she cried out. He groaned and his body shook as he emptied his balls inside her again.

Chapter Three

He was out at five to eight the next morning, the sun already blazing, promising a hot day. He tossed their suitcase into the cargo space and walked around to the driver side to get in and grab some coffees for them all.

The door to Roger’s room opened and he stepped out, pulling his suitcase behind him. He waved, let the door shut and walked over to the car.

James rolled the passenger side window down and leaned towards it. “Morning,” he said.

“Morning,” Roger said, leaning on the door. “Where’s Ellen?”

“Still passed out,” James replied. “I’m gonna run and get us coffees. You want to come?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure,” Roger said.

James pressed the button for the back hatch and it opened up again. “Toss your shit in the back,” he said, jerking a thumb over his shoulder.

Roger threw his suitcase in the cargo area then climbed into the car.

James backed out of the parking spot and pulled out onto the road to find a coffee shop. “You have a good night?” he asked.

“It was alright,” Roger replied, looking out the window. “Little restless.”

James put both hands on top of the steering wheel, arms straight. “Same,” he said.

“Oh yeah?” Roger asked. “Would have thought you’d be passed out after all that banging I heard through the wall.”

A slow smile curled James’ mouth. “Sorry about that,” he muttered, chuckling.

“No need to apologize. Made me a little jealous, though,” Roger said, laughing along with him.

James clenched the steering wheel a little tighter, steeling himself for what he was about to say.

Ellen hadn’t agreed to anything the night before but he could tell she’d been thinking about it. She hadn’t totally written it off as a possibility. He knew sometimes she just needed a little more time and a little encouragement from her man to try something new. He was sure this was one of those times.

He glanced at Roger. “I want you to have her,” he said.

Roger glanced sideways at him, then turned and looked out the passenger window. He stayed quiet for a few long moments. “You serious, man?” he asked.

“She wants it, too. Just needs to rearrange a few things in her head about it. We talked about it last night.”

“She said yes?” Roger asked, an urgency in his tone.

“Not quite. She’ll come around, though. I know my Ellen,” James said. He pulled into the drive-through of a coffee place and put in their order. Drove around the side of the building, paid and took three coffees from the server on a tray, handing them to Roger to hold.

Pulling out onto the road back in the direction of the motel, he glanced at Roger again. “There’s just one catch,” he said.

Roger looked at him. “Oh?” he said.

James turned his eyes back to the road. “I want to watch,” he whispered. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Roger mulling that over.

They drove back in silence and parked the car in front of the motel room.

“Here, put these in here,” James said, plucking the coffee cups out of the tray and popping them into the cup-holder in the centre console. “You mind going to return the keys? I’ll see if Ellen’s up. I’ll just let myself in.”

They got out of the car and James unlocked the door. He tossed the key to Roger, then slipped into the room.

Ellen gasped and covered her naked breasts. She was standing in the centre of the room wearing the little floral print, red and white skirt he’d laid out for her. She’d already put on her open-toed heels and her bra was halfway up her arms. She stared at him looking like a deer caught in headlights for a few moments. She blinked and shook her head. “I thought maybe…nevermind,” she muttered.

He smiled as he walked up to her. He sensed a nervous energy within her. Something unsettled and shifting. “You sleep good?” he asked, rubbing her arm.

She pulled her bra on and reached behind her back to clasp it. “I slept fine,” she said. “Hand me that shirt?” she asked.

He reached to the bed. He’d picked out a pretty little V-neck, white top. He watched her pull it on over her head, then smooth out the front. “That’s hot,” he whispered. “You look great.” He put a chin under her finger and tipped her head up, then kissed her gently on the lips.

As he pulled away she searched his eyes with her gaze. “What’s going on, James?” she asked.

He smiled a little wider. “We’re going on a road trip,” he replied.

A knock came at the door that startled both of them. He laughed and she joined him, chuckling and turning her head to one side, as if she was embarrassed by how intimate the previous moment had been.

He took her hand and walked her to the door, then pulled it open.

Roger’s eyes lit up when he saw her.

James looked at her, bathed in the morning sunlight. She looked spectacular. Youthful. Her toned body called to him and he could feel how badly Roger wanted her, too. It made his belly flutter. He stepped out through the door.

“Wow, Ellen. You look fucking spectacular,” Roger said.

James turned to see her reaction.

She blushed and smiled and looked totally embarrassed. He imagined she would have had the exact same reaction all those years ago if she’d heard Roger say that. He imagined how it would have meant even more to an impressionable young woman than it did now that she was married. There was no way she wouldn’t have gone for it if he’d said that to her back then.

He toyed with that idea. Roger being slightly creepy instead of the stand-up dude he seemed to be. Hitting on his favourite student and seducing her.

“No, I’m serious, Ellen,” Roger said, taking a step towards her.

Her shy smile faded and she looked up at him, startled.

“I mean it,” he said, leaning closer to her. “You look even more beautiful now than you did back then.”

James’ jaw dropped at the feeling that filled him. A roaring lust fuelled by the most powerful jealousy he’d ever experienced. Seeing another man, an older man, hit on his beautiful wife was like plugging an adrenaline drip right into his central nervous system.

The way Ellen looked into Roger’s eyes was haunting. Like she was finally living something she’d fantasized about so many times as a younger woman.

Roger looked totally confident. Almost full of himself. Not a hint of doubt about what he was doing. It wasn’t what James had expected.

He thought this would take time. Days at least. For Roger to make sure they were all on the same page, comfortable in what they wanted to do. For Ellen to come to terms with what he’d suggested and convince herself it wasn’t wrong or immoral.

Now it was happening in front of his eyes way faster than he’d expected. Yes, it was driving him wild with excitement and arousal, but he didn’t feel quite like the puppet master he’d hoped to be. He felt like he was being sidelined. Like some greater force was now working between Roger and Ellen, drawing them together.

He drew in a slow breath when Roger leaned in and pressed his lips against Ellen’s. He expelled it quickly when Ellen, without a single hesitation or missed beat, succumbed to the kiss and returned it, her hand rising to cradle Roger’s cheek.

He pressed a hand against his chest because it felt like his heart had stopped beating and he couldn’t breathe. The sun seemed to burn brighter and hotter as he watched the soon-to-be lovers sharing their first kiss.

His heart started with an adrenaline induced thud and he sucked in a raggedy breath. He swallowed the saliva that had pooled in his mouth.

Roger pulled away and gazed into Ellen’s eyes.

She stared into his, mesmerized.

“I’ve been thinking of doing that for almost ten years,” Roger whispered. He turned and walked up to James. “That do the thing you wanted?” he asked. He flashed a half-smile and clapped James on the shoulder. “Let’s hit the road!” he shouted. “Whoo!” He punched his fist in the air, then banged his hand on the roof of the car.

James was startled by the sudden change in his demeanour. He started to wonder if he’d miscalculated  something. Part of the reason this had seemed appealing was because Roger had come off as a bit cheesy, giving off middle-aged dad vibes. He was acting way more aggressive now, but that could have been because he was just high from kissing Ellen.

Ellen walked up to him and rested her hands on his hips. She looked up at him with a shy and puzzled smile. “You sure about this?” she asked.

The question nearly knocked him off his feet. He’d been expecting a slow burn. Reluctance. Cajoling. Ellen looked like she was ready to dive headfirst into bed with Roger at the first available opportunity. It felt a little out of control.

Ellen stood up on her tiptoes and kissed him on the lips.

His nostrils flared at the scent of Roger’s cologne still lingering on her skin. It drove pressure into his cock, hardening it. Sweet Ellen getting kissed by another man right in front of him. It made his head spin.

“I love you,” she whispered, then walked around him and got into the backseat with Roger.

Chapter Four

They drove north on the ninety-five, with Ellen and Roger in the back again, James keeping a close eye on them in the rearview mirror.

He could tell Roger was more comfortable now. His hands kept brushing against Ellen’s body the whole morning. The touches were plausibly deniable accidents but James could sense the intent behind them.

James sat in the front quietly, driving the car and stealing glances at what was happening in the back seat in the rearview mirror. It was still immensely sexually exciting thinking about Ellen and Roger hooking up. But it felt a little more dangerous now, too. A little less under his control.

Ellen was playing coy, pretending she didn’t notice all the little touches. Acting like the proper lady she thought of herself as being.

But James saw her face flush each time Roger’s hand connected with a part of her body. He saw the way her pupils dilated, the excitement in her eyes at what might happen later that evening.

He could see it in her eyes and he could see it in the shapes her body made. Seductive, alluring, enticing. Drawing Roger closer with her poses even as she pretended not to notice where his hands had touched.

It filled James with an excruciating tension. He’d only ever thought of Ellen’s sexuality in reference to himself. Thinking of it in the context of another man brought strong feelings of jealousy and lust that aroused him but that he felt like he could just barely control.

There were moments where it took everything he had not to shout enough already! at them in the back. He had to keep reminding himself it was his own doing. He had wanted this. He’d been curious about this.

They stopped for lunch at a Flying J. Spicy chicken sandwiches with fries and cola. The mood shifted as they ate, back to something more normal and manageable.

Ellen sat next to him like a good wife next to her husband.

Roger small-talked his way through lunch, telling them about his class back home and how it had been hard ever since Jeremy had left for college. He’d tried dating but nothing had ever worked the way he’d wanted. People got set in their ways as they got older and he didn’t feel like changing.

They all took a turn in the bathroom, then piled back into the car. Half an hour into the drive James saw Ellen starting to nod off in the backseat.

Roger noticed, too. He reached back into the cargo are and pulled a hoodie out of his suitcase. He rolled it up and laid it on his lap, then patted it. “You want to nap for real?” he asked, smiling at Ellen.

Ellen laughed and looked a little uncomfortable. She stole a glance at the rearview mirror and caught James’ eye.

“Knock yourself out, babe,” he said, doing a decent job of keeping the tension out of his voice. Tension brought on by the fact that his wife was about to rest her head in another man’s lap. A man from her past who she’d had a crush on or more.

He watched her disappear from view in the mirror. Then he allowed himself a glance over his shoulder to see her settling in, her head resting on the makeshift pillow on Roger’s lap.

They drove on in silence until he heard Ellen’s sweet little snore rising up from behind his seat. He looked in the mirror and saw Roger staring at him.

“We good?” Roger asked, whispering.

He paused a moment. This was his chance to put a stop to all this. He could tell Roger that he’d changed his mind and the let Ellen down gradually this evening telling her the same thing. There was no question in his mind that she’d understand. She might be disappointed but she’d understand.

But now that he’d thought up the dirty thing he wanted to see the dirty thing, too. It looked so raunchy in his mind’s eye he couldn’t stop thinking about it. It gave him so many feelings. So much angst and arousal and made his cock so hard. How could he not want to see it in real life? How could he possibly come this far and then back away.

“We’re good,” he whispered, nodding.

Roger nodded back. “That’s good,” he said. “Because I can’t stop thinking about how I’m going to fuck her brains out tonight.”

That warm feeling started at the back of his neck. It was hard to describe it exactly. But part of it made him feel like he was a fish at the end of a line with a hook in it’s cheek.

And Roger was holding the rod.

It wasn’t exactly humiliation. But it was something close.

“Hey how about I find us a little bit nicer place for tonight?” Roger asked. “Maybe something with a hot tub. You want me to look something up?”

James found that slightly irritating. One of the reasons they’d decided on the road trip was because they both loved old, run-down motels. There was something kitschy and fun about them. But he had no one to blame but himself. “Yeah. Sure,” he said. “Look something up for sure.”

Roger pulled his phone out of his pocket and started tapping and scrolling.

Chapter Five

Ellie woke up just as they were pulling off the highway. She looked around, bleary-eyed and smacking her lips, trying to clear the stickiness from her mouth after being asleep for a few hours.

She turned and looked at Roger and smiled. Then she seemed to remember the situation she was in and sat up a little straighter. She looked at the mirror and smiled at James. Reaching over the seat she squeezed his shoulder. “So? How’s everybody doing?” she asked.

James and Roger both laughed at her adorable, juvenile still-half-asleep quip. She chuckled with them as she leaned back in her seat and looked out at the sun starting to set in the west.

James drove about fifteen minutes north of the exit, to an AirBnB Roger had found and reserved for the evening.

He pulled the car onto a large farm property. Past the large, white wooden farmhouse and around it. Down a little lane that led to a cabin overlooking a man-made pond. “Wow,” he said, peering out the front windshield at the huge weeping willow standing next to it. “This looks amazing,” he said, chuckling.

“Where are we?” Ellen asked.

Roger smiled at her.

James pulled the car to a stop, put his arm over the backrest of the passenger seat and turned to look at her. “Roger wanted something a little different so he rented this place,” he said.

She looked out of the window in wide-eyed wonder at the lush, green scenery surrounding them. “Wow, thanks Roger,” she said.

He patted her knee and James thought he saw his smile go a little smug. “Let me know how much we owe you,” he said.

Roger waved a hand and shook his head. “Don’t even mention it. It’s my treat,” he said.

Ellen turned her head to look at him. “You don’t have to do that,” she said.

“Really. It’s my pleasure,” Roger said, putting a hand on her knee.

She looked down at where he’d touched her and James saw her mind spin up again. Questioning, calculating. Was this an exchange? A nicer place to stay for a shot at her pussy? She didn’t like being transactional about intimacy. She’d always insisted on paying for her own dinner when her and James had been dating.

He could see this unsettled her. “How about we figure all of that out later,” he said. “I’m dying to see what this place looks like inside.”

That seemed to give her permission to drop it, at least in her mind. She smiled at him, opened the door and got out of the car.

He and Roger did the same, stepping out into the sweltering heat and stretching after being cooped up in the car all afternoon.

Roger walked over to the little front stoop and opened the lockbox with the key in it. He inserted it into the deadbolt and twisted, then steeped inside as the door swung open.

James walked up to Ellen and took her hand. Together they followed Roger into the cute little cabin to look around.

The cabin had a small table with four chairs and a kitchenette behind it. To the left of the entrance three steps led to a sunken living room with a couch, an armchair and a large TV. Beyond the dining room was a bedroom with a queen sized bed. There was a bathroom tucked away behind the kitchenette.

“It’s so cute in here!” Ellen said, clasping her hands together.

“There’s only one bed,” James said, turning to Roger.

“The couch folds out. Figured I’d just sleep there,” Roger replied. He swung the door shut and looked around the place, smiling.

The mood turned awkward as a silence stretched out between the three of them. Roger broke it with a hokey laugh, clapping his hands together. “So, uh, things gonna feel like this for the rest of the trip? Cause if it is I might just get on a plane and fly up there after all,” he said, chuckling.

James forced out a laugh and glanced at Ellen, who was frowning.

“I think we should just do it,” she said, quietly.

Roger and James’ eyes widened. James stared at her, his ears ringing like he’d just been punched.

“Uh…what?” Roger asked.

“I don’t want it to feel like this,” Ellen explained. “I want it to feel normal. Natural. Before anyone said anything about being attracted to anyone else.”

James could feel his heart thumping in his chest. It wasn’t like Ellen to be this direct or aggressive about something she wanted. She was more of a go with the flow kind of gal. At the same time he was kind of grateful for her bringing it out in the open. He didn’t know how much more internal sexual tension he could stand. “You guys want to just go for it?” he asked.

Roger let out an awkward laugh and rubbed the back of his neck. “Just like that?” he asked. “No kiss, no lube? I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. I’m just…really nervous.”

Ellen looked at him with an odd curiosity in her eyes. She stepped towards him and took his hand in hers.

Roger’s eyes darted from Ellen to James and back again. He looked down at her holding his hand and let out a sigh.

James realized his cock had gotten rock hard just watching Ellen staring into Roger’s eyes.

“You don’t have to be nervous,” Ellen whispered, shaking her head.

Roger chuckled again. “I, uh, I haven’t been with anyone in a really long time,” he said.

Ellen’s eyes lit up and she bit her lip. She turned and looked at James, a blush rising to her cheeks. “You really want this?” she asked.

The quiet question felt like a giant ocean wave crashing over him. Did he really want to see his sweet Ellen getting sexually intimate with another man? He managed a slow nod.

A soft smile formed on Ellen’s mouth. She turned back and gazed up into Roger’s eyes again. “He wants to watch,” she said.

Roger’s eyes darted side to side. “Uh, yeah. I figured as much,” he muttered.

Ellen reached out and gently pressed her palm against Roger’s crotch. She drew in a soft breath at the feeling of his cock against her hand. “You don’t mind?” she asked. “If he watches?”

Roger glanced at James out of the corner of his eye. “I don’t mind,” he said, shaking his head.

Ellen looked down at her hand pressed against his pants. “This feels so weird,” she whispered.

“We don’t have to…” Roger said.

She looked up at him again. “I want to,” she reassured him. Grabbing his zipper between finger and thumb she pulled it down. She stared at the opening it made. Glancing up at him, she touched her palm against the grey fabric of his underwear and slowly rubbed it up and down.

James blinked, stunned by disbelief that this was actually happening. He the lump of Roger’s penis twitch, then begin to harden.

Biting down on her lip, Ellen lifted her hand and hooked her fingers into the elastic of Roger’s underwear. She slowly tugged them lower, exposing a trail of black hair and well-toned abs. She pulled them lower still, until the root of his cock was clearly visible.

Roger was staring at her with a fierce intensity.

James could only imagine what was running through his mind. He watched Ellen tug the underwear lower, then reach into them with her other hand. He gasped as she wrapped her hand around Roger’s burgeoning organ and pulled it free of the underwear.

Ellen giggled, covered her mouth with her hand and looked away.

Roger looked completely stunned.

“I can’t believe I just did that,” Ellen whispered, letting out another nervous giggle.

“We can…we can stop if you want,” Roger said.

Ellen composed herself and turned to look at him again. Her face was bright red. She shook her head, her hair bouncing along her shoulders. “I don’t want to stop,” she whispered. She reached down and lifted his heavy cock in both of her hands, admiring it like it was precious piece of artwork.

“This was my fantasy for so long,” Roger said. He reached out and tucked a tress of hair that had fallen over her face behind her ear.

Ellen smiled at what he’d said, staring at his cock and squeezing it gently in her hands. “Really?” she asked.

“Really,” Roger said.

Ellen smiled wider and rubbed her hands back and forth along his shaft. She bit down on the corner of her mouth and looked down at his cock in her hand.

James’ eyes fell to her hands. Roger had a couple inches on him and the uncircumcised head of his cock dangled over the edge of Ellen’s palm, peeking out from the wrinkly foreskin each time she rubbed him.

The sight of her working another man’s prick with her hands was astonishingly arousing. The arousal was laced with a potent jealousy that was hard to control. He couldn’t help but wonder how the fuck Ellen looked so comfortable touching another man’s penis like that?

The way she was staring at it made it abundantly clear that she’d thought about this before. She’d visualized doing this very thing, maybe even fantasized about it while she masturbated. She wore a determined look, like she was intent on giving her old teacher the best pleasure she could deliver.

She looked up at him, still blushing, with her eyes narrowed into a sexy stare. “Would it be okay if I sucked on it?” she whispered.

“Oh my god,” Roger groaned. He glared at her as she got onto her knees in front of him.

She glanced over her shoulder at James. “Was this what you had in mind?” she whispered.

He stared at her wide-eyed, too stunned to say anything. He managed another nod before she returned her attention to Roger’s penis.

Her eyes fluttered up to Roger’s, then to the side like she was too shy to look directly at him. She opened her mouth and let the tip of his cock graze against the pink flesh of her tongue.

“This is so wrong,” Roger said, shaking his head.

“Not anymore it’s not,” Ellen said. She wrapped her lips around his cock head and sucked him deeper into her mouth.

James could see the perverse fascination in Roger’s eyes as he watched his former student sucking. He saw the hungry desire in his stare, at the promise of getting in between Ellen’s legs.

As Ellen swayed back and forth Roger touched his fingers to her cheek. “Look at me, Ellen. Look at me,” he asked.

Ellen moved her eyes to his and her cheeks reddened as their gazes met.

Roger’s mouth opened. “Oh god, just like that. Just like that. Your mouth feels so good, Ellen. You’re doing such a good job. Keep going just like that,” he said, caressing her cheek with his fingers.

Ellen blushed hotter still as she stared into his eyes, driving half of his cock into her mouth.

What James found hardest to believe was that Ellen could look any more beautiful than she did every day. He’d only had eyes for her ever since they got engaged and never looked at other women. She was the centre of his world and always would be.

She looked twice as radiant performing oral on Roger. Who would have thought seeing her with a strange dick in her mouth would do that?

She looked just as intoxicated on the attention Roger was paying her as he seemed on the pleasure she was providing. She stared up at him as she accepted more of his girth into her mouth, the look in her eyes showing him how content she was on her knees in front of him.

It felt almost wrong to be so turned on by the sight but there was nothing James could do about it.

“Oh god, Ellen,” Roger groaned. “God that feels so good. You’re doing so good.”

Something twitched inside James at hearing Roger guiding her with his praise. He saw the way Ellen’s body relaxed, the way it swayed a little more seductively to please Roger even more.

She wrapped one hand around his cock and twisted it around the shaft as she continued sucking him.

“Just like that. You’re gonna make me come, Ellen. You’re gonna make me come,” Roger whispered.

Ellen pulled her mouth off of Roger’s cock and put both hands on it.

James let out a sigh of relief. Ellen rarely let him finish in her mouth and she’d never swallowed. He didn’t know how he would have reacted if she’d let Roger finish inside her.

She continued stroking him but her eyes fell to his cock. She stared at the glistening head as it poked out from her hands. Now that she’d taken him out of her mouth she seemed uneasy, uncertain of where to look or how to finish him.

Roger seemed less in the moment now, too. “I…I can finish myself if you want,” he muttered.

James winced at the awkward suggestion.

Ellen flashed a tight smile and gave her head a quick shake. She turned her head sideways, offering her cheek.

Roger bent at the waist as his cock flexed in her hand. A line of semen streaked from the head of his cock and landed in a pearly line across Ellen’s cheek.

She flinched and squeezed her eyes shut as she emptied the rest of his load onto her face.

Roger groaned and grunted, his body twitching as he climaxed. He watched himself ejaculate onto her face with renewed intensity in his stare. He let out a heavy sigh once he’d finished.

The few brutal seconds between the end of Roger’s climax and Ellen cautiously opening her eyes felt like an eternity to James. The air was heavy with the stench of semen. The silence was deafening.

Finally, Ellen opened one eye and glanced sideways at James. She slowly unwrapped her hands from Roger’s cock and put them in her lap.

“Here,” Roger said, stepping backwards and stuffing his cock back into his underwear. He walked quickly to the kitchen and grabbed a wad of paper towels, then walked back and handed them to Ellen. He muttered something about needing some fresh air, stepped around James without making eye contact and was gone a moment later.

Chapter Six

Ellen pressed the wad of paper towels against her cheek and wiped the cum off of her face. She stayed on her knees, looking away from James, even after she’d cleaned herself off.

James’ whole body was throbbing with arousal but he had no idea what to do or say. He shuffled sideways until he could see her eyes. It felt like he was seeing her for the first time again. Watching her giving Roger head had cast her in a whole new light. “You okay?” he finally asked.

She shot him a nervous, sideways glance and nodded. “You?” she asked.

He swallowed the gob of saliva that had pooled in his mouth and nodded. He knew he had to take the lead and push through the awkwardness that lingered between them. He got down on his knees in front of her and looked into her eyes. “That was so fucking hot,” he whispered.

She seemed at once relieved and slightly excited by what he’d said. “Really?” she asked. “Do you mean that?”

He nodded slowly, his eyes wandering over her blushing face. “I really mean it,” he confirmed. “How did it feel?”

She looked off to the side again, her shyness returning.

He put his palm on her cheek and turned her eyes to his. “How did it feel, Ellie? I want to know,” he whispered.

She nodded at him. “Good,” she whispered back. “It felt good. Did you really like it?”

“I loved it. It was so hot. I couldn’t believe how hot it was,” he said.

“Do you think he liked it?” she asked.

He let out a nervous laugh. “Uh, yeah. I’m pretty sure he liked it,” he reassured her.

“Why did he leave?”

He shook his head. “He said it’s been a long time. Maybe he just had some stuff he needed to process,” he said. He was aching to have sex with her but he didn’t want to rush her into anything. Desire gripped him when her eyes fell to his crotch, followed by her hand.

A smile formed on her lips as she brushed the tips of her fingers against his hard erection. “You really liked it?” she asked.

“I loved it, baby,” he said, caressing her cheek.

She glanced up at him. “You want me to do it to you?” she whispered.

“Oh my god,” he groaned. “Really? Yes. So badly yes,” he said.

“Stand up then,” she said, arranging herself on her knees the same way she had for Roger.

He scrambled to his feet and stood in front of her, undoing his pants and pulling his rigid cock out for her.

She smiled when she saw it and it drove him wild. He wanted to believe that she was happy seeing it. That the familiar sight of it made her relieved and content. She put on the same sultry eyes she had for Roger and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock just as eagerly.

She reached up between his legs and feathered his nut sack with her fingertips.

“Oh god, Ellen, that feels amazing!” he groaned. He didn’t realize just how close he was to and orgasm until her tongue began swiping along the underside of his glans. He reached out and touched her shoulder, hoping to extend the pleasure a little longer. “Be careful,” he said. “I’m, like, right on the edge.”

She delicately took him out of her mouth and stroked him slowly with her hand. She stared at his cock for a while, then looked up into his eyes again. “I want you to finish inside my mouth,” she whispered.

His eyes bugged. “Are you serious, baby?” he asked.

She nodded, blushing hotter again.

Her hand on his cock felt amazing but he knew he wasn’t going to last much longer. “Are you really sure about this?” he asked.

She bit her lip as she looked up at him again. “Positive,” she said, a moment before she sucked him in between her lips again.

She gave his cock long, slow pulls with her mouth, her wide eyes telling him she really did want him to finish inside.

He felt the muscles in his groin tighten and he grunted when she feathered his balls again. “Fuck! I’m coming!” Ejaculate flooded through his shaft and erupted into the hot interior of Ellen’s mouth.

Her eyes widened as it coated her tongue but she kept her lips wrapped tightly around his prick.

He watched the base of his cock flexing as he delivered the churning load inside his balls into her hungry mouth. He gasped when, even after he’d finished, she kept his cock in her mouth, gently stroking the underside with her tongue and coaxing every last drop of semen from him.

She finally pulled off with a soft pop of her lips. She looked side to side for a moment, then picked up the wad of paper towels and spit his semen out into it. “Sorry,” she muttered.

He stuffed his cock back into his pants and sank to his knees. “There is absolutely zero reason to be sorry, baby,” he said. “That felt amazing.”

She flashed a shy smile again and looked off to the side. “This still feels weird,” she said. “I don’t want it to feel weird.” She shook her head.

“What can I do? You shouldn’t feel weird. You looked so beautiful doing that. I couldn’t stop staring at you,” he said, rubbing her shoulder.

“Really?” she asked.

“Really. I’m serious. I couldn’t stop. It was like there wasn’t anything in the world but you, Ellie. You looked gorgeous,” he said.

She looked sideways at him. “You still want to see me have sex with him?” she asked.

“Oh my god,” he groaned, closing his eyes. “So badly,” he admitted.

A knock sounded at the door and Ellen turned to look over her shoulder. “Come in!” she called out.

The door opened a crack and Roger poked his head in. His eyes widened when he saw them both kneeling on the floor. “Everything okay?” he asked. “Everybody okay?”

Ellen smiled at him, put her hands on James’ shoulders and stood up. “Everybody’s okay,” she said, turning and walking to the door. She opened it wider, took Roger’s hand in hers and pulled him inside.

Roger gave her a sheepish smile, then did the same to James.

James scrambled to his feet and felt the awkwardness return with Robert’s presence.

Something had changed about Ellen, though. The look in her eyes was different than what he’d seen when they were alone just a moment ago. There was something devious, something impish to the way she was looking at Roger.

“Are you okay?” she asked him.

Roger nodded. He stared deeply into her eyes.

She turned and looked at James over her shoulder with a look that froze him in place where he was standing. “James thinks we should just do it,” she said.

Roger’s eyes widened. He raised his hands and put them on her shoulders, then let them glide down her arms.

She turned and looked into his eyes again. “What do you think?” she asked, her voice a whisper.

“Oh, Ellen,” he whispered back, closing his eyes. He rubbed his hands up and down her arms again. “Ellen, I don’t know,” he said.

James was taken aback by the response. He didn’t know? He’d been pining for this exact thing, hadn’t he?

“I think you do,” Ellen said. She shrugged his hands off of her arms and pinched the chest of his shirt and started walking him towards the small bedroom. She flashed James a mischievous smile as she passed him that bored straight into his heart.

When she got to the bedroom she spun around to face Roger. Grabbing her shirt, she pulled it up over her head and threw it to the side. She put her hands on her hips and locked eyes with Roger. “How about now?” she asked.

Roger covered his mouth with a hand. His eyes roamed to her breasts and waist and back to her chest again. “Ellen I don’t know. It’s so personal. So intimate,” he said, shaking his head. “I’d never want to do anything to jeopardize the memories you have of me.”

James saw the transformation in Ellen’s demeanour in real time. All of her cutesy niceness evaporating and the hardened look of a femme fatale taking it’s place on her expression. She grabbed the underwire of her bra and slowly pulled it up.

Her breasts slipped slowly out of the bra. Roger gasped when she revealed her stiff nipples. He chewed on his lip as he contemplated her naked torso and the promise it brought of even more pleasure.

“How about now?” she asked.

Roger let out an awkward laugh, then rubbed the back of his neck. “You’re killing me, Ellen,” he said.

Tossing the bra to one side, she made a big show of wiggling out of her skirt and panties until she was standing completely naked in front of him with just her sandals on.

His eyes fell to the alluring trail of pubic hair that led to her pussy.

She stepped up closer to him, their bodies only a few inches apart. “How about now?” she asked.

His hands rose to her chest and he cupped her breasts, kneading them and running circles around her nipples with his thumbs.

She reached out and tugged his belt loose, undid the button on his pants and drew the zipper down.

They fell, pooling at his feet.

She sank to her knees, pulling his underwear down his legs as she went.

His half-hard cock swayed up from in between his legs, presenting itself for her again.

She wasted no time wrapping a hand around it, then her lips, and sucking him with those long slow pulls that had already made him come once.

He rested a hand on the top of her head, closed his eyes and groaned. “Oh, fuck, Ellen. That feels so fucking good.”

She looked to the side, meeting James’ gaze.

He gasped at the sight of her staring at him with her mouth full of Roger’s cock. She really did look more beautiful than he’d ever seen her sucking on that prick.

She put on a show for him, sliding it sideways in and out of her mouth so the head bulged out one side of her cheek. She opened her mouth and let her tongue hang out, sliding it side to side against the edge of the shaft until it was hard and arcing slightly upwards.

She looked up at Roger again and smeared the slimy head of his cock against her cheek. “How about now?” She let go of his cock and slowly crawled backwards on all fours until she got to the bed. She got up on her knees, put her hands on the mattress and hoisted herself up onto it. As she laid down on her back she raised her feet into the air and spread her thighs, inviting Roger to look at her greasy slit between her legs.

Roger nearly tore his shirt off in his excitement. He tossed it to the side and kicked his shoes off, then walked towards the bed and sank to his knees, his eyes glued to her snatch. “Oh god, Ellen,” he whispered.

She reached a hand around the back of his head and pulled his mouth against her sex.

He licked her slowly from the bottom of her hole to the peak, inhaling her scent as he went.

Ellen turned and looked at James. “Like this?” she asked.

The quiet question pulled him from his erotic bubble and into the room with them. He nodded, his cock already hard again from seeing Ellen take the lead so aggressively.

Roger put shoved his hands between the mattress and her ass and raised her pelvis, feasting on her pussy with his mouth.

She sighed and raised her hips, offering him every part of her he could want. She kept her hand on the back of his head as she stared at James.

She’d never taken charge like that with him. He wondered what had prompted her to do it with Roger?

Roger pulled his mouth away from her pussy and wiped her juices from it with the back of his hand. His cock was rock hard pointing up from between his legs. He looked up into her eyes. “Are you sure about this?” he asked.

His apprehension, now that he was so close to her juicy target, filed down some of the hardest edges of James’ jealousy. This was just a guy who hadn’t been with a woman in a while who had this golden opportunity spread out before him making sure to get consent three times at least.

Ellen put a hand on Roger’s arm and pulled him up off of his knees. She backed up on the bed, then laid down on her back and guided his body between her legs. “I want this. You want this. My husband wants this. Let’s do it. I want you inside of me, Roger. I want to feel your cock inside my body.”

Roger closed his eyes and let out a breath.

She reached between his legs and wrapped her hand around his cock. She pulled him closer, to where she could run the throbbing head along the glistening line of her pussy lips.

He shuddered as he felt her hot wetness.

“You feel that?” she asked. “Do you feel how hot and wet my pussy is for you?”

A ripple of jealous arousal worked it’s way down James’ back.

She stole a glance at him, a wicked smile flashing on her lips. “I know you want to feel the inside of me, Roger,” she whispered. “I’m yours. Take me.”

James’ cock throbbed as he watched her point Roger’s cock head at her entrance.

“Oh Ellen,” Roger whispered. “Oh god. You feel so good,” he said as she slipped the head of his cock into her pussy.

She drew in a quick breath and her eyes fell to where he was entering her. Her back arched and her body stiffened, her hand still wrapped around Roger’s shaft.

“Oh,” Roger grunted. He planted a fist next to her head, flexed his ass muscles and pressed more of his organ into her.

“Oh god,” Ellen whimpered. She stared at his cock disappearing into her. “Oh god, that’s thick,” she said. She pressed her fingers against his chest. “Just…hang on a sec,” she said. She wiggled her hips, adjusting to the unfamiliar girth of his penis.

“If it’s too much,” Roger began.

She shook her head and stared into his eyes. “I want to feel all of it,” she said. She wrapped her arm around his body and pressed her hand against his ass cheek. “I want to feel all of it,” she repeated.

Roger stroked it in and out a few times, then probed deeper into her.

Her hands fell to her sides and she arched her back higher, her eyes widening. “Oh my god,” she gasped.

Roger’s eyes roamed up her body and met hers. Something hardened in his gaze. He lifted his hand and ran his thumb along the line of her lips.

She opened her mouth and let him press his thumb against her tongue. She wrapped her lips around it as seductively as she had on his cock and stared at him. “I want all of it,” she whispered.

Roger gritted his teeth. With a hard thrust of his hips, he drove his whole shaft into her drooling pussy.

She gasped again and writhed under him on the bed. She let out a high-pitched mewl as he held his cock inside her.

His hand slipped from her mouth to her neck. He wrapped his hand around her throat and grinned at her. “You feel fucking amazing,” he growled.

James’ eyes bugged at the sudden change in Roger’s tone. There was a guttural, feral note to his voice that was the exact opposite of the man who had just been pleading for her reassurances that this was all okay.

Ellen got a wild, slightly scared look in her eye as she stared at him. “Fuck me!” she demanded.

Roger grinned wider. He drew his cock out of her and slammed it back in, shaking the bed and making the headboard knock against the wall.

Ellen gasped, then moaned, lifting her shoulder blades off the bed and presenting her tits for him.

He accepted her invitation. His hand slipped to her chest and fondled her breasts. He squeezed her nipples, making them even harder than they had been. Then he started thrusting in and out of her in a smooth and even rhythm.

Ellen’s limbs flailed around him. She wrapped her arms around him and dug her nails into his back as her feet kicked at the backs of his thighs.

Roger fucked her faster. He had a frenzied look in his eye as he stared at her. He put his hand around her throat again as the bed scraped along the floor.

Ellen pulled her hands from his back and wrapped them around his wrist but she didn’t seem distressed by the light choking. She turned her head slightly to look at James.

The glance shook his body again. Roger was really pounding her now, her tits slapping against each other with each thrust and her body shaking. This was no gentle fuck. He was giving it to her rough and hard and seeing her get used like that nearly made James come in his pants.

As her mouth opened he realized she was getting close to coming. Coming from Roger’s fat, long cock stroking in and out of her. He lowered his eyes and touched a hand to his aching crotch. When Ellen started moaning he looked up at her again.

She was looking at Roger now. Staring into his eyes as he fucked her relentlessly on the bed. Her body tensed beneath him and then she let out a shrill shriek as a climax tore through her.

James imagined what her pussy felt like squeezing around Roger’s penis. When Roger started to groan James realized no one had mentioned what would make an appropriate finish.

Roger was plying into her bare and unprotected.

James couldn’t imagine what it would feel like watching Roger’s load leaking out of Ellen’s beautiful pussy. That felt like it would just be too much for him. Too intimate.

Roger was going faster and harder, his face red and his breathing heavy. He, too, was obviously getting close and might finish at any moment.

“Please don’t come inside her,” James muttered.

Ellen’s head rolled to the side and she furrowed her brow.

James realized he must not have spoken loudly enough. “Please don’t come inside her!” he said.

“Huh?” Roger grunted, turning his head to one side. “Fuck. I’m gonna fill that pussy,” he growled.

“Please! No! Please pull out! Please don’t come inside her!” James shouted.

Roger’s body stiffened. He seemed to connect what James had said to what was happening. He jerked his cock out of Ellen’s pussy and grabbed it. Getting up on his knees he stroked it furiously.

A blob of ejaculate bubbled out and landed in a fat white puddle on Ellen’s pelvis. A thick line shot out next, reaching all the way to her nipples and streaking across her belly.

Ellen arched her back and put her hands on her breasts, massaging them for Roger’s viewing pleasure as he coated her with his seed.

Roger let out a few more grunts as his balls tucked up between his legs. He emptied his load onto her naked body, then his shoulders sagged and his hands fell to his sides.

The stench of fresh sex hung in the air.

A moment later Roger let out a soft chuckle. He looked over his shoulder at James, then turned to Ellen and drew his hand along her side and down her leg. “Fuck that was hot,” he muttered.

Ellen bit her lip and nodded at him.

Roger shuffled sideways and got up off the bed. He seemed completely unashamed of his own nudity and much more confident than he’d been before he got his cock inside Ellen. “That do it for you, big guy?” he asked as he passed James. He chuckled again, then walked out of the room and closed the door behind him.

Chapter Seven

James stared at Ellen until he heard the water in the shower running. He watched her get up on one shoulder, her face still red with sexual excitement. She blushed hotter as she watched him. “Come here,” she whispered.

He felt like a zombie walking towards the bed. He sat down on the edge, unable to tear his eyes away from her. She seemed different. Changed.

He felt different inside, too. He hadn’t expected that. He hadn’t really given any thought to the aftermath of watching her having sex with someone else. His insides churned with anxiety and arousal.

“Take your clothes off, silly,” she whispered, letting out a little giggle.

He stood up and took his clothes off, feeling like a virgin and this was his first time being with a woman. It made him feel vulnerable, even a little scared, but his desire for her drove him into the bed next to her.

“Did you like it?” she asked, brushing the underside of his chin with a finger.

He nodded.

“Are you feeling okay?” she asked.

He nodded again. He wondered how she could possibly be so casual, so easy-going with him after what had just happened. She’d just fucked another man. She seemed like it hadn’t affected her at all. “Are you okay?”

She laughed quietly and he had to exert a great deal of will not to take it personally. “I’m doing pretty good, yeah,” she said.

He wanted to ask her about the choking. Had she liked it? Was it something she wanted him to do? But he didn’t want to pepper her with questions when she was obviously in a way more cheerful headspace than the one he was in.

She almost seemed like she was back to her old, usual self.

“Did you like it?” he finally asked her.

She smiled wider, leaned forward and kissed him gently on the lips. “Yes,” she whispered. “Very much. I’m so impressed you just stood there and watched that. For the record I’d probably go totally insane if I saw you doing that with another woman.”

He shook his head. “I don’t want any other women. I only want you,” he said.

“Do you want me now?” she asked.

“So bad,” he whispered, pressing his forehead against hers.

She pulled away and rolled onto her back, spreading her legs for him the way she had for Roger. “Then what are you waiting for?” she asked.

He crawled in between her legs, the scent of her used sex invading his nostrils and further exciting him. He didn’t even care that she had another man’s semen all over her body. He laid down on top of her and pressed the head of his cock against her pussy lips.

She drew her hands down his back and onto his ass. She hitched her legs up, preparing for his entry.

He shuddered and groaned as he slipped his cock into her pussy. It was hot and more spacious than usual. It was still pleasant sinking into her but her pussy didn’t have the same, tight grip that he was used to. “You feel so good,” he whispered.

“So do you,” she replied, smiling at him and caressing his arms with her hands.

“I’m not gonna last long,” he confessed. His balls felt so full even though she’d just made him come earlier that evening.

“Then just lie there for a few minutes,” he said.

He had to stifle a groan at the suggestion. He’d just watched Roger fucking her brains out and now that he, her husband, was inside her he wouldn’t be able to last more than a few minutes.

“Was it hot?” she asked him.

“It was so hot, Ellen. I nearly came in my pants.”

She covered her mouth and giggled. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to laugh. I don’t think I’ve ever heard you say anything like that before.”

He smiled at her, revelling in her good mood and seeing her back to her old self again. “I’m gonna fuck you that hard one day. I promise. Just not today. I’m so fucking close right now. I’m gonna fuck you like that, if that’s what you like.” He moved his hand to her neck and tried to wrap it around the way Roger hand.

Her smile tightened and she put a hand around his wrist, drawing his fingers away from her throat. “You don’t have to do that, James. I love the way you make love to me. It doesn’t have to be like that.”

He scowled at her. “But you liked it?” he asked.

She drew in a breath, held it for a moment, then smiled at him again. “You’re my husband. It’s different. I want to feel your love not just like I’m getting fucked.”

His scowl deepened and he shook his head, confused. “But you liked it?” he repeated.

She glanced sideways and chewed on her lip. “I liked it. It’s just…different if it’s someone else. Let’s not worry about it for now,” she said.

He didn’t understand. She looked like she’d loved getting fucked hard and rough, Roger’s hand wrapped around her neck. Why was it different with him?

He didn’t want to make a big deal about it. He stroked his cock gently in and out of her, the aching tickle and desire to shoot his load into her swelling between his legs. He felt it throb against the walls of her pussy.

“Come inside me, James,” she whispered.

“I want to make you feel good,” he replied.

“I do feel good. I want you to come inside me,” she said.

He closed his eyes and thrust his cock slowly in and out of her a few times. He felt pleasure releasing up and down parts of his body. “Fuck,” he grunted. “I’m gonna come.”

“Come inside me, James,” she whispered again.

He groaned as the dam burst and he felt the rush of squishy liquid through his shaft. He buried his head against her neck as his hips twitched, emptying his load into her soft hole.

***

“You did what?”

“I booked it for another night,” Roger said. He was standing in the kitchen stirring a spoon in his coffee mug.

James had dressed and packed his bag while Ellen groaned under the covers trying to get herself out of bed. He hadn’t slept more than half the night, his mind racing with visions of Ellen getting fucked by Roger. “We’ve kind of got a timetable to keep, though,” he said.

Roger shrugged. “We’re on vacation, remember?” he said, smiling. He took the spoon out of the coffee mug and brought the mug to his lips and took a sip.

James wasn’t sure what to say. Roger seemed…different than he had the day before.

An erotic tension gripped James as he watched Roger’s hands appear from behind Ellen’s body, wrap around her and caress her sides.

Roger tipped his head to one side and laid a line of kisses up and down her neck.

Ellen’s body undulated against him. She let her head fall to the side, exposing the flesh on her neck for him. She closed her eyes as she put a hand over his.

James stood staring at them. They were just a few feet away and yet he felt like he was in an entirely different world.

Roger was getting bolder with his touches now. His hands circled around her and cupped her breasts, which made her sigh. “God, I’ve been waiting so long for this,” he whispered. He gently kneaded her breasts.

Ellen’s eyes fluttered open and widened. She looked at James, as if only just then realizing what she was doing in front of him.

The guilty look in her eyes slayed him. He could see she was enjoying Roger’s touch. She was loving this. He mouthed the words ‘it’s okay,’ hoping she’d take it as permission to lose herself in the moment.

She did. She closed her eyes again and brushed her fingers against Roger’s arm.

One of his hands fell between her legs and up under her skirt, rubbing her pussy through her underwear. “Are you ready to be a dirty little slut for me, Ellie?” he whispered.

The shock of hearing him call her Ellie was so intense it pushed James back a step. The air left his lungs and he couldn’t breathe for a few seconds.

Ellie was what she called herself. She didn’t even like it when he used the nickname. It didn’t seem to be a problem when Roger said it. Even after he’d asked her if she was going to be a dirty little slut.

“I want to hear you say it, Ellie. Say it for me, baby,” Roger whispered, his hands getting greedier and grabbier.

She opened her eyes and looked sideways at James.

He stared at her with his mouth open, wondering what hearing her say it was going to do him.

“I’m gonna be your dirty little slut,” she whispered.

Roger closed his eyes, groaned and pawed at her lithe body.

She held James’ gaze, seeming unperturbed by Roger grabbing at her.

Roger hooked his fingers under the bottom of her shirt and slowly peeled it up her body, then over her head.

She raised her arms in the air, then let them fall to her sides again.

Roger unhooked her bra and guided the straps down her shoulders, then let it fall away. He looked over her shoulder, then kissed it as he thumbed her hardening nipples. “Does your husband seem entertained?” he whispered.

Ellen’s gaze fell to James’ midriff.

He followed with his, staring at the giant erection poking up through his jeans. He realized his entire body was crackling with arousal. So much tension he felt like he might burst. He looked up again and watched Roger handling Ellen’s breasts and his cock throbbed harder.

He locked eyes with her, lost in the depth of her gaze.

“Yes,” she whispered.

Roger, still fondling her tits, started chuckling. He looked up over her shoulder at James and grinned. “Yes,” he said. “Yes he is.” He turned her slowly around until she faced him. He bent at the waist and kissed each of her breasts, squeezing them with his hands.

Reaching down to his crotch, he unzipped his pants and reached inside.

Ellen and James both drew in quiet breaths when he pulled his cock out. It was at least two inches longer than James’ and about half as thick. The sort of cock you’d expect to see in a professional porn movie not in the wild, not in real life. It was cut and just slightly darker than his olive complexion. The coronal ring was thick and tapered to a blunt tip.

He wrapped his hand around it and stroked it a few times. “You like it, Ellie?” he asked.

She stared at it and nodded.

“You want to touch it?”

She nodded again.

Roger looked up at James. “You want to see your wife touch another man’s cock again, buddy?” he asked.

James shook his head. Waves of heat were washing down the back of his neck and back. He felt like he’d stepped out of the spacetime continuum and was in some sort of suspended animation.

“You want to see it?” Roger asked.

James nodded. There was nothing he wanted more in that moment.

Roger took Ellen’s wrist and brought her hand to his prick. He put his hand over hers and closed it until she was gripping his shaft. He pulled his hand away, giving James his first view of Ellen holding another man’s cock.

Being in his late twenties, James still had enough testosterone to have a healthy libido. He still often got spontaneous erections out of nowhere and masturbated a few times a week in addition to the healthy sex life he shared with Ellen.

The sight of her gripping Roger’s cock supercharged his arousal. The sight tapped a deep point in his subconscious, inaccessible to the part of his mind that was self-aware. It hummed through him as if his whole being was tuned to the frequency at which it resonated.

The only thing he could be certain of in that moment was that he wanted to see that cock fucking Ellen. Nothing else mattered.

“Look at him, Ellie. Look at your man. Look at the way he’s staring at you. You ever seen a man look at a woman like that? He’s yours totally and completely. There’s nothing you could do that would change that. Isn’t that right, buddy?” Roger asked.

James locked eyes with Ellen and nodded.

A few tiny muscles in her face twitched, changing her expression from mild concern to visible relief. A tiny smile turned up the corners of her mouth. She moved her hand along Roger’s cock, as if testing to see if James could stand it.

He drew in a slow breath as he watched her delicate hand stroking the hardening vulgarity that was Roger’s penis.

Roger put one hand on his hip and grabbed her breast with the other. He squeezed it a few times, then rubbed his thumb over the hard nipple. “You’re so fucking sexy, Ellie,” he whispered. “You have no idea how badly I wanted to do this. So fucking sexy.”

He was staring at her with laser focus. As if there was nothing else in the world for him at that moment but her beautiful, naked body.

James ears started to ring. His cock hardened in time with Roger’s.

Ellen twisted her hand around Roger’s shaft. She stroked the underside a few times, studying his reactions, learning what pleased him. She reached between his legs with her other hand and cupped his balls.

He groaned, put his hand on the back of her neck and pressed his forehead against hers. “You gonna’ suck it for me, baby?” he asked. “You gonna’ put that cock into your mouth for me?”

Ellen looked sideways again. Checking in with James, waiting for his reaction.

He trembled as he gave her another nod. Direct permission to put Roger’s cock into her mouth.

She sank slowly to her knees holding onto Roger’s prick. She gripped the root with one hand and stroked the head with her other.

Roger brushed her hair off of her face. “Tell your wife to suck my cock,” he said, staring at James.

James still felt like he was suspended in mid-air. His fascination with the view of Ellen touching another man so intimately had no borders or boundaries. He felt like he could watch it forever. “Suck his cock,” he whispered.

Ellen drew in a breath and glanced at him with a new light in her eye. She stared at him in quiet fascination, obviously moved by hearing him demand something so vulgar.

Roger grinned. “She likes that,” he said. “Say it again, bud.”

James felt like he was getting pulled into a three-way dance with Roger leading. He was helpless to stop it. “Put his cock in your mouth and suck on it,” he said.

A faint smile flickered on Ellen’s lips. She turned her head, licked them, then lasciviously wrapped them around the head of Roger’s prick.

“Oh fuck!” Roger groaned, bending his knees as she slowly started rocking back and forth. “Look at me. Look at me,” he said, pointing to his eyes. “You always have to look at me. If my dick’s in your mouth you’re looking up at me.”

Ellen’s eyes darted sideways first before she forced herself to look up at him.

The energy moving between them in that stare sent a buzz humming down James’ back straight into his ballsack. Seeing Ellen so totally dominated amplified it.

Roger cupped her chin and stopped her swaying. He moved his hips forward and back, making it clear who was in charge. He would be the one fucking her mouth if he pleased. He turned to look at James. “This gettin’ you in the rocks, bud?” he asked, grinning.

James couldn’t tear his eyes away from Ellen. He nodded, wincing as he watched Roger press more and more of his cock into her mouth.

Ellen let out a cough and a gagging sound.

Roger pulled his cock out of her mouth and let go of her chin.

As she caught her breath he removed his pants and underwear, then wagged his cock in front of her face. “You like sucking dick? You want some more?” he asked.

James glared at him. This wasn’t the same guy he’d asked to have sex with Ellen. That guy had been kind and respectful. This guy was an arrogant prick. He turned to look at Ellen and was about to tell her she didn’t have to do anything she didn’t want to do when he saw her nod at Roger.

It stunned him and he felt like his stomach had hollowed out. Was Ellen, a self-respecting, confident woman, really enjoying being degraded in this way?

Roger grinned as he pushed his cock into her mouth again.

She obediently stared up at him. After a few thrusts, she cupped her perky breasts and squeezed them together, then jiggled them in her hands for Roger’s pleasure.

Roger put a hand on the top of her head and closed his eyes.

She took the opportunity to glance at James.

James was floored by how hot she looked with that cock pumping in and out of her lips. His jaw dropped as he stared into her eyes, Roger’s balls swinging beneath her chin.

She quickly looked up again when Roger looked down at her.


“I bet that pussy’s getting pretty wet, huh? Being a porn star for your man turning you on, slut?” he asked her. “Put your hand between your legs.”

Ellen pressed a hand between her thighs and rubbed herself a few times.

“Now let me see it,” Roger demanded, still fucking her mouth.

She raised her hand to show him two glistening fingers.

“No, no, baby,” he said, smiling with one side of his mouth and shaking his head. “Not for me. For him.” He nodded and looked over at James. “Come on bud. Come over here and sample what your wife tastes like when she’s getting face-fucked by another man.”

James glowered at him but was still too stunned by Ellen’s submission to say anything. He shuffled forward, his eyes on her fingers. He wasn’t sure what made him do it. Roger was being kind of a bully, wasn’t he? Why play into it?

His mind took a dark turn as the answer presented itself. He liked it. He liked seeing Ellen dominated like this. He was as aroused as he’d ever been. His cock was hard and he was willingly watching her be degraded. He scowled at Roger, feeling both guilty and resentful.

“Don’t pretend you don’t want to know, Jim,” Roger said.

James took Ellen’s hand and bent at the waist. He sniffed the tips of her fingers. The familiar scent of her arousal juices made his cock throb.

She watched him as he slipped the fingers into his mouth and sucked them clean.

It felt like his own act of submission to Roger. Tacit permission to continue treating Ellen this way.

“Tastes good, doesn’t it?” Roger demanded.

James looked into Ellen’s eyes. “Yes,” he whispered.

Her eyelids shut momentarily, as if hearing his answer aroused her even more. She turned her eyes up and looked at Roger again.

“Beautiful. Just beautiful,” Roger whispered. “You swallow?”

Ellen shook her head.

Roger smiled. “You will,” he said, running his thumb along her lip. He pulled his cock out of her mouth and tugged on the end, pointing it at her chest. He let out a shuddering breath.

James flinched as a glob of cum shot from the tip and splattered across Ellen’s chest.

She reached up and fondled Roger’s balls as he jerked himself off onto her tits.

When he finished, he put his hands on his knees and bent over to catch his breath. He stood up shortly after. “Beautiful,” he whispered. “I’m gonna hit the shower. James why don’t you see what you can do about lunch?” he called out as he walked towards the bathroom.

Chapter Eight

James stood staring at the creamy semen running into the crevice between Ellen’s tits. His cock was painfully erect. He felt a deep and unrelenting urge to have sex with her. Why seeing her covered in another man’s cum would do that he had no idea.

“Can you get me a towel or something?” she asked, quietly.

His eyes moved to hers and his heart melted at her sweet gaze. “You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” he said.

She scowled and raised a hand to cover her breasts, as if suddenly shy. “Can you just get me something so that I can clean this up?” she asked.

He nodded, rousing himself from his stupor. He walked to the small kitchenette and found a roll of paper towels. He tore off four or five sheets and walked back over to Ellen.

She had stood up and was shielding her chest with her arm. She took the towels and mopped up the gooey residue of Roger’s emission, then handed it back to James.

As he walked to the trash she put on her bra and shirt and buttoned it up. When he walked back over to her again she gave him a worried look. “What did you mean by that?” she asked.

He was puzzled. She seemed offended by what he’d said. “Just, the way he was talking to you,” he said. “You don’t have to put up with that if you don’t want to.”

She scowled again. “He was just playing around, James. Hamming things up. Do you want me to stop?” she asked.

It was hard to know what to say. He didn’t want her to stop. She genuinely seemed like she’d enjoyed what Roger had done. “I just wanted to make sure you were comfortable, is all,” he explained.

She regarded him with mild skepticism for a few moments. “Well, did you like what you saw or what?” she asked.

He let out a breath and put a hand over half his face, realizing he must have been giving off serious negative vibes. “Babe, it was totally hot,” he whispered. “I just started worrying about you when he started talking like that.”

“Well don’t worry about me. I can stick up for myself. You’re sure you want to keep going with this?” she asked.

He got up close to her, his mouth just a few inches from hers. “I want what you want,” he whispered. “But it was totally hot, Ellen. I’m sorry I gave you the impression I wasn’t into it.”

“It’s okay,” she said, giving her head a shake. “Why don’t you see about dinner?”

“Don’t forget about the wine!”

They both turned to see Roger emerging from the bathroom totally naked, a towel draped over one shoulder. He pulled it off and wrapped it around his waist and walked outside in his bare feet.

James found it a little unnerving that he was so casual about being naked in front of the two of them.

Roger returned with his suitcase. He wheeled it over to the couch, then plopped it on it’s side before rummaging through it. He pulled out a pair of flip-flops, tossed them onto the floor and slipped them onto his feet. “What’s with putting the shirt back on? You gonna make me do all that work again?” he asked Ellen, flashing a half-smile.

She returned the smile, shyly looking down at the ground. “You want me to…”

“I want you naked,” he interrupted. “Any time we’re alone you are to not be wearing any clothes. How’s that?”

Ellen looked up at James, blushing and smiling.

He still didn’t like the commanding tone Roger was taking with her. But she’d made it clear she didn’t mind. He’d just have to get over it and enjoy the ride.

“Come on, Jim. You mind if I call you Jim?” Roger asked.

“I guess not,” James replied.

“Get on your phone and get an app out and find us some food, fella! I’m fucking starving. You,” he said, pointing at Ellen, who had started removing her clothes. “You come with me.” He walked up to her, pressed his lips against hers and plunged his tongue deep into her mouth.

James flinched at the gesture, then gasped when Ellen melted in Roger’s arms and eagerly returned the kiss. It shook him to see her so enthusiastic about Roger’s advances.

Somewhere in the back of his mind he was starting to understand his fascination with all of this, too. It was kinky and new and that made it kind of fun. There was a darker edge to it, though. The jealousy it inspired in him somehow fuelled his lust for Ellen. It made him want her even more.

As Roger pulled away from the kiss, he took Ellen’s hand and led her towards the small bedroom.

James watched him undress her, then seat her at the edge of the bed and feed her more of his cock.

Ellen sat up in a prudishly straight pose, with her hands on her lap, her eyes trained on Roger’s as he began to fuck her mouth again.

James pulled his phone out of his pocket and pulled up a food delivery app. He ordered some Chinese and a couple of bottles of red, then pocketed his phone and walked to the doorway of the bedroom.

Roger was fully hard again, his slick cock moving in and out of Ellen’s mouth. He turned and looked at James standing in the doorway. “You want to see me put it in her pussy, pal?” he asked.

James looked at Ellen, who glanced sideways at him. He nodded, the thought of watching Roger stuff his cock inside her pussy making his own organ throb.

Roger pulled his dick out of her mouth. Ellen went to lie down but he took her hand and pulled her to her feet. He walked her out of the bedroom, right past James standing in the door, and out by the table.

James followed them and stopped a few feet away.

“Grab a chair, bud,” Roger said. He’d leaned Ellen against the table and was caressing her naked body. He ran his hands up her sides and cupped her breasts.

Awkward as it felt, James nevertheless pulled a chair out from under the table and sat down on it. He was now just a couple of feet from Ellen’s naked body. He could have easily reached out and touched her.

Roger was obsessing about it. Suckling on her nipples and muttering how beautiful she was and how he’d been fantasizing about this for so long.

Ellen seemed slightly aghast by his rapt attention. Maybe a little creeped out? It was hard to be sure. But she wasn’t stopping him.

He slid his cock along her belly then dipped the head between her legs. “Such a pretty body,” he whispered. “It’s gonna feel so good. It’s gonna feel so good…”

Ellen bit her lip as she watched him worshipping her.

“You ready to take it, Ellie? You ready to take it in your pussy again?” Roger asked, looking up at her and rubbing his cock back and forth against her slit.

She nodded, words, apparently, failing her.

Roger tipped one of her legs open, exposing the top of her pussy.

Jame’s vantage point on the chair provided the perfect view of Ellen’s pussy and Roger’s cock. He watched in a stunned silence as Roger penetrated her with his cock head.

Seeing Ellen’s soft and tender folds ensconce the hard prick brought warmth tingling to the back of his neck. He hadn’t thought of it in quite this way before, but the idea of Ellen’s pussy lived close to purity and innocence in his mind. It was a precious thing, to be protected at all costs.

Seeing it violated by Roger’s cock, knowing he was only using it to satisfy his own dirty arousal, was what put the twist into this kink.

Ellen gasped at the feeling of a different man inside her. She raised her foot and rested the heel on the edge of the table, giving James an even better view of her sacred entrance.

“How do you like that, bud? Huh?” Roger asked, pressing a few inches of his shaft deeper into her precious space.

James was so entranced by the sight he couldn’t come up with a response. He just stared wide-eyed at the cock getting swallowed by those pussy lips, his mouth hanging open.

Ellen leaned forward and whispered something to Roger.

A sly smile spread across his mouth. “Dirty. I like it,” he said. He turned to James. “She wants you to take your cock out, bud.”

The request startled James. Having Roger say it gave it a dirty twist, too. He fumbled with his pants and finally managed to tug his cock out. It was a bright red colour and looked ready to burst, he was so turned on.

“I think he likes it,” Roger said, glancing at it.

Ellen leaned forward and whispered something again.

“She wants you to jerk off for her,” Roger said.

James looked up at her and she met his gaze. She was obviously enjoying something about turning Roger into the messenger of her erotic desires. He wrapped his hand around his cock and stroked it, grunting quietly at the pleasure it brought.

Ellen’s eyes narrowed as she watched him.

“Oh yeah. You two have your little moment, share your little moment while I fuck your wife.”

Ellen moaned when he lunged forward with his hips, driving his cock deep into her.

He pulled it out slowly, staring at the juices coating it.

Ellen watched it, too. She looked down between her legs and seemed fascinated as she watched it emerge. She glanced at James and her eyes widened as she watched him stroking himself. She touched her finger to her clit and began gently rubbing herself.

“Oh yeah,” Roger crooned. “That’s so fucking sexy. Look at you two lovebirds all hotted up, I love it!” He thrust his cock in and out of her hard enough to make the table wobble.

Ellen’s toes curled. Her eyes darted from Roger’s cock to James stroking himself. The two sights seemed to work her up into a very aroused state.

She reached behind Roger with her other hand, pressing it against his ass, asking him for harder and faster.

James sat completely still except for his hand moving up and down his cock. His eyes stayed glued to the sight of Roger’s cock moving in and out of Ellen’s now stretched crevice.

Each time he approached an orgasm he slowed his stroking, sometimes even choking the root of his cock with his other hand to keep himself from coming.

When Ellen put her hands up on Roger’s shoulders and started rocking in time with his thrusts, he knew she was close. He watched her pussy like a hawk. When he heard her squeal and saw the lips squeeze around the cock, he jerked fast and hard to push himself over the finish line.

She shuddered and her thighs shook.

“Holy shit!” Roger grunted. He pulled his cock out of her pussy as the first blast of ejaculate erupted from the head and coated her stomach.

Ellen grabbed his cock and started jerking furiously. A lusty snarl crept across her mouth as she turned to look at James.

The look pushed him over the edge. His eyes darted from the cum exploding out of Roger’s cock to Ellen’s hungry expression. His pelvic muscles seized and he shouted as the load that had building up inside his balls burst from his cock and fell in a shower around his seat.

Ellen’s jerking slowed. She stared at Roger’s cock until it went flaccid, then looked up at him.

“Smokin’ hot,” Roger said. He leaned forward and kissed her on the mouth, then turned and walked towards the bathroom, leaving Ellen and James alone in an awkward silence.

Ellen turned to stare at him. “I guess that did what you wanted?” she asked.

He felt somewhat sheepish now that he’d climaxed. The orgasm had been intense, the buildup even better. Coming had dulled the edges of his excitement, though. “Did you like it?” he asked.

Her foot fell from the table and she stood up. It only took two steps for her to reach him. She straddled his lap, facing him, completely unashamed of her nudity or that she was covered in another man’s seminal fluid. She reached down and wrapped her hand around his still semi-hard cock and stroked it a few times.

He groaned at the intensity of her touch.

She looked into his eyes. “It was hot,” she whispered. She looked down at his penis as she fiddled with it with her fingers. “What is it about it, James? Why’d you want to see me with another guy?”

He shrugged. He could feel his erection returning and felt like he was being hypnotized by Ellen. The way she was looking at him while fondling him put him into something of a trance. “It makes me hot for you,” he said. “How did his cock feel?”

She gripped him tighter and tugged a few times before looking up at him. “Big,” she said.

It touched him in a very delicate place. A pang of jealousy laced with the tiniest bit of pain. He had a good-sized cock but it wasn’t as big as Roger’s. Size wasn’t something he could change.

“He’s bigger than you,” she added, as if she knew what she was doing to him by saying it. “I’ve never had a cock that big. It fits way different,” she whispered.

He groaned again as she stroked him. Did she know how this was making him feel? How this feather of humiliation made his cock even harder. It flexed in her hand.

“You like hearing that,” she said. “Why?” She jerked her fist up and down on his lap.

He furrowed his brow and shook his head. “I don’t know. It’s the truth. I can’t change it. It’s like the past. It touches weird places inside me and I’ve got no control over it.”

She stroked him some more. “You want no control? You want to let go?” she asked.

He gazed into her eyes. “I don’t…I don’t know. I didn’t think about it like that.”

She continued staring at him, jerking his cock with a casual, almost flippant, expression on her face. “I want him to do things to me, James,” she said. “Dirty fucking things.”

His pelvic floor contracted and he let out a whiny grunt. It felt like she’d mashed her finger straight into the gooey pleasure centre in his brain. “What the fuck?” he said, glancing down at his turgid erection flexing.

“I want to be his dirty little slut,” she whispered. “I want to do whatever he says?”

James, quickly approaching another emission, nodded.

She stroked him harder, squeezing his shaft and feathering his balls with the tips of her fingers. Staring into his eyes and jacking off his cock like she was hungry for the prize at the end.

The intensity in her stare made him come. He stiffened in the chair and groaned.

When she felt that prelude to his orgasm, she slid down his legs onto her knees and put her mouth over his cock.

“Ah!” he shouted as he exploded inside her mouth. The gooey wet heat of her cheeks felt incredible.

She continued jerking him off with her finger and thumb pressed against her lips. When he began to lose his erection she added suction, sucking the last bits of seed from him and swallowing before letting it fall out of her mouth.

“You two having fun?” Roger asked, strolling out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist.

A knock at the door shifted the mood.

“Oh. Should have thought of that,” Roger said. He grabbed the towel, wrapped it around his waist and walked to the door.

A wave of embarrassment washed over James when he heard Roger chatting with the delivery driver.

Ellen was still on her knees, hidden behind James sitting in the chair.

James tucked his cock back into his underwear and zipped up his pants, hoping the driver couldn’t see.

After a brief exchange, Roger walked to the table and deposited a paper bag with Chinese food and a couple of bottles of red wine.

Ellen put her hands on his knees and stood up in front of him. She still had him in that intense stare and he wasn’t sure of what to make of it.

He’d agreed to her dirty things under some duress. But the truth was he wanted to see it. He wanted to see how bad it could get. He wanted to feel the pain of it, to know that it wouldn’t really hurt him.

When she moved it was with an elegant grace he’d never seen in her when she was naked. She wasn’t a prude, she was comfortable with her body. This was different. This was almost as if she was enjoying flaunting her assets in front of another man. She moved with a feline gait.

She walked over to Roger and put a hand on his shoulder, looking up into his eyes as he turned his head towards her and smiled. “Getting in the spirit of things?” he asked.

She returned his smile, stuck a finger under his towel and tugged it open, letting it fall to the floor at his feet.

He started chuckling. He opened one of the small cupboards and pulled down three stemless wine glasses. He walked them over to the table with Ellen close behind him. He set the glasses on the table and clapped his hands together as he looked at James. “What do you think, Jim? Should we eat? Or do you want to see me fuck your wife again?”

Chapter Nine

Roger donned a pair of white shorts and tank top for lunch. Which James thanked God for because who wanted to see schlongs while they’re eating? He allowed Ellen to put her underwear on and drape a colourful summer scarf over her shoulders, partially obscuring her breasts.

Roger and Ellen made the same sort of small talk they had the previous evening. Laughing at more stories from their shared past, Roger returning to the personality James had invited to join them on the trip.

A bottle and a half of wine later and Roger stood up from the table and rounded it to stand next to Ellen, wearing a pointed look that couldn’t be misunderstood.

Ellen, after a shy glance at James, shrugged off the scarf and stood up to be appraised as if she were some sort of sexual serving girl.

Roger drew the back of his finger along her cheek. “Take your panties off and go lie down on the bed,” he said.

Ellen, with all the poise and dignity of royalty, turned and obeyed his wish. She walked to the bedroom and pulled her panties down her legs, leaving them on the floor before lying down on her back on the bed.

Roger pulled off his tank top and tossed it onto the couch. His flip-flops swatted against the floor as he walked to the bedroom.

James stood up from the table, confused by his surging arousal. He wanted to know what was driving Ellen’s desire for having dirty things done to her. Her casual attitude to it was difficult to understand, too.

It was almost as if she felt safer with Roger than she did with him.

He walked down the steps until he could see clearly into the bedroom, then stood there and stared.

Roger was down on his knees, getting ready to eat Ellen’s pussy. He turned to look at James. “Can you watch from the couch or something?” he asked. “You’re gonna stress me out just standing there.”

James moved to the couch and sat down.

Roger put his hands on Ellen’s thighs and lifted her legs up onto his shoulders. He moved his mouth between them and pressed his lips against her pussy. His jaw began to move as he feasted on her slit.

Ellen, lying still at first, began squeezing her fists against the sheets. She closed her eyes and mewled, her feet swaying over Roger’s back.

Roger wrapped his hands around her thighs, really burying his face into her cunt. He got down lower and tongue-fucked her pussy, then pulled away and stood up. “You got any barriers?” he asked James as he pulled his shorts off.

“Barriers?” James asked.

“Condoms?” Roger explained.

James shook his head and shuddered as a troubling thought occurred to him. Ellen was on the pill which they felt was enough contraception for them because they’d been toying with the idea of starting a family.

The pill had seemed like the most sensible option. It wasn’t devoid of risk, though. It was better than condoms but not perfect. Nothing was perfect.

Which meant that if Roger came inside her there was a small chance that he might impregnate her.

“I’m on the pill,” Ellen explained as Roger crawled onto the bed between her legs. She rolled her head to the side to look at James.

Roger looked back at James, scowling. “Why’d you make me pull it out of her last time?” he asked.

James sat up straighter on the couch. He wondered if she’d thought about this? If she’d considered there would be a danger, a risk to letting Roger finish inside her? He wished he’d talked to her about it when they were alone. “It’s…it’s too intimate,” he replied.

Roger’s scowl deepened. He turned back to Ellen and started kissing her. On the neck, on her breasts, on her cheeks. His half-erect cock was dangling between her legs.

She reached between them, gripped it and started stroking it, staring at James with that same intensity from earlier.

James was lured from his seat on the couch by that stare. He couldn’t resist it. Maybe it was going to stress Roger out but it was James’ wife getting fucked and he wanted the best view possible. He stopped at the door and leaned against the frame.

Roger continued kissing her as she stroked him. When he was hard he reached down between his legs and angled his cock at her pussy. He swiped the head against her slit a few times.

“Can I make a video?” James blurted.

Roger looked over at him. “Are you fucking kidding me? If that shit gets out on the internet my fucking career’s over.”

“Sorry,” James muttered.

“Hang on a second,” Ellen said. “Go and get the suitcase. I have some pantyhose in there,” she said.

James’ eyes widened and his heart swelled. Sweet Ellen thinking of him and solving his problem for him.

Roger smirked. “You gonna make me wear your stinky underwear on my head?”

Ellen put a hand on his chin and kissed him.

James spun around and jogged out to the car. He grabbed the suitcase and ran back inside, flung it open and rummaged through it until he found a pair of sheer hose. He jogged to the kitchen, shuffled through some drawers until he found a pair of scissor and cut one leg off.

When he returned to the room Roger was, unfortunately, already fully impaled inside Ellen, grunting as he thrust his hips between her legs.

Ellen turned to look at James. She held out a hand.

He handed her the snipped pantyhose.

“Put this on,” she said to Roger.

“Fuck, are you serious?”

She caressed his cheek and gazed lovingly into his eyes. “I want to have a memory of what we did,” she whispered.

It simultaneously made James’ heart throb with love for her and shredded his insides. He watched Roger pull the hose on over his face.

Ellen giggled.

“What’s so funny?” Roger growled.

“Now you’re my dildo,” she replied.

Roger chuckled, then drove his cock so deep into her it wiped the smile right off her face. Her lips went round and she gasped, staring into his eyes behind the nylon.

She breathed heavily as he punish-fucked her, then broke into a more measured rhythm. She turned to James. “Take a video, baby,” she whispered, her body rocking beneath Roger’s thrusts.

James pulled his phone out of his pocket. He held it up in front of his face and opened the video app. A little red light started blinking in the corner of the screen as he watched the image of Ellen getting railed.

Her tits shook with each thrust of Roger’s hips. When she got up on her elbows he put his head down against her neck, sniffing her and kissing her as he fucked her. She turned her head slowly to stare at the camera. “I want to suck your dick, James,” she said. “I want to suck your dick while he fucks me.”

James’ jaw dropped. He’d braced himself for some dirty things but he hadn’t expected to be invited to join in. He kept the camera rolling as he undid his pants and made his way to the bed.

He kept her face and breasts perfectly in frame as he knelt down on the mattress next to her. He watched on the screen as she pulled his cock into the frame, opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around it. She gazed up at the phone as she did her best to blow him while Roger fucked her.

James’ erection hardened almost instantly in her mouth. Watching her get fucked by Roger was insanely hot. He could barely hold the phone, his hands were shaking so bad. He looked into the digital image of her eyes and felt his groin muscles squeeze.

She pulled him out of her mouth. A long, clear strand of his precum clung to her tongue. She swiped it away and licked her lips, stroking him and gazing into his eyes.

Roger was fucking her hard, her body shaking and bouncing up and down on the mattress.

James had to reach down with one hand and pull her hand away from his penis. He was so close to having an orgasm but he didn’t want to finish while they were still having sex.

She looked so beautiful and dirty getting fucked like that.

He pointed the phone down to her pussy and zoomed it in. His eyes widened at the closeup of Roger’s cock plunging in and out of her cunt. The pussy she’d promised to him and him alone for the rest of his life was being used by her former crush.

“You ever gonna turn that thing off?” Roger grunted.

James pressed the stop button on the recorder and put the phone back in his pocket.

Roger grabbed the nylon mask on his face and tugged it off, throwing it to the side. “It’s fucking hot in those things!” he said, chuckling.

He grabbed Ellen’s chin and pulled her face so she was looking at him, demanding her gaze.

She made sultry eyes at him that nearly made James come.

“Yeah,” Roger growled. “Just like that. I’m gonna fill this tight little pussy up.” He kept his hand on her chin and his eyes on hers as he fucked her harder and harder.

Ellen started breathing heavier and her eyes began to close. Her hips bucked, her body readying itself for an orgasm from Roger’s hard thrusts between her legs. She grabbed his wrist and yanked his hand off her jaw, then turned to James. “I want you to come on my face,” she said, panting.

“Wha…?” James couldn’t believe what she’d just said.

“I want you to come on my face while he fills my pussy with cum,” she demanded. She grabbed his cock and started stroking it hard.

“Fuck that’s hot,” Roger said. His body went stiff as he closed in on his climax.

“Come on my face, baby,” Ellen said, then stuck out her tongue.

The orgasm whooshed up from James’ balls and through his shaft. It gushed out from the head of his cock and landed in a line along Ellen’s cheek.

She flinched and her eyes closed but her body began to shake.

James groaned as he shot another load onto her face, this time across the bridge of her nose and nearly into her eye.

She moaned and curled into a ball, feet curling around Roger as her climax hit her.

“Fuck!” Roger roared. He pounded his cock in and out of her, grabbing her breast and squeezing it as he unloaded into her pussy.

James felt a final, enormous contraction grip his balls and shaft and Ellen elicited a third squirt of fluid from him that splattered across her neck. He groaned and had to move her hand away from his cock as the pressure of her grip bordered on painful. He doubled over, leaning against the mattress with one hand.

Roger’s thrusting slowed. He let out a tired groan and looked up at Ellen’s cum-covered face. The sight made him thrust into her one more time. He stared at her for a while, then pulled his cock out of her and stood up.

James stole a glance at it. It looked formidable and gross, covered in the sticky mix of their shared juices. Flecks of semen clung to Roger’s trimmed pubes.

Roger reached up and rubbed the back of his neck and grinned. “Why don’t you two have a little romantic moment while I take another shower,” he said. “We’ll get the party going again when I get back.” He turned and started walking towards the door.

James pulled his phone out of his pocket and checked the time. “Hey don’t you think we should get some sleep?” he asked. “I’ve got a full days drive to do tomorrow.”

“Relax, champ,” Roger said, waving away his concern. “I’ll do some of it for you. I’ve got other holes I want to fuck.” He was gone before James could respond.

James turned to look at Ellen. “Why don’t I get you a towel,” he said, quietly. He felt a little guilty about coming on her face. It was so degrading, but she had asked. He felt her hand on his arm. “Everything okay?” he asked.

“Don’t get a towel just yet,” she said, gazing into his eyes, her face still covered in cum.

Chapter Ten

Excitement fluttered in his belly. She was literally getting dirtier and dirtier right in front of his eyes. What the hell would she want next? He got up onto his haunches and, after ogling her messy face, let his eyes drift down the rest of her body and linger on the patch of her pubes.

When he turned his head to look into her eyes again, he gasped.

She was wiping a line of his cum down her cheek and towards her lips.

His eyes bugged as he watched her push it into her mouth with her finger. He stared, mesmerized, as she did the same with the other lines, looking at him the whole time. She didn’t really like the taste of semen so he didn’t usually ask her to do anything like that.

She seemed to delight in his reaction, rolling his load around in her mouth and watching him stare at her, stunned. She opened her mouth and showed him the sticky load on her tongue.

His cock began to throb to life again at her kinky behaviour.

The muscles in her neck contracted as she swallowed it down. She smiled at him, reached up and put a hand around the back of his neck and pulled him down and into a kiss.

The taste of his own emission sent a shudder racing down his back. He returned her kiss, pushing his tongue into her mouth and playing with hers. She’d never done anything like this and it was wildly arousing that she was being so nasty.

“Isn’t that sweet,” Roger’s voice came from the door.

They pulled away from their kiss and both looked at him. Ellen chuckled but James could only blush with an overwhelming embarrassment. It was embarrassing enough doing this stuff with Ellen for the first time. Roger watching them made James want to crawl under the sheets and never come out.

“Maybe we should get some rest, Roger,” Ellen said, pulling at the sheets to try and cover her body.

Roger walked towards the bed with a confident strut. He tugged on the head of his cock as he got onto his knees on the mattress, obviously not phased by their suggestions to call it a night. He grabbed Ellen by the waist and rolled her effortlessly onto her stomach. Grabbing her hips, he tugged her ass up into the air and smacked it.

James flinched at the sound Roger’s hand made on her backside.

“What kind of dirty little slut says that to her man, huh?” he asked, smacking the other side of her ass.

James turned to look at Ellen.

Her cheeks were heating again and she was making no protest about what Roger had just done. He watched fresh arousal creep into her eyes as Roger smacked her a couple more times.

“I told you there’s one more hole I’m gonna fuck,” Roger said, pressing his pointer finger gently against the button of her anus.

Her ass cheeks flexed, making the hole pucker. “I’m not letting you fuck my ass, Roger,” she said, her voice muffled by the pillow.

James’ eyes widened as Roger looked over Ellen’s ass at him, smiling. He let his finger fall to the engorged lips of her pussy and brushed it along her slit. “Come on, baby,” Roger purred. “You’re gonna love it.”

“I’m not into it, Roger,” she insisted, though her face was telling a different story.

Roger pressed his finger into her pussy and fucked it in and out a few times. He lifted it up, covered in his own mess and grinned at James. Then he pressed it against Ellen’s anus and tried to push it inside.

“I’m serious, Roger!” she said, swatting his hand away.

Roger grinned wider and James instantly knew why. There was something delightful and exciting about conquering a woman in ways she wasn’t sure she wanted to be conquered.

He’d experienced it himself with other girlfriends before he’d married Ellen. But he’d found getting married changed that dynamic. He loved Ellen so deeply he didn’t want her doing anything she didn’t want. Which is why he’d never pressed her on fucking her ass.

He wanted it. He just didn’t want to make her uncomfortable at having to reject him.

Now Roger was there, unimpeded by the previous problem. Just a casual fling who hadn’t been given a hard ‘no’ from Ellen. She was reluctant, sure. But in every man’s heart the hope lingered that any reluctance could be gently cajoled into a maybe, and then a just once, and then…

“Alright, alright,” Roger said, smacking her ass again. “I’ll do something for you then,” he said, rubbing his hand on her ass. He looked at James. “You ever eat her out after you come inside her?”

James’ eyes widened and he blushed as he shook his head. He glanced at Ellen and saw her blushing hotter, too, her eyes wide open and round.

“My dude,” Roger growled, getting down onto his knees on the floor. “You’re gonna fucking love this,” he said.

Before Ellen or James could react Roger had his lips pressed against her pussy, his tongue flicking in and out.

“Oh my god!” Ellen warbled, getting up on all fours and rocking backwards, pressing her messy cunt more firmly against Roger’s face. She blinked slowly a few times, staring at the wall. She seemed too embarrassed at how much she was enjoying what he was doing to even look at James.

He watched her with an intense fascination, his body once again screaming with arousal.

Her mouth fell open and she lunged forward, then back as Roger dug his tongue deeper into her cunt.

The sloppy slurping noises coming from between her legs made James’ face go hotter. Ellen never would have tolerated him making those sounds while he ate her out. But Roger seemed to have a pass to do whatever to her that he liked.

Her back arched. The shake started in her shoulders and rolled down her back. Her hips trembled, her whole body shaking violently. She let out a shuddering breath and squeezed her eyes shut tight.

James watched her endure yet another climax from Roger.

When it finished, she leaned forward, pulling her pussy off of Roger’s face.

Roger stood up and wiped his nose and mouth and chin with his hand. He stared at her pussy and her ass and shook his head. “Alright, lovebirds. I guess you probably want to have a moment to yourself, huh?” he said.

Ellen slumped down onto the bed, curled up into a ball and glanced over her shoulder at him. “That was really hot,” she whispered.

Roger grinned. “Fuck yeah, it was,” he said. He turned, sauntered out of the room and closed the door behind him.

They sat in silence for a while, James not knowing what one said after one’s wife had been so thoroughly used by another man.

Ellen seemed lost in her thoughts but not particularly embarrassed or ashamed or any of it. Her mind seemed many miles away.

Finally, James got up off the bed, removed his clothes, then lay down behind Ellen, curling his body around hers. He lay like that for a while, then got up onto his shoulder and looked at Ellen’s profile.

She turned and smiled at him. “You want to go turn out the light?” she asked.

“Sure,” he replied, nodding. He bounced up off the bed and across the room. After flipping the light off he made his way back in darkness and crawled up behind her again.

His head was in a weird place. Not bad, just kind of confused and still horny and feeling kind of needy but he didn’t want to act it out. He felt weak and vulnerable and he didn’t want to admit it. To himself, or to Ellen.

He needed to touch her, though. He needed to feel some sort of connection. What he really wanted was to have sex with her. To be inside her the way Roger had been. He wanted to feel her wet interior hugging his cock. That would make this all better. That would set him straight again, he was sure of it.

“Want to talk about it?” she asked.

He did. He desperately did. But where to start? “I don’t know what to say,” he whispered back.

“Tell me what you’re feeling.”

Part of him wanted to do that. Let it all spill out where she could see it and make what she wanted of it. Part of him just wanted to put a giant stopper in it and bottle this feeling up forever.

“Tell me why you like it again?” she asked.

He could hear the genuine interest in her voice. Real, honest to goodness curiosity and the same wanting to make a connection he felt. “It’s so hard to explain,” he said. He lifted a hand, laid it on her shoulder, then let it drift down her arm.

“What do you want?” she asked.

He thought for a while. “I want…” He trailed off, unable to find the courage to voice his true desire. I want to fuck. I want to feel like I still own you. I want your love.

The first one felt too crass. The second was vaguely misogynistic. The third too personal and raw.

She rolled over to face him, her eyes twinkling in the dim light. “I can tell something’s on your mind, James. I’m pretty sure I know what it is. I’m not sure how else to drag it out of you,” she said. “Well, maybe I do,” she added, smiling.

She threw a leg over his thigh and pushed on his chest to roll him onto his back. She slid her body on top of his, pressing her breasts against his chest and her wet pussy over his cock. She stared into his eyes. “Do you want this?” she asked.

He nodded.

“Then say it,” she demanded. “Tell me what you want.”

He nodded again. “I want to have sex,” he admitted.

She rubbed her pussy against his cock, the scratch of her trimmed pubes ratcheting up his arousal. “Say it like you mean it.”

His cock twitched, then throbbed. He gave her a shove and rolled sideways, then onto her, his legs on either side of hers.

She smiled at his burst of enthusiasm. “That’s better.”

He moved one leg then the other in between hers. His cock was nearly fully hard and he pressed it against her pussy lips and rubbed. “I want to fuck you,” he said.

The smile curled to a grin. “Better still,” she said.

“You like his big cock?” he asked.

She nodded. “I love it,” she said.

His cock hardened fully at her answer. He pressed the head against the tension of her pussy lips. A slight thrust of his hips drove it into her.

She emitted that pleasant gasp he loved every time he entered her.

He thought of the way Roger’s cock had looked going into her on the table. He closed his eyes and sighed as he pushed more of himself into her. The warm tightness of her cunt was a salve on his wandering, slightly wounded mind. It focused his attention between his legs and pushed all other thoughts out.

“James,” she whispered.

He opened his eyes to look at her.

“Can you show me the video?” she asked.

He groaned and his cock pumped inside her. An enormous throb at the thought that she wanted to see herself getting fucked by Roger.

He reached over to the nightstand and grabbed his phone.

She ran her fingers up and down his back as he pulled up the video app. “Here. Give it to me,” she said. She pressed play and the tinny sound of Roger’s panting as he heaved in and out of her filled the room.

Her eyes widened. A look of delight and ravenous hunger spread across her face. She glanced at him, then turned the screen to face him.

His hips started to jut back and forth instinctively on seeing the video. Like there was a direct connection between the image and his brain stem that totally bypassed his mind. A direct link to the lizard brain that only thought of humping.

His cock engorged and stiffened.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered. “You feel amazing right now. You’re so hard. Why are you so hard?” she asked, staring at him in wonder.

He shook his head, not understanding it himself. He was so hard. He wanted to come inside her so bad. He couldn’t ever remember being that horny.

She turned the screen to look at it herself. When the video ended it started from the beginning again, playing in a loop.

He stared at her in wonder now. Her pussy was a steamy, gushing mess around his cock. She was transfixed by the video, her eyes darting all along the screen like different parts of the scene were triggering different sparks of arousal in her mind.

“Why do you like it?” he asked.

Her eyes darted to his, now looking blank, then quickly back to the screen.

They said women weren’t as visually aroused as men but he could feel her pussy twitching as she watched the video over and over again.

“Why do you like it?” he demanded. There was a note of anger in his tone that reflected the angry, jealous lust that was crawling up his back. Why did she like it? Why did she like it?

She was only supposed to like sex with him. He was her husband. Till death do us part. And now she’d parted, well before death. Let another man’s cock inside her. Let him explode inside her. Covering  the precious, pink walls of her holy space with the filthy genetic material of an intruder.

Intruder.

There was something in that word that made his cock even harder. He was working to rid those walls of the intruder’s poison.

His hips pumped harder, driving his cock deep inside her.

“Oh my god, yes,” she whimpered.

He was working to cleanse her space of any remnants of Roger’s dirty seed.

He pumped faster.

“Oh my god, James, you’re going to make me come,” she said.

The phone clattered to the floor as she wrapped her arms around him, clinging to him as he rode her harder and harder. The noise of Roger grunting and panting drifted up along the side of the bed.

“You fucking liked it,” he growled, pumping faster, pumping harder. His face was hot, his heart was beating hard and he felt the jizz churning in his balls.

“James,” she gasped. “I fucking loved it. I loved taking his cum.”

His body went rigid, his cock plowing into the deepest part of her he could reach.

She gasped, the whimpered, her body curling up onto his, legs closing around him, feet brushing the backs of his thighs, her whole self turning into a perfect little receptacle for the delivery about to come gushing from his balls.

The hot liquid roared through his shaft. It surged out of the head of his cock like water out of a decapitated hydrant. Every muscle in his body tensed as his cock projected the fluid carrying his genetic material into her slutty pussy.

As wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure rolled through him he thought of Roger fucking Ellen. He thought of Ellen letting him finish inside her. He thought of Ellen loving taking his cum.

His hips began to drive again, his body using his cock to stuff what it had spat as close to her cervix as possible. Even as he skated down the other side of his climax he kept fucking. Like he believed that if he just fucked her hard enough he could erase what she’d done and what he’d seen Roger do to her. Like he could erase the fact that she had loved it so much.

Chapter Eleven

James was the first one up the next morning. Ellen was passed out, arm hanging over the edge of the bed, head buried under her pillow.

He walked out to find Roger in a similar position on the pullout couch. He checked his phone for the time. It was nearly eight o’clock.

The plan for the day’s drive had been to detour off the highway just past Savannah and drive to Charleston on the coast. Ellen loved history and he’d wanted to show her the downtown and the Georgian style houses on Rainbow Row.

That had been before he’d invited Roger to join them.

Now that the points of interest of their little road trip had shifted so dramatically he wasn’t sure it made any sense to go sight-seeing anywhere but in the next bedroom down the road.

He walked back into the bedroom, picked up all the clothes strewn around on the floor and stuffed them into a laundry bag. He put that in the suitcase and picked out a set of fresh panties, bra shorts and a t-shirt for Ellen, which he laid out at the foot of the bed.

He grabbed the suitcase and headed out to the car.

His mind was so full of sex thoughts he could barely think of anything else. He felt like a zombie putting the suitcase in the trunk. As he closed the trunk he got the urge.

An urge that had gripped him and roused him from sleep three times the previous night. An urge that rendered him useless until he satisfied it. He pulled his phone out of his pocket and swiped to the video app.

Making sure the volume was turned down, and looking around the property to be sure he was alone, he tapped the play button on the video he’d taken the night before.

Even though he’d watched it countless times and seen it live it still sent an electric jolt of adrenaline coursing through him when the thumbnail enlarged and came to life.

Ellen with that lusty stare, jerking off his cock, her body rocking on the bed as Roger fucked her.

He felt the tickling itch of arousal begin in his cock. He watched the short clip to the end, then tapped it shut and pocketed the phone. Maybe if he crept past Roger and closed the door to the bedroom again he and Ellen could get a quickie in before they hit the road.

His brain started firing dopamine at the sexual plan, setting his legs in motion towards the door and slipping in. As he descended the three small steps into the living area his heart sank when he saw the pullout couch was empty.

Roger was probably up and in the bathroom. Was he showering? He couldn’t hear the shower running. Would he shower? Maybe if he showered it would give him time to go stick it in Ellen. He was really fucking horny now. So horny he wasn’t sure he could focus on driving if he didn’t fuck her.

Then he heard it. Squeak, pant, ah, bump, squeak, pant, ah, bump. Rhythmic and soft the sound tore through him gently.

Were Ellen and Roger really fucking?!?

A few steps towards the door and he peered around the frame. Electric arousal surged up through him at the same time as a heavy dread seemed to cement him to the ground.

Roger mounted up on Ellen’s upturned ass like a lion on the savannah. Half up on his knees, his feet splayed out, ass cheeks flexing as he plunged his cock in and out.

Ellen underneath him, still half asleep her eyes fluttering open and shut. Not exactly participating but not objecting, either.

He wasn’t sure why it bothered him, exactly. Couldn’t quite put his finger on it. He’d been the one that wanted her to fuck Roger. He’d invited Roger on this trip and practically pushed Ellen into his arms.

But it was one thing to invite a man to share your wife and another for that man to assume he could have her any time he wanted. Wasn’t it? Was he just being a jealous asshole for feeling bad about this?

Bad wasn’t exactly the right word, either. He didn’t feel bad. His cock was still getting hard watching Ellen get fucked. But maybe they should have asked him first? Maybe Ellen should have? Like, do you mind if my old crush fucks me again?

No, they’d just assumed it was fine. How had it happened? Had Roger woken up with a morning hard on and just sauntered over and, seeing James wasn’t there, helped himself to Ellen’s cheating cunt? Was that what had happened?!?

He realized how worked up he was getting and took a few breaths to calm himself down. The trouble was it was hard to splice apart the good kind of getting worked up from the bad. At least now it was. Now that Ellen hadn’t asked him.

She started to whimper a little louder.

Roger’s hips moved faster, his ass cheeks squeezing and releasing as he fucked her deep.

James’ dick was now fully hard and he knew he wasn’t going anywhere until he had a climax. He rubbed himself through the fresh shorts he’d put on.

“Gonna come in your pussy again, okay?” Roger said, his voice tight.

Ellen nodded.

The nod speared James through his crotch. Oh, sure, whatever, help yourself. But it was hot. It was hot seeing her body being used like a fuck doll. And after Roger was finished he was going to get in there and use her himself. Like the slut she was.

Gave him a hot little thrill thinking that. Ellen, the slut.

“Gonna come,” Roger whispered. “Gonna come in that hot pussy.” He gave one violent thrust and shoved his cock deep inside her.

James watched Roger’s ballsack tighten and the root of his cock pulse as he shot his seed into his wife. His own cock flexed and strained and he gritted his teeth as he watched.

Roger let out a groaning sigh and his body slumped over Ellen. He took a few deep breaths, then pulled his slimy cock out of her hole and hopped off the bed. He turned around and startled when he saw James standing in the doorway. He grinned as he approached him. “Warmed her up for ya, pal!” he said, clapping him on the shoulder.

James felt another pang of angry jealousy and had to keep himself from lashing out. It wasn’t even that he minded that Roger had fucked Ellen. It was how entitled he was acting that bothered him.

Roger walked past him, turned the corner and headed for the bathroom.

Ellen lay on the bed, cum seeping from between the messy lips of her cunt, arms up over her head. After a minute she raised herself up on one elbow and turned her head to look at him. “Hey, baby,” she whispered, flashing a sleepy smile. As James just stood there, staring at her, the smile faded. “Is everything alright?” she asked.

Everything was not alright. But he didn’t want to let it all out in a messy jumble. He had to organize it in his own mind first. For the time being all he wanted was her interior and that was all he could think about.

He pulled his shorts and underwear off and walked to the bed. Without a word he got up behind her and swung his leg over her ass. He pointed the head of his hard cock at her pussy and stared down at it. Then he looked up at her again.

She was still propped up on that one elbow, staring back at him. Her eyes were curious, her expression plaintive. They stared at each other for a while, then she smiled again. She wiggled her ass between his legs. “Help yourself,” she whispered.

The words filled him with a searing sexual rage. Help yourself. Like a lady handing out free hot cakes at a carnival. Except Ellen was a woman of loose morals offering sloppy seconds of that thing she knew he wanted so very badly. It was breathtakingly disgusting and provocative.

He quelled that line of thought. He could see that it began at indulging angry feelings for a thrill but ended in resentment. He tried to bring some love into his heart but the rage was burning hot.

He gripped his cock and poked it into her. He closed his eyes and groaned as Roger’s still hot seed came oozing out around him from Ellen’s crevice.

She felt a little looser now. The walls still brushed against his shaft but didn’t squeeze the way he was used to.

A woman of loose morals offering sloppy, loose seconds of that thing he wanted.

He thought of that as he began to fuck her.

Ellen watched him for a few moments, then flopped back down and closed her eyes. Like she was tired and wouldn’t mind going back to sleep but didn’t mind him using her hole the way Roger had.

Chapter Twelve

Half an hour later he was in the parking lot packing bags into the trunk. Roger had left his by the door, which had seemed a little presumptuous but James wasn’t about to make a big deal about it. No matter what happened he wasn’t going to show Roger any of this was getting to him. He didn’t know why that was a point of pride for him but it was.

He’d been the one to suggest this whole thing, after all. He’d just look like a petty, jealous loser if he left the bag by the door while he packed his and Ellen’s in the car.

He turned when he felt Ellen’s gentle hand touch his back. He forced a smile.

She looked lovely wearing a thigh length summer dress, freshly shower and made up with her hair up in a ponytail. It was an innocent look and contrasted to what had just been done to her inside the room just drove more arousal into his loins.

She tilted her head and smiled at him. “How’s it going out here?” she asked.

“Fine. Just fine,” he replied, waving at the car. “Got the bags in. Roger ready yet?” he asked.

She shook her head. “He’s still in the shower,” she replied. She reached out and took his hand in hers. “Can I ask you something?” she said, gazing into his eyes.

“Of course,” he said, returning her smile.

“You still okay with all of this?” she asked.

He paused for a moment, the thought flashing through his mind that maybe he should tell the truth. Maybe it would be a good time to let her know he had some reservations. Maybe they could talk about it without Roger around? Go for coffee or something?

But the greasy little devil cackling in the back of his mind, the gremlin that fed on his burgeoning lust wouldn’t let him. That guy wanted to know how dirty Ellen could get. That little bastard wanted to see how depraved she could really be. “You mean with…all the…” He twisted his finger in the air to avoid naming what it was that was transpiring between the three of them.

“I mean with Roger using my body like a fuck-toy,” she said.

Searing hot jealousy, thick and molten poured out of his gut down into his balls. His cock, which had never gone fully flaccid, throbbed. He swallowed a glob of saliva and forced another smile.

Ellen studied his eyes. “Do you like it when I talk like that?” she asked.

The question took his breath away. What to say? The true answer was two-fold and pointing in opposing directions. “Yes,” he whispered, turning his eyes down towards the ground.

“Yes and no?” she offered.

“Yes and no,” he echoed.

She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. “That was really hot when you came in and fucked me with Roger’s cum still inside me, James,” she whispered. “I’ve never told you this but I’ve always had a fantasy about getting filled up by a bunch of different guys.”

He gasped and his eyes opened wide as he looked up at her.

She still had that wondrous look about her. Like she couldn’t believe this was really happening. “I just wanted to check in and make sure you were alright. I’m sensing that you’re sorting through some stuff in your head?”

It touched him deeply that she was checking in and making sure he was alright.

“I need to ask you something but I want you to know it’s okay if you say ‘no,’” she said.

His chest swelled with excitement and lurid curiosity at what she might say.

“I want to ask Roger if I can suck your cock while he fucks me. Would that be alright?”

He drew in a deep breath, the thought of what she was proposing sending more arousal into his cock. “You really want that?” he asked, his voice low.

She bit her lip and nodded. “It’s kind of another fantasy,” she admitted.

His cock hardened as he stared at her, his mind already spinning off into the evening, imagining what it would be like.

She reached forward with her other hand and pressed it against his crotch. She smiled when she felt his erection against her palm. “You like the sound of that?” she asked.

He smirked and looked off to the side, a little embarrassed at how turned on he was.

“What’s up amigos?”

Ellen turned and looked over her shoulder at Roger stepping through the front door of the cottage. She pulled her hand away from James’ cock.

“Thanks for getting my bag, buddy,” Roger said, stepping towards the car. “But I’ve gotta tuck this in before we go,” he said, holding up his toiletry bag.

James stepped to one side and watched Roger repack his suitcase.

When he was done, Roger put a hand on top of the hatch and swung it shut. He turned to James and smiled. “I’m gonna borrow your wife to be my backseat buddy today, Jimmy,” he said, clapping a hand against James’ arm.

Before James could react, Roger took Ellen by the hand and led her over to the other side of the car. He opened the door and swept and arm towards it, beckoning her inside.

She flashed James a playful smile before disappearing into the car.

Roger got in after her and swung the door shut.

James was filled with that uneasy jealous feeling. He knew Ellen didn’t mind Roger treating her like property. But it pressed on a very sensitive part of his own masculinity that he had a hard time ignoring.

Doing his best to forget the feeling, he opened the driver’s door and slipped into the car.

Twenty minutes later they were on the freeway heading north again. The sun was blazing in a cloudless sky and he tuned into a bluegrass station that had a nice road trip vibe.

In the rearview mirror he could see Roger had his arm around Ellen as he stared out the window at the passing scenery.

Ellen was staring out her window and seemed lost in her thoughts.

Roger caught his eye in the reflection. A slow smile curled on one side of his mouth, like he was up to mischief. “Hey Ellen, sweetheart,” he said, turning his head to look at her.

“Hmm?” Ellen asked, absently.

“How ‘bout some road head?” Roger asked.

Ellen seemed momentarily startled by the suggestion. Her eyes darted to James’ in the mirror.

More lava-like arousal bubbled just beneath James’ gut. It had been so obvious to him that this was what Roger was after. Was Ellen really surprised? Was there still some part of her that was this naive about men? Because that would be adorable. It would also somehow make it even hotter if she sucked Roger off.

As her initial shock wore off Ellen’s eyes narrowed into a sultry stare. She glanced at Roger. “I think I’ll have to ask my husband if that’s alright first,” she said.

Roger grinned and nodded. He was enjoying this game, too. This dynamic that was building between the three of them. Ellen acting innocent and asking for permission then being a total slut.

It made James’ cock throb.

Ellen leaned forward. She touched his shoulder with her fingers. “Sweetheart, would you mind if I gave Roger a blowjob while you drive?” she asked.

She seemed to know exactly what to say to get him even more excited. Calling him sweetheart while asking if she could give another man a blowjob. It put him right back into that trance-like state, where all he could think about was her doing nasty things with another guy. “Of course not,” he replied.

Without missing a beat, Ellen ducked down and sideways, moving her face into Roger’s lap.

James reached up and adjusted the rearview mirror so it was pointed at the seat. He could only make out flashes of fingers and fabric and leather as Ellen undid Roger’s belt and pants. His eyes darted back and forth from the road to the reflection.

More heat filled him when he caught a glimpse of Roger’s flaccid cock in Ellen’s dainty hand.

“Eyes on the road, driver,” Roger said, chuckling.

A hot feeling washed up James’ back. A slight embarrassment and perhaps shame at chauffeuring while his wife depraved herself in the back of the car. His cock was back to rock hard as he tried to focus on his driving.

A shiver raced up his spine when he heard the first wet sound of Ellen’s mouth sucking Roger’s cock to life. He adjusted the rearview mirror to see Roger’s face. One corner of his mouth was curled up in a slight snarl as he stared at Ellen giving him a blowjob.

James tipped the mirror down again. This time he could see the side of Ellen’s face and her mouth. Her lips were wrapped around Roger’s shaft, moving up and down, her hand at the root of his cock.

As she bobbed up a wet slurp escaped from her mouth.

“Yeah,” Roger growled. “Do it nasty. I like that.”

Ellen’s eyes darted side to side. The next three bobs she loosened her lips a little and sucked, making three wet slurping sounds.

“Little deeper baby,” Roger said.

She adjusted her neck and plunged more of his cock into her mouth.

“Little deeper than that,” Roger said, gently resting a hand on the back of her head.

Ellen paused for a moment. She let her hand fall away from the root of his cock. The muscles in her neck relaxed. Then she sank her face into his crotch until the tip of her nose touched his thigh.

“Oh, fuuuuuuck,” Roger groaned, his head falling back against the headrest. “That’s fucking magic, Jimmy. That mouth. Fuck!” he shouted. He turned his head down to look at Ellen. “Now suck, sweetheart.”

Another shiver raced down James’ back when he heard the muted glug, glug, glug of Ellen gulping on Roger’s cock at the back of her throat. Like she was drinking the cum right out of his balls before he even orgasmed.

The orgasm came out of nowhere. Roger twitched in his seat then let out another low groan, his body convulsing as Ellen continued to stimulate his prick with her tongue and throat.

As the tension left his body, Ellen coughed. He let his hand fall from the back of her head and she rose up, pulling her mouth off of his cock and pressing her lips shut as they slipped from the tip. She rose up between the front seats and reached out to adjust the mirror so he could see her face.

She stared at him for a long while before parting her lips slightly. A small rivulet of Roger’s semen trickled out of one corner of her mouth before she slurped it back in. She tilted her head back and opened her mouth, showing James the load she’d harvested. She rolled it around on her tongue a few times, then closed her mouth and swallowed.

James’ eyes darted from road to mirror and back again over and over. His cock was painfully hard and if they had been driving anywhere but a busy highway he would have pulled over and asked her for a blowjob.

“Come on, Ellen, sit back and put your seatbelt on,” Roger said, pulling her backwards with a hand on her arm.

She disappeared from view in the mirror and James affixed his eyes to the highway. He reached out and adjusted the mirror to be able to see out the back window. The car reeked of sex, Ellen’s pussy very obviously having flooded from deepthroating Roger.

“Hey Jimbo. Pull off at the next gas station? I gotta piss,” Roger said.

Chapter Thirteen

Seven o’clock that evening James pulled the car into the parking lot of a Super 6 motel. He parked in front of the office and they all got out to stretch their sore bodies. “I’ll go see about a couple of rooms,” he said to Ellen and Roger, who were surveying the surroundings.

There were three cars lined up in front of the rooms. The lights were on in two of the rooms. In front of the third sat two burly guys on white plastic chairs, holding beer bottles and chatting.

James opened the door to the motel office and it rang a little bell overhead. A few moments later an older Asian man trundled up behind the desk from the back room. “Hey,” James said.

“Evening,” the man replied.

“Do you have two rooms for the night?” James asked.

The old man shook his head, held up a finger and wagged it side to side. “Only one,” he said.

James turned and looked out the window towards the parking lot. “You’ve only got three other cars out there,” he said.

“Plumbing problem,” the man said. “Only one room toilet working.”

James sighed. He’d been looking forward to some alone time with Ellen since that morning. Roger had mostly kept his hands off of her for the rest of the day in the car. But James felt like he still hadn’t relieved the pressure that blowjob had built up in his groin.

He thought about getting back in the car and trying his luck at the next exit but he was exhausted after a day of driving. “Alright,” he said, pulling his credit card out of his wallet. “I’ll just take the one, then.”

The old man rang up the bill, and passed James the payment terminal, then turned and sauntered to the back wall where a row of keys were hanging.

James tapped his card against the terminal and it beeped as the payment went through.

The old man handed him the key, then peered out through the window at Ellen and Roger. “You have three? You want cot?” he asked.

“Cot would be nice,” James replied.

“One moment. I bring to you,” the man said. When James didn’t move the man shooed him towards the door. “I bring to your room, I mean!”

James turned and walked through the door, the bell ringing as he stepped out. He trudged over to the car to break the bad news. “They only have one room,” he said. “Something about plumbing problems.”

Ellen flashed a smile that meant she didn’t mind. Roger cracked a lewd grin. “Not really a problem for us, is it?” he said.

James put on a half-hearted smile, not wanting to let his disappointment show. “I’ll drive the car over to the room. It’s one-oh-three, just over there,” he said, pointing to a door at the far end of the building.

“I’ll walk over. I need to stretch my legs,” Roger said.

James glanced at Ellen.

“Yeah. I could use a stroll, too,” she said.

James watched the two of them start walking through the parking lot and towards the door to room one-oh-three. He noticed the way the two burly guys in plastic lawn chairs trained their eyes on Ellen’s swaying ass as she sauntered past them.

A raunchy spark of heat rippled through him at their stares. Revulsion filled him soon after. Was he really this guy? Was he really so much of a pervert that the sight of two thuggish strangers lusting after his wife made him aroused.

He shook his head as he got into the car, trying to shake all the dirty thoughts from his mind. He pulled the car out of the parking spot and drove the hundred feet or so to the motel room.

Ellen and Roger were chatting by the door as he got out. Their voices were muted but they both wore smiles and Ellen’s body language was vaguely flirtatious. One knee bent in, her head tipped to one side as she stared up at Roger.

James walked around to the back of the car and popped open the back hatch. He dragged out his and Ellen’s suitcases and walked them to the door.

Ellen and James stepped aside as he put the key in the lock and opened the door. They made no motion to help when he walked back towards the car. It was only when he closed the trunk, Roger’s suitcase in hand, that Roger called out. “Oh hey I could have helped you with that, buddy!” he said, laughing.

James walked past him through the door of the motel room, trying not to let his resentment show. “Don’t worry about it,” he muttered.

A moment later he heard a knock at the door and turned to see the elderly man carrying the cot he’d promised. He walked to the door, thanked him and took it from him.

The man retreated without a word, looking somewhat uncomfortable at the sleeping arrangements he was providing the trio.

James arranged the cot against the wall at the foot of the bed then looked around the room.

It was sparsely furnished. Just a queen bed with a crappy print of a forest scene hanging in a frame overtop. A small table and a fridge in one corner that had a paper with the words BROKEN DO NOT USE taped onto it with duct tape.

The bathroom was cramped and ancient. The sink was small and water trickled endlessly in the toilet tank. A real dump.

When he stepped back out into the room Roger had already pulled Ellen inside and closed the door. He looked around and wrinkled his nose. “I fucking love greasy places like this sometimes,” he said, surveying the room. “Perfect for a dirty fuck, don’t you think, guys?” he asked, looking at them with a slightly evil sneer.

James glanced at Ellen. She had a half-nervous, half-excited energy shining in her eyes. As if something about the place was turning her on, too, but she didn’t want to admit it.

Roger grabbed her by the arm and pulled her close, gazing down into her eyes. “You’re so fucking sexy,” he whispered.

James again was filled with a feral fight or flight response. This was wrong. He shouldn’t be letting another man treat his wife this way. He should be standing up for her honour, telling Roger he couldn’t just talk to her like that whenever he wanted.

Ellen still looked excited, though. And she’d reassured him so many times that she didn’t mind Roger’s aggressive advances. It turned him on just as much, knowing she was probably looking forward to whatever dirty thing Roger had in mind. He stood there staring, feeling like he couldn’t move.

Roger undid the buttons of her dress and slipped it off her shoulders. The fabric pooled on the ground around her sandal-clad feet.

She stood staring at him, blushing, the heat already moving to her chest as her arousal grew.

Roger reached around and unclasped her bra and pulled that off. He tossed it to the side as he ogled her tits. His greedy hands moved to them, groping and squeezing and kneading, then pinching the nipples and giving them a light twist.

He hooked his finger into her underwear and started pulling them down her legs.

Ellen glanced at James. There was a mixture of fear and excitement in her stare. Excitement at being ravaged again and fear at whether James was really going to be okay watching this again.

He could see it all so clear now. She was conflicted about what was happening and somehow that made it hotter for him, too.

Roger gave her a slight shove and she staggered backwards, falling down onto the bed, her hands shooting out behind her to support herself against the mattress.

Roger dropped to his knees and grabbed her by the ankles. He swung them up into the air over his head as he crawled between her legs. He stared at her bared pussy, already glistening from his advances.

His hands dropped to her ass and he pushed them between it and the mattress. He gave her body a tug until she was perched on the edge of the bed, legs still dangling in the air. He sank his face down into her pussy and his tongue licked a slow line up her slit.

She shuddered and breathed heavily as he licked up and down her entrance, then found her clit with the tip of his tongue.

As he suckled on her button, he pressed his middle finger into her pussy hole and moved it in and out a few times. After it was good and wet he held his ring finger up against it and pressed both into her. He fed on her clit as he moved them in and out.

Once Ellen’s hips started undulating, chasing the promised pleasure his mouth would bring, he reached into his pants pocket with his other hand. He pulled out a small, bulbous pink object that tapered and ended in what could be described as a small tail.

Moving his fingers out of her pussy he brought the object up and pressed the wide end against her pussy lips.

Ellen startled at the sensation of the foreign object beginning to intrude on her. She worked her way up onto her elbows and squeezed her thighs against his face, trying to back away. “What is that?” she asked.

Roger pulled his mouth away from her pussy with a wet smack and grinned. He lifted the object and turned it around for her to see. “Just a little extra pleasure, baby. It’s gonna feel great. I promise.”

She eyed it skeptically for a while, then glanced at James.

James didn’t know what to do. This was all way out of the realm of his experience. They’d never really used toys together. He had no idea if she’d like it or if she even wanted to do it. But he didn’t know what to say to Roger about it, either.

Roger solved their problem by squeezing the small device between a finger and thumb. As it started to buzz he pressed it gently against Ellen’s clit.

She gasped and her legs fell open, her eyes dropping to the device as Roger spun slow circles around her clit. She stared at it, mouth agape, and her eyes went wide.

“See?” Roger whispered. “I told you you’d like it.”

Ellen gave a slow nod. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she slumped back down onto her back on the mattress.

Roger let the vibrator slowly slide down the line of her pussy lips. He sucked her clit back into his mouth and spun his tongue around it as he pressed the toy into her and gave it another squeeze.

“Oh!” she squeaked. Her hips bucked up and down.

Roger reached up with both hands and palmed her tits, then found her nipples with his fingers and thumbs and started delicately rolling them side to side.

“Oh god!” Ellen moaned. She wrapped her legs around his neck, pulling his face even tighter against her cunt and grinding.

James’ cock was throbbing and he was back in his tunnel vision trance. He stared at Ellen’s beautiful body rising and falling on the bed. Her chest heaving as Roger nudged her towards the edge of an orgasm.

Every time she got close he’d stop. Pulling his hands off of her breasts and his mouth away from her pussy long enough for her to calm down. Once she’d calmed down he’d start again. Slowly spinning his tongue around her pussy and pinching her nipples until her hips were bucking up and down and she was mewling furiously, begging him to let her come.

One time when James was certain she was going over the edge, Roger pulled away and even went so far as to pull the vibrator out of her. He turned it off and dropped it onto the mattress and stood up at the foot of the bed.

Ellen, one hand pressed against her forehead, writhed on the bed. She tried to touch herself but Roger swatted her hand away, intent on making her climax on his terms and not her own.

He removed his shirt and pants and underwear. Kicked off his shoes and stroked himself hard staring at her gorgeous body.

Ellen seemed lost in a distant world of sensuous pleasure.

Once she’d regained control of her breathing, Roger knelt at the foot of the bed again, reinserted the toy and slipped her clit into his mouth as his hands fondled her breasts. He took it really slowly this time. His tongue sweeping around and around in circles that lasted seconds, his fingers pinching gently, the vibrator buzzing inside her until her hips were pumping furiously up and down on the bed.

The sight was so erotic James could feel his cock had begun seeping precum into his underwear. Ellen felt as far away from him as she’d ever been but she looked so beautiful in the throes of ecstasy it didn’t even bother him that much.

When she let out a loud, uncontrolled moan, Roger decided it was finally time. He pinched down hard on her nipples and alternated sucking and licking her clit.

A series of gasps escaped her and then her body tightened. She went as stiff as a board, her thighs on his shoulders, her shoulder blades against the mattress. She let out a shriek.

Roger dropped one hand between her legs. He pulled the vibrator out of her and fell to the floor with a clatter. He pried her legs open, pulled his mouth off of her clit and started rubbing it vigorously with two fingers. He stuffed two fingers of his other hand into her pussy and started pumping.

“Fuck!” she screamed. Her hips shot up into the air. A gush of clear squirt burst from between her legs, arcing up into the air and falling to the vinyl floor in a wet patter.

Roger kept rubbing her clit and finger-fucking her pussy until another squirt came gushing out. Some of it hit him on the chest but he didn’t seem to care. He watched her carefully, as if gauging whether to continue or relent. He went in for a third round, pumping two fingers into her and slapping her pussy until she squirted again.

Her body began to shake and convulse. She rolled over onto her side and pressed a hand between her legs, denying him access.

James’ eyes widened as he watched her have the most intense orgasm he’d ever witnessed. Her mouth was wide open, eyes squeezed shut and it almost seemed like she was in pain. Her toes splayed and curled for what seemed like a solid minute until she finally calmed down and curled up into a ball on the bed.

Roger crouched at the foot, staring at her still contracting pussy lips and stroking himself. His brow was furrowed and it gave him a slightly menacing expression. He glanced over his shoulder at James. “Why don’t you take a seat. We might be a while,” he said.

James didn’t know what to say in response. So he shuffled sideways until he was at the cot and sat down on the flimsy thing.

Chapter Fourteen

Roger reached out and grabbed her ankles. He pulled her down so her ass was at the edge of the bed again. He rolled her onto her stomach and spread her legs, his eyes still fixed on her sore and gaping pussy lips.

He held out two fingers and ran them down both sides of her labia.

She mewled and shook put a hand between her legs, covering her pussy and denying him access. “It’s too sore,” she whimpered.

“Felt good, though, didn’t it?” Roger asked.

Ellen nodded, her cheek pressed against the bed.

Roger got up on his knees and pulled her by the hips until her ass was sticking up into the air. He eyed the puckered entrance of her back hole. Lowering his mouth to it he stuck out his tongue and licked a circle around it.

“Uh, no!” Ellen said, trying to push him away with a hand on his cheek.

This time Roger wasn’t so easily deflected. Holding his tongue straight out he poked the tip against her hole, prying her ass cheeks apart with his fingers until his tongue slipped in.

“Ungh!” Ellen grunted. Her hand fell to the mattress, though, and she gave her ass the slightest wiggle. Like maybe she didn’t mind so much this time.

James gripped his cock through his pants as he watched Roger plumbing her ass hole with his tongue.  He had a hard time believing Ellen was going to let him do that. She seemed far less defiant now that he’d weakened her defences with that intense orgasm he’d given her.

“Fuck, baby, your ass tastes like candy,” Roger said, pulling his mouth away and staring at her sphincter.

“Ew, gross!” Ellen said. But it was quiet and half-hearted and sounded like she didn’t really mean it.

Roger licked his ass crack a few times before poking his tongue back in to her back hole. He closed his lips around it and started eating her ass the same way he’d eaten her pussy.

A few moments later Ellen was letting out low groans of pleasure. Her ass was moving up and down in time with Roger’s eating the same way her hips had when he’d sucked her pussy.

It was obvious to James now that she wanted this. Roger’s ministrations had worn her down and now, through her exhaustion, she could admit that she really was dirty enough for this. He could take her however he wanted and she’d like it.

James nearly popped his load thinking about that. His whole body was tingling as he thought of what a dirty slut his wife was going to be.

When Roger next pulled his mouth away, James saw that her hole and the flesh around it was glistening with saliva. Roger stood up, stroking himself and staring at the same thing. He pulled her by the hips, then pressed down on her back so her legs were folded under her.

Her face was still against the bed.

He reached out and took one wrist and pinned it behind her back with his hand. “Yo, Jim,” he said. “Why don’t you come over here and give her some moral support, buddy.”

James, unsure of what he meant, got up from his perch on the cot and shuffled over to the side of the bed. He stood staring at Ellen in amazement, his eyes wide in awe.

“Have a seat right there. Right on the floor there. You can look into her eyes while I put my cock in her ass. What do you think? Hey! You awake? You hear me?” he asked, cackling.

The jagged sound of his laughter shook James from his stupor. He got down on his knees at the side of the bed and rested his chin on the mattress.

Ellen opened her eyes and met his gaze. Her brow was arched in an almost helpless expression.

It made him wonder if she was really fully in control of her own choices in that moment. “You sure about this?” he whispered, hoping Roger would ignore the question.

The worry faded from her expression and the tiniest hint of a smile took it’s place. She dragged her free hand across the mattress, reaching out to him. When he clasped her hand in his, she gave three small nods. “Yes,” she whispered.

Feeling her hand tighten around his sent a shock of lust pulsing to his groin. He glanced at her round rump, proudly protruding into the air, ready for Roger’s appendage. It still glistened with his slick spit.

His eyes ran down her body. To the lovely hourglass curves of her waist and hips. To the toned muscles in her shoulders, then lower, to the enticing curve of her breast, the nipple hidden by the crumpled bed sheets.

He looked at her reddened, somewhat tired face. Beads of sweat glistened on her forehead. He glimpsed motion in the corner of his eye.

Roger was stroking his cock above Ellen’s ass, staring at it. He spat into his hand and slathered it around the tip of his cock, then bent his knees and pointed the head at her dripping pussy. “You ready for it, baby?” he asked.

Ellen nodded again.

Roger’s cock slipped easily into the soaked folds.

Ellen’s grip tightened around James’ hand as the cock stretched and penetrated her. She dragged in a slow breath, pleasure rippling through her at being filled by Roger’s organ.

Roger put both hands on her ass and fucked his cock slowly in and out of her a few times. When it was nicely lubricated, he started fucking a little faster. He rocked her body back and forth, the mattress squeaking as he found a rhythm he could manage.

Ellen relaxed her grip on James’ hand. Her eyes closed and she slipped back into the sanctum of her pleasure, deep inside her mind.

James watched her body rocking, Roger looming over her from behind. After a few minutes he saw her cheeks begin to twitch. Her shoulders jerked like she was asleep and dreaming.

Then her eyes opened and she looked straight at him. “I’m so sore,” she admitted. “He made my pussy so sore, James, baby.”

James groaned and rubbed his cock through his pants with his free hand. Nothing he had ever done could compare to seeing Ellen defiled like this. He watched her brow furrow again and her lip curl as her face rubbed against the sheets.

He drew in a breath in time with her and held it until hers shuddered out and she squeaked. She turned and pressed her face into the mattress, letting out a low moan as she came.

Roger was panting above her, looking like he was having a very hard time containing himself. His brow was sweaty and his nostrils flared. When Ellen’s orgasm finished he pulled his cock out of her and held it above her ass.

It shimmered with her sticky pussy juices, the perfect lubricant for his next act: an entry from stage rear. He pressed his thumb against the tip and pointed the head at her anus. He mashed the spongy tissue against her hole and held it there.

“James. Jim,” Ellen whispered.

He turned his head to look into her eyes.

“Give me your hand again,” she said.

He took her hand in his and squeezed it.

Roger seemed oblivious to the exchange. He was totally focused on the sight of his cock head about to penetrate her ass. His eyes were wide with excitement. “I fucking jerked off about this so much,” he said, shaking his head like he couldn’t believe it was really about to happen. “So fucking much.”

He mashed two fingers against his cock head and stuffed it into Ellen’s ass.

Her hand squeezed James’ so tight he thought she might break his wrist. He squeezed back, wondering if it was pleasure or discomfort she was feeling?

As Roger worked his shaft slowly into her ass it became clear.

Her mouth opened wide. She locked eyes with James. The guttural groan that rolled out of her throat sent shivers down his spine.

Roger continued feeding her more and more of his pulsing shaft. He stared at it disappearing into her with a fierce intensity.

James wondered how many times Ellen had imagined this? How many times had her mind wandered back to her old mentor, then drifted to thoughts of him doing this very thing? The possibility that it had happened even once terrified and excited him.

As Roger drove the last few inches into her he put his hands on her hips, pinning her to the bed. He leaned over her, a triumphant look on his face with his cock buried inside her guts. “You fucking love it, don’t you baby?” he demanded.

Ellen closed her mouth. Her eyes drifted up to James’. She swallowed, closed her eyes, then squeezed his hand and opened them again. She craned her neck to look at Roger out of the corner of her eye. “Fuck my dirty ass,” she whispered.

Roger started chuckling. “I fucking knew it,” he said.

Ellen gritted her teeth. “Fuck my dirty ass!”

Roger leaned sideways. He grabbed the pink vibrator, squeezed it, then tucked it between her legs and slipped it inside her pussy. Gripping her hips again, he drew his cock halfway out of her then pressed it in again.

“Oh god!” Ellen moaned.

Roger crawled up onto his knees on the foot of the bed. After a few more thrusts he gripped her hips harder and instead of thrusting, began rocking her body back and forth, using her ass like a sleeve for his cock as he fucked her harder and faster.

“James,” she panted. “James.”

James looked at her wide-eyed, his cock throbbing in time with Roger’s rutting.

“Take your clothes off, James,” she said.

James felt embarrassment wash over him. He glanced at Roger, whose attention was tightly focused on his cock inside Ellen’s ass. “I…I…” he whispered, but didn’t know what he wanted say.

“You heard the slut. Take your clothes off, James,” Roger grunted.

Ellen had started making a quiet but high-pitched wah-wah-wah sound each time Roger plied into her. Her eyes had closed again and she looked totally in the thrall of sensory pleasure.

James scrambled to his feet and hurriedly undid his pants. He stared at Ellen rocking and moaning on the bed as Roger pumped his ass into her cock. After a few one-footed hops around the room he managed to pull free of his pant legs and tugged his underwear of his crotch and onto his thighs.

Ellen looked at it and her eyes went down.

James looked down and saw the wet mess soiling the entire head and top part of the shaft. He’d leaked so much precum it looked like he’d shot his wad already. But it was stiff as a rock and glowed a raging red.

Ellen looked up at him and crooked her finger.

He crawled up onto his knees on the bed and towards her, holding his cock out towards her open mouth.

She gripped the root, brought the head to her lips. Just as she was about to stuff it into her mouth she moaned and looked up at him with a pained expression. “Oh my god! He feels so good inside my ass! I’m gonna come, baby!” she cried.

Roger let out a grunting breath and doubled over her, pushing her forward.

Her mouth enveloped James’ cock and she closed her lips around it.

James’ eyes popped open wide at the searing heat and wetness of her oral cavity. Suction built as her cheeks hollowed.

Roger’s hips moved erratically behind her and he grunted something that sounded close to a profanity.

James saw the root of his cock pulsing. Seeing him releasing his load into Ellen’s ass triggered his own orgasm. He grunted an ohmigod and tried to pull himself out of her mouth but she kept him snugly inside it. The first blast of his load shot from the head of his cock and into her mouth.

Ellen let out a soft purr as if savouring the taste of his semen. Then she pulled his cock out of her mouth and smeared the head against her cheek.

His jaw dropped as he watched thick, white ropes of ejaculate spurt across her face. She stroked him slowly, drawing out the tight contractions in his pelvis until she’d drained his balls across her cheeks and chin.

He was still shaking when she opened her mouth, slipped his cock back in and swirled her tongue on the underside of his cock head.

***

The room glowed orange from the parking lot light outside when he woke up. The first thing that hit his consciousness was the gentle creaking of the bed frame a few feet away from him. His memories of the rest of the evening came flooding in.

The three of them laughing about the intense sexual event they’d shared. The pizza they’d ordered, half of which still sat on the small table in an open box, uneaten. The bottle of vodka that had gone with it. Then blackness.

He realized he was lying on the cot he’d set up when they’d arrived. His heart jolted at what that meant. He heard whispers.

“I wanted this so bad for so long.” Roger’s voice. Hushed but intense. “Tell my you did too, Ellen. Tell me you thought about this.”

James’ guts tightened at what Roger was asking her to say. He raised himself quietly on one elbow so he could make out the scene on the bed and his heart jumped again.

Ellen was lying with her legs spread wide open, toes pointed out to the sides. Roger was between her legs. His cock was gliding into her slow and gentle and wet. His face was just an inch from hers and he was gazing into her eyes.

“I want to hear you say it,” he insisted.

James held his breath.

“Tell me you thought about this. I wanted you so bad, Ellen. So badly. God you feel so good,” Roger whispered. He let out a quiet groan as he sheathed his cock inside her again.

Ellen’s hands were on his ass, guiding him and in and out of her. Every so often her fingers would drift up to his back and linger on the small of it before falling to his ass cheeks again.

“Please, Ellen?” Roger begged.

Ellen drew in a breath and sighed. “This feels nice,” she whispered back.

Relief swelled through James. A part of him had been dreading hearing a similarly passionate response to Roger’s entreaties. This feels nice seemed very far from that. Very safe.

“We could have been so good together,” Roger said. He leaned down and kissed her for a long time on the lips. When he pulled away he gazed into her eyes. “Don’t you think?”

Ellen didn’t respond right away. After a long moment she dug her nails into his ass and wrapped her legs around his thighs. “Fuck me, Roger. Fuck me,” she said.

Roger’s mouth opened as if he was going to ask her something again. After a while he let out a sigh. He looked up at the wall and started thrusting a little harder.

James let out a quiet sigh. He’d find out tomorrow how they’d ended up in bed together again. Why Ellen had let him between her legs. For now all he felt was relief. Roger may have had his cock inside her but her heart was nowhere near him.

James wrapped a hand around his prick and started stroking as he listened to them fucking on the bed.

Chapter Fifteen

“Hey buddy! How ya feeling?” Roger asked, clapping a hand on James’ back. He was freshly showered and had his suitcase in hand. “Mind if I pop this in?” he asked, stepping towards the trunk.

James stepped in between him and the car.

Roger’s smile faded. He looked at James.

Ellen came shuffling out of the motel room wearing jeans and a t-shirt, bag in tow. She walked up to stand next to them.

“What’s going on?” Roger asked, looking between the two of them. “Everything alright?”

James glanced at Ellen, who was scowling, then back at Roger. “Not really,” he said, shaking his head.

Roger took a step back, looking a little stunned. “What happened? Did we go too far last night? I thought we had a great time. Sorry but you passed out on the cot and we didn’t want to wake you,” he said, glancing at Ellen, who was now blushing her chin against her chest.

“That was nice of you,” James said. “I appreciate you trying to keep things quiet.” He stared at Roger, daring him to respond with a lie about what had happened in the middle of the night.

Roger took another step back, holding onto his suitcase. He glanced at Ellen, then back at James, then sighed. “I, uh…I should probably find my own way the rest of the way to Burlington, shouldn’t I?” he asked.

James glanced at Ellen. She was looking away from both of them, like she couldn’t stand the shame of what was happening. He turned back to Roger. “It was fun for a while,” he said.

“Until it wasn’t,” Roger replied. “I get it.” He rubbed his mouth with his hand and looked around. “I’ll just grab an Uber to the bus station and make my way from there.” He turned to Ellen. “It was really great seeing you,” he said, holding out and arm.

She let go of her suitcase and gave him an awkward hug, then stepped away.

“It was nice to meet you, James,” Roger said, looking up from under his brow. Much more tame and submissive than he’d been the last few days. He held out his hand haltingly, looking unsure if James was going to accept it or try to punch him in the face.

“Go ahead and get in the car Ellie,” James said. he took Roger’s hand, shook it, then led him away from the vehicle. Once they were out of earshot, he turned to face him. “Look, man, I don’t mean to be a dick. But I heard what you said to Ellen last night and that’s just not cool. This was supposed to be fun for all three of us but that’s it. I don’t doubt all that shit you said about how badly you wanted Ellen was true. But she’s my wife now, dude. Asking her to tell you she felt the same way while you fuck her? While I’m asleep on a cot in the same room? Not fucking cool.”

“I’m sorry,” Roger muttered, looking down at the ground. “I’m sorry. I got carried away. I didn’t mean to…”

“You didn’t mean to what? You were trying to get something from her that she didn’t want to give you.”

Roger sighed and shook his head.

James felt a pang of sympathy for the older guy. Memories of Ellen from earlier days were probably one of the few things he had left to keep him company. “I don’t need you moping about this. Like I said, it was fun while it lasted. Last night just went too far for me, and I suspect for Ellen, too.”

“I’m sorry, James,” Roger muttered again.

“I appreciate it,” James said. “Sorry to ditch you but it’s how it’s gotta be.”

“I understand,” Roger said.

James offered his hand and Roger took it and gave it a shake, his grip flaccid and weak. James turned and walked to the car.

He tossed Ellen’s suitcase into the back hatch and closed it then walked around to the driver’s side and got in.

Ellen was sitting in a sullen silence in the passenger seat.

He put his hands on the wheel and took a deep breath, then let them fall to his lap. He sighed and turned his head to look at her. “Are you okay?” he asked, quietly.

She looked at him sideways and nodded. “I’m fine,” she whispered. “I’m sorry you woke up and heard all that.”

“That’s what you’re sorry about?” James asked.

She looked at him, puzzled for a moment. “No, James, I meant I’m sorry that happened. I’m sorry you had to be there for that.”

He scowled at her. “What did happen?” he asked her.

She sighed. “You fell asleep and we were just hanging out. After a while he suggested we just leave you and sleep in the bed. That seemed fine. Then sometime in the middle of the night I woke up and his hands were all over me.”

“Did you tell him to stop?” he asked.

She hesitated for a moment, then shook her head.

“Why not?”

“I…I didn’t mind it at first. He was so horny, so hungry for it. It felt…”

James’ stomach tightened. Had she liked what had happened? Was this all about to get a lot more complicated than it had been? “You felt what?” he asked, quietly, trying to keep the tension out of his voice.

“I liked how much he wanted me,” she admitted. “I liked how badly he wanted me.”

“So you let him fuck you?”

She turned to look at him, scowling. “Oh no,” she said, shaking her head. “You’re not making me feel bad about that, James. You spent the last three days getting off on him fucking me.”

Her directness startled him and it took a moment to sink in that she wasn’t wrong. He’d been struggling with the two opposing forces of jealousy and lust since they’d run into Roger. He was just acting butt hurt now because it wasn’t exactly clear why she’d let Roger fuck her while he was sleeping.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “That came out harsher than I meant it to.”

“It’s okay,” he said.

“The truth is I knew you’d be upset if I told you what he said. I was going to tell you this morning and then there was just no chance. And then it turned out you heard it for yourself. And now we’re here.” She glanced up at him again, a sad look on her face.

“Why didn’t you tell him to stop?” James demanded.

She let out a soft sigh. “I mean, it’s not like I hated it. Obviously I enjoyed sex with him. It was a fantasy. I was having sex with a fantasy from another time. All that other stuff he said just kind of got in the way. Honestly, I just kind of wanted it to be over with and that seemed like the easiest way. It was a shitty way for the whole thing to end. But it’s for the best.”

His stomach sank at what she’d said. He didn’t want her to feel shitty about it. He didn’t want to feel bad about it, either. He glanced in the rearview mirror to see Roger still standing sadly next to his suitcase, thumbing on his phone. “Is it?” he asked.

She furrowed her brow. “Is what?” she asked.

“Is it the best way for it to end?”

She raised an eyebrow, then her expression lifted. “What are you talking about?” she asked, obviously suppressing a smile.

He smiled and shook his head. Leaning sideways he kissed her gently on the lips. “Why don’t we see if we can find a happier ending?” he whispered.

He pulled the handle on the car door open and stepped outside. “Hey, Roger!” he shouted.

Roger looked over at him.

“You want a ride to the bus station?”

Chapter Sixteen

They drove until nightfall then stopped at a proper hotel. Four stars. Valet service, with a nice shower and large tub in the bathroom and two large, queen sized beds. When they’d settled in, James ordered a bottle of Prosecco from room service.

When it arrived with three glasses on a tray he pulled it into the room and popped the cork on it.

Roger had been mostly quiet all day. Now he looked between James and Ellen, unsure of what was going on.

He hadn’t commented when James had turned onto the highway instead of the bus station. He hadn’t said a thing when they pulled into the hotel driveway. Nor had he objected when James had only booked the one room for the three of them.

James could sense Roger was harbouring a certain hope. Perhaps that he could mend what he’d broken the previous night and end things on a good note as well.

Now he stood there, looking hesitant and unsure of what to say.

James poured three champagne flutes of Prosecco and handed one each to Roger and Ellen. He picked up the third for himself and raised it in the air.

Ellen regarded him with a mirthful curiosity.

Roger looked a little skeptical, but not incurious himself.

“To a different ending,” James said.

Ellen’s mouth broke into a soft smile. She glanced at Roger, who returned the look with a frown.

“What is it, exactly, that we’re doing here?” he asked.

“Ellen and I felt bad just ditching you back there,” James replied. “It felt kind of like we set you up. We thought we all deserved a second chance. To leave on better terms,” he explained.

While not seeming entirely convinced of what was going on, Roger at least seemed relieved. He stepped forward, tapped each other glasses with his, then they all took a sip of their drinks.

“So what were you thinking then?” Roger asked.

James set down his glass, pulled his shirt out of his pants and pulled it off over his head. He tossed it onto his suitcase sitting on the luggage rack, picked up his flute of Prosecco and made his way to the large armchair by the wall. “I want you to pretend that I’m not here,” he said, sitting down.

Roger eyed him warily.

Ellen’s smile faded and her eyes widened.

“I know I let my feathers get a little ruffled about what happened last night. I’m sorry about that. This is new to me. I think it’s new to all of us. But I had a lot of time to think about it on the drive today. And I promise not to freak out.”

Roger gave a hesitant nod. Ellen still looked taken aback.

“I want to pretend I’m not in the picture. Pretend I never was. It’s a fantasy I didn’t know I had but there it is. If you have the stomach for it. I don’t want anyone doing anything they’re not comfortable with,” he explained. He looked back and forth between the two of them.

Roger raised his glass to his lips and downed it, then set it down on an end table. He turned to Ellen. “I’m game if you are,” he said.

James could see the hunger growing in his eyes at the chance for one more time with Ellen.

Ellen’s eyes moved between James and Roger. James hadn’t made any mention of his plan to her, though she’d seemed to understand he had one when they invited Roger back into the car. She walked over to the armchair, set her glass down, put both hands on the armrests and bent down low so her face was just a few inches from James’. “If I do this,” she whispered. “I don’t want any grief about it tomorrow morning.”

James smiled at her, his insides warming at the pleasant way she smiled back. “Not a single word,” he said.

She gazed into his eyes for a few moments, then stood up and picked up her glass. She brought it to her mouth, tilted her head back and slowly downed the contents. After setting it back down on the table she turned slowly around to face Roger. “Roger,” she said, quietly. “What are you doing in my room?”

One corner of Roger’s mouth turned up in a half-smile as she walked towards him. “I had to see you one last time,” he whispered.

James’ jaw dropped as he watched the two of them slip into character. He hadn’t expected this. He hadn’t really expected them to completely ignore him and put on a show.

Ellen reacted perfectly when Roger brushed the back of his hand against her cheek. Demurring, turning her head to one side and looking down. The picture of innocence. “We shouldn’t,” she whispered.

James’ cock surged to life.

“I can’t help it,” Roger said, turning her head and pulling her mouth to his.

James drew in a breath at the deep and romantic way Roger kissed her. He watched her jaw moving in time with Roger’s as his tongue plunged greedily into her mouth.

He watched with fascination as Roger’s hands moved down from her back and across her breasts, fondling each in turn as he continued kissing her.

Ellen closed her eyes and seemed to once again lose herself in the moment. She arched her back pressing her breasts against Roger’s chest as his mouth dropped from hers to her neck, leaving a trail of wet kisses down to her shoulder.

As he returned to kissing her mouth again she dropped a hand down between her legs and began to rub herself through her dress and panties.

James watched with a sordid fascination, transporting himself back in time and pretending he was seeing a younger version of Ellen. An Ellen whose desires had been more urgent, more animal than they were now that they were safely within wedlock.

Having sex with Roger had reignited, or perhaps simply ignited, a spark inside of her James wanted deeply to experience for himself.

He undid his pants and wrapped his hand around his cock as he watched them move closer to one of the beds.

Roger spun her around, continuing to kiss her neck. He slowly raised her dress up her body, exposing the delicate and curvy parts of her before finally pulling it up over her head. He bent her over the bed and laid a line of kisses down her spine before kneeling behind her and pulling her panties off.

James felt the distance between them growing as Ellen lost herself more fully to the moment and the pleasure it brought. That aroused him, too. Seeing her giving in and letting another man tend to her desires as if her husband weren’t there.

Roger spread her thighs with his hands. He crouched beneath them and licked her damp pussy with his tongue. He pressed his tongue between her folds, in and out.

Her ass rose and fell as she rode his face with her pussy.

Roger licked and suckled her pussy lips for a while longer, then stood up behind her and began hurriedly undressing.

Ellen spun around, naked except for her bra. She locked Roger with a lusty stare as she peeled her bra off exposing her breasts.

He tossed his shirt to the side, undid his pants and pulled them down his legs, along with his underwear.

When she fell down on the bed, her hair fanning out against the mattress, Roger grabbed her hips and spun her onto her stomach, then pulled her up onto her hands and knees. He kissed her back again, rubbing her pussy with his fingers.

Then he began moving sideways, rounding the bed, moving her with him until her ass was pointing at the headboard and she was facing James. He clambered up onto the bed behind her, his erection stiff and his body buzzing with sexual desire.

He stared at his cock as he swiped the head along her moist entrance.

Ellen’s eyes opened and she stared directly at James.

Despite his request that they pretend he wasn’t there, her gaze was too mesmerizing to resist. He’d never felt that sort of intensity, that sort of connection between them. It was Roger who was about to enter her, but she was with him. She was with James, her husband, their souls fully connected and he could almost hear her whispering the words I love you. This is for you. I want to give you this.

He sat up straighter in his chair, drawn closer by the magnetism of her stare.

Her eyes widened and her mouth fell open, but still she held his gaze.

When Roger finally pushed the head of his cock into her she drew a quiet breath. Her head tipped back, chin rising but she continued looking at James. He’s inside of me but I’m with you, her eyes seemed to say. He’s inside of me but I’m yours.

Roger, who was completely preoccupied by the sight of his cock moving into Ellen, faded into a blur in the background. His personality dissolved along with the arrogance and swagger he’d shown the last few days.

Now he was just a prop, an extra in this narrative between husband and wife. His body moved back and forth, his cock sliding with slick, wet sounds in and out of Ellen.

Another man is inside my wife. Another man is fucking my Ellen, James thought. He stroked himself harder, trying to match the motion of her body, hoping they could finish at the same time and experience the dark thrill of this fantasy together.

The longer Roger fucked her the wider her mouth opened. Her eyes fluttered shut, then opened wide. She lost contact with him for a moment as a wave of pleasure crashed over her but she was back in an instant.

A faint and wicked smile lit in her eyes and twisted the corners of her mouth upwards. He’s fucking me but I’m with you, it said.

James stroked himself harder, sitting on the very edge of the armchair.

Her eyes dropped to his cock and widened.

Roger’s blurry shape fucked her harder from behind. His pelvis slapped noisily against her ass cheeks, flesh on flesh.

The wicked smile faded from her expression, replaced by a lusty desperation. She was close, he could sense it.

He felt switches tripping in his own mind, thoughts of Roger spilling his seed deep into her, memories of the sight of watching Roger’s cock disappearing into her first hand, the bursts of pleasure shooting up from his own groin as he stroked himself all colliding inside his mind.

Ellen arched her back and gasped.

James’s back went rigid. He could feel his cock spewing precum all over his hand.

I’m coming. She mouthed the words but he could have sworn he heard them like she’d whispered them in his ear. I’m coming. Come with me, baby.

Then her eyes squeezed shut and she disappeared inside herself.

The sight of her withdrawing, her mind regressing from their shared connection to the feeling of Roger’s cock pounding in and out of her.

The vortex it created pulled him closer to her and he felt her pleasure as if it were his own. As her face contorted in an orgasm the shape of it drew his climax out of him. He stifled a shout as he felt a torrent of seed rush through his shaft and erupt out of the head of his cock, splattering all over his hand.

Epilogue

When he woke up the next morning a faint memory filtered into his mind. Sometime in the middle of the night he seemed to remember hearing Roger shuffling around the room. He’d been too exhausted to turn on the light or care.

Now, with the light of dawn spilling in through the curtains, he realized it must have been real. Roger was nowhere to be seen.

He’d left them alone after the act. Discreetly disappearing into the bathroom to put on clothes before slipping out the door of the room whispering he’d be back in a few hours.

They’d made love wordlessly, staring into each other’s eyes before collapsing on the bed and falling asleep naked, their limbs tangled in the tousled sheets.

He sat up on the bed now, rubbing the sleep from his eyes and looking around the room. Roger was gone, along with his suitcase. Looking across to the other bed he saw a sheet of hotel stationery lying at the centre.

He glanced at Ellen, who was stirring next to him. He slipped of the bed, walked to the other and picked up the letter.

Ellen and James,

I wanted you both to know how much the last few days meant to me. I don’t want to be too cheesy but you gave me something I didn’t know I needed. I tried dating a few years after I left Fort Collins but I could never get into it. Something was always missing. There was a part of myself I couldn’t access.

You helped me find myself again. I won’t bore you with the details. I’m sorry for any badness and I hope there aren’t any hard feelings. I wanted to say thank-you, though. This meant a lot to me.

Take good care,

Roger

James felt oddly touched by the short letter. He stared at it for a while until he heard Ellen sit up on the bed behind him. His own jealousy and angst paled as he contemplated what Roger must have been going through in his time with them. He turned to look at Ellen.

“Morning,” she cooed, her voice groggy from sleep.

“Morning,” he whispered.

She glanced at the paper he was holding.

He looked down at it, then back up at her. He held it out towards her. “He’s gone, I think. He left this.”

She looked at the letter again, drew in a breath and sighed.

A silence fell over them, then he walked to the bed and sat down on the edge. He held out the letter. “You want to read it?” he asked.

She looked at it again, smiled, then shook her head. “No,” she said, taking it from him and putting it face down on the bedside table. She put a hand on his shoulder and pulled him down onto the bed next to her. “Not right now. Maybe not ever. I want you,” she whispered. “Forever.”

THE END
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