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Chapter 1

 


I turned the window crank, keeping my eyes on the road. A warm rush of late May air swept through the car. Jenny grabbed her hat.
 

"That's an awfully stiff breeze," she frowned.
 

"I don't mind it. Take your hat off," I replied. "Church is over."
 

"Reg, it's Sunday."
 

"So?"
 

"So I'm not riding around like a trollop without a hat."
 

I chuckled and shook my head.
 

"That was a dull sermon John gave today, wasn't it?" I asked after a while. "I think we'll be happy here. I think it's the right place for us. Nothing like a sleepy Sunday sermon to judge the serenity of a place, is there?"
 

I felt her frown beside me. I didn't mean it in a bad way. Sometimes I just liked getting under her skin a little.
 

When I looked over. She was still clinging to her hat, looking out the window, scowling despite the daisy's dotting the rolling hills.
 

"What's the matter?" I asked.
 

"Nothing." Her mouth was a little tight.
 

"Come on. What is it? I can tell with you Jenny Chambers. I can tell right away when something's wrong."
 

She looked at me and shook her head a little.
 

"I'll tell you what. I'll take you for lunch if you tell me. I'll take you for a nice Sunday lunch."
 

I felt her stewing in whatever was bothering her for a bit before she spoke up.
 

"Reg."
 

"Yes, doll?"
 

"It's just...
 

"What is it, love?"
 

"It's just, shouldn't you call him Pastor John? And you shouldn't say things like that. About the sermon."
 

I nearly cracked up. I just barely held it in. She was like that, Jenny was. Respect for a man of the cloth. Her father had made her that way.
 

"You sound like your mother," I teased.
 

I heard her harumph in the seat next to me. I turned the car into the little dirt lane way leading to our little house.
 

"Well...well...you sound like my father!" she chirped. Her voice always got higher when she was upset.
 

I pulled the car up just in front of the garage and turned the key. The engine coughed a few times, then fell silent. The silence inside the car started to get hotter with no breeze so I rolled the window down a little more. I leaned over towards Jenny with a smile.
 

"Anyways, don't you think so?" I asked, kissing her shoulder.
 

She knew what I wanted but shrugged me off a little anyways. She'd never say "no" to my advances but sometimes she played with me like that.
 

"Think what?" she snapped, her pursed lips snapping back to a pout as soon as the words were out of her mouth.
 

"Don't you think we'll be happy here?" I murmured, still smiling at her.
 

"I do," she sighed. Now there was something else in her voice. A different disappointment.
 

"Now what is it?"
 

"I'll miss Tom and Dora and Lacey and the twins. I already do."
 

"Your family can come up and visit any time. You know that," I consoled. 
 

"It's not the same. It's not the same as having them right next door."
 

It sure as hell wasn't the same. Not in a bad way, either. It stung a little bit, her feeling bad about the move. I'd worked a damn hard year to make the down payment on a house we could afford. Now here she was getting salty about it.
 

"Well if the best I can do isn't good enough for you then maybe you need to find yourself..."
 

"Reg, stop that! It's not that and you know it!"
 

It startled me a bit, her talking back like that. I guess I was getting a little too salty myself.
 

"Look, I did this so I didn't have to worry so much. I did it so that if the...when the baby comes I'll have more time for both of you." 
 

I cursed myself inside for how I'd misspoke but I kept smiling. She caught it though.
 

"If."
 

"What if?" I asked, trying to play it off.
 

"You were going to say if. If the baby comes."
 

"Come on now," I soothed, putting a hand on her arm, "don't be like that."
 

She shifted in the seat and a glint of light caught my eye. I looked down. She was wearing it. She was wearing the anklet I'd given her. I'd never seen her wear it before. Strange choice, to wear it on a Sunday. I was happy to see it on her, though. It was a nice piece. I don't know why she hadn't worn it before.
 

"You're wearing it," I said, looking up at her, my smile a little wider.
 

"What?"
 

"The anklet. You're wearing it."
 

She blushed a little. My cock moved against my Sunday trousers.
 

"You like it?" she said, her voice hushed.
 

"I love it. Why didn't you wear it before?"
 

She got a little redder and turned away. "It's not the sort of thing..."
 

"Not the sort of thing what?"
 

"It's not the sort of thing a girl like me should wear."
 

"What does that mean? A girl like you?"
 

"A church-going girl, I mean."
 

"But you wore it to church!"
 

She shrugged. She sure as hell could be confusing sometimes. It didn't matter. I didn't mind now that I saw it on her. My cock grew a little more.
 

"What about my lunch? I told you what you wanted to hear, now I want that lunch you promised."
 

She was getting very cocky. I sort of liked it. I liked the look of her more, though. Her red lip stick matched the red and white polka dot dress she was wearing. It made her blue eyes even bluer and I liked the way her plump ass cheeks puffed out the sides of the dress.
 

"Let's go inside," I whispered. A breeze blew in through the open window, smelling like the promise of summer.
 

She looked up with her opal eyes. "But you said..."
 

"I know what I said. As soon as we're done, I'll buy you lunch."
 

Her cheeks got a little pinker. I got even stiffer, looking at her, so embarrassed in her Sunday best, the anklet I bought her catching the light.
 

Without a word, she pulled the door handle, pulled her dainty feet up and stepped out of the car. I watched her walk around the front of it, teetering on the gravel in the heels she was wearing.
 

She had a shapely body. Round in all the right places and even though she was uptight, she was the kind of girl who knew just what to wear to make herself look good. I opened my door and followed after her.
 

"Hey, where you going?" I asked, catching her inside before she disappeared into the bedroom.
 

She turned her eyes down. She could never look at me right before. I kind of liked that, too. This time, though, I wanted her to look. I wanted to see how scared she was that the good Lord might be watching. Sex on a Sunday? Before noon? I knew she'd want to close the blinds nice and tight in the bedroom.
 

"I thought...I thought I'd go get ready for you," she whispered.
 

"You're already ready. Right here."
 

She looked up with wide blue eyes. I could tell she couldn't believe what I was saying.
 

"Reg..."
 

"What?" I asked, scooping her towards me and lifting her up onto the counter. I pushed aside our coffee cups from before church.
 

"Reg..." she started again, her voice a little more pleading now. She was squirming. I loved it.
 

"What's a matter baby? You worried someone's gonna see?"
 

She looked down again and nodded. I started to pull myself out.
 

The thing was, no matter how worried she was, no matter how much it bothered her that we were in the kitchen with the sun shining in, she'd never say no. She'd never say no because I'd taught her that's what a good wife does. A good wife does as she's told.
 

Jenny looked away as soon as I pulled my cock out. It was stiff and ready and I could see she was trying not to look at it, even though she wanted to. I pulled her to the edge of the counter. She gasped.
 

I pulled the polka dot dress up slowly, my shaft hardening at the sight of her fleshy white thighs. Her skin was soft as down as I slid my hands up her legs and found the cotton of her panties. It was damp and her smell drifted up between our bodies.
 

She let out a little whimper as I slipped my finger past the patch of soaked hair just above her slit. She stole a glance at my bouncing member but quickly looked away.
 

"Don't worry baby, no one's going to see," I comforted. She was perched on the very edge of the counter now. I could feel her pulsing wet heat on the head of my cock. Stepping towards her, I leaned in and kissed her neck. She squirmed. I drove myself inside.
 





Chapter 2

 


Jennifer Chambers, born Summers, was the daughter of a merchant, one James William Summers, warden of the church. Her childhood had been spent in Sunday schools and Bible study. She'd had a solid education in the one room school house in the village of Barnhill, solid enough that her parents had sent her to a high school while her siblings helped on the farm.
 

Her studies had paid off in the sense that she'd received a scholarship upon graduating, to attend the University of Arboles to study history. That is where we'd met.
 

By the time I first laid eyes on Jenny, I'd become almost completely convinced that I'd die a bachelor. It didn't bother me. I'd had plenty of female friends who'd shared my proclivity for sex. None of them were marriageable though. I'd hesitate to call them loose women, but it wouldn't have felt right, knowing their histories.
 

Jennifer was completely different. Inexperienced and untouched, she radiated a virgin innocence that drew men to her like birds to a flower. She caught my eye from the moment she walked into my class but since student-faculty fraternization was strictly forbidden at Arboles I did my best to keep her out of mind.
 

Her presence in my medieval studies class three times a week made that an impossible objective. I struggled for months to keep her intoxicating freshness in the darkest corners of my mind. I thought if I could last long enough, until some young buck finally charmed his way past her chaste veneer, it would give me some peace.
 

But no one did. Not for lack of trying. I watched as each week a new suitor waited outside the lecture hall doors, smiling and striking up a conversation as soon as she walked out. It was almost comical how quickly and efficiently she rebuffed their advances. It came to be a source of great amusement, really. And a source of great frustration.
 

It was a snowy night a few weeks before the Christmas break, when I was driving home from a festive faculty gathering to see a slow shape moving through the snow at the side of the road, leaning into the wind.
 

I slowed and rolled down a window, thinking it might be a student who'd had too much nog.
 

It was her. She was shivering from the cold and barely looked at me as I slowed to a crawl next to her and rolled down the window.
 

"Professor Chambers!" she'd gasped, as if the devil himself had rolled up in that car.
 

"Ms Summers, what on earth are you doing out here this time of night and in this cold?!?"
 

She didn't answer.
 

My heart was beating warmly in my chest. I knew the Dean to be a man of morals and strict with rules. My chest swelled at the thought of leaving the poor young girl at the side of the road to save my own skin. If there was ever an excuse to put my tenure in peril, this was it.
 

"Ms Summers," I called out again, leaning over and pulling on the door handle. It swung open. "Ms Summers, get into this car at once. I'm giving you a ride."
 

She stopped but didn't look at me. She stared straight ahead. I didn't know her then as well as I do know but if I had, I would have known she was weighing her prudish rules against the possibility of a warm car ride home. If I'd known her better, I would have known she, too, had been waiting for an opportunity like this. To be with me alone.
 

"Ms Summers!" I remember snapping, "it's bloody cold out there and you're gravely mistaken if you think I'd ever leave you on the side of the road in this kind of wind. Now get in before I have to get out and haul you in myself!"
 

It took another moment but that did the trick. She'd lowered herself into the car. I watched her and my heart skipped as I saw the flicker of a smile flash across her usually stern face. Once she'd closed the door, I pulled back onto the road.
 

I wanted to know what she'd been doing out there. I wanted to know what Romeo had swept her off her feet then left her to walk home. Even then, the thought of her even smiling at another man had my insides twisted in jealousy and my cock bouncing in my pants.
 

"Cold night to be out for a walk," I said, hoping she would volunteer something about her plight.
 

Nothing. She sat beside me, tight-lipped and stone faced.
 

"Going home for Christmas?" I asked, hoping to ease her out of her shell. I looked over to see her shaking her head. "May I ask why?" I regretted the question instantly.
 

Thick, salty tears began rolling down her cheeks. Adrenaline coursed through my veins. Why had I bothered trying to be friendly? Poor thing was probably embarrassed enough as it was by the situation I'd found her in. She didn't need some old coot asking questions.
 

"I'm very sorry," I apologized, "it's not my place to..."
 

"It's not that," she answered tersely. "If you must know, I've just had a boy tell me I'm frigid and I can't go home because my family doesn't have the money to send for me. I'll be spending the two weeks in my dormitory. Alone."
 

I felt worse than the idiot I'd been. When I pulled up to her building, I put the car in park and turned to her.
 

"How did you know?" she asked.
 

"How did I know what?"
 

"How did you know this was my building?"
 

The question caught me completely off guard. Of course I should have had no way of knowing. I should have asked. I may as well have confessed to her right then. 
 

I followed you once.
 

"Uh...I...I thought that..." I blathered, my mind racing. Finally, with the awkward silence stretching longer between us by the second, I found a way out. "Don't all freshmen live at Midfield House?" I managed.
 

She tilted her head. So slightly. I could have sworn I saw another flicker of a smile.
 

"No. Thank-you. For the ride."
 

Before I could get another word out, she'd opened her door and slipped out into the frigid night.
 





Chapter 3

 


"So how are you likin' Dunning so fah?" Jake Sturm asked in his East Coast drawl.
 

"We love it," I replied, holding my glass up in a toast.
 

He smiled and nodded his head. "Good. Good." We let the silence linger for a while, staring out his balcony onto the puddles of pale yellow streetlights below. "You like cigahs?" he asked after a while.
 

"Only when I'm drinking."
 

My answer made him grin. "Hold this. I'll be right back." I watched him slide the glass door to the balcony open and walk inside. Jenny was standing in the living room, chatting with Jake's wife Ava, an animated woman with a wry smile. She seemed to be listening attentively to a story, nodding politely every so often.
 

My cock moved at just the sight of her. I wanted to put my drink down, take her home and pry her ample thighs apart. Jake and Ava were nice enough, but nothing was nicer than sinking into my wife.
 

Jake came back with two cigars, a cutter and a zippo. He grinned again and nodded, holding out the thick log of rolled tobacco for me to take. Once we were both lit, we stared back out into the night.
 

"Jenny sure is a nice gal," he said after we'd both had a few puffs.
 

"I'm a lucky man."
 

"How'd you two meet?"
 

I felt a knot tighten in my stomach. I didn't know Jake well yet. I wasn't sure how welcome the truth would be. The drink was doing its job, though. I took a calculated risk.
 

"We met at college," I said, trying not to sound uneasy.
 

"Really? You two?" he asked in disbelief.
 

"I was her professor."
 

I didn't look at him until I felt his fist touch my shoulder. He was wearing another wide grin.
 

"You dawg! I knew it! A broad like that with a..." He stopped. I could tell he wasn't sure whether he could go on without upsetting me.
 

"With an old fart like me?"
 

"Ah! Come on! You're not that old. Are you?"
 

I had to laugh. "Forty-seven."
 

"Forty-seven? No shit. Oh. Pardon my French."
 

"Not at all," I replied, smiling. "I am a lucky man."
 

I watched him look back inside. I followed his gaze and saw Jenny laughing this time. Well, giggling at least.
 

"That you are," he murmured, "that you are."
 

We puffed our cigars for another little while.
 

"So are you...still in the teaching business?" he asked.
 

"I am. Perris. Just up the road. I'm sure you know where..."
 

"Oh Perris. Yeah, I know Perris alright. Good school. Good school." He puffed on his cigar. "Where were you before?"
 

"University of Arboles."
 

"No shit, huh? What brought you to this place?"
 

I shifted, a little uncomfortable at the sudden familiarity. "I...uh...I had to..." I stammered. I hated talking about money. Especially when the conversation was about how little I made.
 

"Hey. Don't worry about it. None of my business. Avey's always tellin' me I ask too many questions."
 

I shot him a polite smile.
 

"I'm in the pipin' business myself."
 

"Piping?"
 

"Yeah. You know, plumbing pipes and the like."
 

"Ah! Of course. Good business?"
 

"I do alright. We've got this place and a cottage out at the Hammocks. Avey says we should just move out there. I don't know though. Even though this town is small, I kind of like havin' some people around, you know?"
 

"Yes..." I mused, trying to sound interested.
 

"You got kids?"
 

"Um...no. Not yet, anyways."
 

"Ah, I hear ya'. Avey and I tried for a while but it never happened. Can't say I'm too upset about it though. I like our life."
 

He turned around and looked back inside.
 

"With a wife like that I bet you'll have no trouble havin' kids, when you want 'em, that is."
 

The knot in my stomach tightened.
 

"Shit," he cursed, obviously noticing my discomfort. "There I go again, shootin' my mouth off. Sorry fella'."
 

"It's quite alright."
 

I huffed on my cigar, reigniting the smouldering end into a bright orange glow. I let some of the smoke waft down my throat. It had been a while since I'd smoked and the burn felt good alongside the whisky we were drinking.
 

"You know," Jake said, shaking his cigar in my direction, "I never would have thought of you as the type."
 

I turned and saw him staring at me sort of smug. Like I'd let him in on some secret.
 

"The type?" I asked.
 

"Yeah. You know..." he said, as if that explained everything.
 

"I...don't think I do."
 

He seemed confused. Like I should have known what he was talking about.
 

"I mean...I mean...you know what I mean. The jewellery?"
 

I watched him watching me.
 

"Jewellery?" I asked, still confused.
 

"Yeah. The anklet. I didn't think you'd be the kind of guy to...go that way."
 

"Still not sure what you mean, Jake," I confessed.
 

He frowned, like he thought I was playing him or something. Then his face relaxed.
 

"Oh geez, I'm sorry Reg. I didn't realize it was just an anklet. Never mind me. I talk too much. You want another drink?"
 

Well now that he'd made such a big deal of it, I wanted to know. "That's all right. But go ahead and tell me. I'm curious now."
 

"Nah," he said, shaking his head and looking down onto the street below, "just forget about it."
 

That was kind of hard to do. "Come on now Jake, I won't be offended."
 

"Look," he said putting his palms up. He hesitated for a moment. "Aw hell, alright. Look, some fellas give their wife that sort of thing when they want other men to know she's...available, if you know what I mean?"
 

There could really only be one thing he was talking about. I turned around again to look inside. The light caught the anklet. She was wearing it again. I looked up. What I say took my breath away.
 

Ava and Jenny had put their drinks down. Not only had they put their drinks down but they were standing much closer to each other than they had been. Not only were they standing much closer, Ava was...I couldn't believe it. Ava was leaning in.
 

Their lips touched. Jenny's eyes closed. I saw her body soften. Ava's hand crawled slowly up her side.
 

"He he," Jake chuckled beside me. The sound seemed muted, like he was in another room. "There they go. Girls will be girls, huh?"
 

A ferocious red rage tore through me at the sight of their kiss. I watched as Ava's jaw opened. I knew she was sliding her tongue into my wife's mouth. I knew I should drop my drink and butt out my cigar, race inside and tear Jenny away. But my feet wouldn't move. I was paralyzed.
 

Jenny, my wife, looked about as different from the woman I'd married as she could. All the tension she carried around normally, the burden of guilt and shame and piousness had left her body. All her weight was on one leg, her calf flexing under it. Her normally rigid posture had melted into the most seductive curve. 
 

I watched her chest rise as Ava's hand cupped her breast. Their mouths moved against each other in a gentle kiss. My eyes bulged. My cock began to stand.
 

"That's a pretty little scene," I heard Jake murmur beside me. I looked over at him, looked at his crotch, I'm not sure why. He was getting off on it as much as I was.
 

I thought it was a dream. When I looked back and saw Jenny's body pressed against Ava's, curling up against her touch, I thought I was dreaming. The muscles in her legs flexed as she shifted her weight. Her mouth moved slowly, soaking in the caress from Ava's lips. For a moment I thought I'd never be able to move again. 
 

Suddenly, my body broke from its trance.
 

I heard the whisky glass smash on the balcony. I felt my fingers on the sliding glass. In a second I was beside her, peeling her away from Ava, ignoring the other woman's shocked gaze. That red rage boiled in my veins.
 

Without a word I dragged her out the door, down the stairs and into the parking lot.
 

"Reg!" she shouted as I pulled her arm.
 

I didn't want to hear it. I just wanted out of the place. I just wanted her.
 





Chapter 4

 


It had been a small wedding. Her father had offered a modest sum to help but knowing their situation, I'd declined. I'd gone into debt financing the thing myself. He'd been pleased by that. No matter how poor I felt, I knew they were much worse off.
 

"I haven't accustomed her to much but you'll keep her in a good way, won't you Reg?" he'd asked the night before, over grape juice and chocolates. They never drank.
 

"Of course I will," I replied. It was all a bit awkward, me being so much older and her having just finished school. We hadn't really dated, in the formal sense. Our meetings were secretive. No one in the school could know. We did a good job and I'd proposed the day she graduated.
 

The day of the wedding was exhausting. The ceremony seemed to drag on. My shoes were too tight but I didn't care. I could barely keep my eyes off her in her flowing white wedding gown. She looked like a princess. My virgin princess.
 

Once we'd all moved down to the church hall for the reception there were speeches, followed by crackers and cheese and terrible wine. 
 

I sat at the head table with her by my side, a little self-conscious at the disparity in our age. Knowing everyone else in the room was staring. Why would a pristine flower marry that old rotten log? I was sure they were thinking it.
 

I took the first dance. She was stiff and awkward and she stepped on my toes but I didn't care. I was in love. We were in love.
 

When I finally settled into my chair, ready to drink myself into a stupor, the dancing began. That made me sit upright.
 

Not because the band was any good. They weren't. Old Christian hymns, half resuscitated by the addition of drums and an out of tune guitar. What brought me back to life was watching her.
 

She'd never touched a drop of alcohol before that night, or so she swore. She'd never danced with a man before. With each sip of terrible wine her hips swayed a little easier. With each dance, her body swung a little more.
 

I watched, mesmerized, as she danced with all the boys from her Sunday school class that had now turned into men. She seemed so comfortable with them, like she didn't need to keep her guard up any longer. Like she knew their intentions were pure.
 

I knew they weren't. I watched as each one of those men's hands sank farther down her back, towards the round shelf of her ass, pushing against the fabric of her white dress. No one ever touched her there but damn it I imagined what it would be like if they would.
 

I spent that whole damned night watching her like a hawk, wondering what it would be like to see her with no clothes on, to see them with no clothes on, dancing together on the floor.
 

Guests came up to offer their congratulations. I could barely hear them. I could barely tear my eyes away from her with all those men. I was stiff as an iron rod in my black tuxedo pants. All I wanted to do was fuck.
 

When we finally got to the bedroom, her parents had pushed two beds together in one of the room's upstairs their house, I could barely contain myself. 
 

She insisted that I turn around when she changed. I laughed. I thought she was joking. I'd never met a woman that was so shy. She wasn't. She made me turn around and wait for what felt like hours until she finally gave the word.
 

When I spun around on the bed, the sight of her made me stop breathing for a second.
 

She stood there, trembling like a sapling in the wind, her plush body barely covered by a negligee. A gift from her mother, I learned later.
 

I sprang up and wrapped my arms around her, pressed my lips to hers and drank in the sweetness of her innocence. She gasped when I scooped her in my arms and carried her to the bed. She seemed completely ignorant of what to expect.
 

Like a boor I tore my clothes off and crawled under the covers with her. I thought that all that ease she'd had on the dance floor would have stayed, along with her inhibitions. No. She was terrified.
 

I didn't care. She was my bride and I was going to teach her to be a good one. I'll never forget the feeling of prying her round thighs apart for the first time and crawling in between them.
 

She had the softest skin I'd ever touched. There was just a tiny patch of yellow down above her pussy. I pulled away the thin fabric covering her, trying not to tear it. I pulled it up over her full hips, past her slim waist and up over her round breasts, pink nipples already stiff with fear and anticipation. They spilled out and to the sides as she raised her arms.
 

Finally, after all that waiting, I saw her naked. I wanted to be a good lover. I wanted to be slow and gentle and give her a good first time. Nature had other ideas.
 

She moaned a little as I pressed my fingers against her wet slit, searching for the cleft. When I found it, I peeled it apart. It was sticky with wetness and I sank a finger into it, my cock completely stiff with desire.
 

I saw tears start to form in her eyes. They rolled down her cheeks slowly. I leaned in.
 

"Don't worry baby. I love you."
 

She looked at me with those big, baby blues. Like she'd never heard anyone say that before.
 

When the head of my cock touched her pussy lips, she stiffened even more. But as soon as I managed to wedge myself between those two soft lips of flesh, she opened her mouth and gasped. Like she couldn't believe this was what men and women did for fun.
 

I didn't fuck her for very long. I felt bad about that. I don't think she even came that first time. I blamed myself for not being a good lover but how could I have been? How could a man as old as me have found himself with such a perfect, virgin flower and not taken what was his?
 

I came quickly, groaning at the flux of seed that filled her womb.
 

When it was finished I lay there worrying she was going to cry some more. My body swelled with relief when she rolled slightly to one side and put her head up on my arm.
 

"Are we married for real now?" she asked.
 

I burst into an awkward guffaw. She curled away from me, making me immediately regret my laughter.
 

"I'm sorry," I said. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to laugh. We're married. We're married for real now. And I love you Jenny Sum...Jenny Chambers. I'll always love you."
 

She turned around. Her blue eyes were round and looked like they might cry again but she pressed herself against my chest.
 

"I...I love you," she whispered.
 

I'd never heard a sweeter sound.
 





Chapter 5

 


The drive home from the Sturm's was terse. Jenny was curled up into a little ball, sniffling and staring out the window. My knuckles were white on the steering wheel, a vein throbbing in my forehead as we roared home through the night.
 

The strangest part was I didn't know which part of me to listen to. I liked my wife a certain way and faithfulness and obedience were a part of that. I didn't like looking in through the window and seeing her pressed up against another woman in a kiss. But from the moment I'd seen it, all the way through the drive home I had a throbbing hard on like I hadn't felt in a long time.
 

When we got there, I tore out of the car and stormed around to her side. As soon as I had the door open I yanked her out by the wrist and dragged her into the house.
 

It wasn't often that I took her over the knee. She'd learned early on what I didn't like and what would earn her a spanking. Obviously this was a new situation but I was intent on teaching her a lesson.
 

She whimpered as soon as I put her on my lap on her stomach, knowing what was coming. I got a little red when her ribs came up against my wood but what's a man supposed to do? I didn't know myself why I was so damn excited.
 

Well, once I decided to give Jenny a spanking it was only going to be on her bare bottom. That's the only way I'd been spanked and it was the only way I would discipline her. When I pulled up the billowy little number she was wearing, I got one hell of an eyeful.
 

Her tight, white cotton panties were soaked right through. So much so I could see the slit of her pussy through them. It just made me stiffen against her, seeing how turned on she'd become. Of course, having begun to punish her I didn't want to lose my nerve.
 

I brought a palm down against the puffy white cheek of her ass. Her body tensed as the sting of it travelled through her. The skin started to turn pink. I slapped the other cheek, with about the same force, then the first, then the second again.
 

The damn thing was, it seemed like every slap made her squirm the way she did when I was doing something that felt good. This was supposed to be her punishment.
 

"What in the hell were you doing with your lips on that woman?" I asked with a clenched jaw.
 

"I'm sorry..." was all she could whimper.
 

I gave her a few more smacks. I couldn't help but watch the throb of that soaked pussy through her panties. I was stiff as a board with an itch to fuck that wouldn't go away. After a few more swats I leaned over her, so she could hear me whisper.
 

"What's this?" I asked, pressing two fingers against the drenched fabric at her cunt. Normally she would have looked away with a face that was burning red with blush. This time though, my little princess just moved her hips a little, so she could feel my fingers pressing harder against her snatch.
 

"Why you little hussy, I oughta..."
 

I couldn't even finish what I started to say. My cock was so damn stiff I thought it was going to fall off if I didn't fuck it into her. I yanked her up and walked her over to the table. She was still in her heels. She still had that bloody anklet on. That only made me harder. That was my gift to her and the whole reason behind this misunderstanding. That made me feel kind of bad. She was just doing what came natural. This was really all my fault.
 

I pushed the thought away. My cock was still flexing and I needed relief.
 

The image of Ava's lips locked with Jenny's flashed in my mind. Adrenaline raged through me. I bent my wife over the table and undid my belt.
 

She was breathing heavily but she didn't look scared. She didn't look scared at all. When my belt buckle hit the floor she didn't flinch. She opened her legs a little wider.
 

I smacked her for that, right on her bare ass again. Then I tugged those panties down. I jerked the wet fabric with both hands until it tore. I threw it on the ground. I didn't know what the hell was happening, to me or to her. There was a fire inside me I'd never felt before.
 

"Your pussy's soaked!" I snapped, yanking her by the hair.
 

"I know," she whimpered.
 

"You know," I growled.
 

"I know."
 

"Why the hell's your pussy so wet?" I had my cock in my hand now. The head of it was throbbing, begging to be buried between her thighs.
 

"I don't know Reg."
 

"You don't know? I think it's because you were a little slut tonight. Did you like being a little slut?  Well?!? Did you?!?" I was losing control but I wanted an answer. I needed to hear her say something about it.
 

Instead of answering, she looked back to see me poised at her entrance. Her eyes went wide. She reared, trying to push herself onto me.
 

The strangest swell of rage rushed through me, thinking of her betrayal. It wasn't just rage though. At the core of it was a dark desire. I pushed my pulsing cock against her hot, soaked entrance and drove myself inside.
 

"Ah!" she gasped as I filled her. Her walls were hot and tight and squeezed me as I went. I let go of my cock and put two hands on her ass. It was burning hot from where I'd smacked her. I felt the head of my cock come up against her end.
 

"Is that what you wanted?!?" I spewed, my hips shaking with desire.
 

Normally she'd just take it, let me have her and be done with it. Not this time. This time she turned and we locked eyes. This time she whispered, "Yes!"
 

I started rutting into her. The wet sounds of my cock drilling into her soft core floated through the room. I felt her juices running down my length, dripping off my balls.
 

What the hell was wrong with me?!? What the hell was wrong with us?!? What kind of pervert was I to get so turned on seeing her kiss another woman?
 

The question didn't have an answer. I didn't care. I looked down to see her round, creamy cheeks trembling under the weight of my thrusts. I grabbed fist fulls of her flesh and kneaded it with my fingers. It made her moan.
 

Her fingernails scratched against the table. From what I could see of her face it was strained, her body readying for a climax. It just made me hotter, that she was so turned on.
 

I felt my cum moving from my balls. My cock ached. My whole body ached. It was like I wanted to fuck the naughty right out of her. Each thrust only served to make her hotter, though.
 

I felt her pussy start to clench. The little slut was as turned on by all of this as much as I was! Slowly she lifted her heels, getting up on the balls of her feet, making her ass round up so I could see her puckered back hole. As I rode her hard, I felt her start to come.
 

"Oh Reg!" she screamed, juices spilling out of her and onto my cock. Hearing her voice made me flex inside her. I felt another spasm of her cunt. Her body was milking me for seed.
 

My vision blurred. My breathing quickened. Every muscle tensed. With a groan, I filled her with the first blast of my love.
 

"Ah!" I shouted as cum pulsed from me. I closed my eyes and imagined seeing thick ropes of my white hot seed coating her womb. The peak of my orgasm came. I drove myself as deep into her as I could and held myself there. She moaned and I felt her tighten around me one more time.
 

When it passed, I started fucking again in fits and jerks. The last of my seed left me, pulsing deep into her insides. When I had nothing left to give, I doubled over. I kept myself inside, though, the feeling of her warmth around me too good to give up just yet.
 

When I couldn't hold myself that way and longer, I stepped back, falling out of her now used opening. She lay there on the table, breathing heavily.
 

I couldn't help what happened next. I'm not crass. I like sex as much as the next fella but when it's over, it's over. This time, though, I couldn't help but stare at her hole, rubbed raw and throbbing. I watched a trickle of my own cum leak from her. The sticky liquid clung to her leg as gravity pulled it towards the floor.
 

It was as erotic as anything I'd ever seen. The only thing more erotic I'd ever experienced was what I thought of next.
 

Thinking back to Ava and Reg and the whole evening, a thought shook me from some dark place. What if I could watch that, watch that cum seeping from my wife. But what if it weren't mine?
 





Chapter 6

 


The next day was a Tuesday. At breakfast, Jenny and I acted like nothing out of the ordinary had happened the night before. She made me eggs and bacon, the way she always did. Toast, cut diagonally and a cup of strong, black coffee.
 

I read the paper. She washed the dishes until it was time for me to go to work. Then she handed me my briefcase and we kissed on the way out the door.
 

She smiled and put her head on my chest. I lingered there, wondering if I should say something. I couldn't find the words. I kissed her forehead, grabbed my jacket and headed out the door.
 

It was going to be a hot day. I drove with the windows down and the sweet smells of the coming summer swirling in the car. I turned on the radio, tuned into the classical station. Sometimes music helped me think. Not this time. This time I needed silence.
 

I started with the last thought I'd had the night before. I wondered why I'd even had it all? Why would a man think of watching another man's seed drooling out of his own wife? I hadn't been able to let it go when I went to bed and I wasn't able to let it go now.
 

Of course I wondered if this had anything to do with how I'd felt at our wedding. I'd thought about that night many times, watching her dancing with all those men. It was a secret I thought I'd always keep to myself. It didn't make any sense. A man was supposed to be protective of his wife, not dreaming of sharing her with everyone. Well in my case, it seemed like the opposite was true.
 

I had to park the car on the side of the road. I found a quiet spot in between our house and the school and turned the motor off and just thought about it. I thought about her kissing Ava. I thought about what Jake had said, about the anklet. That damn anklet. She'd been wearing it when we went to bed, oblivious that it was the cause of everything that had happened.
 

I wondered if I should tell her about it. I couldn't very well tell her to take it off. I'd made such a big show of being happy she'd finally worn it. Then, a more sinister line of thought formed in my mind. I felt a sneer twist along my face.
 

Of course. I would just tell her all of this exactly. I'd tell her everything outright. I'd tell her about the anklet. I'd tell her how I felt. I'd tell her what a bad girl she'd appeared to be to them. It would make her upset, I knew it would, but only for a little while. I'd console her and tell her it was alright that it was all just a mistake. I wouldn't even have to tell her not to wear the anklet anymore. She'd do it on her own, once she knew what it was all about.
 

The idea made me giddy. I started up the car and drove the rest of the way to work. My classes seemed to drag on forever that day. After I'd taught the afternoon session, all I wanted was to race home. An endless line of students formed at my desk, each one with a more banal question than the last.
 

I could barely concentrate on what they were saying. All I could think of was Jenny, at home cooking and waiting for me. I thought of just how I'd tell her the news. I thought of the way her face would look. She always looked so sad when she was about to cry. It broke my heart but something about it made me excited, too. That I could do that to her.
 

When the last of my students had left, I grabbed my jacket, ran to the car and raced home.
 

The house smelled like split pea soup and pot roast and Jenny was at the counter, fixing plates of soup.
 

"Hello wife!" I chirped as I sailed through the door. I threw my jacket over a chair and pressed up behind her, leaning in to kiss her neck.
 

"Hello," she purred, smiling. "Sounds like you had an easy day."
 

"An easy day?"
 

"Or...at least a pleasant one?"
 

"Well they're never that easy. I work hard, you know?" I scowled, my mood souring a little.
 

"Of course you do. I'm...I'm sorry."
 

My feathers got a little ruffled and I took a step back. I didn't like it when she said things like that. I did work hard. I worked hard so she could be comfortable.
 

"Oh Reg, don't be cross. I'm sorry I said it that way," she begged, turning around.
 

I almost stomped off into the other room. The expression she made reminded me of what I'd planned and that kept me in the kitchen. I looked down and saw her wearing the anklet. It made the blood surge to my cock.
 

"Reg? What is it?"
 

I looked up at her again. She was wearing another sundress that came barely below her knees. It flared the way her Sunday dress had, making her the perfect shape for fucking. It was covered by a tidy apron. I wondered what she'd look like with just the apron on.
 

"Turn around," I ordered, pulling at my belt.
 

Her mouth dropped open a little in surprise. "Reg, I've only just put the soup into..."
 

"I said turn around."
 

She pursed her lips but did as she was told.
 

"Now hike up that skirt so I can get a look at you."
 

"Reg..."
 

I came up close behind her. My stiff cock touched her leg. "Don't you think I work hard for us? For you?"
 

She nodded.
 

"Don't you want to make your husband happy?"
 

She nodded again.
 

"Then do as I ask."
 

She picked her skirt up at the hem and started pulling it up slowly. She bent over a little. My girl knew what I liked.
 

I took myself out, hot already from the sight of those round, creamy thighs being slowly exposed. Her underwear was white with pink polka dots. It drove me wild.
 

I didn't even pull it down. I just pushed it to one side and bent her over the counter. Her arms splayed, her hand hitting a bowl filled with soup. It smashed on the floor, splattering green goo. I didn't care. I only cared about one thing just then.
 

My cock jumped as I pressed it between her thighs. She parted her legs a little, letting me inside. Plunging in, I fucked her roughly, remembering what had happened last night. I came quickly and held myself in. I liked the feeling of my own seed, heated by her tight pussy, surrounding my cock.
 

When I did pull out she stood up and straightened the front of her apron.
 

"I'll just go wash and then I'll clean this," she said quietly.
 

"No. I want you to keep it inside."
 

I saw her back stiffen.
 

"You want to have a baby don't you?" I asked, staring at her. She couldn't hold the stare. She looked down at the ground, then nodded.
 

We stood in silence. I watched her. I knew full well she'd do what I said. She was a good wife. After a minute, she bent down, took a rag from under the sink and started to gather the mess.
 

"Here, let me help." I bent down and picked up a couple pieces of the shattered bowl and threw them in the garbage. After that I went to wash my hands while she finished up the cleaning. When I came back out there were two bowls ready on the table. She was sitting at it, her back stiff, waiting for me.
 

"How was your day here?" I asked, tucking into the soup.
 

"Fine. It was just fine," she answered, a little tight-lipped.
 

I loved that about her. No matter how many times I made her do something like that, she'd never get used to it. She was always worried that it was such a lewd thing to do. Not the kind of thing a woman like her should do.
 

Once we'd finished our roast and she'd made the coffee, I pulled my chair closer to her and put a hand on hers.
 

"Now look here Jenny," I started, "I don't believe in beating around the bush and I'm not going to beat around this one. Something Jake said to me got me all fired up last night and that's why we left that place."
 

I watched her eyes. I was a little disappointed. I had hoped that just bringing it up would have made her at least a little uncomfortable. It looked like she didn't mind at all.
 

"Sure, I was a little mad when I found you...in that situation, but it was something Jake said to me that really set me off."
 

"Well?" she asked. "Are you going to tell me what it was?"
 

I couldn't help a little scowl. She didn't seem perturbed at all. When I'd pictured it all in the car, I saw her lip already trembling with worry by this point. I shook off my irritation. If anything was going to get to her, it was what I was about to say next.
 

"Here's the thing Jenny. It was that Jake told me what it means, when a woman wears an anklet like the one I bought you it says something to the world."
 

"It does?" she asked, her expression finally clouding, like she knew something bad was coming.
 

"It sure does. It says something I didn't even know about, if you can believe that."
 

"Well...what is it?" she snapped, her impatience getting the better of her.
 

I suppressed a smile. I had her just where I wanted her. Now it was time to crawl under her skin.
 

"It says that a woman's available, you see? It says that her husband doesn't mind sharing her. It says that she can be taken freely by anyone who pleases. Can you believe something like that, Jenny? Can you believe a woman like you would wear a thing like that?"
 

This time I really couldn't help my smile. I thought it was probably a good foil anyway. Like I thought myself that the whole thing was kind of funny. I sat back in my chair and waited for the waterworks to start.
 

They never did. I watched her like a hawk. Normally when she was about to start to cry, a muscle in her right cheek would start to twitch. Then her lips would turn down and tremble a bit. Then those big tears would start rolling down her cheeks. She never sobbed, just cried quietly with her head down.
 

None of that happened this time. She didn't even look away. My stomach started to sink a little bit. I wondered what I'd done wrong? I followed my plan, which I'd thought perfect, to the letter. I couldn't understand why she was so unaffected. It made a little mad. Not only that but she wasn't even looking away. She was staring right back at me!
 

"Isn't that a sad thing? That I did that to you, Jenny? That I sent you out in public looking like a whore?" I prodded. I had a hard time keeping the sneer out of my voice when I said it.
 

Finally, finally! She cast her eyes down and sighed. I felt a little better. Then nothing happened. No tears. No shaking shoulders. Nothing. I was getting worked up into something of a rage.
 

"Well don't you have anything to say about it?" I snapped, trying not to sound too angry. "Aren't you mad at me for doing that?"
 

She looked up. Her expression was just as soft and loving as if I'd told her I brought home a kitten.
 

"It's alright Reg. I forgive you," she whispered, looking up at me and putting a hand on my arm.
 

I tamped down the bile rising in my throat. What the hell was going on here?!? This wasn't my wife! She should have been in tears by now, leaning on my chest and begging for forgiveness, swearing she'd never wear the thing again! Why in the hell was she forgiving me?!?
 

I forced a smile. "Well, I'm glad you're not too upset about it then," I managed, my voice a little hoarse from the anger I was pushing back.
 

"Would you like me to stop wearing it then, Reg? The anklet?"
 

The bottom dropped out of my stomach at her question. What was she doing asking a thing like that? She should have torn it off by now! 
 

Then it hit me. She was sitting there, looking innocent and clueless but down inside I knew there was more going on. I bet she thought herself so smart because of my mistake. For once it was me that had done something wrong and not her. I felt my conviction set like concrete. There was no way in hell I was telling her to take that thing off. She was going to do it herself or deal with the damn consequences.
 

"No baby!" I replied, managing to sound sincere. "I just wanted to explain to you the reason why...well, why I believe Ava was so forward with you."
 

She nodded. She was still looking at me, expressionless. I'd never seen that steely look in her eyes. I tried to soften her a little.
 

"I love you, sweetheart."
 

That made her smile. There was something missing from that smile, though. It was like she didn't mean it.
 

"I love you too Reg. I love you too."
 





Chapter 7

 


"Hey!" I shouted as I walked through the door after work the next day.
 

"Hi," Jenny answered. She was sitting at the table, legs crossed, reading a magazine. The house smelled like...nothing.
 

"What's cooking?" I asked.
 

"Hmm? Oh, I'm sorry Reg. It was such a busy day with laundry that I didn't have time."
 

I felt my jaw tighten. I was about to tell her we were going out for dinner. I'd been hoping she'd cooked something up already. I'd been hoping to see that look of dismay in her eyes when I told her we were going out. Sometimes I just liked playing with her like that a little.
 

"You're not mad, are you Reg?" she asked.
 

I sighed. "Hell, why should a man be mad? A man works hard all day to come home and find an empty plate?" I was mad. I was hungry and mad.
 

"Can't we go out Reg? I know it's a Thursday but..."
 

Her asking made me feel a little better. I liked when she asked me for things I could deliver. "Well you know what? Yes we can." 
 

Her eyes lit up at my answer. That made me feel even better. I liked making her happy.
 

"That's right," I went on, "we're going to Norma Jean's Family Restaurant for meatloaf. Jim at work told me it's the Thursday specialty. Now come on. Before all the tables fill up!"
 

Her lips went a little pouty and she scowled.
 

"Well? What's the matter now?" I asked.
 

"Oh, nothing." She stood up. Something caught my eye. I looked down to see the anklet, catching the last rays of sun shining through the window. She stepped towards me. Very close.
 

"Jenny?"
 

"Like I said," she purred, "it's nothing. I just thought you liked to sharpen your appetite before eating is all."
 

My eyes went a little wide. She trailed a finger down the front of my shirt, running slalom around the buttons. My cock hardened in my trousers.
 

"What's gotten into you, Jenny Chambers?" I whispered as her hand drifted down and settled on the outline of my cock.
 

"I just want to make sure my Reggie's happy. Is that alright?"
 

Well, it sure felt alright, with her gentle fingers running the length of my cock but she'd never done anything like this before.
 

"Turn around and bend over then," I ordered, stepping back and starting to undo my buckle.
 

"Oh Reg," she pleaded, pressing closer to me. "Won't you let me do something for you?"
 

Her face was close to mine and the warmth of her breath sent a shiver down my spine. My cock jumped in my trousers.
 

Jenny didn't wait for an answer. Instead, she pushed me backwards until my back was up against the door. My eyes went wide. 
 

For the first time in our marriage, Jenny Chambers sank down in front of me, her big eyes staring up at mine.
 

Seeing her kneel in front of me like that was...I didn't know what to think, what to make of it. I'd never made her do that sort of thing. I didn't even know where she would have come up with it. I was about to tell her to stand up. She was too quick. Yanking down my zipper, she pulled me free.
 

My mouth dropped open in shock. Sure I'd been with plenty of women that had let me into their mouths. Not with Jenny, though. She was my wife. It just didn't seem right. As soon as I saw her staring at that cock, the head just inches from her lips, I sure as hell changed my mind.
 

"Can I do it, Reg? Can I put it inside my mouth?" she whispered.
 

I breathed loudly at her words. I was almost too stunned to answer. "Do it Jenny. Take it in your mouth," I gasped.
 

I watched her tiny, pink tongue push past her lips as she opened her mouth. She had her fingers wrapped around my base. My cock jumped in her hand. She giggled. The sound of it drove me wild.She looked up at me, her face curious, as if she were asking me whether she was doing it alright. My expression must have given enough of an answer. Touching the tip of my cock to her lips, she let me sink inside her mouth.
 

I groaned a sound I'd never made before as my member slid along her tongue. I couldn't tear my eyes away from what she was doing. I couldn't believe I was watching my sweet, innocent Jenny sucking my throbbing cock.
 

She took the head, pausing at my glans and pulling me out slightly. It made me flex and made her look up. Her eyes were wide with delight. After a few strokes like that, she pulled herself off and wiped the corner of her lips with a finger.
 

"Am I doing it alright, Reg?" she asked.
 

"You're doing it fine," I mumbled, my hips thrusting me towards her. My cock was pulsing with heat and now I needed release.
 

"Should I keep going? Just like that?" she asked.
 

"Just like that Jenny," I groaned.
 

She sank back onto me right away. Her mouth felt even hotter now. She took me a little deeper, half way in. I resisted the urge to thrust myself into her throat. 
 

"Mmmmm..." she sang, the sound of her satisfaction humming through my shaft and up my spine. It was disconcerting and arousing at the same time, suddenly seeing her like this. I wondered if I'd fucked her too much, made her too wanton with my constant love.
 

My body didn't care at that moment though. At that moment all I could think of was fucking myself into her mouth.
 

She slid along my shaft, her tongue pressed against my base, moving back and forth, coaxing me closer to coming with each stroke.
 

When I was almost there I didn't know what to do. The primal part of my brain just wanted to keep fucking her mouth, to explode inside her, to watch all my cum spilling down her chin.
 

The gentleman in me thought that was the rudest thing a man could do to his wife. The two didn't wrestle for very long.
 

With a massive groan I unleashed a torrent of my seed inside her cheeks as my orgasm shook through me.
 

I looked at her. I expected her to fall off of me. I expected her to try and spit all that cum out in disgust. I expected something completely different than what she did.
 

Her hand came up between my legs. She didn't flinch or even try to take her mouth of my cock. As my shaft flexed inside her cheeks I felt her fingers touch my sack, knead it a little. It sent me sailing up another peak of climax. Then she started to suck.
 

With a deep, purring sound, she started sucking the seed out of me. It was like it wasn't enough for her that I was blasting it into her mouth. It was like she wanted more. She sucked and swallowed every hot pulse my cock had to give her.
 

I let out a yell when the sensation finally became too much and tried to step away, but she wouldn't let me go. She relented sucking but she held me in her mouth, her tongue cleaning me off until finally she let me fall out with a satisfying pop. She kept her hand on my balls though, making me bounce despite my orgasm.
 

We stayed like that, our heavy breaths filling the silence in the kitchen.
 

"Was that alright Reg?" she asked finally, with a smile.
 

I pulled her up. I didn't want her like that anymore, on her knees in front of me.
 

"It was...it was just fine," I said. She was looking at me, I could tell, but I didn't want to look at her. Something about it felt too...raw. Too close.
 

"Come on. Let's go for dinner now."
 

I zipped up and she followed me through the door.
 





Chapter 8

 


It wasn't until we were in the car on the way to the restaurant that I glanced down to see that Jenny was wearing that anklet. I wasn't sure how to feel about it. It was damn stupid of me to have given her a gift like that without realizing what it meant. I wasn't about to tell her not to wear it, though. She was going to come to that conclusion herself.
 

When we got to the restaurant, it seemed like the whole town was there. I hadn't expected it to be so busy. I hadn't expected to see Jake and Ava there either. I knew there was no ignoring them when we saw each other. They were in our church and we'd surely see them Sunday. I figured the best thing to do was to make good right then and there. Let bygones be bygones.
 

"Jake!" I called out across the parking. I knew he'd seen me already but he pretended he hadn't and smiled like it was a pleasant surprise. Him and Ava walked over right away.
 

"Reg!" he said, reaching out to shake my hand. Ava gave Jenny a smile then leaned in and gave me a peck on the cheek. 
 

I don't know why but I glanced at Jenny. She was scowling, watching us. She looked sort of sore. Like she was jealous or something.
 

"Here for the meatloaf?" Jake asked, grinning.
 

"I heard it's the best for miles around," I answered.
 

"You won't be disappointed. I'm telling you." He turned and looked at Jenny. "Lovely to see you again Jenny," he said, leaning in and kissing her cheek.
 

I saw him look down. I saw him look down and watched his eyes linger on that anklet. I know he saw me watching him, too, because when he looked back up he had a big smile on his face.
 

I hadn't expected that. I hadn't thought of what it would be like if we ran into them and Jenny was still wearing that anklet. I hadn't thought of what they would think that meant.
 

That sort of got to me. For a moment I thought I should have just told her to take the damn thing off. There wasn't much more time to consider it, though. Jake punched my arm.
 

He was barrel chested guy and the punch hurt. I resisted the urge to rub the spot he'd hit. He was the kind of guy that did things like that. You could tell he'd worked with his hands in his life. They were thick and well-muscled. He put one of them on Jenny's arm, kind of as another "hello." 
 

I looked at Ava. She just smiled. I wouldn't call it the friendliest smile. It looked...sinister.
 

"This is great! We can share a table!" Jake exclaimed, throwing his hands up in the air.
 

A knot twisted in my stomach. Seeing them again was all well and good but sharing a table? Was this going to ruin the whole evening?
 

"That sounds lovely,"
 

My heart skipped a beat at the sound of Jenny's voice saying that. I'd just been about to explain to Jake that this was just going to be a family affair. I turned and looked at her. She was smiling at him. Not just the polite smile she used for company. She was smiling with her whole body. Even her eyes.
 

"It's good to mix things up a little now and again, huh Reg?" Jake asked, still grinning.
 

I was a little surprised when he offered Jenny his arm. I balked when she took it. I just stood there slack-jawed and staring as they walked through the parking lot and in through the restaurant door. Like I wasn't even there.
 

"What's a matter Reg?" Ava's husky voice was closer than I thought she'd been standing. "Cat got your tongue?"
 

She slipped a hand under my arm. It threw me off even more.
 

"Come on Reg. Let's go and try to have some fun."
 

Inside the restaurant was hot and bustling. There was a lineup waiting for tables. I scanned the dark room, searching for Jenny and Jake. That strange feeling of jealousy laced with arousal had started spinning slowly inside me. I spotted them sitting at the bar. Ava saw them too. She took a number from the hostess and took me by the arm again.
 

Instead of leading me to where they were sitting, she dragged me to the other end of the bar entirely. Where we could see them, but where we were alone. I looked at her, shaking my head.
 

"Look Ava, I think there's some kind of misunderstanding here," I said to her as she sat down.
 

"Is there?" she asked, frowning.
 

"I'm sure you know well enough what Jake told me. About the anklet. About Jenny wearing that anklet. Well I've got something to tell you. It's not like that, Ava. We're not like that."
 

I felt myself getting more upset with each word. She just furrowed her brow, like she had no idea what I was talking about.
 

"Sure, Jake told me all about your talk. I figured that's why you stormed out of our place so fast the other night."
 

I wasn't about to start making a scene in a restaurant but I had half a mind to tell her exactly what the reason was for me storming out. Her. Her lips on my wife.
 

The thought sent a hot column of lust pulsing through me. I glanced back over to where Jake and Jenny were sitting. She looked a little frail next to his meaty frame. They were laughing. She was laughing. A real laugh, too. Like he'd just said the funniest thing she'd ever heard.
 

"You see, Reg? It ain't so bad, is it?" Ava's husky voice floated towards me like smoke from the end of a burning cigarette.
 

"What isn't?"
 

"Watching your wife like that. I bet you could get used to it, couldn't you?"
 

I looked back at her. She wasn't smiling anymore. She was dead serious.
 

"What are you talking about? Get used to what?"
 

"I bet you could get used to seeing your wife with someone else. Why, I bet you've already..."
 

I don't know what bothered me more, the fact that she was right or the fact that she was saying it out loud.
 

"Now listen here..." I growled, interrupting her.
 

"Whaddya gonna do Reg?" she asked, grabbing the arm I'd meant to point a finger at her with. "You gonna grab her by the arm and storm out of here with everyone watching? You gonna make a big scene at the only restaurant in the village? You know what everyone's gonna say, dontcha? They're gonna say there goes that Reg fella. Sad, isn't it, the way he treats his wife like that? It's not that kind of place, Reg. It's not the kind of place where a fella gets to rough up his wife if he wants."
 

I started to see red. Who the hell did this woman think she was telling me my business?!? The smile flickered at the corner of her lips.
 

"Yeah, I know, you're real sore for me tellin' it like it is, aren't ya? Well let me tell you something else. You're gonna thank me Reg. When you finally see Jake sink his fat cock into Jenny's little wet pussy, you're gonna thank me for makin' you stay and watch. You're gonna thank me because trust me Reg, it'll be the hottest goddamned thing you've ever seen in your whole life."
 

I was completely stunned. I couldn't move. I couldn't speak. I could only stand there staring at her. I couldn't believe what she'd just said. I couldn't believe a woman that was probably ten years older than I was had just talked about my wife with another man that way. With her husband no less.
 

What was even more...terrifying or alluring, I wasn't sure which, was that I'd seen it in my minds eye. I'd seen Jake's thick, naked frame lowering over Jenny. I'd seen his hairy tree trunk legs spreading her thighs, the way only I had before. I'd seen his big lips on hers, his paw on her breast. Everything, I'd seen it all in the moment after she'd said it.
 

It was just a dream, just a thought. The terrifying part was that as soon as I'd thought it, as soon as it had flashed through my mind, I knew I wanted to see it in real life.
 

"So? What'll it be Reg? You gonna take her home?" She leaned towards me and touched my leg. Her touch made me realize my cock had stirred to life and was pressing against the front of my trousers. I realized too late I shouldn't look at it. She followed my gaze.
 

I coughed, embarrassed by...everything. I shifted in my seat. She didn't move her hand. I knew what I should do. I knew I should tell her stop or move her hand off my leg myself. I didn't though. It felt good there. I just relaxed my shoulders instead.
 

"There, you see? That wasn't so hard," she said with a smirk.
 

It took almost an hour before we got a table. I ordered us a cocktail. Then another. Then another. And that whole time Ava just kept feeding me lines about my wife and her husband. I got hard as a rock beneath that bar.
 

"What do you think they're talking about now, Reg? What do you think he's saying to her?" she'd ask.
 

"I don't know Ava. I don't know."
 

"Come on Reggie," she purred. My back straightened as I felt her hand on the inside of my thigh. I looked at her, my eyes wide. "You don't mind, do you Reggie?" she asked, her hand tickling up my inseam, making my cock bulge. She had gentle fingers. Gentle but firm.
 

I didn't know what to say. Jenny and Jake were laughing at the other end of the bar like they'd been best of friends their whole life. I saw her lean her head on his shoulder for a second. A rush of jealousy tore through me. Ava's fingers squeezed my cock.
 

"You see that Reggie? He's a master, Jake is. Why if he didn't know what he was doing, I bet that wife of yours would fall in love with him tonight, sitting at the end of that bar."
 

My heart was thundering in my chest. I knew it wasn't true. I knew that Jenny loved me and would never do anything like that, or be unfaithful. But dammit if it didn't look like she was gearing up for it. Dammit if it didn't look like he was winding her right up for it, too.
 

I knew I should tell Ava to take her hand off me. I knew I should stand up and walk over and tell Jenny we were leaving. Something wasn't right here. Something wasn't right about all this...just the whole thing wasn't right.
 

I couldn't though. I couldn't get up just like I couldn't tell Ava to stop. She'd started stroking along the length of my aching shaft. Her hand was moving back and forth as I watched Jenny smiling and flirting with Jake. 
 

The whole thing made me angry and jealous and hot and embarrassed that we were in a restaurant. I didn't even look around to see if anyone was watching. All I felt like was fucking, watching Jenny sink into drink after drink and drift towards Jake's thick frame. 
 

I knew I should tell Ava to stop but I couldn't. It was the closest thing to fucking that I could get right then and I wanted it more than anything else. I couldn't stop her. I couldn't.
 

The cum rushed from my balls and I felt it start to fill my shaft. I couldn't believe I was about to let this woman, this stranger do this to me in a restaurant. I couldn't believe I was watching my wife across the bar. I couldn't believe she could see it all but had no idea what was going on.
 

Ava pressed harder against my rock solid flesh. My back stiffened.
 

"It's alright Reggie," she breathed next to me, "let it go."
 

Watching Jenny grab a hold of his arm, her body shaking with laughter, made me almost come. Jake leaned over towards her. Whispered something in her ear. Her smile vanished as she looked up at me with wide eyes. It was the first time she'd looked at me since we'd entered the restaurant. 
 

She was sitting up straight, her breasts pressing against the front of the dress she was wearing. Her eyes narrowed. I wondered if she knew what was happening behind the bar.
 

I couldn't hold it in any more. She smiled slightly, staring right at me. Her look did make me come.
 

I had to grip the bar to keep from shaking myself. I could feel Ava staring at me as her hand kept rubbing my lurching cock beneath my pants. I came and it was a big load, too. I felt the wet mess in my trouser leg. When it was over I couldn't look at her. I just sat there, Jenny staring at me.
 

Jake leaned towards her and whispered something again. The smile returned and she slapped his arm and they went back to laughing. Like that look she gave me had never happened.
 

What in the fuck was this?!?
 

"Thirty-two!" the hostess shouted over the din.
 

Ava swallowed the rest of her drink and stood up.
 

"Come on Reggie. Let's get some food. I'm fucking famished," she slurred.
 





Chapter 9

 


I felt guilty as hell for all of dinner. Every time I looked at Jenny who was smiling and laughing at all of Jake's jokes and having a great time I felt a knot of guilt tighten in my gut. What the hell had I done, letting Ava touch me like that?
 

After dessert was over and the waitress brought the bill around, Jake snatched it before I could get my hands on it.
 

"Now hold on a second..." I said, reaching for it myself.
 

"No, no!" he said, holding up a palm, "I insist. It's a small price to pay for the privilege of talking to this lovely creature," he said, smiling at Jenny. 
 

I felt the guilt twist back into jealousy as she giggled and said, "Oh Jake, stop!"
 

"There's only one condition," Jake said. "You two are coming over for drinks and I won't take no for an answer."
 

I leaned back in my chair and tried not to look sore. That was the last thing I needed. The last thing either of us needed. I looked at Jenny, hoping she would understand my expression and tell them she was tired or something. All I really wanted to do was get home and fuck her. All I really wanted to do was to make this evening go away, pretend like it had never happened.
 

She looked so funny though. She was staring straight back at me, like she never did. Like she was daring me to decline the offer. Like she wasn't going to say a single word about it.
 

"Jenny might be tired," I offered finally, hoping she'd pick up on what I wanted.
 

"I'm fine," she said instead. "I'd love another drink."
 

I didn't know if she was drunk or what. She wasn't slurring but I'd seen her have two cocktails and two glasses of wine at dinner. She usually barely drank at all. I was surprised she wasn't more drunk.
 

"What'll it be, Reg?" Jake's drunk voice boomed from across the table. The people at the table next to us turned to see what the noise was about. Suddenly it felt like the whole restaurant was staring at us. I started feeling my face getting hot.
 

"Alright. Maybe just one drink then," I relented. 
 

Jenny smiled. Ava leaned towards me and leaned her head on my shoulder.
 

"You won't regret it honey," she whispered.
 

I thought I probably might.
 

We took a cab to their place, leaving the cars at the restaurant. We were all too drunk and tomorrow was a day off, we could come get them then. Once we got to their place, Reg fixed us drinks and pulled out a couple of cigars.
 

"We gotta smoke 'em outside though. Ava doesn't like the smell."
 

I saw Ava and Jenny getting comfortable on the couch with their drinks. My cock moved, remembering what had happened the last time we were here. Nevertheless, I followed Jake outside. I took a sip of my drink, hoping it would give me courage to say what I had to say.
 

"Now look here Jake," I said, watching him light his cigar.
 

"What's up buddy?" he said, puffing at it and firing up the end.
 

"What is all this? What's the meaning of all this?"
 

He screwed up his face. "Not sure what you mean Reg?"
 

I knew damn well he knew exactly what I meant. "I mean all of this. The thing you said about the anklet. The...situation with Ava and Jenny last time we were here. The whole situation with Ava."
 

"What situation with Ava?" he asked, his jaw hardening.
 

That was not what I'd expected. I'd expected to confront him and for him to come clean. I'd expected him to tell me what they were up to and then I'd expected to tell him we weren't having any part of it.
 

I'd assumed because of the way he'd looked at us that he knew exactly what had happened with Ava. Now I realized, he probably had no clue. 
 

A shiver of fear shot through me. I'd just let his wife touch me underneath that bar and here I was standing on his balcony, sharing his cigars and accusing him of pulling a fast one. Like any of this was his fault.
 

"Hey, it's alright Reg. Shit, you look white s a ghost! You okay? You want to sit down?"
 

I had to pass him my drink and cigar while I held onto the wall. The balcony had started spinning. Even though we were outside, I felt like I needed more air. When the feeling passed, I felt like a fool.
 

"Shit Reg, what the hell was that?"
 

I couldn't contain myself any longer. I needed an explanation. From anyone.
 

"What the hell is this?!?" I snapped. "What the hell is all this?!?"
 

"Alright, alright, just relax," he soothed, handing me back my drink. "We're just havin' some fun. Aren't you havin' a good time Reg? Aren't you havin' a good time?"
 

The damn thing was, as confusing as it all was, as...wrong as it all seemed, I was having a good time. Was I just making all of this up? Was it all just in my head? I had no idea what to think anymore.
 

"What was that all about then? At the bar?" I finally managed after a few more stiff swigs of whisky. I'd stopped caring. I wasn't the kind of guy that operated in misunderstandings. I was the kind of guy who liked to clear the air.
 

"It was just a good time. We were just having a good time, Reg."
 

"Well I'm not sure where you're from but where I'm from that's more than just a good time. You mean to tell me you've no idea what happened between Ava and I? There? At that bar?"
 

He brought his hands up, looking a little apologetic. "Did she...did she show you a good time Reg?"
 

I couldn't believe what he was saying! I took a deep breath, trying to calm my temper.
 

"Now listen here Jake, I just cheated on my wife with yours and you don't seem to find it the least bit troubling."
 

"Wow, wow, wow!" he bow-wowed, his hands moving slowly side to side. "Who said anything about cheating?"
 

I wasn't sure what to make of that. What kind of a question was that?
 

"Well what do you call it then? What do you call what happened?"
 

"It's just a little fun Reg. It's just a little fun. Sometimes we like to have a little fun in the village. You're not sore, are you?"
 

I looked back inside. Jenny and Ava were sitting closer now. Ava was playing with Jenny's hair, explaining something, it looked like.
 

"Just a little fun, huh?" I muttered.
 

Jake was silent for a bit as I kept staring at the two women.
 

"You ever think about it Reg? You ever think about the possibilities outside your own marriage?"
 

He didn't have to explain himself. I knew exactly what he was asking.
 

"You want to fuck my wife Jake? Is that it?" I asked, still looking inside. Jenny was laughing now.
 

I heard Jake chuckle. "I just want to know if you're, you know, interested in doing new things?"
 

"Shouldn't you be asking my wife that question?" I said, finally turning towards him. His grin was gone. His face was serious.
 

"I did."
 

My world started to spin again. I steadied myself with a breath. Another swig of whisky set me straight.
 

"You...you did?" I stammered.
 

He nodded. "Sure thing."
 

"What...what did she say?" I whispered. The thought of Jake asking Jenny such an intimate question made me furious. The thought of her saying "yes" made me hard. I didn't know if I wanted to hear the answer or not.
 

"You should ask her about that." 
 

It was mostly a relief to hear him say that. I looked back inside. My Jenny looked different. She looked towards me, caught me watching. She smiled. It was a much to easy smile. The knot it my stomach tightened. Was there something I didn't know about my wife?
 

When we went back inside Jake put some music on. Soft jazz curled through the apartment. He dimmed the lights.
 

Jenny seemed not to notice. She seemed to be completely ignoring me. I walked over to where she was sitting as Jake and Ava disappeared into the kitchen.
 

"Aren't you drunk?" I asked.
 

She frowned. I realized what a rude thing it was to say.
 

"I'm sorry," I offered, "It's been a funny night."
 

"Has it?"
 

"Did you...did you talk to Jake?"
 

"I was talking to Jake all night, silly," she giggled. It was the first sign that she might have had too much to drink. Jenny didn't giggle very often.
 

"What did you two talk about all that time?" The question sounded more urgent than I would have liked. Like I was jealous about it or something. She noticed.
 

"Oh, all sorts of things," she said, looking down at the couch.
 

An anger rose inside me.
 

"Jenny!" I snapped, catching her arm. "What are you up to? What is this all about?"
 

She gasped and tried to pull free. The glimmer of the anklet caught my eye. She was looking at me when I looked back up. Watching me with dark eyes.
 

"Aren't you having a nice time Reg?" she whispered. Her voice sounded high and brittle, like it was about to crack. It was the voice I remembered.
 

I didn't know what to say. My mind was racing. What had Jake whispered to her in that moment at the bar? Why had she stared at me like that? Did she know? Did she know about what had happened? She was acting clueless. What was all this? It felt like some big game everyone was playing. Everyone but me.
 

"Reg, come on in here for a second, I need your help!"
 

I took one last long look at Jenny. She was smiling again. A strange, confusing smile. Or maybe I was the one confused. I got up and stepped into the kitchen.
 

Ava had changed her clothes. Now she was only wearing a robe. A black robe that came halfway down her calves. She was facing me, smiling. Despite her age, her breasts still made a pleasant cleft. It was hard to look away. It was even harder when she let the robe fall open, exposing herself.
 

My breathing started getting heavy again. I knew I should take Jenny by the hand and leave. This was getting stranger by the minute. My eyes wandered up and down Ava's nude body.
 

She was fit. She had a tiny bump of a tummy but her breasts were still pretty pert, even without a bra. The hair above her snatch was almost completely shaved, save for one little strip. Her skin was mostly tanned, even her breasts were. She had long, pink nipples that made me want to suck.
 

She smiled and tiled her head. "Like what you see?"
 





Chapter 10

 



I finally managed to look away. Trouble was, I did like what I'd seen.
 

"I think we should probably get going..." I started. It got a little hard to talk when she floated across the kitchen towards me. Her tits were right there now. I wanted to reach out and touch them. I wanted to fall on my knees in front of her and suck them till they gave milk. Fuck they were nice tits.
 

Her hand found the bulge in my pants again. She leaned in closer, her fingers coaxing my shaft to life. I felt her hot breath on my neck. I could smell her wetness. I wondered what it would feel like, being inside a woman like her. She wouldn't be as tight as Jenny but I bet she'd fuck real hot.
 

"You still wanna go home Reg?" she whispered, her warm breath making me shiver. I wanted to bend her over the counter and fuck her right then and there. One part of me started talking me into it, the other part talking me out. "I didn't think so." 
 

She found my belt buckle and pulled. I felt my pants fall to the ground.
 

"No...stop. I can't...my wife..."
 

"Oh Reg, stop being so uptight," she chided. "Your wife is just fine. I know for a fact that she's in good hands."
 

My cock bounced as she said that. The motion caught her eye.
 

"Oh look at that! You like a little dirty talk?" she purred. I felt my underwear being pushed down my legs. I closed my eyes.
 

Her hands were softer than I would have thought. I felt her gently scrape a fingernail along my shaft until she got to the head. Then I felt all of her fingers settle just below my glans. 
 

Blood raced from the base of my brain and made my cock swell even larger. Slowly, she turned her fingers letting them slide on the softest part of me. I thought I was going to come.
 

"It's a good cock Reg. I like the shape." I flexed again at what she'd said. "Oh. It looks like we have company."
 

It took a moment for me to register what she meant. When it clicked, I spun around.
 

There was Jenny, standing in the kitchen door, staring at the two of us. I looked down, like I didn't believe my pants were actually off. They were. I had a huge erection and Ava was standing behind me, practically naked.
 

I didn't know what to expect from Jenny. I guess I thought she'd run out or scream or something. She didn't do any of that. She just...watched.
 

"Jenny...I..." I lifted a hand and started to explain. But what was there to explain? I was standing in the kitchen getting felt up by our gracious hostess. There was no explaining that.
 

Jake appeared behind her like a shadow. Just as she narrowed her eyes.
 

"Were you going to say something Reg?" she asked, her voice dead even.
 

I didn't know what to say. There was nothing to say. I saw Jake step towards her. He put his big paw hands on her shoulders.
 

She should have jumped. She should have startled. Maybe she'd heard him behind her, who knows. She should have startled at his touch though. Instead she melted. Her shoulders loosened and her head tilted slightly to one side. 
 

My eyes widened and my pulse quickened. What in the hell was this now? What in the hell was going on?
 

Jake loomed up behind her and leaned down, his fat lips pressing against her pale flesh and leaving a wet spot there.
 

I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I knew I oughta step over there and pop him one but...but it was so incredibly mesmerizing, watching him kiss Jenny's neck. I couldn't do anything but stare. I was in a trance. I was theirs.
 

I felt Ava come up behind me, felt her arm circling my waist, then felt her fingers wrap around my hot cock. Jenny opened her eyes just as Ava started stroking me with her hand. She wasn't gentle this time, like she'd been under the bar. This time she jerked me firmly, like she wanted cum.
 

With Jake smiling over her shoulder, Jenny stood there watching. I don't know why I did that. I don't know why I let that woman jerk me like that in front of my wife. It was such a shameful, dirty thing but I couldn't stop it. I couldn't push her away. I couldn't stop them watching. I didn't want to. I wanted Jenny to watch me like that. I wanted Jenny to watch me come.
 

That itchy ache started to move from my balls into my cock. I looked down to see it red and engorged. I let a groan escape.
 

Ava slowed her pumping. "That's it Reggie. You see? We're all just having a little fun. Aren't we having fun honey?"
 

She was talking to Jake. He nodded.
 

"Are you having fun, baby doll?" he whispered in Jenny's ear.
 

Jenny didn't answer. She was staring at my cock being milked from behind. Now it looked like she couldn't take her eyes off it. I wanted her to look up. I wanted her to look at me and tell me it was okay, tell me it was okay that I was doing this, that I was letting another woman fuck me with her hand.
 

She looked up alright. She didn't say anything though. She just watched.
 

I stared deep into her eyes, Ava's slow strokes making my body lurch and shake. I wanted Jenny to come closer. I wanted Jenny to take me in hand and for these other two to go away. Suddenly, Ava stopped.
 

I gasped and looked down, wondering what was happening. I'd been so close. I'd been close to my orgasm, I could feel the cum in my cock already. What the hell was I supposed to do though? Yell at her to finish me?
 

"Should we take our little game to the living room?" Ava asked. 
 

I looked at Jenny. She was still staring at me. Still studying me. I couldn't tell if there was any hurt or shame or any of the things she should have been feeling in her face. Why the hell was she being so stone cold?
 

"Whaddya say Jenny?" Jake murmured from behind her.
 

I looked at her. I felt lost. I felt like I was alone on the ocean and she was my life raft. Like only she could save me now.
 

She nodded.
 

"Good," Jake purred. His hands drifted down her arms and settled on her hips. He moved her away from the door and the two of them disappeared.
 

"Jenny!" I called out after her, I'm not sure why. Something about her leaving with him like that shook me from the spell I'd been in.
 

"Relax Reg," Ava said from behind me. "We're all going to have a nice time." She turned me around and took my shoes and socks off. I watched her fingers slowly unbuttoning my shirt. Pretty soon I was standing in the kitchen more naked than she was.
 

I kept looking at her hands the whole time. I was still pretty close to climax and her touching me hadn't helped. I didn't want to just reach down and jack myself off onto the kitchen floor. I sure as hell wanted her to do it for me.
 

She pushed up against me. Her body was warm and smelled like lilies. Her long nipples touched my chest and I felt the heat of her wet sex close to my cock. Did she want me to fuck myself into her?
 

"Come on Reg. Let's go have some fun."
 

She swept past me, the fabric of her robe grazing against the head of my cock and making it jump. I followed her without question and without thinking. All I needed was release. Then my head would be clearer, I was sure of it.
 

I thought we were going back into the living room. She led me into the bedroom though. Jake was there with Jenny already. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, watching him undress. My eyes darted between the two of them.
 

I knew where this was going. I knew what was going to happen. I knew I should grab Jenny and race out of there even if I couldn't scoop up all my clothes. I couldn't though. God, I couldn't no matter how hard I tried. No matter how hard I tried to will it, I wanted to see this happen. I wanted to see this terrible thing happen.
 

"Why don't you go get Jenny ready Reg?" Ava's voice drifted over my shoulder.
 

"Get...get her ready?" I stammered.
 

"Go and undress her."
 

Go and undress her. I realized I was stark naked myself. There was something haunting about the way Ava said it. It cast a spell on me and I had to obey. I walked over, the whole time looking into Jenny's eyes.
 

I knelt in front of her. "Jenny, baby, we can go home. We don't have to do this. You don't have to do this," I whispered.
 

She tilted her head and touched a hand to my cheek. "Do you want to do this?"
 

What was I supposed to say? I was naked in a strangers house, being jerked by his wife. I did want it. I wanted to see it no matter what other feelings I had about it. In a strange way I'd never felt closer to her than I did just then.
 

"If you want to, baby doll," I said, taking her hand into both of mine.
 

She smiled a little wider. "I just want you to be happy Reggie. Will this make you happy?"
 

That made me love her even more, that she would do something so against her upbringing and her morals, just for me. I nodded and kissed her then started unbuttoning her blouse.
 

Jenny didn't blush when I took it off. It was like the whole world had gone away. I'd never felt closer to her than I did undressing her for Jake. I knew he was there because I could hear him touching himself in the corner. The thought that he was getting himself hard to put himself inside Jenny was so arousing. My cock stayed stiff the whole time.
 

I unclasped her bra and took it off slowly. Her white skin had the lightest pink hue. It made her nipples look even pinker. They were already stiff when I took off the bra, a sure sign that she was turned on, too.
 

I lowered my head and put my lips on one and started sucking. I loved sucking her nipples. She put a hand on my cheek again and it felt like the warmth of it went through my whole body. Once I'd finished with one, I sucked the other nipple, my eyes closed my whole body wallowing in the warmth of her palm.
 

When I pulled off her nipple she pushed me away and stood up. I knew she wanted me to take the rest of her clothes off. I started with her shoes. I let my fingers linger on the anklet as I undid the strap of one high heel then the other. I let her step out of them and put them to one side.
 

I found the zipper at the back of her skirt and pulled it down, tugging her skirt down her shapely legs. It was arousing, thinking that Jake and Ava were watching all this. It was only when I hooked my fingers under the elastic of her panties that I looked up to see her blushing a little. She was still looking at me though. Her eyes were filled with love.
 

I pulled the material down, exposing the last secret place she had to everyone in the room. The scent of her sex wafted over me and my cock throbbed. She sat down on the bed.
 

"Why don't you get your wife ready for her new lover, Reg?" I heard Ava say softly.
 

I turned, not sure of what she meant. She smiled, a kind smile, the way a mother smile's at a child who doesn't understand. She stepped over, her robe billowing as she walked. My eyes raked over her body.
 

"Why don't you taste her pussy?" she whispered, pressing a hand on my back and making me lean towards Jenny.
 

My eyes shot to Jenny, wondering if this would be the final straw. We'd never done anything like that, her and I. Not so much because she didn't want to but because I wasn't really too turned on by it. It felt like I couldn't say no to Ava, though. It felt like I had to now.
 

I looked down to Jenny's plump, creamy thighs. I put a hand on either one and pulled them gently apart. The lips outside her pink pussy were wet with excitement. I couldn't believe I was doing this. I couldn't believe she was letting me.
 

She smelled like sex. She leaned back as I crawled up pressed my lips to her ripe cunt. The salty tang of her juice trickling onto my tongue made my cock throb. I wanted to reach down and touch myself. I didn't want to stop touching her thighs, though.
 

I'd never really been that big into eating women, though a few of my girlfriends had liked it. But now this? This was completely different. This wasn't just eating Jenny. This was getting her ready for Jake's cock.
 

The thought made me jealous and horny all at the same time. I let my tongue flick up and down her slit for a while but then I wanted to taste her deeper. Spreading her legs, I plunged my tongue into her hot, sticky cunt.
 

She whimpered a little at that. It was a sound I'd never heard her make and it turned me on even more. I pushed myself even deeper, hoping to hear it again. I soon felt Ava's hand on my shoulder, pulling me off my wife.
 

"Come on now, we don't want to get her too excited," she whispered. "Jake likes to do some of that himself."
 

She pulled me to my feet and we both stepped back, leaving Jenny smiling and spread open on the bed. Motion caught my eye. I turned and saw Jake's big frame lumbering towards the bed.
 

He seemed thicker with his clothes off than he did with them on. Dark hair covered a lot of his body and he was holding his very thick cock in one hand. He set himself at the foot of the bed. The moment I'd imagined was coming to life.
 

His skin looked dark next to Jenny's soft, pale flesh. I couldn't believe I was watching another man crawl between my wife's legs. I couldn't believe I'd just ate her out so she could be nice and wet for him. I turned and looked at Ava. I must have looked panicked.
 

"Don't worry Reg. It's always a little funny the first time," she soothed. I felt her hand on my thigh, then graze against my balls. I looked down in disbelief to see her fingers wrapping around my cock. When I looked up at her face, she was smiling. "It's okay, hon. Enjoy yourself."
 

The whole thing was so surreal. The sound of sloppy wetness drew my attention back to Jenny. Jake had his head between her thighs now. He was eating her pussy, his tongue running slow circles around her clit. She started moaning.
 

Ava's hand started gently stroking, in time, it seemed, with Jake's rhythm. It was terrifying and incredible. Knowing we were both experiencing a similar sensation but not with each other. 
 

I wanted Jenny to open her eyes. I wanted to look at her. I wanted her to look at me so I could let her know how good this felt. She was lost, though. She was lost completely in the feeling of Jake's hot mouth.
 

Ava must have sensed that I was close. She took her hand off of me just as I thought I might come. "Easy does it," she whispered. "We can still have more fun.
 

Jenny's toes had started to curl a bit and I knew she was close to an orgasm. Jake just kept licking her in that same, slow way.
 

She came with a shout. It wasn't a noise I'd heard before. She'd never made it with me. Her eyes popped open. Her face was all red and I watched her thighs shake around Jake's head. It was like she couldn't believe the way he'd made her feel.
 

It felt good and bad for me at the same time.
 

She had to push him away, after her orgasm. He wouldn't stop licking her. Now that I'd tasted her too, I couldn't blame him. I wanted to taste her pussy again. I knew I wasn't going to now though, because he got up and started crawling between her legs.
 

I felt my eyes go wide. He was going to fuck her. Another man...this other man was going to fuck my wife. A bolt of adrenaline tore through me at the thought. Ava's fingers were around my cock again, soaking up the jealousy and twisting it into pleasure.
 

"Look how much she's enjoying herself, Reg," Ava hummed somewhere beside or behind me. "Don't you like seeing your wife this happy?"
 

The truth was that I did. It was so erotic seeing Jenny so turned on. Sure she'd always have a wet pussy for me but what was so intoxicating about seeing her like that with another man? A man like Jake? I didn't know. That wasn't the time to try and find out, either.
 

Even if I'd wanted to, I probably couldn't have focused on anything but what was happening to me. Ava had started stroking my cock gently. I wanted to look down. I wanted to watch her hand moving along my shaft. The only thing I could look at were Jenny's ample thighs being pushed apart by Jake's girth.
 

The bulbed head of this thick cock touched the lips of her soaked pussy. We both gasped and I watched Jenny's eyes go wide. For the first time that evening it looked like she wasn't in control of herself, like it was a reaction that had happened against her will.
 

Her back arched off the bed as Jake took himself in hand and pushed his meat against her lips. She looked down between her legs. She'd never seen another man there before. Now, as she watched Jake lathering himself up with her trickling juices, her eyes went wide. Like she was scared and turned on at the same time.
 

I moved. I wanted to go to her. I wanted to lie down on the bed next to her and hold her hand. I wanted to tell her not to be scared. Ava put a hand on my shoulder. When I turned to look at her, she was smiling.
 

"It's okay, Reg. Look at her. She's having a great time, don't you think?"
 

Ava's hand was still sliding along my cock making it bounce and tickle somewhere deep inside. I felt the cum start to move through me. I looked back at Jenny. Another bolt of furious angst ripped down my spine and settled between my legs as pleasure.
 

Her hands were up on his thick arms, her fingers outlining the firm muscles of his triceps. He'd made himself good and wet and I could see him start to push, start to push inside my Jenny.
 

She whined. A quiet sound that made me want to be next to her even more. She glanced at me. We locked eyes.
 

It's hard to say what it was, exactly, I felt we shared in that stare. I'd never seen her look at me like that before. Like she was thanking me. It was like she was thanking me for letting this man crawl between her legs and fuck her.
 

Fuck her. The words sent another shiver rippling through me. Jake was going to fuck her. My cock got completely stiff in Ava's hand.
 

"There you go Reg," she cooed. Even though I wasn't looking at her, I could hear that she was smiling. "Now you know how to enjoy it. Just enjoy it, Reg."
 

Jenny and I were still staring at each other. The smile seemed to start somewhere in the back of her mind. Her neck moved a little before any of the muscles in her face did. I looked down to see that Jake was poised to enter her. His shaft was completely engorged and it pulsed each time he touched the head of it to her wet cunt. 
 

He leaned in and whispered something to her. I couldn't hear what but as soon as he'd said it, she smiled. Her whole body seemed to relax. Her eyes, their shape, changed from gratefulness to...I don't know what. It looked like she felt sorry for me or something. But that smile was so warm. Her mouth looked like she'd never felt a greater joy than feeling this man's cock at her entrance. I throbbed in Ava's hand. She leaned to whisper again.
 

"He's going to put his cock into her now Reg. Jake's going to put his cock inside your wife."
 

He grabbed one of her tits and she broke our gaze to look up and into his eyes. Her soft thighs parted a little wider. Jake flexed his ass and I watched as his cock plunged inside my wife.
 

A jealousy that had been hiding somewhere in the shadows tore through me. Up until now this had all been just a fantasy. I felt like I could have stopped it at any time. I felt like I was still in control. I was still Jenny's husband, still master of my wife. In that moment, though, everything changed.
 

I'd just watched another man stick his cock into my wife. She'd never felt anyone there but me. The jealousy wasn't so much from seeing him do it. It was from seeing her reaction to what he did.
 

Her thighs came up, gliding along his sides as she pushed her chest up and closer to him. I saw her hands squeeze the muscles in his arms, then move up his shoulders and hook around his neck.He didn't go easy on her pussy, either. He fucked himself right in, right up to his nuts, the first time.
 

She'd have at least winced and tightened up if I'd done that to her and I think that's what got to me. Was she that wet, was she so turned on that she could take a cock as thick as his? Had he done that to her? Or was it just the taboo of the whole situation winding up her arousal?
 

I bounced the question back and forth in my mind until the nervous hum of anger quieted in my body and I felt Ava's hand rubbing me again.
 

Jake started fucking her hard now. She moaned as his meaty body started pounding between her thighs. But she didn't let go. She closed her eyes for a second, riding the wave of pleasure his thrusting brought but quickly opened them again to look into his.
 

I was stupefied. Mesmerized. I couldn't tear my eyes away from it. My sweet little Jenny who'd always only been mine, had her pussy stuffed full of Jake.
 

I wondered what it felt like for her. I wondered if she liked it. I almost laughed out loud at the thought. Fuck. Of course she liked it. All you had to do was look at her to see that she did.
 

"Inside or outside?"
 

Ava's whisper ripped my gaze from the rhythmic copulation. I looked at her, puzzled at what she meant. "I'm sorry?" I finally managed to ask, my eyes itching to turn back and gape. She giggled.
 

"It's okay. You don't have to look at me. Though you do have nice eyes." She smiled. She had pretty nice eyes, too. Right then, I would much rather have been looking into Jenny's, though. 
 

"What do you mean?" I asked, a little louder this time.
 

"I mean where do you want him to finish? Inside or outside?"
 

As soon as I realized what she meant my eyes shot back to Jenny. Ava must have said it loud enough that she'd heard too, because she was looking at me with wide, expectant eyes. Her body bounced back and forth under Jake's love, her back pressing deep into the bed under his weight.
 

Inside or outside? The very thought of it made me groan. Ava knew what that meant and let go of my cock right away. I worried it might be too late. I looked down and watched it bounce a few times, felt the furious itch of semen travelling towards the tip. I closed my eyes. I thought of Bennie, my dog from when I was a boy. The feeling ebbed slowly. As soon as I opened my eyes to see Jake inside my wife, it started to creep back.
 

She was still looking at me, Jenny was. I could feel Ava's gaze on me too, from my side. Her hand hovered in front of me, ready to pull me to release as soon as I gave the word.
 

Inside or outside? A pulse of panic shot through me. Not because I wanted to stop all this. Not because I wanted to make Ava and Jake go away. Not because of what I was staring at, my wife being fucked by another man. It came because of the answer. The answer to Ava's question. 
 

It came when I realized how hot it would be, to watch him come inside her tight pussy. Not just that. I imagined going over there when he'd finished, watching him lift his heavy frame off her, me staring at her stretched cunt the whole time. I imagined seeing his seed trickle out of her, wondering if some of it had taken inside. The thought made me throb.
 

"Out...outside," I stammered, pushing hard against the urge to say the other word. I said it loud enough for the whole room to hear. I glanced at Ava to see her smile had widened. I heard Jake's fucking get louder on the bed.
 

A shrill sound came suddenly from that direction. I jerked my head back to see it was coming from Jenny. Her mouth was open and it sounded like she was...singing. It took a moment and watching her nails dig into Jake's back to realize she was riding the wave of another orgasm.
 

As I thought of what it felt like for him, for Jake, to feel my wife's tight cunt clutching at his cock, I felt Ava's fingers wrap again around my own.
 

I moaned. I hadn't meant to. It just sort of came out on its own. Ava's touch, Jake's fucking, now furious to get to climax. Ava tightened her grip and started to stroke the whole length of me. I felt the cum inside me start to move again.
 

Jake groaned. A loud and guttural sound that brought Jenny down to earth. She was beneath him again. But her expression changed. Her whole body had. Now she wasn't just lying there, taking his cock the way she did with mine. Now her hips started moving slightly back and forth. She was staring deep into his eyes and her back arched up with each of his thrusts.
 

I realized what she was doing. She was opening herself for him. So he could drive himself in deep, close to her womb.
 

As a wave of pleasure surged through me I bleated "Outside!" again. It wasn't like I'd wanted to. It was like the moan. It came out on its own. I wanted to see his seed deep inside of Jenny, but I didn't want to chance the...I didn't want to chance it...as hot as it might have seemed right then.
 

"Relax honey," Ava cooed, her hand still rubbing warm magic into my rod. "We heard you."
 

Suddenly Jake pulled himself out. He clutched his cock in a fist as I watched his bulk scramble up the bed. My jaw dropped open. I had no idea what he was doing. I had no idea what he was about to do.
 

The first hot blast of white seed hit Jenny's cheek with a splurt. For a second I saw the shock in her eyes. She'd never...we'd never...done anything like this. It only lasted a split second. I bet he didn't even notice because as soon as she realized what was happening she smiled. 
 

It was a devious, sinful smile. Like she knew she was doing something terrible. Like she knew she was letting herself be used for something really bad but she couldn't stop herself. She didn't want to. She wanted to let this dirty man that wasn't her husband turn her into a dirty little whore.
 

Maybe that I could have dealt with. Maybe the memory of that smile would have faded, eventually. What she did next I'll carry with me to my grave, for better or for worse.
 

She opened her mouth, that little slut did. She opened her mouth wide and pushed out her tiny pink tongue, the way she'd done when she'd taken me. Jake used it, too. He used it to come on. He pointed the hard and sloppy head of his cock at it and I watched him throb by his own hand again. Then I saw another thick rope of cum pulse from him and land on Jenny's tongue. Then another. Then another. Then another. Until he had nothing left. Then he stroked himself again and grunted. That's when Ava sent me over the edge.
 

I'd barely noticed how fast she'd been handling me, how firmly. The orgasm burst out of me with a shout. I didn't want to, but I looked down. I looked down at the strange woman's hand around my cock as she pumped my seed out of me. I watched myself spurt helpless and impotent on the tile floor, my cum coagulating there in a sad, muddy white pool.
 

My whole body shook. She pumped a good four or five bursts out of me. I was even surprised at how much there was. She brought me down slow and easy. I looked back up.
 

Jenny's cheek was still slathered in Jake's white seed. Her mouth was still open, her tongue still stuck out. She was waiting. Waiting for his command. He put a thumb on her lip.
 

"Swallow it up, baby girl," he growled.
 

Her tongue disappeared, back inside her mouth. She was still staring at him. I watched the muscles of her throat flex. She swallowed with a loud gulp. His thumb swept across her cheek, gathering up the sperm he'd shot there. As soon as he'd collected most of it, he pushed his thick thumb past her lips.
 

She sucked his seed off like a good little slut.
 

I let out a whimper and pushed Ava's hand, which was still stroking me softly, away. I staggered towards the bed, towards my Jenny. She turned and noticed me. Ava and Jake seemed to sink back into the shadows of the room.
 

We looked at each other, Jenny and I. I was suddenly obsessed. I was obsessed with the skin on her cheek where his seed had landed. I was obsessed with each part of her body that he'd touched. I was obsessed with her mouth...with what he'd left there. I clambered onto the bed, pressed myself close to her. I stared into her eyes.
 

Then I pressed my lips to hers, pushed my tongue into her mouth. I needed to know, desperately, what it tasted like. What another man's potent seed tasted like inside my wife's soft mouth.
 





Chapter 11

 


The sound of high-heeled shoes clacking along the tile floor in the hallway woke me up. It took a second to remember who I was, where I was. As soon as I did, I looked at the alarm beside our bed.
 

Seven-thirty. 
 

We were back at home.
 

What day was it? Saturday. Where the hell was my wife?
 

The clatter of heels got softer. I realized it was her. She was headed for the door. I jumped up, out of the bed. I didn't care that I was naked.
 

"Hey!"
 

She spun around, her face defiant. She crossed her arms.
 

"Hey yourself." There wasn't too much kindness to the words.
 

"What are you doing? What are you doing out here? Dressed like that?"
 

She had on her Sunday best. A floral print that dipped just below the knee. High black heels and a Sunday hat. Red lipstick and white gloves. My cock swelled just looking at her.
 

"I'm going to church Reg."
 

I sort of took a step back in my mind when she said it. It wasn't a voice I'd heard before. Full of...conviction. Like she'd had a dream about how to stand up for herself and now wanted to try it out, to see if it worked.
 

My own dreams came floating from the dark shadows of a sleep-adled mind, followed by memories. Memories of last night. More blood moved to my cock.
 

"Well, what the hell are you doing going to church on a Saturday? Isn't it Saturday?" My head had started to spin. Partly from all the blood moving to my cock and partly from what I was starting to remember about the night before. We'd barely talked on the car ride home. We hadn't said a word about it in bed.
 

"It is."
 

"Well, what are you doing going to church on a Saturday then?"
 

Something made me look down. My cock stiffened even more. Above the black leather strap of the high heel she was wearing, the anklet glistened in the light.
 

"I thought someone ought to."
 

"Someone ought to what?" I growled, moving towards her. I was barely in control of myself. I wanted, no, I needed to have her again, right then and there.
 

"Someone ought to go and ask for forgiveness. Maybe say a penance."
 

I'd reached her by the last word. She smelled like flower perfume. I wondered if she'd put some on her cunt. I wanted to sink between her thighs and taste her again.
 

"Forgiveness for what?" I growled, pressing into her neck with a kiss. She didn't push me away. She didn't tilt her head to one side, either.
 

"For what happened last night." Her answer was simple, matter-of-fact, even. Like it was just what one did after letting another man fuck you. You went to church to ask for forgiveness. Even if it was a Saturday.
 

I didn't know what the hell to think. I straightened up, suddenly very aware of how dishevelled and primal I looked in contrast to her. It made me even harder. I wanted to take her like that, me naked and her in her Sunday best.
 

"You telling me you didn't like it?" I asked, staring her straight in the eye.
 

"I didn't say that." 
 

She didn't flinch. She didn't look away. Hell, she didn't even look like it mattered to her at all. It was a little...more than a little disconcerting. What the hell was this?!? Where was the respect? She was supposed to be my wife.
 

I pulled her dress up with one hand and shoved the other in between her legs. My jaw dropped open. The little slut wasn't wearing any underwear. Jenny was going to go to church with nothing but a dress on. Like a dirty little whore.
 

But that wasn't the only thing. That wasn't the only damn thing that made me do what I did next. As soon as my fingers touched the tiny patch of fur above her snatch I knew I wasn't going to have any other choice. She was soaked. That little cunt that had been licked and fucked the night before was as soaked as I'd ever felt it.
 

Something took over inside me, I don't know what. I yanked her purse out of her hand and threw it on the floor. Her tits were pushed together with a bra and formed a nice cleft for me to stare at as I grabbed her ass.
 

She let out a little gasp as I lifted her up and stepped between her thighs, but she must have known what was coming.
 

My cock was hard as a rock. I leaned her against the door and let her slide slowly down it until I felt the heat of her wet sex against the head of mine.
 

I don't know what I expected, what I wanted when I looked at her. She looked like she could barely be bothered. Like she barely cared I was doing this at all. That just made me hotter still. I let her sink lower, felt the head of my stiff shaft pushing past her soft, wet lips. I felt her thighs come up and circle round me until her legs were wrapped around my trunk. The little minx was as hot for a fuck as I was.
 

I gave it to her. Careful not to upset her well styled hair, or kiss her and rub her makeup off, I just started thrusting, fucking myself up into the space between her legs.
 

She put her arms on my shoulders. I groaned at the memory that brought, of the way she'd done that to Jake the night before. Except this time I was naked, fucking her against a door. 
 

"You little slut, you're soaking wet!" I seethed, my heart pounding as I struggled to keep my balance and fuck.
 

She didn't say anything. She just stared at me with some faint inkling of a smile hidden somewhere behind the expression she was wearing.
 

Everything came flooding through me. Watching Jake push between her thighs. Ava's hand on my cock. Inside or outside? Now this. Me fucking Jenny in her Sunday best. Up against a door, as if she were just a common whore.
 

"Ah!" I cried as seed burst out of me and splashed deep into her womb. I bent my legs slightly, letting her settle on me even more. I jutted my hips up into her again, my body melting into the heat deep inside her cunt. I felt spurt after spurt pulse into her until I couldn't hold her up anymore. I pulled out and let her off slowly, staggering back myself.
 

I looked up to see her straightening her dress, then picking up her purse. Suddenly I felt vulnerable and exposed, naked as I was, my sagging cock dripping fluid.
 

"What...what are you doing?" I stammered in a whisper as she turned towards the door.
 

"What does it look like? I'm going to church, like I said."
 

I was speechless. My mouth dropped open as she opened the door onto the sunny day outside. She walked out and closed it behind her. I stood there, shaking my head at what had just happened and wondering if I was still dreaming.
 

I knew I wasn't, though. I could never get off that way in a dream. No. Jenny had just walked out the door with no panties on beneath her dress and a pussy full of my cum. She was going to sit there, listening to John, Pastor John drone on about something holy with that stuff oozing from her dirty little cunt.
 

The thought made my cock jump a little. What the hell was wrong with me? What was I turning into?
 

I shook the questions from my head and stumbled towards the bathroom. A shower and a coffee would set me straight.
 





Chapter 12

 


The paperboy had come in the meantime while Jenny was at church and I tried reading the sports section with my second cup of coffee. There was no hope of concentrating on the scores, though. My mind just kept running over and over what had happened the night before. Then the thought of what I'd done to her just that morning, knowing she'd gone to church like that...full of me.
 

When I heard the car in the drive, I sat there telling myself I wouldn't look at her funny or ask her any questions about anything, unless she brought it up. As soon as I saw her, that thought vanished. It was all I could do to keep myself from leaping to my feet and running over to where she was taking the pins out of her pillbox hat.
 

"So?" I asked, trying to sound casual.
 

"So?" She glanced at me through the reflection in the mirror.
 

"Are John's sermons any better on Saturdays than they are on Sundays?"
 

I'd hoped it would get a reaction from her. That's why I'd said it. I'd hoped it would throw her off balance, not saying "Pastor" before his name. Calling his sermons dull. It didn't seem to faze her. That fact just fazed me.
 

"He's a nice man."
 

I furrowed my brow and felt a bit of bile come bubbling up, a sign of my impatience to have the conversation I knew we had to have. "Is he?" I muttered, turning my attention to the paper. I tried to dig in. I didn't want to be the one to bring it up. She should be. She was the woman. She should be the one worried about what had happened the night before. She should be the one to come to me and see if everything was okay. See if I'd still have her as a wife, after what she'd done.
 

She just wandered into the kitchen. Without another word, she just wandered into the kitchen and I heard her pouring herself a coffee. I didn't know if she was testing me or what but I'd had enough. I threw the paper on the floor and stormed in after her.
 

"Now look here, you're avoiding something and I want to know why!" I hollered, waving a hand in the air to punctuate my rage. This was important, dammit! She knew that. She should have known that. She put on a confused look. It made me mad in a way. It made me want to fuck her again, though, too.
 

"What do you mean, Reg? Why don't you just say what you mean?"
 

I felt my fury bubbling inside. I knew I oughta spank her again. I knew she knew full well what this was all about. I didn't want to spank her right then, though. I just wanted to have it all out. I just wanted to know...to know how she felt about it, too.
 

"Look Jenny, I'm not sure what game you're playing with me..."
 

"I'm not playing a game." Her answer was simple. If I hadn't known any better, I would have sworn she was giving it to me straight.
 

"Yes you are!" I bleated. "Yes you are..." I echoed, trying to calm myself down. "A thing like that, a thing like last night, doesn't just happen and then not get talked about. At least that's not going to be the way it is with us Jenny, I can tell you that much!" I tried to sound commanding but it came out silly.
 

"Reg, all you had to do was say. All you had to do was tell me that's what you wanted to talk about..."
 

"Well, I'm telling you now!" I shouted.
 

"Okay Reg." She was so calm. It made me even angrier, how calm she was.
 

"Why are you being like that?!?" I snarled.
 

"Like what?"
 

"Like nothing happened!"
 

I think maybe that was the first time I'd ever seen anger in my wife's eyes. Her jaw tightened. Her shoulders came up a bit, too. I hadn't seen anything like it before. I'd never seen her act like that. It did make me feel a little better, though. That she was feeling something, too.
 

"Reg," she started and her voice was quiet but full of fire. She brought a hand up, one stiff finger pointing at me and shaking slightly. "What is it you'd have me do, Reg?"
 

I wasn't quite sure what to say to that. She never talked to me that way. "Now look here..." I started, putting up a finger of my own.
 

"No. It's your turn to listen." There was no room for debate. Her voice shook a little, like her finger, but it left no room to say anything. "You think I'm a whore?"
 

Stunned, I let the question linger in the sunny silence of the kitchen.
 

"Jenny, what in the hell are you..."
 

"Answer me. Do you think I'm a whore?"
 

I didn't know what the hell to say. I didn't know what the hell it was she wanted to hear. She just stood there, staring at me.
 

"Of course I don't think you're a damn whore..." I tried to muster some anger of my own.
 

"How come you treat me like one then, Reggie? How come you treat me like a whore?"
 

I felt myself start fuming. What kind of man was I anyway, to let my wife talk to me like that? I cooled my temper with a couple deep breaths and stepped towards her.
 

"I don't treat you like a whore and I won't have you saying that I do," I growled. 
 

She didn't back down. She just kept staring at me with those angry eyes.
 

"You have me like one. You have me any time you like. You just use me, don't you Reg?"
 

Well dammit, that one stung a little. Probably because she'd hit a piece of truth in there somewhere. I didn't like to think of it that way, that I used her. I was her husband. I had a certain right, a certain expectation that she meet my needs. I'd been pretty brazen about it lately, though. Pretty uncaring.
 

"Well if that's the way you feel..." I trailed off, trying to sound wounded. It worked. Her body eased. The corners of her lips turned down. Now she looked like she was going to cry. I stepped towards her, pulled her close. This part I was good at, picking up the pieces that I'd broken.
 

"I'm...I'm sorry. I'm sorry about that, Reggie," she said, looking up and shaking her head. "I don't know what came over me."
 

"Hey, there's no need to say sorry for being honest," I consoled. "I deserved hearing that as much as you deserved saying it."
 

"It's just...it's just that..." She couldn't continue. Tears welled in her eyes and started rolling down her cheeks as she melted into quiet sobs against my chest.
 

I let her shake like that for a while. I put a hand on her back and gave her a rub. This was all better now. Now I was back in the lead. Now she could count on me. I liked this. All I had to do when she was like this was to be strong for her. That, I could do.
 

"Oh Reg," she sighed once she'd stopped sniffling. "What did we do Reg? What did we do?"
 

I looked down at her with a benevolent smile. It all felt much better now.
 

"That's what I wanted...that's what I wanted to talk to you about. That's what I wanted you to talk about."
 

She just kept staring, hoping I had the answers.
 

"Aw hell," I groaned, looking out the window into the sunny yard. "I don't know Jenny. I don't know what to say."
 

"Did we do wrong, Reggie? Was it wrong what we did last night?" she whispered, her voice strained.
 

I knew I had to be strong for her, even if I didn't have it all sorted out myself.
 

"Jenny, don't you believe that for a second." I said it firm, with no room for questions. "Hell, we're two adults here and we can do whatever we damn well please. There's a whole world out there. Sure, we're probably a little sheltered from some of it but there's no saying that the way we do things is the only way. Look at Jake and Ava. They've a great marriage. It's a little outside the ordinary and they wanted to show us a little about it, that's all."
 

Even though I wasn't making too much sense, I was starting to feel much better with each word. It's amazing how you can convince yourself of something if you just say it out loud. Even if it doesn't make much sense.
 

I watched Jenny sigh and she put her head against my chest again, drying her eyes with a finger. I held her like that for a while in silence.
 

"I liked it Reg."
 

Her words cut right through me. I almost had to push her back. She would have noticed, though. She would have thought she'd said the wrong thing and probably started crying again. I didn't want that. I wanted her to feel safe. To feel like she could say whatever she wanted. Scary thing was it felt just as good hearing it as it felt bad. I didn't know what in the hell to think or do.
 

"Is...is that all right?" she added, after I hadn't said anything for a while. "You're not mad about that, are you Reggie?" She looked up with those big doll eyes of hers, still glistening from the tears she'd cried.
 

"Of course I'm not mad," I answered, trying to keep my voice from shaking. I needed time. I needed some space. I needed to sort out how the hell I felt, not just about the night before but about her saying it. I needed to get outside.
 

"I'm happy about that. I'm happy you're not mad," she said.
 

I kept holding her like that because she seemed to want it but my mind was racing, trying to think of an excuse, any excuse, to leave and be alone.
 

"I'm glad you're not mad Reg," she repeated. I looked down to see her staring up at me again. "I'm glad cause...I hope they'll want to do it again. Do you?"
 





Chapter 13

 


I could feel my heart thundering against the walls of my chest as I stood there looking down at her. I could feel my pupils contract, my blood pressure spike. I started seeing spots. It was all I could do just to keep myself standing.
 

"I do, honey. I do." I managed to say it rather than croak it, which is what I thought it was going to come out like, the way my throat felt.
 

She smiled. She shrugged her shoulders, then squeezed me and put her head on my chest again. I hoped she couldn't hear my heart.
 

"Oh Reg," she purred as soon as she felt the rhythm of it pounding against her cheek. "You're so excited!"
 

When she looked back up, her smile had turned mischievous. I tried to smile back at her that way but all I wanted was a way out.
 

"How about I make some lunch?" she said finally.
 

"I'm starving," I blurted, overwhelmed with relief for the out.
 

Jenny let go of me and bounced lightly towards the counter.
 

"I'm going for a stroll," I called out, not bothering to wait for her reaction. I was out the door before she could say a word.
 

I tried my best not to run down the drive and onto the road. I wanted it to look like a stroll from the kitchen window. Partway down, though, I couldn't take the feeling in my chest any longer. I had to get some of the energy inside me out and it seemed the only way to do it was by running. I could always explain away the reason later.
 

As I ran down the road, my mind felt like it was spinning out of control. Questions crowded in left and right. What had we done last night? 
 

Why had I just stood and watched, let another woman make me come as her husband fucked my wife? Just the thought of it sent a surge of jealousy through me. The jealousy never stayed in its form long enough for me to make something of it. It always turned into something else. It always turned into the image of Jenny with her legs spread on the bed, welcoming Jake's thick bulk, welcoming her strange new lover into her willing cunt.
 

I thought it over so many times it probably wore a groove in my mind. When I couldn't think about that anymore, I started thinking about the sound her words had made in the kitchen.
 

I hope they'll want to do it again. Do you? Those last two words rang over and over in my head. I didn't know what to think about it. I mean, I wouldn't have let any of that happen if I hadn't wanted it to. But hearing Jenny talk like that, that she liked it so much, that she wanted to do it again. Well, that just wasn't Jenny. That wasn't my wife. Something had gotten into her and I needed to get it out. Set her straight. Back to the way she was.
 

Without realizing it, I'd run almost all the way into the village. The little white church steeple was bright in the morning sun. The dark shape of a man hammering at the siding drew my eye. I slowed down to see who it was.
 

He was a big fella and well built, too. He had on workers gloves and a hat to keep the sun out of his eyes. His black skin seemed to soak in all the light being reflected off the siding. When he saw me he gave me a nod. A figure emerged from the small door of the church.
 

"Howdy Reg!"
 

I forced a smile. I was still uneasy from all that I'd been thinking about on the way over, but it was good to talk to someone.
 

"Hiya John." I climbed the first step and shook his hand. He had a fine shake. Pretty firm for a man who spent most of his time thinking and preaching. "Good sermon today?" I asked, half-joking.
 

He gave me a kind of puzzled look that turned into a smile. "Ha ha, yeah, sure! Jenny tell you all about it?"
 

I felt a little awkward, that she hadn't. Had he really expected her to?
 

"I was...busy in the garage. You know Saturdays," I mumbled.
 

He laughed again. "Say no more, Reg. Say no more." The smile cracked into a frown. "You're not going to abandon us Sunday mornings, are you Reg?"
 

I smiled and shook my head. I'd forgotten what it meant, to live in a small place like this. Everyone's business was everyone's business. "No, John, not at all. Jenny just felt a...special need come on this morning."
 

I was embarrassed as hell about it, but I couldn't help that my cock stirred at the memory of the state she'd come here in.
 

"Ah!" he nodded his understanding. "We all have that sometimes, don't we Reg? For something deeper? Outside the regular routine?"
 

His words made me shudder. It was just the mood that morning, that made them sound ominous. Like he knew more about me than I knew he did.
 

"We sure do, John. We sure do."
 

He nodded again. "I'm glad she feels the parish is a good and safe place to come and find solace from this topsy-turvy world."
 

"Sure, John. Sure." The labourer working on the siding had caught my eye again. He was lifting one of the giant boards, his muscles rippling at the strain.
 

"Ah!" John cried, "you've probably not yet met Antoine?"
 

"Can't say I have," I replied.
 

"Well," John exclaimed, clasping his hands together, "you must! Antoine is our local master-of-all-trades. Cars, carpentry, plumbing, you name it and he'll fix it for you!"
 

John's enthusiasm for...well, everything, was slightly nauseating. I stretched a hand out towards Antoine.
 

"Pleasure to meet you Antoine. The name's Reginald but most just call me Reg."
 

"Nice to meet you, Reg. Tony's just fine for me." He smiled. He had a good shake. Stronger than John's. Much stronger.
 

"You fix things, do you?" I asked. Dammit if a tiny itch hadn't started somewhere in between my legs.
 

"I do my best. John's a little generous calling me 'master-of-all-trades' but I can usually get things fixed just fine."
 

"Well...we've got a thing or two up at the house that could use mending. It's the little house up the hill? With the green roof?"
 

"Oh yeah..." Tony nodded, looking up the hill. "I put the laundry line in there a few years back. When it was still the Smith's living there." He nodded at John, who nodded back, as if it were interesting. "What's the trouble?"
 

"Oh, just a bit of this and a bit of that. Odds and ends really." I was lying through my teeth. The house was so well maintained I'd have to break something for him to fix.
 

"Well, I've got no time this afternoon and tomorrow's Sunday. I could stop by Monday if you like?"
 

"Perfect." The word was out of my mouth before I knew what I was saying. It wasn't perfect, though. It felt terrible. It felt terrible and tremendous at the same time.
 

Like I said, there was nothing in that damn house to fix. I just wanted him to fuck my wife.
 





Chapter 14

 


"What's the matter?!?" Jenny spun around as I burst through the door.
 

"Nothing," I replied, breathless from walking up the hill to the house.
 

"Where did you go?" She was worried. Probably worried that I'd left so suddenly after what she'd said.
 

"Just for a stroll," I said, like that was all that had happened. 
 

She looked at me a little crooked. "Are you...are you sore?"
 

"Me? From what?"
 

She turned her eyes down to the floor. "From what I said. From what I said before."
 

I got all confused. She looked so innocent and shy like that, it made me want to fuck her in the kitchen. I thought about Tony coming over. I thought about the way I'd send her out with lemonade while he worked. I thought of the way I'd get her to...how?!? How would I get her to do anything with him?!?
 

"Hey," I said, walking up to her and lifting her chin with a finger.
 

Her eyes were round and looked like they might fill with tears.
 

"I'm not sore. I just needed a little walk."
 

She breathed. A nice big sigh of relief. "You sure?"
 

"I'm sure."
 

She wrapped her arms around me and squeezed me hard. It made me want to fuck a bit but that didn't feel right. Not after our talk. Not after what I'd thought about down by the church. She was soft and warm though and my cock started moving again.
 

"Say Reg?" she asked, letting go of me.
 

"What is it sunshine?"
 

"They're doing fireworks tonight down by the river. Can we go?"
 

My insides tightened in delight. Fireworks. I bet the whole village would be there. Maybe even Tony.
 

"Sure we can doll. Sure we can."
 

I spent the day raking the yard then mowing the first grass. It was a good fresh smell and it gave me time to think. Or rather, time to churn the jealousy, guilt and lust I felt at what had already happened with Jenny and Jake and what might happen still.
 

I hadn't brought the matter up again but I couldn't help thinking about what Jenny had said.
 

Do you think they'll want to do it again?
 

Every time I thought of her saying that, that she wanted to do it again, it made my stomach twist up in agony. Ever time I thought of her doing it again it made that knot release and fill with me lust.
 

I rolled it over and over in my mind. What sort of a man gets an erection from watching another man with his wife? What sort of a man gets off on something like that? What sort of man gets an erection just thinking about it?
 

I thought of all the different possibilities. What if my colleagues were to ever find out? What if someone in the town were to? I'd probably be laughed about. They'd talk about me in whispers and smile politely when I walked into a shop then say, "There goes that fella who needs a real man to give his wife a fucking. Gets right off on it, too."
 

That thought made me shudder and tighten up again. Then I thought of the way she'd looked with him between her legs and all the tightness left and all I wanted was to see that all again.
 

It was a pretty evening when we got to the river. The sun was already down, painting the sky in orange and purple hues. Jenny had been like a kid in a candy store all day, excited about having a night out and watching fireworks. She was such a little girl sometimes, delighted by the most childish things.
 

It did seem like the whole village was there. When I caught sight of Ava and Jake, my stomach did a little dance. They were standing with John and Tony, little plastic cups in hand. Jenny saw them too.
 

"Oh Reg, it's the Sturms! Let's go over and say hi!" she squealed.
 

Well that made me tighten up a little more. Not just about how damn enthusiastic she was about it but about the company around them. Something about talking to the Pastor with Tony standing there...hell, I didn't know what the hell to think about all of it. Before I could answer, Jake saw us and waved us over. Jenny waved back and leaned towards them, pulling me with her.
 

"Norma's doing drinks and party snacks over by the table!" Jake called out as we got close.
 

"Oh Reg, will you go fetch us some?" Jenny asked. Her eyes were big and she looked so damn excited.
 

"Sure. You go on," I replied, "I'll be right there."
 

She flashed me a smile and shrugged her glee, then turned and ran over to where they were standing. I watched Ava give her a hug. Then I watched the other men. It was dusk and I could have been wrong but from where I was standing it looked like they were all. Staring at her. 
 

She had on a pretty dress. It wasn't as stiff as the one she'd worn to church. It was red and fell easily over her curves, showing them well. Her round bottom bounced as she talked excitedly and clapped her hands together.
 

Jake was eyeing her, looking kind of greedy. I suppose I couldn't blame him, at the same time I got a little anxious, the way any man would when he saw something like that. Tony looked like he was staring at her, too. Though that could have been my imagination.
 

What really got me was when I looked at John, Pastor John, well I'll be damned if I didn't catch him checking her out too. Sure, even a man of the cloth was entitled to earthly urges, I suppose, but it looked like the three of them were just staring at her and...getting ready to pounce or something.
 

And dammit if that didn't make my dick jump.
 

"What's the hold up?" Jake's voice stirred me from my daydream. "Your wife's getting thirsty over here!"
 

The whole group burst into laughter. Jenny turned, giggling. 
 

For some reason that made me kind of sore, even though I knew they weren't laughing at me.
 

I got the drinks and headed back over to the group. Right when I got there, Ava took the one for Jenny and handed it to her, then pulled me off to one side. Jenny barely noticed I was there. The three men around her were keeping her busy with jokes and the like, telling her how great the fireworks were going to be. I sort of wanted to stand next to her. Some part of me wanted everyone to know who's wife she was, I suppose. Then I thought that was kind of silly and Ava was looking at me with a nice smile so I just let it go and followed her.
 

"Awfully nice evening, isn't it Reg?" Ava asked.
 

I looked back at Jenny one more time before turning my attention to her. "Sure is. What time do the fireworks start?"
 

"Oh probably when it gets a little darker. There's no real schedule. Everyone's just out to have some fun."
 

I didn't know what the hell it was about that woman but she sure had a way of sounding sinister, no matter what she said. I took a solid swig of my drink, hoping that would tamp down the feelings that were twisting my insides.
 

"Say, Reg?" Ava asked.
 

"Yes?"
 

"Well," she looked straight at me with those big brown eyes, "Jake wanted me to ask you in private, so it didn't come out awkward."
 

I knew what she was going to say before she said it and there wasn't enough whisky in the world that would help the way it made me feel. "What is it Ava?"
 

"Well, he wanted to know if you'd like to come over for drinks again. We had such a good time the other night."
 

I tore my eyes away from hers to look back to where Jenny was standing. It seemed like the three of them were closer to her now. It seemed like she didn't mind. She flipped her hair with a finger as she laughed.
 

I was all torn up. It all felt so wrong and so right at the same time. I wondered if Tony would be there too? I wondered if Jake would try to fuck her again. I wondered if I'd let him? I wondered if Ava would do to me what she did last time. It all had me getting hard and I couldn't make a sound come from my mouth.
 

"It looks like Jenny's having a nice time," I heard Ava say, finally.
 

"Yes. Yes it does," I mumbled.
 

"What do you say then, Reg? Just a couple of drinks after the fireworks. You can leave any time."
 

I turned to look at her again. She was still smiling. That same easy, confident smile. Like she knew what I was going to say.
 

"Sure, " I whispered. "Sure."
 

The first fireworks exploded in the sky.
 





Chapter 15

 


Pastor John had left and Tony said he wouldn't mind coming round for a nightcap. They walked ahead of Ava and I, on either side of Jenny. I started getting hard just watching that. They were both pretty big, though Tony was taller than Jake. Her round ass in a red skirt bounced back and forth between them and made me think of things I shouldn't be thinking of. Like what their hands would look like on it.
 

Ava caught me staring and just smiled. She looked down at my pants which were starting to tent and I got a little red in the face.
 

She sat me down on the couch as soon as we got there. I'd been drinking a fair bit at the fireworks show and I had no trouble sitting down. Tony and Jake didn't pay us much attention. Jake went to get more drinks in the kitchen and Tony sat down on the couch opposite with Jenny.
 

He was so big next to her, now that they were sitting. My cock pushed against my pants. Thankfully no one noticed but Ava, who was sitting beside me.
 

"Can I help you with that Reg?" she whispered.
 

I guess I could blame it on the drinking if I wanted to. That wasn't it though. I liked something about Ava. I liked that she was easy-going about all this. I liked that she had no trouble asking a man if she could take his cock out and rub it a little. A part of me wanted a wife like that, a wife that did that kind of thing.
 

I gave her a nod because it felt weird to say anything. I just gave a quick nod and she smiled and pushed my zipper down.
 

My cock jumped out on its own, as soon as she pushed my underwear down. Jenny looked over. Tony did too. I felt a redness burning my cheeks. For a second I almost jumped up and yelled "Hey what do you think you're doing!?!" at Ava. Maybe that's what I should have done. As soon as her slender, warm fingers wrapped around my hard flesh, there was not much I could do.
 

I looked at Jenny. She wasn't smiling. Her face was a little red from the cocktails but she didn't look angry, either. She just watched as Ava stroked my cock. She watched and her eyes went from mine to the shape of my flesh in Ava's hand, then back to mine. I couldn't make out what she was feeling, from her expression.
 

Then her and Tony just went back to talking. Like it was no big deal that there was a woman stroking a man's cock in front of them. Like that sort of thing happened in the village all the time.
 

I started getting even harder as Ava kept stroking me nice and soft and slow. I watched Tony's big, black frame lean over towards Jenny. She shied away for a second but then tilted her head. I thought he was going to kiss her but he just closed his eyes and smelled instead. He smelled her scent, that same scent I loved smelling. Then he looked over.
 

"He wants to know if it's okay, Reg. Is it okay if he touches your wife?" Ava asked, her fingers still gliding along my hot hardness.
 

Well by that point I'd lost any sense I might have had. My hips had started to buck and flex as my body wanted release. I could feel cum moving up and into my cock. I just gave a quick nod. It's all I could do.
 

As soon as I'd nodded Tony smiled a little, then leaned in and pressed his lips onto Jenny's neck. His skin looked even blacker against her white neck. When his palm came up and cupped her breast I nearly lost it.
 

She looked so delicate and innocent there. A pretty red rose being pawed at by a panther. When he touched her breast I watched her body melt deeper into the couch. Her head tilted even more. She was letting him in.
 

The thought made me close my eyes. She was letting him. The same way she'd let him in between her thighs. The same way she'd open her legs and spread her pretty little pink pussy for his big, dark cock. When I opened my eyes again, he had a hand between her legs, moving up under her skirt.
 

"Ah!" I shouted as a blast of cum sprang from the head of my aching shaft. Everything in the room seemed to stop moving except for Ava's hand. She kept her gentle, steady rhythm as she massaged the rest of my orgasm out of my cock. The whole time, I stared at Tony's dark body, getting ready to invade my wife. That's another memory that I've seared into my mind for life.
 

As soon as my orgasm had retreated, most of the tension in the room seemed to go with it. Tony pulled away from Jenny. I looked at Ava. Without flinching she lifted the hand she'd been stroking me with to her mouth and licked the cum off that I'd left there. Jake walked into the room with drinks.
 

"Party over already?" he asked, shrugging.
 

I looked at Ava. She shrugged, got up and went over to where Jake was standing. Tony just sort of looked down at the couch. Jenny stared at me, looking like she was about to cry.
 

"I..." I wanted to explain. They all looked so disappointed. I wanted to tell them that it didn't have to be over just because I'd...but somehow I knew as well as they did that it was over. I felt terrible. I felt like a heel.
 

I stood up, buckled up my pants, mumbled an apology then collected Jenny and went to get the car.
 

We drove home in silence but I could smell how worked up she'd gotten by what had happened. She seemed sort of mad and I just didn't know what to say. Her smell made me want to fuck her though. I tried as soon as we were in bed together but she turned away.
 

"What's the matter?" I asked. She'd never done anything like that before.
 

"Nothing."
 

"What do you mean nothing?" I asked, trying to roll her over. "Sure there's something the matter. You're never like this."
 

"Just leave me alone," she whispered. She sounded like she was crying. That made me feel pretty bad. I knew I'd done that. I'd made her feel that way.
 

"Jenny..." I didn't know what to say. "Jenny, come on." I tried one last time to pull her shoulder. She rolled over this time. There were tears in her eyes. "Aw, come on Jenny, now I feel awful."
 

"About what?" she whimpered.
 

"About the whole thing. About the whole thing that happened. I feel awful that we even went over there. You seemed like you were having fun, though. I thought you wanted to."
 

She looked at me and she looked dead serious. "I thought it was going to be fun too."
 

"Well then what's this? Why are you crying? Why are you upset? Didn't you have a good time?" I wanted my old Jenny back.
 

She waited a while before answering. Her eyes narrowed a little. "That's the thing with you Reggie. You think that if you've had a good time then everyone has."
 

Well I didn't think that way about myself at all. In fact it made me more than a little sore that she'd said it. I tried not to let it show, though. I did still want to fuck her even with what had happened earlier.
 

"Well, what can I do to make it up to you then, huh?" I asked, moving towards the spot where Tony had kissed her neck. She pushed me away gently.
 

"I don't want to do that tonight," she whispered.
 

I was stunned. She'd never said a thing like that in the whole time I'd known her.
 

"What do you mean you don't want to? You're my wife, you know? There's things a man needs. A man needs to feel like he can count on his wife." I was starting to get angry. I didn't deserve this. I'd been trying to show her a good time. It wasn't my fault she didn't have a good time. I knew getting angry with her would only make her cry though.
 

"Alright look, what can I do? What can I do to make it up to you? I'm sorry you didn't have a good time."
 

She breathed, then looked up at the ceiling, like she was thinking of a suitable consolation prize. Finally, she looked back at me. It looked like she might start smiling.
 

"They're all going to the beach tomorrow," she said, one corner of her mouth cracking into the slightest smile.
 

I knew what she was on about. "So? You want to go too?"
 

She nodded, the smile spreading to her whole mouth, then her eyes.
 

I took a deep breath. Of course I wanted her to be happy. I wasn't sure whether spending more time with Ava and Jake and Tony was the way to do it, though. I wasn't sure it was right for either of us. It did get me a little hot under the collar, thinking we might end up in the same kind of situation we had today, after a day at the beach.
 

"Aw hell, Jenny, if that's what you wanted you just had to say so."
 

She shrugged and grinned and I could tell she was even more excited than she had been for the fireworks. Jenny loved the beach. 
 

I leaned in and made another pass at her but she just played it off with a sly grin.
 

"Tomorrow. If you've been a good boy," she murmured, closing her eyes.
 

Well I wasn't sure what in the hell that meant, but I have to say, it sounded sort of hot, too.
 

I rolled over, closed my eyes and tried to go to sleep.
 





Chapter 16

 


"What's wrong?" Jenny's mouth stayed open and her brow furrowed. She was standing in the kitchen with another Sunday dress on. It really was Sunday this time and I had a suit on all ready to head down to the chapel.
 

"Car won't start," I answered walking to the phone.
 

"Oh Reg! What'll we do? We'll be late for church!"
 

"Don't fret," I soothed, dialing the number and putting the phone to my ear. "I'm sure there's someone who can help us out. Jake? Hiya Jake, Reg here."
 

Jake sounded a little scared when he first heard I was calling. He settled down right away though, as soon as he found out the reason. He said he'd swing by and pick us up. He said Tony'd be at church and we could talk to him about the car there.
 

He did come over right away. Him and Ava looked very fine. She had on a little pillbox hat and looked like a real lady, cross hanging at her neck and everything. I've got to say it made me a little hard, thinking that was the woman who'd been such a devil the night before. I pushed the thought away though and we both piled into the back of their sedan and headed down the hill to the little white church.
 

Pastor John was very curious about what had happened and why we were all in the car together. I felt a little blush at that. I wondered how close he was to Jake and Ava. I wondered if they...told him things. Jake explained everything, though and pretty soon the four of us were in a pew together with the rest of the dozen people from the village scattered around the church. I noticed Tony sitting in the back. He saw me too and gave me a wave.
 

The sermon was something about needs and the nature of man. I can't say I paid attention to most of it. I stood up and sat down and kneeled with everyone else but my mind was far far away from that little church. My mind was in the past, at Ava and Jake's apartment, watching my wife watching me.
 

I had to take a break from thinking about it and pay attention to what Pastor John was saying every now and again, just to cool myself off.
 

When the service was over we all walked outside and stood around in the sun chatting.
 

"I hear you're having car trouble?" Tony asked, wandering over.
 

"We are," I replied. "Something to do with that noise I was telling you about, probably."
 

He nodded. "Why don't we drive up together and take a look?"
 

I looked over at Jenny. She was chatting with Jake and John, with Ava looking on with her usual smile. "Sure. Let me just go get Jenny," I said and started walking over. He touched my arm.
 

"She'll be fine. She looks like she's enjoying the sunshine. Ava and Jake can drive her up on their way home."
 

I thought that was kind of strange, that he was telling me my business with my wife. Then I remember he was the one kindly offering to come fix my car and I felt like a bit of a fool.
 

"Sure," I said, squeezing out a smile. "Let's go."
 

I had kind of a hard time looking out the window on the ride up. It felt sort of weird, just the two of us in the car like that. If he felt any strangeness about the night before he certainly didn't show it so I tried not to either. There were all kinds of different people in the world and it wasn't for me to be judging any of them.
 

When we got up to the house, he popped his trunk and took out a box of tools. I put the hood up and told him I'd go in and fix something to drink. I didn't right away. I stayed by the window for a while, I can't even say how long, watching him work.
 

He was a strong man. He'd taken off the jacket he'd had on in church and left it in his car. Now, as he worked, he started sweating through the tight shirt he was wearing. I watched every muscle in his back ripple as he wrestled with the car.
 

I barely heard the sound of the car coming up the driveway. It stopped me staring and I scuttled into the kitchen and started making fixings for iced tea. I heard the door slam and the car pull away, then I heard Jenny call goodbye. When she didn't walk in the door like I expected, I tiptoed back to the window to see what was going on.
 

She was standing by the car. He was too. He wasn't working on it anymore. They were talking. She was smiling. He was looking her up and down. My heart bounced and my cock lurched. I remembered what had happened last night. I remembered what she'd looked like, sinking into the couch beneath his weight. I don't know what happened just then but something inside me snapped. I wanted it. Right then and there I wanted to see them fuck.
 

I opened the front door. "Looks like it's getting hot out there!" I squawked, my voice cracking awkwardly in the middle of the sentence. The two of them looked over at me. Jenny furrowed her brow, like she was irritated that I'd interrupted the conversation. He looked down at her and asked her if she wanted to step inside. As soon as she turned to look back at him that nice smile sprouted back up on her lips.
 

He gave a little nod in the direction of the house and she started walking towards it. He followed.
 

I stared at him as he stepped inside. My heart was racing. I didn't know what the hell I was going to do. How does a fella set something like that in motion? He wiped the sweat off his brow and sat down in one of the chairs. I offered Jenny a glass of iced tea, then gave him one too. He swallowed almost the whole thing in one big swig.
 

"Whooee, it's hot out there," he said, mopping his brow again.
 

I looked at Jenny. He was watching him as closely as I had been through the window. She noticed me staring and looked over at me. I didn't know what to do but I knew what I wanted to see. I nodded akwardly. First at her, then sort of in the direction Tony was sitting.
 

One of her eyebrows went up but she held me in her gaze. I had no idea if she knew what I meant. I could only hope. She set her purse down on the floor and set her sights on him.
 

When I turned to look at him, I saw that he'd seen the whole exchange. He was smiling. A happy, knowing smile. He leaned back in the chair and watched as Jenny walked over towards him, still in her heels. When he glanced at me, I just nodded again. He nodded back.
 

Jenny was by his side. She stood there looking a little scared, not knowing what to do. He just roamed up and down her body with his eyes, pausing at all the curvy parts.
 

"You ever made it with a brother before?" he asked quietly.
 

She shook her head and looked down at the floor, unable to look into his eyes.
 

"There's something you oughta know."
 

She looked up. Her eyes were a little rounder, like she wanted to know what he meant. He smiled again.
 

"I'm not gonna tell you. How about I just show you."
 

I saw the muscles in Jenny's back tense as he tugged his belt, then let it fall open. I could see the outline of his thick cock pressed against his Sunday trousers. I knew she was watching it too. When he pulled it out, she gasped.
 

I put a hand over my mouth. It wasn't even stiff and it was already easily nine inches, almost twice as long as mine. He started rubbing it a little and I watched it harden.
 

And Jenny? Jenny just stood there with her mouth open, shifting her weight uneasily from one foot to the other, watching it grow.
 

"Well? What do you think?" he asked after a long silence. "You scared of something this size?"
 

"I..." The single word was followed by silence.
 

"Ain't no reason to be scared, you know. You just have to get to know it."
 

Jenny swallowed. Something broke the spell and she looked over at me.
 

I realized I'd been rubbing my jaw, staring at the two of them. When she looked at me, I don't know what made me do it but I nodded again. She turned back to Tony.
 

"See? He's alright, don't worry about him. Let's worry about you." He took her by the hand and pulled her a little closer. She teetered forward on her heels. "Why don't you get on your knees? It's easier that way." His voice was smooth as velvet and she did what he asked. Soon, her mouth was just a few inches from his manhood.
 

He took her little white hand in his big, black paw and wrapped her fingers around himself. They didn't quite make it all the way, now that he was half-stiff. Her eyes got wider at the feeling of him in her hand.
 

"You see?" he asked. "Probably a little bigger than you're used to." He looked over at me and smiled. I didn't really care. I knew that wasn't what made a man anyways.
 

Jenny was mesmerized. She couldn't take her eyes off it. He put a hand on hers and got her moving her little fingers up and down, hardening his dark meat fully.
 

Standing there, watching that unfold was one of the hottest things I'd ever seen. My own cock was stiff and ached like crazy but I didn't want to move. I didn't want to do anything that might distract her from him.
 

"Go on baby," he said softly, putting a gentle hand on the back of her head. "Have a taste."
 

That broke the spell. Jenny looked at me, her mouth open in shock, like she'd forgotten what happened with Jake the other night. Staring at me, I watched her shake her head.
 

I didn't feel like I was myself at that moment. Hell, I didn't know who I felt like but I knew one thing. I knew I wanted to say my beautiful wife's tiny, tight mouth on that black python. I wanted to see her pink lips being stretched by our new black friend. Without thinking, I shuffled across the kitchen floor and knelt down beside her.
 

I could feel the heat coming off of it and the heat coming off of her skin, too.
 

"It's alright sunshine," I whispered, patting her hair with my hand. "You can do it, I won't mind, I swear. I want to see you do it."
 

Her eyes roamed around my face, like she couldn't believe that what I was saying was the truth and she needed more evidence that it was. For me, just one thing was important right then. It was to see her swallow that black dick.
 

"Jenny, honey, it's okay," I said, a little breathless. I put my hand on the back of her head and turned her towards Tony's cock. "You can do it baby. For me?" I pushed her down and towards his meat.
 

Her other hand came up and pressed against his thigh as she steadied herself from falling forward. Slowly, carefully, she opened her mouth and I saw her little pink tongue slide out again. It was wet and I wanted to kiss it myself, but I wanted to see it sink down onto Tony's dick even more. I pushed her forward, helping her onto her new lovers cock. I glanced up to see Tony staring down at the two of us, smiling contentedly.
 

As soon as the first taste touched her tongue, something about her changed. I didn't have to push on the back of her head anymore, she just took as much as she could of him into her mouth. Her hand that had been resting on his thigh came up and she wrapped her tender fingers around his pulsing vein. With both hands around him now, she pushed herself deeper onto him with a gurgling moan.
 

I stood up and staggered backwards, unable to believe what I was watching. Jenny, my wife, had at least two inches of thick, black cock buried in her mouth and from the sounds she was making, she wanted nothing more than to gobble up the whole thing.
 

"That's it baby," Tony purred as we both watched Jenny's head start to bob.
 

I got a little jealous at that. Maybe I should have tried a little harder, to have her suck me like that. Maybe it was my own fault for not teaching her how. Watching her with another man, it looked like she couldn't get enough of it.
 

Deep gurgling, swallowing sounds came from the back of her throat as she tried to stuff as much of him into herself as she could manage. I looked at Tony. He was looking down at hair, brushing the hair out of her face with a finger whenever it fell down. He was so calm, so serene. It was like he knew that this would be the way she reacted to sucking on his cock. He knew the power he had.
 

When she finally came up for air, thick ropes of saliva hung from her red lips. Her lipstick had smeared a little, some of it rubbing off onto his cock. She looked up at him with round, pleading eyes. I wasn't quite sure what that look meant but I couldn't stop staring at her.
 

"You like that, don't you baby?" Tony asked, smiling. Jenny started nodding, her little white hands still clutching at the throbbing black cock. "I knew you would," Tony said, leaning back in the chair. "Why don't you see if you can take it a little deeper, huh?"
 

Jenny reacted immediately. She pushed that fat cock into her mouth and started sinking onto it. I staggered backwards until I came up against the counter. I leaned back on it and put a hand over my open mouth. It was the most terrible and most beautiful thing I'd ever seen.
 

Neither of them noticed. Tony was fixated on Jenny and Jenny seemed obsessed with getting as much of him as she could down her throat. I heard her gag. She didn't stop. I saw her throat relax and watched as she lowered herself even further onto him. I started to see the shape of his head outlined in the skin of her neck.
 

"That's it, baby, take as much as you can," Tony purred, putting a hand on the back of her head. He pushed her further onto himself until a good two thirds of him were inside her. He held her there for a while. Her eyes started watering and her face started to turn red. I thought of saying something. I even thought of stepping forward, of helping her, pulling her off of him. 
 

I couldn't. My feet were stone in concrete. I could only stare in delighted horror.
 

Even when he let her off, she came off slowly. She came off and her eyes took on that same, pleading look. She couldn't wait to taste that cock again. Her little hands started pumping him, trying desperately to please him.
 

"That's alright, baby," he cooed, pulling her up instead. She got up on her feet, a little unsteady in her heels. "Now let's see how wet that pussy is." He pulled her closer and I watched as his hand disappeared up her dress.
 

Jenny's mouth opened wide as his fingers slid up her thigh but she stepped open a little wider. I saw the moment his fingers touched her soft pussy by the look on her face.
 

"Mmm..." Tony smiled. "Just like I thought. Nice and wet."
 

I couldn't believe it. I couldn't believe just swallowing a cock like that would make her so wet. Maybe he saw it on my face.
 

"You look like you don't believe me, Reg. Why don't you come here and feel for yourself."
 

My heart started pounding. I couldn't believe I was actually going to do this. I couldn't believe I was actually going to walk over and touch my wife's pussy to check if it was wet for this man. I did it anyways. Step after agonizing step, I crossed the kitchen back to where she was standing.
 

This whole time she hadn't noticed me at all. It was like I'd stopped existing. The whole time she'd been completely focused on Tony. Only when I knelt down in front of her did she look at me. Her gaze was so distant. She looked at me like she was remembering a dream she had.
 

Tony took his hand out from under her skirt. "Go on. Feel for yourself," he urged, giving me permission to touch my wife.
 

I didn't even need to push my hand up all the way. As soon as I touched her thigh I knew her little pussy was completely soaked. There was a stream of juice running down her leg. But I pushed my fingers up to her soft pussy lips anyway. I pushed them all the way up, past the soaked outer lips and into her wet snatch. They made a squishing sound.
 

She looked a little disappointed. Maybe she was disappointed that it was my hand and not Tony's, up there.
 

"What do you say, angel? You want to ride a nice big, black dick?" Tony asked with a smile. She looked at him immediately and nodded. Her face was flushed. She looked feverish, like she might faint if she didn't get it inside her soon.
 

Jenny started trying to scramble onto Tony's lap. She almost kicked me with one of her heels.
 

"Easy, baby," Tony said, holding her back. "Easy does it. You don't want to go too fast. You want to enjoy yourself. How about we get Reg to help you, huh?"
 

Electric adrenaline shot through me. Was I really going to do it? Was I really going to help my wife mount another man? My cock was throbbing in my pants. I wanted to pull it out and stroke it, but now that Tony was staring at me I knew I had a job to do.
 

I took Jenny by the hips. Tony flipped her dress up and over her ass. I got my first view of just how soaked her pussy really was. I moved her forward. Tony took his cock in his hand and pushed it down, positioning it between her legs.
 

"That's right, Reg. I think we're good now." I shuffled back on my knees, my eyes still fixed on the huge black rod in between Jenny's round, white thighs.
 

He moved it up, touching Jenny's sopping pussy lips with the head of his cock. She let out a mewl and I saw her legs spread wider as she tried to lower herself onto him.
 

"Wow! Easy does it!" he said, holding her up with one hand. "Ain't no fun for anyone if you go too fast!"
 

I could see her shaking slightly above him, now. It was like her body couldn't wait any longer for what was coming. She couldn't wait to be filled with his massive black meat.
 

He let go of her a little. I saw his throbbing head press a little harder against the soft lips of her sex. He let her sink a little more. The tiny cleft of her cunt split open, spilling more juice onto his pulsing vein. She moaned a desperate moan as he moved a little further inside.
 

"That's it baby," he growled. "Now you've got it."
 

She put her hands on his shoulders. Her ass started moving as she tried to bury more of him inside herself. Juices were running out of her tiny pink gash, all over his thick, black cock.
 

"Please," she whimpered, unable to stand it anymore, unable to take any more suspense.
 

He smiled a little wider, let go of her and I watched his dark cock disappear inside her cunt.
 

"Oh God!" she moaned as his thickness stretched her walls. She got about two thirds of the way down, then stopped, resting on his thighs. Her hips started moving, her body pulsing around him, ready for his seed.
 

"Oh baby you can do better than that. I know you can!" He gave her a swat on her ass. "Come on, slide down the rest of that dick."
 

"I...I can't..." she whimpered, trying to look down and see how much of him was left between her legs. "I don't think I can take anymore."
 

His face got sort of stern. Putting a hand each on her round ass, I watched his hips come up as he drove the rest of himself inside.
 

"Oh God!" Jenny cried as his cock squelched deep into her cunt. 
 

I realized my mouth was hanging open. I couldn't believe it either. I couldn't believe she'd taken all of him inside herself. He must have been right at her end. The head of his cock must have been kissing her womb.
 

A beautiful and terrifying thought flashed through my mind. Was he going to be as polite as Jake and Ava were? Was he even going to ask whether to finish inside or outside? I hadn't thought of it until then, but as I did, it made me shudder in fear and drove me mad with lust at the same time.
 

He hadn't asked about anything else. As soon as we'd agreed that this was going to happen he'd taken charge. I'd even done what he told me. I knew I wouldn't say anything to stop it, if that's what he wanted to do. 
 

What if it happened? I looked down at his balls. I could only imagine how much seed was stored there. I imagined it pulsing through his massive cock and slathering along Jenny's walls. I didn't know where she was in her cycle but I'd never seen her body so ready. She was primed to receive whatever he gave.
 

He held her in place over his lap. She tried to squirm and move but he gave her another swat. "That's enough!" he ordered. "You let me fuck you the way I want. Like a good little slut, you understand?"
 

Jenny whimpered but nodded that she understood. As soon as she did, he started to fuck. Holding her by the hips he pulled half of his massive cock out of her, then drove it back in again. She moaned and it made him do it again, this time harder.
 

My own cock throbbed in time with each thrust as I watched his big, black manhood thunder into her tiny, white body.
 

He took a hand off her hip and put it at the top of her dress. With one quick tug the top came off, her bra too and her beautiful white breasts toppled out. She didn't seem to notice or care. Her eyes were closed and her head was tilted back as she rode his massive rod towards bliss. She moaned louder with each thrust.
 

He suckled on one of her bright, pink nipples and that made her moan louder. When he took the other one in his mouth I saw her shudder and then she screamed as a massive orgasm ripped through her body. When it was over, she started to cry.
 

"Please..." she begged, her voice barely a whisper, "...more."
 

His fucking got a little faster. I saw the corner of his lip curl into a snarl. I knew what was going to happen. I knew he was going to do it. I knew I should get up, say something, do something to stop him. I couldn't. All I could do, all I wanted to do was watch.
 

She was trying to bounce up and down on him now and he didn't do anything to stop her. I saw his balls tense. His cock must have flexed inside her because her body shook again and I realized he'd just made her come twice.
 

"Shit," he muttered, "this bitch in heat," driving himself up into her cunt. He started grunting each time she came down on his rigid cock and I knew the moment was close. I knew he was going to come inside of her and I knew I wasn't going to anything to stop it. It made me so hot. I tugged at my own belt and pulled my cock out.
 

She was leaning close to him now. Kissing his cheeks and whispering something. She was whispering something. I couldn't hear what at first. Just three syllables over and over and over. When I did make it out my cock hardened and a boiling rage covered in lust filled my insides.
 

"Fill me up. Fill me up. Fill me up."
 

His big black paws settled on the two mounds of her ass. He gripped her tight and made her bounce up and down hard. I saw the root of his cock flex. I saw his balls come up again. He grunted, the loudest one yet and pushed her down onto himself one last time.
 

She gasped. Stillness and silence filled the room. Their eyes met. I watched his cock throb and throb.
 

"Yes," I heard her smile. She pressed her forehead against his. I knew she was thanking him. Thanking him for his cum.
 

When the first wave of his climax was over, his body started moving again and hers did too. Now her motions were urgent, pleading. She was staring into his eyes and moving on him with an intensity I'd never seen. The only thing that mattered to her then, was pleasing him, thanking him with pleasure for his gift.
 

Streaks of white cum started to trickle down his cock and onto his balls as he drove himself into her. I stared at it for what felt like an eternity. I didn't know how long it lasted but I just knew he left a massive load inside her.
 

When he was finished fucking her he let her slide herself along his pole a few more times, enjoying his massive dick.
 

"Reg," he said, breaking me from my trance. "You gotta come over here and help me out. I don't want all that cream I left in your wife's pussy all over my Sunday pants."
 

I knew what he meant. I knew what I had to do. I crawled over with my dick still hanging out. I cupped a hand between her legs. As he slid out of her, I made sure none of his seed spilled out. He stood up and started buckling up.
 

Jenny's body felt completely limp in my arms but I had to have her. I bent her over the table. She laid down on it easily. I took my cock in one hand and spread her ass apart with the other. It was the first good look I got at her used cunt.
 

It was red and raw and stretched wide. As I stared at the gaping hole I saw the massive puddle of seed he'd left inside her. Some instinct took over and I plunged myself inside.
 

I'd never felt her like that. He'd stretched her so wide I'd never felt her that loose. She seemed to barely notice me going inside, too. I didn't care. My body didn't care. I just started fucking her furiously, her limp body bouncing on the table as I did.
 

Everything swirled in my mind. The memory of watching him go into her. The thought that I'd let another man cum inside my wife. My cock throbbed in her sloppy cunt as I felt my balls seize. I blew the meagre load I had into her, sweating and panting, then collapsed onto her back on the table.
 





Chapter 17

 


Tony stood by the door as I caught my breath. When I had, I pulled out and watched the white mess ooze from her closing slit while doing myself up. I turned to see him staring at it too.
 

"Fine sight, isn't it?" he asked with a grin.
 

I didn't know what to say so I nodded. It was a damn fine sight though. One I wanted to remember forever.
 

"I'm not going to be able to fix that car today," he said putting his hat on. It made him look even bigger than he was.
 

"What's wrong with it?" I asked. My voice sounded weak.
 

"Probably the battery. Were you two planning on joining us at the beach today?"
 

I looked over at Jenny. Her eyes were closed and her lips were turned up slightly in a dreamy smile. As soon as she heard the question, she perked up.
 

"Oh geez!" she said, standing up. The bottom of her dress fell down, covering her ass, but her tits were still out. The two of us stared at the hard, pink nipples. It made her self-conscious and she pulled the top of her dress up and tucked them in. Her face went a little red. "Oh geez Reg, can we?" she pleaded.
 

"Um...well I guess we have no way to get there..." I mumbled.
 

"That's why I asked," Tony said. "I can give you a ride."
 

For as tired as she looked, Jenny perked up at the suggestion right away. She clapped her hands together and bounced up and down making her tits jiggle.
 

"If you're sure it's not too much trouble?" I asked Tony. I don't know why but I felt a little sheepish. He didn't seem fazed at all. Like he fucked other men's wives while they watched all the time.
 

"No trouble at all. Like I said, it's why I asked."
 

"I...I'll be right back!" Jenny sang, bouncing out of the kitchen and towards the bedroom. "I just need to change!"
 

I looked at Tony to see that he was looking after her as she left, his eyes following her swaying curves as she walked. Once she was out of the kitchen, he looked at me.
 

"You're one lucky guy," he said, this time completely serious.
 

I shot him a sort of shy smirk. I guess I knew I was. I guess I hadn't realized how lucky.
 

"Jake tell you about the beach?"
 

I shook my head. "What's it all about?" I asked, glad that we weren't talking about Jenny anymore, or what had just happened.
 

"She likes cock. You like watching. You'll be fine."
 

My heart thumped in my chest. What in the hell was he talking about?!? "What do you mean?" I asked, half of me not wanting to hear the answer.
 

"Jake didn't tell you anything?"
 

I shook my head. He sighed.
 

"Forget about it. It'll all be fine. Why don't you go see how she's making out?" He nodded in the direction of the hall.
 

I had no idea what he meant but from the sounds of it, it wasn't just a simple trip to the beach. I was hoping to talk to Jenny alone before we met up with the rest of the group anyway. I took his cue and followed her down the hall.
 

She was stark naked in the bedroom and just about to step into a bikini. I could still see the cum dripping from her pussy.
 

"Jenny."
 

She turned around. She smiled. "Hi Reg."
 

I stood there staring at her. I wasn't sure who I was looking at, really. She looked so different. She looked different than she even had that morning. I didn't understand how such a change could happen so fast. She didn't look like my Jenny anymore. She looked like a stranger, like someone I'd never met.
 

"Jenny, I want to talk to you."
 

"What is it Reg? Is something wrong?" she asked. The question seemed absurd. How could she ask that after what had just happened?
 

"Jenny...what...I don't..." I tried to push a sentence out but the words wouldn't come. I almost stopped believing what had just happened. I stepped towards her, our eyes locked. She was still smiling at me. She still looked like someone else.
 

I sank onto my knees. I needed to know. Maybe this was all just a dream? I pushed two fingers past the messy patch of hair above her pussy, slid it along her soft outer lips and then sank inside.
 

"Oh Reggie..." she said, soft and breathy. It sounded like she wanted me to fuck her again.
 

I stared at my finger as I pulled it out. It was covered in a thick glob of creamy white. It was impossible to tell whose it was. I looked up at Jenny. She was staring at it too.
 

"You're just...you're just going to leave it in you like that?"
 

She bit her lower lip and nodded. I stood up and brought the fingers up close, where she could really see the mess that had come from inside her. Her lips parted a little. I shuddered, knowing what she wanted. As I brought my fingers close to her lips, she opened her mouth.
 

She swallowed the tips of my fingers and I felt her tongue cleaning every last drop of the semen off. I stared at her. She was lost in the sensation. Lost in the taste, lost in how good it felt to be swallowing down all that cum. I started getting hard again, even though we'd just fucked. When she finally came off my fingers she had that same desperate look she'd had when she was sucking Tony off.
 

"Jenny," I whispered, "what's...what's happened to you?"
 

She didn't say anything. She pushed a hip out to one side, sort of sassy like and put a hand on it. I looked down. Even though she'd just been fucked rough, her body still looked glorious. A sly smile twisted across her lips as she sank down in front of me, onto her knees. It wasn't really what I wanted right then, but it was. It was exactly what I wanted. I wanted my little slut wife Jenny to suck my cock.
 

I was hard already when she pulled me out. She didn't waste any time. She opened her mouth and took me in, staring up at me the whole time. My cock flexed inside the wet heat inside her cheeks. She started sucking me like she'd done nothing else her whole life.
 

Her hand drifted up the inside of my leg. Her mouth felt so good. I felt the cum start to move inside of me again, whatever was left. Her fingers found my sack and played along the underside of it. It made me want her even more. I put a hand on top of her head. She came off me with a pop.
 

"Oh yes Reggie!" she begged, "Fuck my face!"
 

Hearing her say it made me crazy. My cock was bouncing up and down in her hand. I put a hand under her chin and drove myself into her mouth. I heard her gag, the way she had when she'd been on Tony. I wanted to go as deep as he had. My hips started jutting as I held her head in place. She rewarded me with a long string of gasping and gurgling sounds. I felt another orgasm looming.
 

She didn't push back. She didn't even put her hands against my legs. She just knelt there like an obedient fuck-doll, her tits shaking each time I pounded my cock into her mouth. I felt cum surging through my shaft. With a roar I drove myself deep into her throat. A vicious orgasm tore through me as I spurted seed into my wife.
 

It was so intense and ended abruptly. I felt myself shaking and I staggered back, falling out of her. She fell back to sitting on the floor, one hand covering her mouth. For one horrible, terrifying moment, she looked like she was crying. Her shoulders were shaking, her breasts with them. Only when she took her hand away did I realize it was the exact opposite of what I'd thought. She wasn't crying at all. She was holding back a laugh.
 

When she couldn't hold it in any longer, the laughter burst out of her and filled the room. Some of my cum she hadn't swallowed trickled out one side of her mouth. I stood there, stupefied as to why this was happening.
 

"Looks to me like she liked it," Tony's voice startled me. My eyes shot towards the door to see him leaning against the frame. I didn't know what to say. I looked at Jenny. She was still chuckling, but now she was looking at Tony too. Her eyes had changed. The way she looked at people had changed. The way she was looking at him had changed, from under her brow, like she wanted nothing more than to be fucked again.
 

Tony turned to go. "Come on you two lovebirds. Time for the beach."
 





Chapter 18

 


We rode to the beach in Tony's car. He insisted that Jenny ride up front with him so I was stuck staring out the window in the back, trying to set all of this straight in my mind while they made small talk.
 

It was a strange feeling. Probably stranger than I'd ever felt. I didn't feel jealous at all anymore. It didn't feel like Jenny and I were any worse off for what had happened. In fact it felt like some part of her had opened up, like some part of her was better off for it. 
 

That wasn't the hardest thing to sort out, though. That wasn't what I had the most trouble organizing my thoughts about. I had the most trouble with the fact that all I wanted was to do it all again, to see it all again. All I wanted was to watch my wife get fucked.
 

The beach was pretty deserted. Even though it was warm, it wasn't really summer yet and the water was too cold for swimming. When we got there, Ava, Jake, Pastor John and his wife Ellen were already sitting on lawn chairs with a little barbeque in front of them warming up some coals. Jenny bounced out of the car, smiling and ran over and gave Jake a big hug from behind.
 

He pulled her right in and gave her a long kiss on the mouth with lots of tongue. She loved it. When he told her she didn't need her bikini, that there was no one there, she took it off for him right away.
 

I was kind of shocked by that because the Pastor and his wife were there. They didn't seem put out by it at all. Tony walked up behind Jenny and leaned over her, his big black hands cupping her white breasts. Everyone smiled as she giggled while he kissed her neck.
 

It felt strange. It felt very strange. I just stood there, staring at it all, getting hard again until Jake waved me over. I walked over and just stood there trying not to look at anyone in particular.
 

"Reg, I think you know everyone except for Ellen. Ellen this is Reg. Him and Jenny are new in town."
 

I walked over to where Ellen was sitting and shook her hand, feeling kind of sheepish that my wife was naked in front of the whole group. Nobody else seemed to be paying attention though, so I tried my best just to ignore the feeling.
 

"Nice to meet you Reg," Ellen said. She had a friendly smile but something about it was similar to Ava's. There was something sinister in it. "How are you enjoying the Dunning?"
 

"It's...very lovely," I managed to mumble but my attention was already back on Jenny. Jake had stood up and now him and Tony were on both sides of her. Jake was paying attention to her breasts, bending down to suck on them while Tony was still kissing her neck.
 

I thought of all that juice still left in her pussy. I suppose some part of me knew that this was going to happen sometime. I just didn't know it was going to be today, here, at the beach.
 

"Reg? Is everything alright?" I turned to see Ava staring at me, looking concerned.
 

"Fine. Why?"
 

"Ellen just asked if you'd like to come to the Hammocks next weekend? We've both got cottages there and it's sort of a tradition when someone new moves into the village. We have everyone over for a party. Just a tiny little thing."
 

"Umm...sure. That...that would be just fine," I answered, barely able to keep my eyes on Ava. I could hear what Tony and Jake were doing to Jenny. When I turned to look at her again, she was loving every second of it.
 

Her eyes were closed and her body swayed naked between the two men as their hands caressed her curvy frame. I started getting hard and I couldn't stop watching what was happening.
 

"Oh Reg," Ava said, "you're probably just distracted. Let me help you with that so we can talk."
 

Before I could stop her she'd pulled out my half stiff cock and was leaning next to me stroking it. I shot a furtive glance at Ellen but she was just sitting there, sipping her drink and watching the whole thing like it was the most normal thing she'd ever seen.
 

"Mmm...you smell a little dirty," I heard Jake say as he kissed his way down Jenny's stomach.
 

"I blew a load into her once today already," Tony explained.
 

Jake sort of frowned at that, then looked over towards us. "Say Reg, would you mind helping us out with that? Gettin' Jenny all nice and clean for us to fuck her?" The way he asked it, you'd have thought he was asking me for a cup of coffee. I wasn't sure what he meant exactly until the two of them lifted Jenny up onto the picnic table and spread her legs open. Then I knew exactly what they wanted me to do.
 

I could feel the whole group of them looking at me now. I wondered what they were thinking. I suppose a part of me wondered at how crazy this had all become. But the strange thing was, I knew I was going to do it. Not only that, as soon as I understood what they wanted, I sort of felt hungry for it.
 

"Go on then Reg," Ava whispered taking her hand off my cock. I started walking towards Jenny. My pants fell down around my ankles and I stepped out of them. She was smiling. She was smiling in a way I'd never seen her smile before. She was smiling at me like this was the most precious, loving thing I had ever done or could ever do for her. That smile warmed my insides like no booze ever could. I dropped to my knees in front of her. My eyes settled on her already damp snatch.
 

It was beautiful. It had shrunk back down to size and now the two outer lips, wet with her dew, were open slightly like two petals of her pink flower. I didn't know if she could still have any seed left inside her, though I knew Tony had fucked a lot into her. I would have thought most of it would have soaked into her bikini by now. It made me strangely sad. For some reason I wanted to know what that would taste like, coming from inside her.
 

I leaned in towards her. I felt her hand on the back of my head. I looked up. She was staring down at me with loving eyes.
 

"Oh Reg," she whispered, her voice sounding like she might cry from the emotion of it all. "I love you so much." 
 

I don't think I'd ever loved her as much as I did in that moment. It was the strangest, most exposed and yet most intimate moment of our lives. As my nostrils filled with the smell of her used pussy, I pressed my lips to hers and plunged my tongue into her cunt.
 

My cock hardened at the tangy taste of her walls. I moved my tongue as deep into her as I could. She helped me, the hand on the back of my head pressing me inside. It was a strange thrill as the tip of my tongue touched something inside her that wasn't hers. I knew immediately what it was. It was his cum. It was Tony's cum, and mine. I wrapped my hands around her thighs, trying to plunge even deeper into her. I coaxed her onto the edge of the table, so that she was over me. I knew that would help the sticky liquid slide out.
 

She moaned a little as I worked my tongue deep into her. I felt the mess inside her start to ooze out. Once I had a good amount of it on my tongue I gave a quick slurp and felt it slide down into the back of my throat. It was a salty taste that made my mouth seem to fizzle. As soon as I'd swallowed it, I dove back in in search for more.
 

Jenny started mewling and pushing me closer to her with her hand as I searched for more of the creamy liquid inside her. There wasn't much left but by the time I realized that she was so close to coming that I didn't want to stop. She came with a shriek, her fingers balling into fists, clutching my hair as her juices and what little there was left of Tony spilled from inside her and down my throat.
 

When she finished she didn't push me away. She kept me there, licking her as she moved her slit along my mouth, squeezing out the last shudders of her climax. When she finally did let me go, my jaw and tongue were so tired but I was so happy that I'd made her happy I barely remembered there had been anyone else watching. It was only Ava's hand on my shoulder that made me realize where we were and who was there with us. She pulled me back as the two men surrounded Jenny again and started pawing at her and kissing her.
 

"That was awfully nice of you, Reg. You're a real fine friend, you know that?" Ava said. I was kneeling down and she knelt beside me and took my cock in hand. I realized the only people I couldn't see were Ellen and Pastor John. I turned to see them both still sipping their drinks. Still smiling. Still enjoying the show.
 

When I looked back it was to see Tony on the ground and Jenny astride his trunk. She was gliding along his hardening shaft, moaning softly and asking that he put himself inside. He played with her tits, sucked on them, then explained why he wasn't going to do it just yet.
 

"You ever take a cock in your ass, baby?" Jenny's eyes popped open at the question. She looked scared. She turned around to see that Jake was behind her, stroking himself, getting ready. She looked back at Tony and shook her head. "It's alright. I think you're gonna like it sunshine."
 

I watched Jake get down on his knees and move into position behind her. Tony pulled her down, so she was lying on top of him. My eyes opened wide as I realized what they were going to do to my wife. I glanced at Ava.
 

"It's alright Reg," she soothed, "they know how to be real gentle for a first time. Don't you worry." 
 

I was a little worried but the feeling of her stroking my cock as I stared into her pretty brown eyes seemed to push all that worry aside. I didn't know how I would feel about all this tomorrow but in the moment, I knew I wanted to watch them put a cock in Jenny's ass.
 

Jake had his hand in between Jenny's legs when I looked back. He was sliding two fingers along her pussy, collecting all the juice from it, getting them good and wet. With each swipe he travelled a little farther up until finally he touched the tight ring of muscle at her ass. I watched it pucker even tighter at his touch.
 

"It's alright baby, just relax," Tony cooed as Jake started to work the tip of his middle finger into her hole. "You want some cock baby? Would that make you feel better?" he asked.
 

Jenny nodded vigorously right away. He smiled at her like he knew full well that that would make everything better. I saw him lift her a little and he put the head of his cock to her sopping pussy. As soon as it touched her soft lips her body started moving. She looked desperate again and her legs started shifting, trying to let the weight off so she could sink down onto it and feel it inside her again.
 

He didn't let her off that easily. He held her, went inch by inch. With each extra inch of the black cock she got stuffed inside her, she would have to let Jake push his finger into her ass a little deeper. Finally, with almost all of Tony inside of her, Jake pushed a second finger into her, stretching her back hole even more. Tony let her slide the rest of the way down and she moaned at the feeling of having him inside her again. Then he started to fuck her, nice and gentle at first.
 

She barely noticed when Jake took his fingers out and pushed the head of his cock into her ass. Her body seemed to swim through the air with each slow thrust of Tony's cock. All Jake had to do was find their rhythm. Each time Tony slid out, he slid himself a little deeper inside. When he pushed himself into the hilt I gasped.
 

I don't think I'd ever seen anything more beautiful than that. Those two cocks buried inside my wife.
 

They fucked her like that, nice and slow, Tony from beneath her and Jake from behind. I lost track of how many times she came. Ava was stroking me in the same rhythm they were fucking and the whole thing turned into a blur of sand and sun and gentle breeze and watching Jenny between those two big men. Ava didn't let me come until the two men did.
 

Jake unloaded into her first, filling her ass so full of seed it spurted out from between his cock and her flesh. He came with a grunt and fucked every last drop he had into her then pulled out and stepped around. As Tony fucked her towards another orgasm, Jake gave her his fat cock. She licked the whole thing clean in greedy slurps and almost looked sad when he stepped away. That's when Tony fucked her a little harder and sent her over the edge of another climax. As she was wailing, he blew another thick load into her with a groan.
 

Only when he'd rolled her off himself and stepped away did Ava speed up her hand and let me come. She gripped me a little firmer. I stared in awe and horror at the white cream oozing from my wife's two holes. Jenny looked like she was sleeping. She had the most heavenly, satisfied smile on her face. I could tell she loved it. I could tell she loved being filled by all that seed.
 

Ava sped up a little more and my third orgasm of the day burst out of me with a shout. I watched my own seed, what little was left, spurting hopelessly onto the yellow sand.
 





Chapter 19

 


I saw a lot of Jake and Tony that week. One or the other of them would come over to our place every day. Sometimes they'd be there when I got home from work. If I saw one of their cars, I'd race inside hoping I could at least catch the finish of what was happening.
 

Jenny would always welcome me into the bed after they were done and we'd make love with their cum still seeping out of her pussy. We both loved it. I'd never felt as close to anyone as I did with her. Sure things had changed but neither of us would have had them back the way they'd been before. Jenny was happier. She was smiling all the time and she was always willing to go to the bedroom or just take care of me in the kitchen if the mood struck me.
 

I was almost sad, though now I know I had no reason to be, when it was time to drive down to the Hammocks for the party we'd been invited to. I was sad because I thought that surely with everyone from the village there, it would be nothing like what had happened at the beach. I couldn't have been more wrong.
 

As soon as we got there the men, Jake, Tony Pastor John and three others took Jenny to one of the cabins. Ava came out from another and waved at me with a smile. I couldn't believe it. I hadn't expected anything like this to happen.
 

"Did you find the place okay?" she asked as I stepped out of the car.
 

"Sure. Where'd they take..."
 

"Reg," Ava said, one eyebrow raised. "Come on. You know us by now. She'll be just fine. Just think of this as sort of an...initiation. It's a tradition we have when anyone new comes to the village. Now come on. Follow me."
 

She didn't give me much choice. She took me by the wrist and dragged me to the cabin. There were five other women there. Ellen was one of them and the other four I didn't know. They were all dressed very stylishly, especially considering we were at the cottage. They all had on heels and skirts that came just above the knee and jackets with the buttons done up.
 

"Now Reg, you're not going to get sore if we have a little fun here, are you?" Ava asked. I'd never been one to be a spoil sport so I shook my head. I was feeling a little shy though, with all those women's eyes on me.
 

As soon as Ava started undoing my buckle I stepped back. It wasn't that I minded, really, it was just that these were all total strangers. These were all women from the village. For all I knew they might be colleagues of mine I hadn't met yet. Ava scowled immediately at my reaction.
 

"Come on now Reg, I thought you were going to be a good sport about this?" she scoffed. Some of the other women looked away, as if my reaction was more embarrassing to them then seeing my cock taken out. "Come on Reg, the fun's about to begin outside!" Ava called out. I looked out the window and my cock started to harden right away.
 

They had Jenny undressed already. They were standing around her in a circle taking off their clothes. It wasn't that I didn't feel what Ava was doing when she put her hand to my belt again. It was that I didn't care. All I cared about was watching Jenny. I knew full well what was going to happen. I'd never been happier in my whole life.
 

She took all of my clothes off as I stared through the window. The men had Jenny down on her knees. She sucked each of them until they were hard. I watched her grabbing for their cocks one by one. She looked sad every time one of them left her mouth. She needed them, every one of them.
 

"Oh my..." the voice of one of the women brought me back into the room.
 

"Well he's no Tony, that's for sure," another said. The ladies burst into giggles, some of them covering their mouths with white-gloved hands. I suddenly realized what they were laughing at. Me. They were all glancing at my cock and smiling about it.
 

It didn't bother me too much. I knew I was a lot smaller than Jake or Tony but I never thought I was that small.
 

"Relax Reg," Ava consoled, "we're just having some fun."
 

I didn't know what to do. For some reason it was quite arousing, being at their mercy like that. I felt Ava's fingers around my cock again. I looked around to see the women all looking smugly at me.
 

"You see Reg, we're all very close here in the village. We all want to make sure we know everything there is to know about each other. It's what makes for a strong community, you see?"
 

I nodded, though I wasn't really sure what I was agreeing to.
 

"Good, I'm glad you understand," she said with a smile.
 

One by one the women came up and took turns touching me, stroking my cock until it was standing hard. I got pretty turned on by it but as soon as I was completely stiff, they stopped.
 

"Come on now Reg," Ava said opening the door. "Let's go see what they're doing to your wife."
 

I hesitated for a moment. I didn't know about just walking out the door naked like that, with all of them in their Sunday best. I soon realized I didn't really have much choice. I followed Ava outside.
 

She led me to the other cabin. I knew they must have taken Jenny inside. Ava let me open the door. The view inside took my breath away.
 

There was Jenny, lying on her back on a large four poster bed that had been put in the middle of the room. Two of the men I didn't know were holding her legs open. Pastor John was standing between them, three fingers sawing into her cunt. The men all turned and looked at me when I stepped inside. Tony smiled.
 

"Come on Reg," Pastor John said with a smile, "would you help get her ready for us?"
 

I could barely look at him. I was mesmerized by the sight of his fingers buried inside Jenny's pink slit. I nodded and walked slowly towards the bed. 
 

He pulled himself out as I knelt down in front of her. The men were still holding her open, like she was some kind of prize. She was a prize. She was my prize. The sweet smell of her sopping sex made my cock even harder and I put my hands under her ass and pressed my lips up to her snatch.
 

She was so wet and ready I knew that more than just Pastor John had been inside her. She moaned a little as I flicked her clit with my tongue but I knew this wasn't the first orgasm she'd had. It made me a little sad that I'd missed the first one. I wished I could have seen that first wave of pleasure melt her into a slut.
 

I ate her pussy, swallowing the tangy juices whenever I could. She squirmed a little under me but let me do what I wanted for the most part. When I felt her shudder beneath my lips my cock bounced and I wished I could fuck myself into her right then and there. I knew she was there for them first, though. I'd at least get the pleasure of watching. She cried out when she came and I gave her a few more licks before I felt myself being pulled off.
 

I looked over to see Ava's hand, gently moving me away by the shoulder. "That was good, Reg. You made her good and wet." She moved me to a couch by the wall and the two of us sat down. Ellen came over and sat next to me on the other side while the other women stood by the door and watched.
 

Pastor John drove himself into her first. Her pussy was already gaping from his fingers and drooling from the orgasm I'd given her. He pushed himself inside easily. Holding himself up on his fists he pounded into her. Her legs were still up in the air, still being held up by the two men. From where I was sitting her body looked disconnected, like her pussy was just there to be used.
 

That thought made me throb and Ava reached over and massaged my cock a little. I looked over to see her smiling. "Feels good, huh Reg?" she whispered. I just nodded. It did feel good. Her hand felt good and watching Jenny felt even better.
 

He was really pounding her when I looked back. She had her head tilted up and was staring down at herself, watching his fat cock disappear inside her cunt. His balls were wet from the liquid seeping from her and each time he fucked into her they slammed against her ass with a noisy slap. Pretty soon I saw his ass tighten and realized he was going to come inside her.
 

"You want to go and see it Reg?" Ava asked. "You want to go and see up close what it looks like when another man comes inside your wife, your little Jenny?"
 

I just nodded, too dumbstruck to speak. She pulled me off the couch and walked me over. She let me kneel down just as Pastor John's face strained against the coming of his orgasm. I looked down to see his balls tighten. I saw the vein in the root of his cock tighten as seed pulsed through it and into my wife.
 

He held himself against her, letting his cum spurt deep into Jenny. I looked up to see her staring, eyes wide as if she couldn't believe it herself. Pastor John's shout at the peak of his climax startled us both. Jenny looked at me and we shared a moment together. As he resumed his insistent pulsing into her, I couldn't help but look back at the cock that was driving into my wife.
 

It was Jake's turn next. Ava let me stay there on my knees and watch as he pushed his thick cock into Jenny. She mewled at the size of it but took all of it at the first go and her body started rocking back and forth, trying to come.
 

Jake held her open by both thighs and fucked himself into her as furiously as Pastor John had until I saw his ass clench and watched him drain his cock into her tight snatch. When he fell out of her, I saw the massive volume of seed already inside her. Tony stepped up, holding his cock right at the height of her cunt.
 

"Why don't you hold her open for him Reg?" Ava asked. "Why don't you help him inside?" 
 

I scrambled forward, ready to do as she asked. I pulled Jenny's cunt open even wider and stared at the dark brown skin of Tony's long cock as he slipped himself inside. Ava led me back to where I'd been kneeling and she let me watch him fuck her that way.
 

I thought Jenny would be tired. I thought she'd be too raw by now. I wondered if I should say something. But when I looked up at her, she was still staring down at the swollen lips of her cunt, still looking on as Tony pounded himself into her, like she couldn't believe she could have that many cocks inside her in one day.
 

By the time Tony came, Jenny's pussy couldn't hold any more seed. With a gurgle, cum flowed from between her bright pink lips and Tony's thick, dark cock and dribbled down towards her asshole.
 

I was overcome with desire. I wanted to crawl over there and clean her, make her pussy pristine again for the next man. But as soon as Tony pulled out, there was another fellow waiting to take his place. 
 

This was different. Even though we weren't close, I'd felt like I sort of knew Jake and Tony before they'd fucked Jenny. This man was a total stranger. I felt a shiver of jealousy move through me at the thought.
 

He was well built and handsome. He had a good cock. Not as big as Tony's, no one's cock was as big as Tony's, but not small either. When I looked up at Jenny she looked excited. Her eyes were bright and there was even the hint of a smile on her lips. That made me a little jealous too. Maybe it showed on my face.
 

"You're not feeling bad, are you Reg?" Ava asked softly beside me.
 

I shook my head but I knew she knew the truth. 
 

"Come on. Why don't we take you closer to your wife." She pulled me up and we both walked around the bed until I was at Jenny's side. "Go on. Lie down beside her. It's alright. You're doing this together, as a couple."
 

So I laid down by Jenny. That's when she really smiled. She turned and looked at me with a big smile. Right then, the stranger pushed himself inside.
 

"Oh Reg!" she whispered as another cock plunged into her messy cunt. She opened her mouth and I couldn't resist it. I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers. She responded right away. As the man between her legs started fucking her we shared a deep and intimate kiss. "Oh Reg I love you," she said as I finally pulled away.
 

Her body was swaying softly on the bed from the stranger fucking her. I watched her tits moving across her chest. I loved her too. I put a hand to her cheek and held it there. I leaned in and kissed her again.
 

I could feel him fucking her. I could feel the man fucking my wife through our kiss. I heard him groan. I felt his rhythmic, even thrusts turn into fitful jerks. I felt the jarring sensation of another man coming into my wife.
 

The next thing I felt was Ava turning me over, laying my on my back on the bed. I looked at her. She was smiling. She smiled as she helped Jenny get up, too.
 

Jenny looked ragged and well used but it made me so hard. Ava helped her crawl over me. I looked down as she started to crawl up my body.
 

Her pussy was a sticky, wet, drooling mess. She was leaking fluid on my legs as she came up. I felt some of it land on my balls. My cock bounced. I put my hands on her thighs, closed my eyes knowing it was finally my turn. I was so turned on at the thought of sinking inside her cunt, filled with all those other men's seed.
 

I never felt her come down on my cock. I felt some of their cum land on it but when I thought I should have felt her sink onto me I opened my eyes to see she was still crawling.
 

Ava was still helping her to crawl up my body. My mouth opened. I thought about protesting. I thought about saying no. She was sitting on my chest now. Ava had helped her sit up. She was sitting on my chest, shuffling her sweet little pussy, filled with cum, towards my mouth.
 

"Jenny," I breathed, looking up into her loving eyes. She looked so...happy. So content.
 

"Yes Reg?" she breathed, biting her lip. She glanced down at herself. I realized why. She was...excited by this. This was what she wanted. 
 

I wanted to give it to her. I wanted to give my wife exactly what she wanted. I wanted her to be happy.
 

Ava helped her crawl up, leaving a trail of sloppy wetness along my chest, up my neck, on my chin. Until finally, with her fingers in my hair, I felt her pussy sink down onto my lips.
 

She moaned as the first pulse of cum shot out of her into my mouth. I pushed my tongue into her well-stretched cunt. She squeezed me as best she could, oozing more of the other men. I felt her shudder. I knew I could make her come. 
 

With everyone around us watching, I began to eat her out.
 





Epilogue

 


"Don't tell me you're working on a Saturday?" Tony asked as we both sat at Norma Jean's, coffee in hand.
 

"Not really. Just going down to get a few things from the office," I replied, taking a sip of the hot brew.
 

"That fine wife of yours didn't want to go for a drive on a beautiful day like this?"
 

A rumble of lust ran through me. We'd been here long enough that for the most part I was used to the village ways. The way things were done here was a little different than anywhere else. It still got me a little excited though, thinking that a man like Tony was thinking about my wife.
 

"She's taken to going to parish on Saturday mornings," I explained, sipping at my coffee and glancing at the paper I had in front of me.
 

"Parish?" I heard him say. I looked up to see his face screwed up into a question.
 

"Yeah. She started a few months back and I suppose got sort of used to it."
 

"Well that's might strange," he said, shaking his head.
 

"What is?" I asked.
 

"Well, there ain't no service on a Saturday morning. Never has been."
 

The smile I'd been wearing started to fade. It didn't make any sense. "Are you sure?" I asked. "She's been going a long time. Like I said, I think it's been a few months now."
 

"Oh I'm sure. No service on Saturday morning. I'd be sure to know. I'd rather have it on Saturday but Pastor John's always said that Saturday's are special to him."
 

A strange chill raced through me, despite the summer sun outside. I felt myself get up, though I couldn't remember wanting to. I heard Tony saying something in the background as I stepped into the bright glare outside of Norma Jean's. The parish steeple was just a few hundred yards away. I started walking towards it.
 

There were birds singing and playing on the gentle currents of wind that were sweeping slowly across the deep blue sky. A few puffy white clouds drifted lazily by overhead. All I could stare at was the blinding white siding of the parish. Something inside me felt not quite right.
 

It was strange that the door was open. Stranger still that it seemed like there was no one inside. I stood there letting my eyes adjust to the darkness. The rhythmic sounds of breathing drifted from the back room.
 

I walked down the aisle, my hard soles clicking on the wooden floor. The sound got louder. It was coming from the back room. I stepped around the pulpit and rounded the corner. The door to the back room was open. The breathing was loud now, mixed with the occasional grunt. I stepped into the room.
 

I walked in just in time to see the final flex of Pastor John's legs before he groaned into an orgasm. Jenny had both legs to one side, holding her round stomach with one hand as she clung to Pastor John's flexing ass with the other. She saw me standing there and moaned.
 

My cock throbbed. Pastor John's orgasm deflated and he turned to see what Jenny was looking at. As his eyes settled on me, his lips twisted in an uncomfortable smile. I watched him pull himself out of my wife, his seed dripping out of her, down her thigh.
 

"You..." he started but couldn't seem to finish. He took a breath and went on. "You don't mind, do you Reg?" He cleared his throat, looked down at the ground, then stepped around me and out of the room.
 

Jenny was staring at me with loving eyes. She put a hand down to her thigh and pried herself apart. Her pink hole looked welcoming.
 

"Come on Reg," she whispered. "There's still some of him inside."
 

I dropped to my knees, unbuckled my pants and sank into the village wife.
 


THE END
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Yes : A Hotwife Romance 

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?





A Week at the Beach : A Hotwife Romance 

When Samantha can't get pregnant, Andrew books a vacation to a sunny destination hoping it might help them relax. 

From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 

Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 

As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 

An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story.
Watching Her Work: A Hotwife Romance Novel
"That is your wife?" they'd ask, incredulous that someone like me could ever bed someone like her.


His book is being turned into a movie. His wife Adriana is the star. Roger Herrington has it all.


When he finds out that a racy scene has been added and that he won't be allowed to watch, Roger is forced to re-examine his past and confront the source of his jealous lust.


A 40,000-word erotic wife-watching tale of voyeurism and seduction.


Just Between Us: A Hotwife Novel

A box of pictures from Katherine's past leads Mark to discover a fantasy he didn't know he had.


His curiosity turns into an obsession that starts to take over his entire life: watching his wife with another man. When Katherine finds out about his new found fetish, her reaction to it is completely unexpected. 

Together, the two embark on a journey to see the fantasy fulfilled. But when Katherine seems too eager to please, Mark starts to wonder whose fantasy this is really about.



Hotwife Hotel : A Wifewatching Romance 


When Rebecca inherits an old house on the east coast, she convinces her husband that the move would be a good change of pace. 

In the hopes of reviving their marriage, John agrees and the two decide to turn the place into a bed and breakfast. 

John soon realizes the hotel is the perfect place to live out his secret fantasy of watching his wife with another man.
 
Will he be able to convince Rebecca? Or are some fantasies better left unsaid?
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