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Part Two


Chapter Five

 


After Kerrie’s divorce she waited about a
year before she started dating other men. And when she started
dating she went all out. She became a bit of a slut. True, Kerrie
was an attractive woman and as such she never had much difficulty
attracting men. Her problem was she attracted the wrong type of
man: the shallow jerk who was just into her for sex. Apparently
that was working for her because she was just using them for sex
too. Or so she told Tracy.

“She’s got a date with John on Friday night
and she has a date on Saturday with Andy.”

I snorted a bit and took another plate off
the drying rack. Doing dishes together just screams middle-America
domesticity. “If she’s not careful she’ll get a reputation as the
town slut.”

Tracy glanced at me out of the corner of her
eye. “I think she already has that reputation and doesn’t mind it
one bit.”

“Oh.” I wasn’t good with witty repartee over
dishes…or any other time for that matter.

Later that night after I had finished nursing
from Tracy and we, by mutual silent agreement, opted not to have
sex got ready to go to sleep she wanted to talk. It’s never a good
thing for the husband when the wife wants to talk. I had already
turned off the light and had closed my eyes, but that didn’t matter
to her.

“I’m jealous of Kerrie,” she announced to
me.

“Jealous?” I was tired and wanted to go to
sleep but I knew if I didn’t have this conversation she’d be pissed
at me.

“She gets to have sex with any guy she wants
with no consequences!” I could hear just a touch of hysteria in her
voice. I was already in dangerous territory and there wasn’t
anything I could do about it.

“I wouldn’t say no consequences.
There’s all sorts of diseases she could be exposing herself to,
plus there’s the risk of pregnancy, and one jealous guy finding out
about her dating habits could quickly devolve into an ugly domestic
violence situation, not to mention the risk of a stalker.”

Tracy glared at me. “That’s not what I
meant.”

“What did you mean, then, dear?” I was a
little too short and snappish with her, but I was tired.

“I’ve kept count. She’s had sex with twenty
different guys that I know about. I’m jealous. We met in
college and got married right away. How many women have you slept
with?”

“You already know the answer. Six, including
you.”

“And I’m only at five.”

I tried for a bit of levity. “You’ve slept
with five women? You’ve never told me that!”

“Ha fucking ha. Five men.”

“It’s not the quantity, it’s the quality,
honey.”

“I never got to have my slutty sleeping
around time in college or after. When’s it going to be my
turn?”

I turned the light back on and blinked at
her. “When do you want it to be your turn?” I asked her
bluntly.

She opened and closed her mouth, unable to
answer me. “I don’t know…soon?”

I had that dreadful sinking feeling in my
stomach. “Are you telling me that you want to find some guy to
sleep with? Do you want your slutty period?”

“Maybe,” she admitted. “You have your kink.
You’re happy. You get milk and sex every night. What do I get?”

“Good, no great sex and the
satisfaction of knowing that you make me happy by letting my nurse
from you?”

She crossed her arms in front of her breasts
and told me, “It’s not enough. I want my kink too.”

“What’s your kink then?”

She looked at me sheepishly and asked, rather
than answered, me. “Sleeping around?”

“Are you sure about that? Do you want to be
that woman? That wife?”

“I don’t know,” she answered softly. “But
maybe I’d like to try. I just want something more. Maybe sex with
one other guy will be enough. I don’t know.”

“You want an open marriage then?”

Tracy shook her head and then contradicted
herself. “I don’t know. Maybe. I really want to have sex with
another guy just once in my life.”

“Do you have someone in mind?” I didn’t
expect my wife not to be attracted to other men but it was another
thing entirely to hear it from her lips that she wanted to fuck
other men because apparently her sex drive was kicking in after too
long of being just a mother, wife, and lactation specialist.

“No. Sort of. There’s a couple of guys at my
office…”

Despite myself and despite the situation, I
found my cock growing hard. “Are you just playing with me?” I took
her hand and placed it on my crotch. She could feel my hardness
through the material of my pajamas.

“Holy shit!” she exclaimed when she felt me.
“Is this turning you on?”

I wasn’t sure if she was upset or excited by
my response. “Maybe.”

She pressed her luck. “Would it be okay if I
fucked another guy but always came home to you?” she asked me.

“Just once?” I asked and she rubbed me
through the pajamas.

“Maybe. Can I sleep with him more than
once?”

“Maybe.”

“Can I sleep with more than one guy?” she
asked. “If I always come home to you?” she added as she slipped her
hand down inside my boxers and grasped my hardness.

“Maybe. Do you plan on coming home to me
after each guy?”

She licked the side of my neck and started
kissing her way down my chest. “Yes.”

“How long do you want to do this for?” Tracy
was now down to my stomach and gently pushed my boxers off my hips,
exposing my cock.

“Until I’m satisfied,” she told me as her
mouth engulfed my cockhead. Her lips and tongue were warm on me and
I wanted to cum right away, but I needed to give it some time. It
had been a long, long time since I’d received head from Tracy and I
wasn’t going to blow the experience, so to speak.

“Can I tell you when to stop?” I asked.

She back off my cock for half a second. “Only
after the first guy I fuck.”

“Okay,” I happily agreed as she lowered her
head back down on me. Maybe it was a stupid decision, but I
couldn’t say no to a woman who had her mouth around my manhood. I
was also happy to learn that Tracy hadn’t lost any of her
cocksucking skills since college. Had it really been that long
since she had gone down on me? Had we been so swept up in raising
kids and my nearly obsessive focus on her breast milk and my need
to feed on her that I had neglected her own sexuality? Was she
trying to make me pay attention to her by giving me a blowjob along
with asking me to have sex with other men?

If I had neglected her then letting her have
sex with someone else an appropriate punishment for me. Only it
didn’t feel like a punishment. It felt kinky and exciting. But I
kept that to myself even as I was cumming in her mouth and she was
swallowing everything I had to offer her.

 


Just the idea of Tracy going out and having
sex with someone else was enough to reignite our sex life that we
quickly fell into another terrible routine. Now every night I would
nurse from her and we’d have sex, but we’d have dirty talk during
sex and it was all about her fucking everything that moved. The
idea was hot and when it’s a fantasy, it doesn’t matter. This went
on for a couple of months and I had almost resigned myself that it
was just a fantasy that Tracy had voiced to me without ever
intending on going through with. Of course she disrupted that idea
one night as I was nursing from her heavy breast.

“I hit on the new guy at work today.”

“Mmm-hmm.” It was my stock response to her
when I had a mouthful of milk and breast.

“I think Kevin was flattered.”

“I don’t blame him,” I said, taking a quick
break and swallowing her sweetness. “I think you’re beautiful and
wouldn’t mind you hitting on me.”

“You’re such a guy,” she commented.

“What did you say?” I asked before going back
to her breast. This was how our bawdy talk typically began. I
pressed my body against hers, making sure she felt my hardening
cock.

“I told him I liked his tie.”

That was as bland a pass as a woman could
make. “Mmm-hmm.”

“He said thank you and told me my dress was
very nice.” I remember the dress she had worn. It was deep blue
with white polka dots and after a few hours of wearing it the
neckline tended to droop and she was suddenly showing some deep
cleavage.

“Mmm-hmm.”

“And then I asked him if he had a girlfriend
because he was far too handsome to be single. He didn’t have
wedding band on.”

“Mmm-hmm?” This had taken an exciting
turn.

“He told me no. Right now he was between
girlfriends. And then I asked what he thought about sleeping with a
married woman.”

I nearly choked on her tit. “What? That
doesn’t sound like you!”

“If I continue to sound like me the rest of
my life I’ll never get laid by anyone else,” she pointed out.

“What did he say?” I asked eagerly,
anxiously.

“Kevin said it was her business who a married
woman fucked. And then I pointed out that I was married and I told
him I’d like to fuck him.”

By now I was on top of my wife and pushed
aside the crotch of her panties so I could put my cock inside her.
She didn’t object at all to my rough and sudden treatment of her,
mostly, I believe, because her pussy was soaking wet. “What did he
say?” I asked her as I started pumping my cock in and out.

Tracy closed her eyes, bit her lip and turned
her head. “He said he wouldn’t mind doing that at all.”

I came inside her. I came so hard it hurt.
Tracy followed an instant later with her own orgasm. I was shaking
when we were done.

“What do we do now?” I asked her.

“I’ve already made a date with him for Friday
night,” she confessed.

 


Friday night arrived both too slowly and too
quickly. The week seemed to drag like I was back in high school
waiting for the weekend and life to begin. Tracy came home from
work as normal and we had dinner. She told the kids that she was
going out with some friends and that she’d be home late. Daddy
would be watching them tonight.

“Thanks dear,” she told me with a kiss and
headed out the door. “Don’t wait up.”

Our children were already busy with their own
concerns. I was left alone in the living room, wondering what my
wife was up to. A minute after Tracy left my daughter’s friend
Cassie called up and invited her over for the night. Half an hour
later she was gone. My son, upon figuring out he didn’t have to
argue with his sister over the television, immediately commandeered
the living room and set in to play some video games. I quickly grew
bored and retreated to my bedroom.

I knew that Tracy had prepared herself before
going out. She was still









































































































cover.jpg





