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   TO THE READER
 
    
 
   I began this book with a much different tone than the final product. The reason for the change is because a reviewer (whose reviews I very much respect, for honesty that is occasionally acerbic, but always fair) made a comment that very much resonated with me: most people don't read erotica to be disturbed. 
 
   The simplicity and truth of this statement made me do two things: 1) laugh, and 2) change the tone of the slightly disturbing book (this one) I was busy writing. 
 
   There are authors in this genre, whom I respect deeply and am pleased to be friends with, who write hotwife erotica that is enjoyable to read and at the same time goes in-depth to the emotional consequences of their character's choices. These are well-written and very excellent novels. 
 
   But reading that review, I realized something about myself: that isn't really my bag. It isn't at all why I started writing erotica. It was a sort of drift that happened with my writing, an inevitable result of being surrounded by great peers and being influenced by them.
 
   But with this book, I just want people to have fun. Be titillated. Engage in the vibrant escapism of erotica. For me, escapism involves the central idea of escaping: escaping the conversations you would actually have, and the laws of physics, and the dreary realities of safe sex, so that you can have an adventure that is purely a thrill. 
 
    
 
   So...it's my fondest hope that you: Have fun. Be titillated. Escape. 
 
    
 
   Happy Reading,
 
   Arnica


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   “Is that what you're wearing?” I said, as Kathy hurried past me, laundry basket on hip. 
 
   “Can I trust you to take out the compost?” she said, ignoring me. 
 
   She set the laundry basket down and bent over to pick up some socks that had fallen out as she squeezed past me to get into the closet. Kathy was on high-speed, and I was shifting from place to place, trying to stay out of her way. 
 
   I admired the shape of her ass in the track suit she was wearing: a firm, upside-down heart. The pants were unusually tight for an around-the-house outfit. Kathy stood up, and I noticed that her top was also much sexier than her usual, loose shirt. It fit snugly against her ample bosom, and a zipper from neck to mid-breast was pulled all the way down, so the line of her cleavage was on display. I wondered if it was new. 
 
   Kathy had definitely been wearing new things around the house lately. I felt certain of it.
 
   Well...50% certain. 
 
   It could just be my mind playing tricks on me. 
 
   “Paul. Can I?” she said, slightly annoyed. She was reaching above her to take something down from a closet shelf. 
 
   “Of course,” I said. 
 
   Kathy's eyelids dropped, and her cool blue eyes settled on my face. My own eyes were locked on her midriff, admiring her bared waist, and I snapped my eyes up to meet hers when I realized she was giving me The Stare. “What?” I said, feigning innocence.
 
   “Because I don't want a bunch of rotten tomatoes under the sink when we get home,” she said, still talking about the compost.  
 
   “Gotcha,” I said.
 
   She smiled, shaking her head, and grabbed whatever she was looking for. “Right. Well, they shouldn't smell too awful,” she joked. “Okay,” she popped toward the doorway. I couldn't resist sliding my arms around her firm waist and plunging my eyes into the canyon between her breasts. 
 
   She sighed and zipped up the shirt. “Paul,” she said impatiently, but with amusement. “I have. to get. going.” She brushed past me. “Or do you want me to miss my plane?” 
 
   I did not want that. 
 
   Or maybe I did.
 
   “I mean...” I moved close to her and put my hands around her waist again, this time from behind. Kathy continued to sort the laundry on the bed and waved her hand impatiently at me. “You have to change clothes anyway...” I said suggestively. I slid my hands underneath the fabric of her shirt and along her ribs. 
 
   She pushed my hands down and rushed over to the counter. “I don't have time,” she said. She shook her hair out of the bun she seemed to keep it in eternally, and ran her fingers through it quickly, before putting it back up in a ponytail. Then she began to open drawers and dump the contents into a little bag on the counter. “So...mom's picking the kids up at school starting this afternoon, and...you got your reservation, right? I sent it to you yesterday.”
 
   “Yeah,” I said, noncommittally. I flipped the lid of her suitcase open and began sifting through the clothing inside. She seemed to have really gone on a shopping spree this year, I noted. My stomach gave a little flop. Kathy went into the bathroom and closed the door. 
 
   I turned to the side and began to dig into the suitcase in earnest. Pushing through the many, many carefully folded dresses and skirts, all smelling expensive and brand-new, I unearthed what I had suspected I would find.
 
   I fingered the black satin and delicate lace of the thong bottoms of a set of lingerie. New. A red, semi-transparent material that appeared to be nightie. White silk bikini bottoms. Black lace edging on the gloriously large cups of a scantily-designed bra. The clips of a garter, and the lacy tops of a pair of stockings. 
 
   All new. 
 
   My cock twitched to life. 
 
   I heard the toilet flush and quickly rearranged the suitcase. My heart was pounding. I pretended to be looking through the pile of socks on the bed. 
 
   Kathy didn't even notice. She was on warp-speed. 
 
   “Okay,” she said, tossing her make-up bag into the suitcase and zipping it up. “I'm already so late.”
 
   “So you are wearing that on the plane?” I said, eying her track pants. 
 
   She brushed a strand of hair behind her ear. “Maybe,” she said coyly. 
 
   I felt my stomach sink. 
 
   She leaned over and pecked me on the cheek. “See you soon,” she said. 
 
   I followed her down the hall, admiring her new clothing with an uneasy ache settling low in my abdomen and squeezing my chest. My eyes kept dropping to the suitcase full of new lingerie. The kind of lingerie Kathy never wore for me. The suitcase full of new and undoubtedly sexy outfits. 
 
   Was it just me, or had she in fact started to dress more sexily around the house as well? Shirts with tantalizing zippers she could pull down when the FedEx guy came by? Tight pants that flattered her round bottom? 
 
   I lifted the suitcase for her and put it in the trunk of the car. She pecked my cheek again. “Okay,” she said.
 
   “Have a good trip,” I said. “Don't do anything I wouldn't do.” 
 
   Kathy lowered herself into the car and gave me a devilish smile. 
 
   And that was all. She backed out of the garage, and headed off to the airport. 
 
   I stood in the garage after the door closed until the light went off and I was in the dark. 
 
    
 
   What in the hell was my wife up to this time? I wondered.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   Thirty-some hours later, I was seated at a cocktail party. John Wilde had been talking nonstop since I sat down at his table, which was not my choice. An ill-fated seating arrangement had been hashed out, probably six months ago, and it had placed me next to John “The Mouth” Wilde. 
 
   That was his own nickname. As in: people said he coined it himself. 
 
   I blinked slowly, because he seemed to be speaking to me directly now. What was he talking about? 
 
   Who the fuck knew at that point? The elections, alpacas, his new boat, the excruciatingly long-winded explanation of the fact that he “raced” and did not “sail.” I think at some point we talked about Mars, and how he was investing in a private aerospace firm to be the first mission there. 
 
   I think he had said: “History, baby!” in a low, eighties-movie chuckle at that point. He sounded like Keanu Reeves. 
 
   Who the fuck knew? It was like listening to a toddler. A toddler with a lot of money and a huge desire to talk about it all the fucking time.
 
   But suddenly, John Wilde's incessantly-moving mouth hung open. The half-crunched ice he had been sawing on, the remnants of his fifth Cubalibre (he was incapable of calling it a Rum and Coke, which grated on my last nerve) nearly spilling onto the table. 
 
   “Oh, fuck, that's what I'm talking about.” He sort of lifted his arm, a zombie-like rise, meant to be only half-discreet, that is the universal signal for “approaching attractive woman.” 
 
   I made a show of turning around, but I already knew who had arrived. That bad feeling I had been working so diligently to get rid of since I boarded the plane, by downing alcoholic beverage after alcoholic beverage, returned and started slithering around in my groin. 
 
   John crunched the ice just before it fell out of his mouth. “Kate fucking Orel.” 
 
   Kate Fucking Orel was, indeed, making her way through the tables. 
 
   I watched her, even if I didn't want to. Even if watching her was making the cold snake of bad feelings slither even deeper into my body.  
 
   I was impressed, like everyone, by her swagger. 
 
   Kate Orel was not a small girl. She had incredibly large tits, and a well-proportioned waist, and her hips flared out to an even the weight of her huge breasts. But she owned it. She owned it like Joan from Mad Men owned it, and the comparison was often made. She was the arrival everyone was waiting for (well, nearly everyone, because some men did actually bring their wives along). 
 
   Kate was in a green dress, and there was nothing overtly sexy about it. It didn't scoop down low to reveal the firm and bountiful mountains of her breasts, or cut into the ample canyon between them. It wasn't short, and it wasn't even particularly tight. It was cinched high on her waist by a green belt of a matching fabric. The material stretched across her hips, and we all knew that her full but well-turned bottom had filled out the back, even though we couldn't see it. 
 
   It wasn't that the dress was hot. It was her. It was the full, wide hourglass of her figure, and the sassy way she walked it around the room. It was her blonde hair, a little longer than shoulder-length, spiraled in big, movie-star waves that perfectly framed her very pretty face. The way her chin was turned up slightly, and the way she had a gleam in her eye like she knew everyone's eyes were on her (and why). And she didn't mind. In fact, her expression said, she liked it. 
 
   “I would love,” John breathed under his breath, “to throw a fuck into that.” 
 
   We all raised our glasses to commend this noble statement, even me. Even though John was officially grating on my nerves more than anyone I ever met, and even though I usually stayed away from toasting vulgar statements like the one he had just made. 
 
   I sipped my whiskey and turned back to face John, whose eyes were still fixated on Kate Orel. 
 
   “She married?” someone asked.
 
   John shrugged. 
 
   “I don't think so. Or if she is, she doesn't talk much about him.”
 
   “Or care much. I have it on good authority she slept with that guy Hansen from Arizona last year.”
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Hansen,” I muttered. No one at the table paid me any mind. 
 
   “Look at this,” John half-whispered, with out moving his mouth much, hiding behind his whiskey glass. 
 
   The whole group of us looked like a lunch table of teenage boys for a moment, looking sideways over our glasses, feigning disinterest in a hot girl. 
 
   “Hey boys.” 
 
   It was the thrilling, velvety voice of Kate herself. She set a purse down on the table. “Looks like you're my dinner dates.” 
 
   John, the slimy fucking bastard, actually jumped out of his seat in time to pull a chair out for the magnanimous Kate, who gave him a flutter of her deeply mascara'd eyelashes, and a baiting smile that looked a little like a pucker for a kiss. She sat down, and stroked the length of one arm with her well-manicured hands. “What's a girl gotta do to get a drink around here?” 
 
   She was wearing a red-orange lipstick that made her heart-shaped mouth even more sexy. It was almost cartoonish. She looked like Lauren Bacall on Marilyn Monroe's body at that moment. 
 
   Some guy named Ben, the one who had been sitting next to me and clapping like a seal for everything John Wilde had been saying, jumped out of his seat. “I got it. What do you want?” 
 
   “Oh,” Kate said, treating the whole table to a delighted giggle. “Thank you. A, um...vodka martini. Extra dirty.” 
 
   She placed a lot of unnecessary emphasis on the word “dirty.” 
 
   Ben, or whatever his name was, scurried away. John was about to dive in, when Kate stretched her arms across the table, and tapped her fingers on his forearm. Playfully, with her head tipped to the side. “So,” she said. “You're John Wilde.”
 
   John Wilde was, for the first moment ever, speechless. He gave a smile, and shifted his jaw back and forth, weighing his responses. 
 
   “I need to pick your head for a bit before the evening's over,” Kate said. 
 
   My eyes popped and I crunched into a piece of ice. She was making a lazy trail up and down John's arm. 
 
   John Wilde. One lucky guy. I wondered what exactly he had that made Kate Orel want to “pick his head,” but that was her business. 
 
   She sat back in her seat. Ben was back with her martini, which she sipped before thanking him. She showered him with another overtly sexual flutter of her eyes a wicked grin. 
 
   Huh. 
 
   Maybe she was just spraying it all over the place, and I would get lucky, too. 
 
   She met my eyes as she bit into her olive. Her white teeth sliced into the flesh of the fruit in her signature, sexual way. “Hi there Paulie Banks. Long time no see.” She gave me a knowing smile. 
 
   I could see Ben's neck whiplashing as he looked from her to me and back again. 
 
   The smile that I summoned was an attempt at being cool. The feigned “coolness” was more for the other guys at the table than for her. I took a sip of my whiskey to hide the frown that was pulling at the sides of my lips. 
 
   Fortunately, Kate didn't notice anything. She winked at me, and I knew Ben caught it as soon as she did. Then she turned her attention back to John Wilde. 
 
   I stood up. I walked calmly to the bar, where I ordered a drink and then stood around drinking it, even though it wasn't really a place that welcomed mingling or even private musings. The caterer serving drinks gave me an odd look every time I met his eyes. 
 
   I turned back to the table. Kate was leaning closer and closer to John. She had a big, wet smile on her lips, her head perched in her hand. Any second now, she'd bring one of those slender fingers to her lips, and bite down gently on it. 
 
   “Don't tell me,” Ben's voice cracked through my reverie. “Don't tell me you've fucked Kate Orel. Gimme a vodka soda, man,” Ben handed his glass to the caterer, who smiled politely. For some reason Ben didn't piss people off, even if he said a lot of shit that should. He had a kind of boyish appearance that seemed to smooth everything over. 
 
   I looked into my glass and swirled the ice. 
 
   “Fuck,” he exhaled. “I fucking knew it. Man. Is she as fucking hot in the sack as everyone says?” He took his drink and looked back at her. “Those fucking tits. I want to just stick my face in them.” 
 
   Everyone does, I thought. “How original,” I said, under my breath. 
 
   Ben was already pantomiming what he would do in Kate Orel's tits and didn't hear me. 
 
   “Those are definitely tits you want to jerk off in. Just hammer your cock right in there and come all over her face,” Ben continued. 
 
   I looked at Kate Orel. Indeed, I was sure that many a man liked to do just that. I was sure she let them do it, too. Pushing those pillow-sized tits around some guy's cock until it was all walled in by her flesh, and then rubbing his shaft until his creamy cum landed all over her lips. 
 
   “You think she lets you in the back door?” 
 
   Kate, at this moment was leaning very close to John Wilde's ear. Her lips were so near to his neck that I knew her every word was skating over the surface of his skin as warm, moist breath. Her black lashes fluttered up, and the gray-blue of her eyes met mine as her mouth kept on whispering to John. 
 
   What was she saying? I wondered. I could guess. She might already be telling John where her room was. Or maybe she had gone even further, to tell him what she would do to him there. 
 
   “I bet she does,” Ben said. “Look at that. What the fuck is she saying to John? He looks like he's gonna splooge all over the table.” 
 
   Kate Orel's eyes were still on mine. I could see her lips, very clearly, form the word “cock.” It was the last word she said before pulling away from the now-speechless John Wilde. She kept her eyes on me, gave me a smile, before she turned to speak to someone behind her.
 
   I tipped my glass again, trying to milk one last drop of whiskey from it. 
 
   Fuck.
 
    
 
   I'd created a monster.
 
    
 
   * 
 
    
 
   As I suspected, Kate left after dinner, which she barely touched. And John made a lame excuse that no one could even understand about ten minutes later. 
 
   I picked at a Sous vide salmon. I knew enough about pretending to be sophisticated to know I shouldn't be as repulsed by it as I was. I found the texture and the flavor disgusting, but I ate it to give myself something to do while my wife flirted shamelessly with John Wilde. 
 
   My stomach, which was twisting into knots as it was, had not appreciated the gesture. I was pretty sure I was going to throw up, though I couldn't be sure it was the salmon and not my wife flirting with John Wilde. Of all the fucking people. I stared at his square jaw, the sandy stubble with a little, masculine smattering of wise and wealthy gray in it, and though about how he would make Kate laugh as he dragged his sandpaper jaw over her stomach. Moving down. 
 
   I twisted the fork again. 
 
   Ben had taken up John's job as head of boring conversation, and I was actually grateful because it allowed me to drink and silently fume. 
 
   The frown that had threatened my smile for Kate earlier was in full-force now, which prompted Ben to ask if I was okay. 
 
   Was I okay? 
 
   I had no reason to be pissed off. I had no reason to feel...what? What was I feeling?
 
   Most people would think it was jealousy. But it wasn't. Jealousy was a feeling I used to have. The feeling that had driven me to drive my wife to this strange place we were in in our relationship. Jealousy was a sweet emotion compared to what I was feeling. 
 
   I couldn't put my finger on where it had happened. Why the scales had tipped in favor of this bad feeling more than the good ones. It had maybe been a slow creep. An unexpected slow creep. 
 
   After all, back in the day, this whole thing had been my idea. Kathy had been reluctant. Kathy had taken some cajoling and coaxing. Kathy had been a big woman in oversized clothing, trying to hide her impossible to slim-down curves. A woman with dirty-blonde hair and slightly slumped shoulders when she stood talking to people without much confidence. 
 
   Kathy Banks had been there all along, coming to these conventions with her husband Paul Banks, but people don't even remember her. Sure, they might remember I was married, and that once upon time I brought my wife. But even if you said to people, straight to their face: “Oh hey, you know Kathy Banks? She's also Kate Orel,” they would look at you like you were on crack. 
 
   No one remembers Kathy Banks. 
 
   Kathy Banks, neé Orel hasn't been here for years anyway. 
 
   This is some other woman. 
 
   Orel. The word means “eagle” in Russian. I sometimes caught a glimpse of her eyes and felt like she'd taken the meaning to heart. Was that what made me uncomfortable now?
 
   Was it the fact that every single convention brought a new, sexier Kate Orel with it? 
 
   When she had begun dressing more sexily, I had been thrilled. When she had come to her first convention as Kate Orel, and awkwardly flirted with another man, it had set my pulse racing and my head spinning. 
 
   But now it was...she was...terrifying. She stopped conversation in whole rooms full of people. She flirted with every step she took. Her hips swung side to side like an invitation to anyone who could see them. 
 
   Was I starting to worry that Kate Orel would merge with my wife, and I would live in a house with a sex bomb? The woman who had left my house two days ago was still the same old Kathy Banks, but sometimes she was not. Sometimes I saw more of Kate Orel in her than I wanted to. Sometimes she put on a racy top and went to the grocery store. Sometimes she lowered her zipper absentmindedly while she talked to the FedEx guy. Sometimes she wore a dress like this green one to go pick the kids up from school.  
 
   I tried to stamp out the feelings that were snaking through me. 
 
   The whole thing, after all, had been my idea. 
 
   And there was no denying that, as angry as I was, as out-of-control as I felt, my cock was throbbing against my unforgiving zipper. My blood was pumping and my skin felt like a layer of electricity hovered on top of it. 
 
   There was a reason, after all, that I started the whole thing. 
 
    
 
   I fucking loved it.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    FIVE YEARS EARLIER
 
    
 
   “What do you think?” Kathy said. 
 
   I looked up with reluctance from the TV and stared. 
 
   Kathy tugged nervously at the dress, trying hopelessly to lengthen its flared skirt, which wasn't overly short, but was much shorter than she generally wore. It showed off a nice slice of her thighs. 
 
   I felt my eyebrows rise with my blood pressure. 
 
   For reasons that no one could explain, Kathy's luggage was on its way to Iceland. It wouldn't get back until the day before we left, and there was a cocktail event that evening. Megan Hardy, the wife of another operator, had loaned her the dress, which looked as though it should have been on permanent loan to a thrift store. But Kathy's full figure had pushed the dress out to conform with the shape of her body. 
 
   It was easy to see that the dress would not have been particularly flattering to anyone but Kathy – it crossed over in the front, a little like a warp-around, but because Kathy had such generous tits, the tacky formlessness of the dress was plumped out to near-stylishness. 
 
   Kathy normally took great pains to cover up and restrain her breasts. (In fact, when they had bounced out of her bra the first time we slept together, I had actually gotten a little scared. They were that big, and they were that well-hidden).  
 
   Her waist was also visible for once – she always tried to wear things that hid her very firm but slightly thicker waist. And the dress, buoyed by her ample cleavage, came to just a smidge higher on her thigh than I knew she was comfortable with. Kathy felt uncomfortable about her legs because they weren't the stereotypical long, ultra-slender legs she had always wanted to have and which seemed to be preferred by magazine ads. Still, her legs were very shapely, and I myself was happy to seem them for once.  
 
   She looked fucking amazing. 
 
   She adjusted the dress again. “I don't know,” she said. 
 
   “You look hot,” was all I managed to say. 
 
   She frowned as she turned to the full-length mirror. “This top is really...” she ended her sentence in exasperation. “I can see my bra.” 
 
   What you could see was a lot more than that, I was tempted to say. 
 
   I blinked. Since Kathy had never been one to wear very revealing clothes, she looked more stunning than even I had envisioned she could. 
 
   Especially in that dress, which had looked so awful on the hanger.
 
   “You could take it off,” I said. 
 
   She shot me a look. Then she laughed nervously. “Oh my god. No way. No...I just...” she came and sat down in exasperation on the bed. “What am I going to do?” she said. She looked at her phone. “All the shops are probably closed by now.” 
 
   “Kath, you look great,” I said sincerely. “It's fine.” 
 
   I really wanted her to wear it, now that I saw her. I really wouldn't mind the way everyone's head would turn if they saw my wife in that dress. 
 
   She looked down at her bosom. Her bra – a worn item that was 100% functional, with wide straps to hold up her enormous tits and a thick band at the bottom to ensure that nothing weighed too heavily on her – peeked out from the folds of the dress, especially when she sat down. 
 
   “It's unsightly,” she said. She shook her head. “I can't go like this.” 
 
   “Hey,” I said. “Just take it off.”
 
   “The dress?”
 
   I grinned. “Well, that would be...something.” 
 
   She snorted, half-annoyed and half-genuine. 
 
   “I was thinking the bra,” I explained.
 
   “Oh God,” she said, holding her hand to her face. “I'll fall out!” 
 
   I shrugged. “Just try it. See what happens.” 
 
   She looked at me incredulously. “I know what will happen,” she said. 
 
   I know a lot of guys think having a huge rack would be some kind of boon to any woman, but I think we only think that because we're guys. Kathy would have traded her tits in anytime for a smaller set, mostly because she thought they ruined her whole figure. They did make her look sort of dumpy if she wore, say, a sweatshirt or a baggy t-shirt, her usual choices. It never bothered me that much because I knew what was under her clothes, and there wasn't any convincing her to wear something a little more form-fitting. 
 
   But today she was stuck. 
 
   “Honey,” I said. “You look fucking hot in this thing.” 
 
   I could tell she didn't believe me, and she smiled but she rolled her eyes. “I think I'll just stay home.”
 
   I shook my head. “Will you try taking off the bra,” I said. “For me?” 
 
   She stood up, clearly annoyed and eager to prove her own point, and went into the bathroom.
 
   When she emerged, I sucked in my breath.
 
   I could see that, as much as Kathy also loved to win an argument, even she couldn't deny that she looked pretty fucking good. 
 
   Now that the confines of the bra were gone, her tits were pressed up and full against the crossed fabric. Without the slightly yellowed strap of satin at the bottom, the full shape of her tits was silhouetted, or, in the case of the smooth crease between her tits, fully exposed. The lumps beneath the fabric where her bra has been were smooth now, and the whole dress seemed to have transformed even more. 
 
   “Whoa,” I said. “See?” 
 
   Kathy was still looking at herself in semi-disbelief. 
 
   She gave a faint smile, then turned to me. 
 
   She suddenly seemed to change her mind. “Oh, no...it just isn't me,” she said. “What else can I do?” 
 
   “Kathy!” I said, standing up and turning her back toward the mirror. “Look at yourself. You look fucking amazing. Will you please, please just wear this? It's just tonight, and then we can get you another dress for the fancy-pants ball.” I kissed her neck and slid my arms around her waist. 
 
   She grinned sheepishly when she felt my erection. 
 
   “See?” I said. “It looks great.” 
 
   I started to move my hands down the sides of her body. It looked so great, in fact, that I found myself in an unusual state of arousal for a man of ten years of marriage at at four pm. 
 
   She pushed my hands away. “Okay!” she said. “I'll wear it.”
 
   “Well, maybe you should take it off and then put it back on,” I said suggestively, nuzzling her neck. “Just to be sure.” 
 
   She rolled her eyes and pushed me away again. “I think it'll rip if I do that. Let's just get to this thing and get back before I pop out of it.” She looked at herself again. She covered her face. “Oh God. I can't. It's just too -”
 
   I moved backwards and sat on the edge of the bed. “Just wear it,” I groaned. “Please. You look great.” 
 
   She turned back to me. “But you love me,” she said.  
 
   It was absolutely true. There were many things I would forgive about Kathy even if she hadn't looked so great in that dress. “I do,” I said. “But I am telling you. Please wear the dress.” I smiled. “I sort of want to show off my hot wife.” 
 
   I still think a lot about that scene. How everything sort of started there. Sometimes it gives me the chills, just thinking about how I had no idea how prescient I was; how exciting that moment really was at the time, if you consider that we were at the very edge of our great adventure. 
 
   Kathy appraised herself one more time, with her hand twisted backward and covering her mouth in an awkward gesture that she used while she was thinking. Then she shrugged. “Fine,” she said reluctantly. Then she turned around and went back into the bathroom. “I guess I have to do something with my hair also.” 
 
   The door closed lightly with a puff. 
 
   “We only have like twenty minutes,” I called. 
 
   I reclined on the bed, and cast an eye at my suit. Then I turned on some trash TV. No point getting myself into a hurry. Kathy would be at least another thirty minutes grappling with her long hair. 
 
   Instead of allowing myself to get sucked into the abysmal reality programming on the hotel channels (an inane pleasure I secretly looked forward to when we stayed at hotels), I found my mind wandering to Kathy and her dress. I was enjoying the idea of Kathy finally showing off her figure. Drawing attention. I didn't want to admit it, but I was sort of relieved she would be wearing something like that dress, instead some shapeless, long, mumu-type thing. Just so people would know that my wife wasn't trying to cover anything up with her goofy outfits. They would know that she had a great figure. I was already savoring the looks Kathy would get, and the hidden but perceivable jealousy and approval that would ripple through other men. 
 
   I was turned on by the idea so much that I had an erection. I lost track of time, and had to scramble into my suit when I heard the door to the bathroom open. Kathy frowned at me. “You're not ready?” She smiled. “That's a real change of pace.” 
 
   What was a real change of pace was how Kathy looked. She caught me staring and rolled her eyes. “This sort of hooker getup is temporary,” she said. 
 
   But I could tell she enjoyed the attention. I winked at her as I put on my tie in front of the mirror, and she blushed. 
 
 
   “You do look great,” I teased, catching Kathy admiring herself tentatively in the mirror of the elevator as we descended to VerdeCo's casual cocktail party in the hotel bar. She swatted at me, embarrassed that I had caught her checking herself out.
 
   After thirty minutes, she had emerged with her hair in a very sassy ponytail, the sort of wound and complex hairstyle that made a seemingly simple thing like a ponytail look good enough for a cocktail party. She had also done the unusual thing of applying some eye-catching make-up – not much, because Kathy wasn't really into make-up and professed to not even understand it that well. But she had a little flair to her appearance that night that I hadn't seen in a long time. Her face was pretty and bright, and her light eyelashes were stained dark. It gave her a vaguely vampy appearance. 
 
   “You don't think I look a little...I don't know...whoreish?” she said, leaning in to the mirror to wipe a miniscule shred of mascara from below her eye. As she leaned slightly, her breasts went on display for me in the mirror. 
 
   I shook my head slowly. “No one,” I commented without really thinking, “is going to be looking at your eyes.” 
 
   Kathy looked for a moment like she had gotten an actual electric shock. “Oh God,” she said. She turned to me. “What is that supposed to mean?” 
 
   But surely she knew what it meant? 
 
   “Just...I mean...” 
 
   Kathy looked at me. 
 
   “The dress is very...eye-catching,” I managed to say. 
 
   Kathy frowned. “I'm not sure this is a great idea,” she said. She adjusted her dress again, trying to pull the material up and over her tits. A useless attempt, because the top of the dress was completely filled by her breasts, and there was not a millimeter of give. 
 
   I swatted at her hand gently. “Stop doing that,” I whispered, even though there was no one in the elevator with us. “That is sort of trashy.” 
 
   Kathy gave me a brief glare in the mirror, but she put her hands down. “It's just so hard not to,” she said, in exasperation, tugging one final time at the dress before the elevator bell dinged. 
 
   We smiled at each other and stepped out. 
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   I had been fantasizing about the way men would react to Kathy's appearance, but I had been expecting a more subtle reaction, to be honest. Maybe because I had been married to her for so long, and while she looked great in that dress, it wasn't anything I hadn't seen before. I had expected to “sense” the pleasure the sight of her full tits would give every man. To be able to imagine what broiled underneath their expressionless faces as they tried to imagine my wife's tits fully exposed. As they tried to picture the color of her nipples, the size of the aureole that would crown the peak of her firm mounds. The heat of coveting that would burn inside of them, knowing that I was the man with the answer. I had expected simply to intuit all of this, maybe even to just imagine it for myself. 
 
   But from the moment that we stepped out of the elevator, it was clear that I had either forgotten about or misjudged the power of a woman's full rack to suck any man's eye toward it. Perhaps because Kathy never flaunted her breasts, I was wholly unprepared for the way that the eyelids of every guy we passed dropped as Kathy neared, their greedy eyes locked on her chest, and almost no effort made to hide that they were staring at her tits. 
 
   Kathy noticed it, too. She stopped and turned toward me. “Oh my God, everyone is staring at me,” she whispered. “Am I falling out of this dress?” 
 
   I could feel my cock twitching with arousal in my pants. I squeezed Kathy's hand. “Kath,” I said. “Guys can't help but look. You look great.” 
 
   She rubbed her chest and folded and arm over it. I gently pushed her hand down. “Just...look, guys are always looking at your shirts anyway. Just own it. They're just looking because it's...a nice sight.” 
 
   She rolled her eyes. “Such a feminist,” she said. But she dropped her hand and we continued through the vast lobby and into the hotel bar. 
 
   “I'm going to get a drink,” Kathy hissed in my ear. “You want anything?” 
 
   Kathy's response to any situation that caused her stress was to “get a drink,” which meant she would ask for some silly drink like a Whiskey Sour and then not drink it. 
 
   “Paul!” Mike Levin, a decent friend of mine, came toward me with open arms. 
 
   Mike was a hugger. 
 
   “Beer,” I whispered frantically in the direction of my wife, but she was already turned and headed to the bar. 
 
   Mike wrapped his arm around my neck and pulled me into the crowd. He had evidently taken no notice of Kathy, as hardly anyone ever did. She must have been walking away once he saw me, I figured, and so he hadn't caught sight of her rack. 
 
   “There's a bunch of people I want you to meet. We have a new guy on our marketing team who has some great ideas, kind of on par with some of the things you were saying last year...” 
 
   I found myself encircled and talking about “new directions in marketing” faster than I could say, “I need a beer.” 
 
   I folded my arms across my stomach and waited for Kathy to come and save me. We had a deal: if anyone sucked us into a group like this one for more than five minutes, we had to come to each other's rescue. 
 
   The conversation went on and on, and me with no beer. I had my back to the bar, where I had last seen Kathy, but I didn't want to be rude and turn around to see what was taking her so long. There was no good way to excuse myself. I had nothing to hold in my hand. My social anxiety (perhaps better described as social disdain) began to build up in my chest. 
 
   “Here, let me get you a beer,” Mike said, clapping me on the arm. And then he was gone, before I could offer to go get it myself and escape the crowd. 
 
   But it gave me the opening I needed, to turn my head briefly toward the bar. 
 
   I scanned the patrons quickly. The typical businessmen, bored expressions tattooed to their faces, swiping their smart phones. A stern brunette in her fifties. My heart skipped. No sign of Kathy. 
 
   Just as I was turning my head back to the conversation, though, I caught sight of her. Her blond hair bobbing. She was leaning on the bar and smiling politely in the direction of someone...
 
   I was already turning my head, so I had to trust my fleeting peripheral vision to identify that she was speaking to a man. I only caught the shape of him, but it was definitely the square form of a man. 
 
   I felt a strange feeling flow through me like a drug at that moment. A feeling that allowed me to zone out of the conversation-trap I was in and just savor the thought of Kathy, leaning on the bar, talking to some guy whose eyes were making lazy circles over the shape of her tits. 
 
   Mike returned, and he handed me a beer with his left hand, absentmindedly. He sipped his own beer, but he was looking back at the bar. 
 
   More cool feelings liquified inside of me, as I realized: he was looking back at Kathy. I could see it in his lecherous eyes. 
 
   But a strange thing happened. He didn't say anything to me about it. He turned back to the conversation after yet another lingering walk up and down her body, his eyes moving minutely in a vertical line. Stopping at her ass, stopping at her tits. He took a long drink of her tits. 
 
   “Excuse me,” I said, finally, after another painful five minutes of the conversation, and still no sign of Kathy coming to rescue me. I took my phone out of my pocket in desperation, pretending to have a call. (This act had fucked me once before, when I had forgotten to turn down the ringer, and was looking at my incoming call long before the phone actually rang in my hand loud enough for everyone to hear. But I had to take a chance.)
 
   As I maneuvered away from the group, I looked up at the bar where I had seen Kathy. 
 
   She was alone now. 
 
   She seemed to sense that I was looking at her, and turned to smile at me. 
 
   She had a martini in front of her. 
 
   “A martini,” I said, raising my eyebrows. 
 
   She stifled a laugh and took a sip. She scrunched up her face at the hard liquor. “That guy bought me a drink,” she said. “It was...like, the only drink I could think of.” 
 
   My heart had picked up when she mentioned the other man. Buying her a drink. 
 
   “A guy bought you a drink?” I said. 
 
   Kathy rubbed her nose and took another sip of the martini. “I know. It's...I'm sorry, it was just...it happened so fast.” 
 
   “Huh,” I said. 
 
   Inside of me, two fierce and different feelings were competing with each other. The first, and probably the dominant one: excitement. I liked that another man had come sniffing around at my wife, tractor-beamed in, no doubt, by her pretty breasts. My cock was pulsing with that excitement. And there was no denying that I had kept a fantasy about this very thing sort of buried and stashed away in the back of my mind for a long time now. Whenever it surfaced, I had usually tried to ignore it. 
 
   Because it was ridiculous, wasn't it? Getting worked up by other men flirting with your wife? 
 
   Maybe even doing something else…?
 
   The second feeling was a mixture of jealousy and...maybe shame. Shame at thinking such a dirty thing about my wife. Shame about wanting to press the boundaries a little more, or wanting her to. Wanting to feel another little dose of the jealousy that went along with it. 
 
   “I told him I was married as soon as I could,” Kathy said. “It's just...it didn't really...deter him.” 
 
   I felt my pulse quicken even more. 
 
   “Yeah?” 
 
   She leaned toward me and said, conspiratorially: “He was like, 'I can still buy you a drink, though, can't I?'” She leaned forward to sip her martini without taking it off the table. Kathy was full of boorish but cute habits, and one of them was sipping drinks this way to avoid clumsily spilling them. 
 
   I could almost hear his seedy voice: I can still buy you a drink, though, can't I?
 
   I looked at Kathy's drink as she lifted it again to her mouth. The curved triangle of the glass seemed alluring, arousing. The drink my wife had accepted from a stranger. A stranger who had flown over to her the moment I left her at the bar all dressed up. I felt a pang in my balls. Why was this turning me on so much? 
 
   And then the ripple of anger. She didn't have to take it.
 
   And then another jealousy-sweetened throb of pleasure. But she had. 
 
   “Maybe you should wear a dress like that more often,” I said. “We could get through the week on a tight budget. Free meals. Free drinks. Whatever.” 
 
   Kathy set her glass down and gave me an annoyed look. The tone of my voice had wavered wildly between joke-y and serious, accusatory and encouraging. 
 
   “You told me to wear this dress,” she said. 
 
   I looked up and across the bar – a squared of barstools with the bartender and drinks in the center. Across from us, two guys were talking, with their eyes occasionally sneaking a peek in our direction.
 
   In Kathy's direction. 
 
   I narrowed my eyes when one of them saw me watching him and looked away quickly.
 
   I was getting filled with such high doses of emotion. What the hell was my problem? 
 
   I turned back to Kathy. She actually looked a little hurt. 
 
   “I was totally joking around,” I said, trying to sound as convincingly sweet as possible. “I think it's great you got a free drink. I sort of...like it.” 
 
   Kathy scrunched her face up and looked at me strangely. “Huh?” 
 
   I shrugged. I felt a lot of genuine thoughts coming forward in my mouth, and I wasn't entirely sure how Kathy was going to take them. 
 
   She sipped her martini. 
 
   “I don't know,” I said. “It's...you might think it's sort of weird, but it's kind of...fun to see you getting hit on by another guy.” 
 
   Half the martini was gone now, and I could see the veil of inhibition slowly lifting from Kathy's face. She rarely drank, and so when she did she went from sober to “spirited” pretty quickly. 
 
   Instead of reacting as I might have expected her to, her pupils seemed to widen and she looked down to sip her drink without clanging the glass into her teeth. “Really?” she said. “How's that?” 
 
   I was stunned that we were having this conversation. This was nearing a fantasy world of mine that I had given up long ago. I even side-stepped it in my own mind if I could. My jaw fell open a little. Really? Did she really want to hear this? 
 
   “I guess it's like...sort of flattering,” I said, and as soon as the words came out of my mouth I regretted the choice I had made. This was surely going to end with Kathy asking if I thought she was chattel. 
 
   She set the martini down and sat up straight, arching her back slightly. I couldn't tell if she had done this purposely to make herself sexier, or absent-mindedly because she had forgotten what kind of dress she was wearing. The slit of the dress slid slightly more open, and I sucked in my breath. An image flitted through my mind, of the man who had bought her a drink placing both of his hands on her breasts and pushing the material with his fingers, just a little bit more, just a little bit of help, until her nipples popped out into the air. 
 
   But Kathy just grinned. 
 
   I stared at her. Her grin quickly changed, and then she leaned forward again. “Wait. Flattering for you, or flattering for me?” 
 
   “Uh...well...I meant...” I stuttered. 
 
   Kathy started, to my amazement to smile.
 
   “Don't say for it's for me,” she said, nodding slowly. She got it. It was flattering for me, and that's all I was really thinking about. She tapped her glass. “I see.” 
 
   To my surprise she was smiling. 
 
   “What about you?” I said.
 
   Kathy pressed her lips together. She was smiling lightly. “What about me?” she asked, turning her head toward me and blinking dramatically. 
 
   “Okay,” I said, feeling like I was admitting defeat. Nothing had really been said in this conversation, but it seemed like Kathy was getting a little prickly about it. 
 
   She surprised me again by saying, almost as if the conversation were changing topic: “Yeah, actually, it was kind of fun.” 
 
   “What was?” I asked almost immediately. 
 
   She shrugged. “Just...I don't know, having another guy pay attention to me.”
 
   She had a little bit of a sadistic glint in her eye as she said this. Or at least, that's how I perceived it. Was she trying to get back at me for the things I had just said, for the fact that like a complete fucking idiot I had just admitted (to my wife) to enjoying showing off my wife's tits? 
 
   My cock twitched. 
 
   Or was she being perfectly sincere?
 
   “Uh...do mean you like it?” 
 
   As a man, I always go with the most idealistic of possibilities where sex is concerned. 
 
   She held up her glass. “I don't know.” She took a sip. “It just seems so...wrong,” she whispered. 
 
   She seemed very sincere. To be sincerely telling me she had sort of enjoyed flirting with another man. 
 
   Getting attention from another man.
 
   I felt a pulse ripple through me. If she could enjoy flirting, maybe she could enjoy something a little more. And then maybe something a little more than that...
 
   Well, Paul. Now or never. 
 
   I put my hand on her thigh and started to slide her skirt up a little. “It's very...arousing,” I said. 
 
   Here's the thing: this last bit? I expected it to go over like a load of lead balloons. I expected Kathy to roll her eyes or call me a pervert. It's why I chose the word “arousing,” instead of something else. It was so I could roll the “r” in “arousing” and say it with a hammy aristocratic accent and claim to be joking about it moments later, when she got pissed at me. 
 
   Kathy downed what remained of her drink. But as she did, she slid her hand over my thigh and into my crotch. She raised her eyebrows. 
 
   “I see,” she said, her fingers playing with the base of the martini glass. A smile played on her lips. 
 
   “Well,” she said suddenly. She was in motion, the way she got when she was a little drunk. A little looser, a little louder. She reminded me of jingling bracelets. “Let's have another drink, shall we?” 
 
   I was totally taken by surprise, and so I just sat there, staring and paralyzed, as my tipsy wife slid away from the bar and walked toward the ladies' room. 
 
   Where she disappeared for more than a few minutes. 
 
   “Jesus,” said a voice from behind me, and Mike Levin pulled in to my left. He was also getting a little loopy. “How'd you wrangle that broad into talking to you?” 
 
   I turned to Mike. 
 
   Really? 
 
   For a moment I let myself be pissed that Mike didn't recognize my wife. But then I realized: he had seen her only a handful of times, always looking frumpy. And he was probably wasted. 
 
   I opened my mouth to clarify, but then I decided better of it and just shrugged. Mike held his hand up to the bartender and ordered himself a vodka soda.  
 
   “You scare her off?” Mike said. He turned around and leaned against the bar. “Probably for the best. Where's Kathy anyway?” 
 
   I was silent. I was staring at the swinging doors to the bathroom hallway, and my mind was caught up in what Kathy was doing in there. 
 
   Mike was content to carry on the conversation by himself. “That's right. She's not a big drinker. Melanie either. I tell you though...” he sighed, and sipped his drink, “makes it sorta hard when I see all these hot chicks, like especially when we go to some tropical place.”
 
   “We only go to tropical places,” I said dryly. 
 
   Mike harrumphed, as though he believed he had made his point. 
 
   “You better get in on this, buddy. I'm tellin' you, that guy John has some great ideas. We're in at the ground level...” 
 
   Blabbitty blah. Still no Kathy. 
 
   Mike departed, but I had tuned him out so much I couldn't have said exactly when. The group behind me was probably itching for me to return – after all, that's why we'd flown 3,000 miles. To network and talk and form alcohol-induced bonds. But I felt cemented to the barstool for some reason. I kept feeling Kathy's hand stroking my cock through my pants, kept seeing her delicious wink. The only thing I cared about was what she was going to do next, and since we were so far out of our usual territory, I sincerely had no idea what it would be. 
 
    
 
   Kathy appeared moments later. Whatever she had been doing in the bathroom, it seemed to have altered her appearance. I scrutinized her face. She had put on a darker lipstick than she normally ever wore, and she had let down her hair. 
 
   And somehow, in doing so, she seemed to have applied a mask not only to her appearance but also her personality. She was not walking out of the bathroom, she was strutting. Instead of adjusting her posture in another failed attempt to diminish her tits, she had them thrust forward proudly. 
 
   She sat down opposite me at the bar, instead of coming back over.
 
   What the hell? 
 
   My blood was racing. 
 
   Wasn't this exactly – but exactly – what I had secretly hoped my wife would someday do? Cocoon herself up and emerge sexy, maybe even a little bit...slutty? It had all happened so fast I couldn't even believe what I was seeing. 
 
   “Banks,” someone was saying behind me. Kathy gave me a grin and looked down at the drink napkin in front of her.
 
   “Banks. Paul. Hey, man.” 
 
   No. The smile had not been for me. Kathy was fluttering her eyelashes and smiling shyly for...the bartender. She placed a hand under her chin and twisted the napkin flirtatiously in her fingers. 
 
   Jealousy pierced my heart. 
 
   The bartender tapped the bar. He would be right back to take her drink order. I smiled at her, and she gave me a nervous grin in return. She shook her head quickly. This was too crazy for her. 
 
   Her smile slammed a lid on the fire of jealousy. I felt both relief and disappointment. 
 
   Someone clapped my shoulder. “Paul. What the hell? You sick or something?”
 
   I looked up to see Mike standing next to me. 
 
   He looked in the direction of my broken stare. 
 
   “Ah,” he said knowingly. “Fucking great view, buddy. But probably out of your league. You gotta get back in here, man.” 
 
   He turned slightly to indicate the group of guys he was talking to. I followed his signal and gave a wave to a few of them. 
 
   “Yeah,” I said.
 
   I looked back at Kathy.
 
   The bartender was now setting a glass in front of her and pointing to someone on the other side of the bar, sitting in a booth. 
 
   My pulse started racing again. The lid came off the greasy fire of jealousy again. 
 
   Kathy took a sip of the wine, looked up at me, and shrugged with a slightly embarrassed smile.
 
   It was all too easy for her to pick up men, her smile said. 
 
   She looked down at her great breasts, as if to explain to me what had happened. 
 
   Then she shrugged again and stood up.
 
   I watched her walk over to the man who had bought her a drink.
 
   What had that taken? Under five minutes? Not even five minutes.      
 
   Mike clapped my shoulder again. “Okay then,” he said, and gave me a strange look. 
 
   “Just a minute,” I croaked, wagging my finger at the bartender for another drink.
 
   I watched Kathy as she slid into the booth across from the guy who had purchased her drink. 
 
   My heart burned like phosphorus. What the fuck was she doing? She could have at least waited for him to come to her. 
 
   Smiling, she began to chat with him. 
 
   But the way she leaned into the table, dropping her breasts low so he could stare right into them. The way she tucked her hair behind her ear even seemed more sensual, almost dirty. 
 
   I tried to sip my next drink but I ended up slamming it. 
 
   Kathy. She didn't even look like my wife over there, smiling for another man. 
 
   My eyes flicked over to him. He was an older guy, but fit. No beer belly hanging over into his lap. His hair was dark with a few streaks of gray. His clothes looked expensive. 
 
   I looked behind me. Mike was staring at me, and he jerked his head impatiently. 
 
   What a fucker. He just wanted me to get in there and be as bored as he was. 
 
   I knew I should be networking and all that jazz, but I couldn't tear my eyes away from the scene unfolding in front of me. 
 
   When I looked back, Kathy's face seemed much different. She had a film of shock and discomfort on her face. She was still smiling, and I guessed the guy in front of her would never know the difference. But I could tell she was distracted, and something was wrong.
 
   My phone vibrated in my pocket. It was at that moment that I noticed that Kathy had been moving her hand strangely under the table, and casting her eyes downward in furtive glances. 
 
   A text.
 
    
 
   [Kathy]: this gay thanks him a hooked
 
    
 
   I looked at the autocorrect garble for a moment with a furrowed brow. 
 
   Then I got it.
 
   Oh.
 
   I typed:
 
    
 
   [Me]: He thinks ur a hooker?
 
    
 
   I looked up, and Kathy turned slightly toward me, and gave a very perceptible nod. Then she cracked up a little, pretending (and not very gracefully) to sneeze into her fingers.
 
   I stared. 
 
   The phone rumbled in my hand again.  
 
    
 
   [Kathy]: help hw do i get outing here
 
    
 
   At this point in the story, I'm not going to come over as a very nice man. 
 
   The text Kathy had sent me, once deciphered, had sent my whole body into a testosterone-fueled craze. I felt like I could hear everything more crisply, even though my ears were ringing. I could hear my pulse in my ears. My stomach was doing somersaults. I felt like I was going to throw up, or explode, or some other equally violent thing. 
 
   In truth, I forgot the text that said “help” as fast as I read it. 
 
   This guy thinks I'm a hooker was lodged in the forefront of my mind. 
 
    
 
   [Me]: whys that
 
    
 
   I watched as my wife stared at the text. Then she reached across the table and placed her fingers on the man's hand. She walked them up and down the back of his hand, and said something with her seductive smile on full wattage. Every single touch of her fingertips on his skin flicked at my heart. 
 
   Then she stood up, and walked toward the restroom. 
 
   The man took out his phone and began to engross himself with the screen. 
 
   I watched Kathy. She went right for the entrance to the restroom hallway, but then made a hard right toward the exit that led to the lobby. 
 
   I looked back at the crowd of VerdeCo guys. I held up a hand, in a gesture vaguely meant to look like “be right there.” Then I popped out of my seat to follow Kathy. I passed the guy she had ditched. He was still engrossed in his phone, but had looked up a few times to see if Kathy was returning. 
 
   Bad luck for him. 
 
   When I entered the lobby, Kathy was nowhere in sight. A delicious fear snaked through me. Maybe she had gone back to the bar, after all.  
 
   My phone buzzed. 
 
    
 
   [Kathy]: im going upstairs
 
    
 
   I tucked my phone away and waited with impatience for the elevator. 
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Kathy opened the door for me. “Oh my god!” she said. 
 
   Her voice was odd. She was shocked, certainly. Relieved to get away from the man who had taken her as a prostitute, and overwhelmed. 
 
   But she was also...excited. Her face was flushed, her eyes bright and sexily dilated. She paced a little in front of me as I entered the room, waving her hands as though to rid herself of bad spirits. “I cannot even believe I just did that!” 
 
   Her mouth was turned up in a smile.
 
   “Why did you think he...why did he think...why do you think he thought you were a hooker?” I bumbled. 
 
   She stopped in her tracks. Her eyes were wide with amazement. “Because he said...like, he just outright talked about...you know...” She took a breath to reorganize her wild thoughts. “He was like, 'so, what do you do?' and I said I was...I made something up, you know, marketing or something, and he goes like...” Kathy's voice dropped off. She covered her face, which was suddenly quite red. She shook her head furiously. “Oh I can't even tell you!” 
 
   I stepped closer to her. “No, tell me. I want to hear this.” 
 
   She let her hands drop. “He said...'no, I meant, 'what do you do.''” Kathy said this last bit in a low voice. Her “dirty-man” voice. 
 
   She looked at me. 
 
   Dear God, that wasn't the end of the story, was it?
 
   “And then you said?” I prompted. 
 
   “I was like...okay, this is the part that...um...I got a little carried away. Or something. I just didn't want to...well, I was little shocked right? So I didn't know what he meant, really, or what, so I'm like...”
 
   She covered her face again. She gave a wet snort into her hand and closed her eyes. “I don't know what came over me.”
 
   Something quivered inside of me. Was my wife Kathy about to tell me she'd done something naughty? 
 
   “Tell me,” I pleaded.
 
   Kathy smiled. “I'm like...” she paused for what seemed like an eternity, “'Well, that depends, on what you want me to do.'” Her voice was lower, huskier, as she said this. It was an imitation of sexiness, and it was very good. I had never heard it before. 
 
   I looked at her. 
 
   “You did not,” I said incredulously. 
 
   Kathy, still hiding her face, nodded. 
 
   “Kathy,” I said, my tone half-joking. “That's so...”
 
   She reached out and grabbed my arm. “I was just having fun. And I expected him to like, laugh it off and say, I don't know...nothing, or something sort of joke-y. I don't know. But he says...” She took my arm in her hand and lowered her chin, and whispered: “He says...” She bit her lip. 
 
   I shivered with excitement. 
 
   “'I'm into anal. I know it's about twice the going rate,' and then, without even missing a beat, he's like, 'you have a room here or you need me to take care of that?' And then he starts talking about...I don't know, basketball or something.” 
 
   My jaw was open.
 
   “So I went to the bathroom,” she said quickly.
 
   She looked down at the dress. “I don't think this looks like a hooker outfit,” she said. 
 
   I bit my lip. “It's certainly fetching.” 
 
   She slapped me on the arm. Then she placed her hand on her forehead. “Oh, God. I can't believe that just happened.” 
 
   I gave a light laugh, and Kathy mirrored it. 
 
   There were a few beats of silence, while we looked at each other. A silence that was exciting again. The kind of moment that you lose after so many years of marriage, so many years of knowing that the other person is a sure thing, and that nothing interesting or new will happen when you decide to have sex. This isn't to say we didn't have a nice sex life – Kathy was hot, and she sometimes had a lot of wine and rode my cock with her huge tits bouncing in my face, which I would never complain about. But there was just no wondering anymore. No slice of the unknown to squeeze us from the inside out.
 
   Until that moment. 
 
   In that moment there was something different in Kathy's eyes. A new interest, a little bit of mischief that I had never seen before. 
 
   So when we finally jumped toward each other, and she pressed her lips to mine and we started pulling away each other's clothes like teenagers, there was an element of new and different to her. To us. 
 
   I fumbled with the back of the dress, but wasn't able to get it off of her as urgently as I wanted to. I dipped my hands into the front and slid my fingers down to her nipples. My hand was tight against the fabric of the dress and I heard it tear as my hand dove further. When I found her nipples in the large silken pool of her aureole, they were already hardened into little balls. A shiver traveled from my fingertips through my torso, quivering all the way to the tip of my cock. I pushed the material of the dress away, hearing more tearing, and then a terrible rip as I liberated her huge tits. 
 
   Kathy's breasts are so huge they cannot form into any other shape but that of an incredibly large raindrop. The curve of them is unique, and never ceased to please my eye. Her aureole are large and light pink, smooth as glass, soft as silk. Her nipples harden into large, perfectly spherical balls. 
 
   I dipped my head to take the bud of her nipple into my mouth. With my lips caressing her areola, and my mouth enclosing her nipple, I ran my tongue lightly over the hardened marble. My cock throbbed when I felt her body ripple in pleasure. Gently, I bit into the pink ball, and she gasped and squirmed in my hands. 
 
   I pushed her back and onto the bed, then crawled on top of her to give her other nipple the same treatment. A slightly harder bite, the rough, rubbery material of her flesh indenting for my teeth. She gasped again. 
 
   I slid one hand down her torso as I sucked on her nipple. I found the edges of her conservative underwear – plain, boy-cut probably. Teasing her and myself, I ran my finger up and down the hem in the center of her legs, before I slipped my fingers in beneath her panties. 
 
   Her mound was soaked. Her downy pubic hair, a tangle of soft blonde curls, was dripping with her excitement. Probing further, with my mouth still locked on her left nipple, my fingers sank into the hot flesh of her hole, and her overflowing juices closed up and over my knuckles. 
 
   I released her nipple, gave the satin skin of her areola a teasing lick, and moved down to the center of her legs. I pulled her soaked panties away.
 
   The sight of her light pink cunt, bursting open in wet excitement, nearly sent me over the edge. I couldn't even remember a time when my wife was this excited. And the idea that she might be this wet, this slick with arousal, because another man had made advances on her (I'm into anal. I know it's about twice the going rate) drove me wild. 
 
   Her tangy scent rose up from between her legs. I pulled her lips apart and pressed my thumb into the center of her swollen clit. She moaned and squirmed beneath my fingers. I lowered my head and dove in to her wet opening. The taste of her juices was unusually sweet, unusually honeyed. I ran my tongue over the smooth inner wall of her outer labia, which, like her aureola was smooth as glass. I felt her body begin to tremble, her legs taut with her excitement against my cheek. I darted my tongue at her clit, flicking the tip of it against the center bundle of nerves that seemed to be gushing out of her engorged button. I did this until her hips were undulating beneath me, and she was pressing herself up and into my face, begging for more. Finally, I sucked her entire clit inside my mouth, and her soaked pussy closed around my face and lips, hot and smooth. Her thighs pressed against my face, shaking with her impending orgasm. I looked up, hoping to meet her eyes, but her head was turned up toward the ceiling, and her breasts were bouncing with her heaving chest, her nipples pointed at the ceiling and rolling over her chest in her waves of excitement. 
 
   She began to breathe more heavily, and her stomach muscles tightened in waves as I ramped up the rhythmic lapping against her clit. “Oh god, oh, oh, oh,” she panted. Her moaning cries seemed to be as sex-soaked as her cunt; they sounded so much dirtier, so much wetter than ever before. 
 
   And then, I felt a burst of hot liquid against my chin and her clit pulsed under my tongue as she yelled and thrust her hips upward. She came hard, her cry of ecstasy cut off after a moment and her whole body rigid with her orgasm, silent and stiff, almost like a seizure, before she collapsed trembling on the bed. 
 
   I rose up. My cock was painfully erect now, dripping with precum. I dropped my hand to swipe up the bead of cum at the tip of my cock. I had no plan for it, I was almost hypnotized by it. I stared at it briefly, and at my cock, hovering engorged over Kathy's glistening cunt and sweat-covered body. I flitted through all of the dirty images my mind had generated – Kathy with the guy from the bar, with his cock in her ass while she moaned like she just had for me, Kathy with another man between her legs, tasting her sweet cunt. Another bead of cum oozed from my cock.
 
   And then to my surprise, Kathy, who was never very big on oral sex or fluids, reached for the head of my cock, and used her forefinger to smear it over the glans. Her fingers played lightly on the bell of my dick, and my cock jerked around wildly in response. 
 
   Then she took my hand, and guided the finger with the pearl of precum on it to her mouth. Her lips closed around the tip of my finger, and she sucked it off. 
 
   I plunged my cock inside of her. She was so wet I glided into her as though she were butter. Her pussy clenched around my cock, and I felt he last tremors of her orgasm still pulsing around me. 
 
   I fucked her slowly. I was determined to make her come again, to feel her body shake all around me as I came. But too many dirty thoughts crowded my mind, and the sensation of her mouth on my finger lingered like a ghost. I thrust deep inside of her, digging my fingers beneath her ass and grasping her soft flesh to grind myself in deeper. And then I came, so hard I could not hold back a sharp yell or a string of expletives as I rammed my seed into her violently.  
 
   Then I collapsed on top of her for a moment, panting. 
 
    
 
   “That was really, really hot,” I said finally, rolling off of her after a few minutes. 
 
   Kathy dropped her hand onto her stomach and just smiled. She was still panting lightly. Then she gave a little laugh. “Maybe I should dress up like a hooker every now and then,” she said. “Keep the spice in our love life.” 
 
   I felt my stomach twist. 
 
   The idea appealed to me. The idea appealed to me greatly. But I couldn't tell if Kathy was just making a joke, or being sarcastic, or being serious. Her tone was strange, hard to read. 
 
   It wasn't as if I had never thought about these things before. The idea of Kathy flirting with other men, having an affair...these were little daydreams I indulged in and dismissed. They were the kind of thoughts that aroused me but which I tried to get out of my head as quickly as I could, maybe precisely for that reason. It made me uncomfortable, feeling my blood race and my cock harden while I let a razor-sharp thought like that flit through my mind. 
 
   I had certainly, up to that very moment, never even considered telling Kathy about these thoughts. Not in my wildest dreams. It wasn't like I'd imagined her reaction and decided against it. No. I simply had never even imagined letting her in on this dark corner of my mind. 
 
   She was looking at the ceiling, still with a faint smile on her lips. My heart began to race again. I almost felt like pinching myself to check on whether or not this was reality. My wife had just dressed up in a sexy dress and flirted with another man. Another man who took her for a prostitute. Another man who had actually proposed she have anal sex with him. 
 
   And if I was not terribly mistaken, she had been turned on by it all.
 
   Had she? I remembered the sloshing juices of her wet pussy on my fingers. Surely I couldn't be mistaking something else for her arousal? 
 
   Something about it had turned her on. 
 
   Just thinking about the various moments from the evening was stirring me up again.
 
   “Well, you sort of liked it, didn't you?” I said, and then I felt like kicking myself. 
 
   But Kathy didn't react at all the way I would have predicted. She shrugged. She smiled again. “I don't know,” she said. She turned to me. “Did you?” 
 
   Here it was. A direct question. My heart surged through my chest. My wife was directly and frankly asking me if I liked her flirting with another man. This was different than getting hit on. This was a talk about deliberately flirting. Coaxing another man. 
 
   Maybe more?
 
   “Okay,” I said. “I'll tell you the truth. It was really hot. I would be...I would be up for your...proposal.” 
 
   Kathy looked shocked for a second, and I felt a surge of disappointment. Then I realized she was joking. She slapped me playfully. “That I have anal sex with that guy?”
 
   I was grateful that my cock was not against her skin, or she would have felt the way her words sent me through the roof. Even though we had barely finished, I was ready to go again. My dirty mind went straight to creating an image of Kathy with another man's cock in her ass, her mouth open in ecstasy, and I was a goner. 
 
   “Of course not that,” I said quickly. “I mean, unless you want to -”
 
   I was about to tell her how I was just talking about flirting, but I cut myself off. Kathy had just shrugged, as though she might actually entertain the idea.
 
   Of anal sex.
 
   With another man.
 
   I knew she was just teasing me, but it didn't change the way she was setting fire to me. I rolled over on top of her. “Aha,” I said. “You would do that, then? With a total stranger?”
 
   I had slid my hand down, so that I could easily finger her while lying on top of her to keep her from squirming away. Her pussy was soaking wet, filled with my cum and her own. It seemed to me, though, that she was also ripe again, like me. 
 
   Aroused by the idea of another man. 
 
   She shuddered as I brushed my fingers over her clit. 
 
   She certainly hadn't rushed to deny what I had suggested. 
 
   My cock was hard and slipped inside of her easily. Almost too easily, she was so wet. I pulled her legs up and she wrapped them around me, pressing her ankles into my lower back. She crossed her legs at the ankle and pulled me deep inside of her with the force of her legs. My whole shaft was immersed in her hot, wet flesh again. The cum and juices of her cunt flowed over and dripped down my balls, tickling me like a tongue as they went. 
 
   “Is that a yes?” I said. Even though she was so wet there was almost no friction in her cunt, I was boiling over again. I felt my cock throb inside of her.
 
   “Maybe,” she said with a grin. Then she blushed. 
 
   But I felt her pussy tighten around me. She might have been unable to say it aloud, but there was no question that my wife was turned on by something in all of this. I thrust myself to orgasm just after she moaned and dug her nails into my back by thinking – and hoping – that the idea that turned her on so much was the same as mine. The idea of her bending over, and taking a big fat cock inside of her, while I watched. 


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
   FOUR YEARS AGO
 
    
 
   “I don't know,” Kathy said. She was sliding one stocking from a pair of thigh-high pantyhose up and over her leg. She let the rubber-backed lace snap into place on her thigh – a full thigh, free of cellulite. She had said “I don't know” so many times that I no longer had any idea what she was referring to. She frowned at the stocking and then started to take it off. 
 
   “Whoa,” I said. “You're taking it off? I thought it was sexy.” 
 
   She peeled it away and threw it at me. “I don't like it.” She turned to the full-length mirror and gave herself a once-over. “I don't know,” she said. 
 
   She was wearing a red dress, and it looked terrific on her.  It sloped low on her chest, and gave a nice view into the deep valley between her breasts. I was excited to see her back into something sexy. Ultra-sexy. This time it was her own dress, and she had shopped for it specifically for this convention. My cock got hard just thinking of her, strolling through the mall, looking for a dress for a night like tonight.
 
   I also liked to indulge myself a little more, every now and then, by fantasizing about her strolling through the mall, looking for the perfect lingerie for another man to peel away from her body...
 
   But we weren't there yet. 
 
   Not yet.
 
   This was as much as Kathy had agreed to do. 
 
   I wasn't sure what to do at this moment, while she looked at herself in the mirror. I wanted to go up behind her, and tell her she looked beautiful, but I also didn't want to do anything to shatter the uneasy agreement we'd reached.
 
   The agreement to try out our game again. 
 
   On purpose this time. 
 
   Taking the fun we'd had the last convention to a slightly higher level. 
 
   I felt torn apart, watching her. An (admittedly small) part of me wanted to stop it all before it even happened. 
 
   At the same time, I could feel my cock getting hard just thinking about what we were about to do. 
 
   She rubbed her fingertips lightly over the back of her neck, and looked back at me. She had pinned her hair up, and the effect was quite sexy. A week before the convention she had it dyed. The shade was much lighter than her natural color, a near-platinum blonde. She had hated it at first, and I had found it a bit jarring, but now that she had the red dress on, some bright lipstick and some smoky eyeshadow, she looked incredible. 
 
   Her face was transformed. 
 
   Kathy's father's Russian features had mixed with her mother's All-Americanness, and the effect was...strange. If she did nothing with her make-up, she almost looked like an awkward teenager. Her nose was a little big and flared at the nostrils, her lips were heart-shaped and almost too sweet for her overall appearance, and her eyes held traces of Asian influence in their straight upper lids. 
 
   But if she outlined her pretty little mouth and she put eyeliner on her lids, as she had done tonight, the mixture of features came together to delightful effect. And she looked stunning. 
 
   Unusual, and stunning. 
 
   “You sure about this?” she said, catching my eye. 
 
   “This.” 
 
   “This” was our plan for her to go have some fun, introduce herself as Kate Orel, pretend to be someone else, and see where it took her. 
 
   And where it took us. 
 
   I smiled, trying, as I am wont to do, to play it cool. “It's a great dress.” 
 
   She laughed.  A light laugh, more to put me at ease than her, because she knew me better than that. She looked uncertainly at herself in the mirror and ran her hands over the front of her dress. 
 
   “It looks fantastic,” I said.
 
   “It's just so...I dunno. Sort of... slutty. Again.” She laughed lightly.
 
   I shook my head. “It's hardly that.”
 
   She met my eye in the mirror and gave me a nervous smile. “I mean, I guess that's sort of what I'm going for anyway.” 
 
   I shrugged, still playing it cool. “Look, why don't you just not worry about that. Wear it, see what happens.” 
 
   She brushed a stray strand of hair from her face. “Yeah. I guess.” She had straightened up to look at herself, but she was slumping again. She pressed her lips together and leaned toward the mirror to adjust her lipstick with the nail of her pinkie finger. “It's...now that we're like, actually doing this...I feel a little...” 
 
   She looked up at the ceiling.
 
   “Nervous?” I offered. 
 
   “That and...sick,” she said.  
 
   I stayed on the bed. The truth was, I felt a little “sick” as well. After all the time I had spent gently coaxing my wife into even listening to my fantasy, let alone teasing it out of her, bit by bit – and now we were here. She was really going to go through with it. A little bit.
 
   And my hope was, maybe a little bit more than even she intended. 
 
   “Someone's going to remember me,” she said, with a laugh. “And I'm going to make a huge fool out of myself. I just know it.” She gave a loose strand of hair a toss.
 
   It wasn't going to happen, someone remembering her, but I didn't want to have to explain it to my wife and risk hurting her feelings or pissing her off. 
 
   No one was going to remember Kathy Banks, because Kathy had worn frumpy pants suits that made her look much larger than she was. Kathy had avoided talking to anyone and spent most of her time buried in the convention literature (the only attendee who actually did this). My wife Kathy had gone to bed at 8:00. 
 
   No one was going to remember the plain, mild, silent Kathy Banks. They hadn't even recognized her last time she had gone out with nothing changed but her dress. 
 
   There was no way they would recognize her now. 
 
   I was thinking about what to say, when Kathy's eyes suddenly snapped up to the mirror. Something flickered in her eyes and she smiled at herself. She shrugged. 
 
   “Remember,” I said. “Just...you know...do what feels natural to you. If you don't want anything to happen, then...whatever. Okay? And...maybe there won't even be anyone you like. So...you know.”
 
   “That's probably what will happen,” she said, laughing her nervousness off. “All this getting dressed up for nothing.” 
 
   “I'm fine with that,” I said. “Anyway, it's just flirting.” 
 
   I wasn't fine with it. I was a deeply perverted man who could barely keep myself together for all the excitement I was experiencing. I was a man who had done nothing else for the past eight months but think about how I wanted my wife to repeat the performance she had given the year before. Eight months of gently warming her up to the idea of flirting with another man again. 
 
   For my own pleasure. The pleasure of watching her.
 
   For my own hope. The hope that she might one day do more than flirt.
 
   But that was for another day. 
 
   “You're sure about this?” she said, turning around to face me.
 
   I nodded. My breath got caught in my chest when she said this. I was overcome by a crushing wave of excitement and anxiety. But reached out for her and pulled her close to me. “I only want you to do this if it's something you want to do.” 
 
   She tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear. Then she laughed nervously. “I haven't even talked to another man who wasn't the FedEx guy since last year,” she said. 
 
   I knew that Kathy had nothing to worry about. She had never had anything to worry about. When I first met her, men had been attracted to her like bees to nectar. She was never the belle of any ball, mostly because she dressed more conservatively than most girls her age, and didn't really put herself out there. She wasn't a waif, so maybe it took a while for guys to clue in on her insanely curvaceous figure. But there were always plenty of guys with their eyes on her.  Kathy had just been oblivious to it. 
 
   And then she had sort of stopped taking pains of any kind with her appearance. The less she did, the more she sort of blended away. She'd lost some confidence because of the kids, who she remarked had widened her waist significantly. This was an untruth: the changes to her figure had been minor and proportional; where her waist was slightly wider her hips were, too. 
 
   If anything, she was sexier now. 
 
   I knew, of course, what was under her frumpy pants suits.
 
   And I knew as well as she did, from the events of last year, that when she took the time to spruce herself up, especially if she put her breasts on display, she could be a knockout. 
 
   And this new idea of ours gave her motivation to do just that. 
 
   “Look,” I said, “remember what we agreed. It's just for fun. It's just to spice things up a little. Get dressed up, get me feeling a little possessive...that's all. Hot sex like last year. Just for fun.” I stood up and slid my arms around her waist. “It's sort of like...making us appreciate what we have.”
 
   She turned back to the mirror that evening, though, without asking that same old question. “Okay. Just don't be disappointed if it isn't exactly what you expect. And if -” she held a finger up firmly, “anyone recognizes me or I even think they do, I'm out of there. I'm a terrible liar.” 
 
   I smiled at her. 
 
   To be honest, I was 50% sure the plan would fall apart the moment she set foot in the hotel bar. She was a terrible liar, and not much as an actress, and even less of a seductress. And she was pretty unwilling, as far as this plan went. She would probably start laughing at herself in the elevator, and turn around and come back.
 
   But men have more hope than women, don't we? Hence: missions to the moon, action movies. Playboy magazine. 
 
   So, even though I mostly knew it would never work, I summoned the burning hope of man, and kissed her goodbye. 
 
    
 
   The nice thing about VerdeCo conventions – and probably the only reason that anyone goes to them – is that they were almost always in a tropical place. And if you chose not to take them seriously for business, as nearly everyone did, there were plenty of cocktail parties and mixers scheduled. The company, which no longer was a pyramid scheme but had essentially begun as one, also had ever-increasing numbers of operators attending the conventions. Hundreds of new people each cycle. All told, this provided the possibility of remaining semi-anonymous if you had to much to drink or wanted to have an affair, and...well, a lot of choices for just that kind of thing. 
 
   The parties had never been our interest in going before, but now that we had a taste of that kind of excitement, it seemed like such a perfect opportunity: another place, separate from our regular lives.  A place where Kathy could become Kate Orel, and flirt with other men. 
 
   Where Kate Orel could do even more than that. Kate Orel could do whatever she liked. 
 
   (I hadn't gone that far into the plan with Kathy just yet, but I had it on the back burner, simmering). 
 
   The idea was very alluring: have my wife satisfy my fantasies once a year in some other place. Keep them contained and limited. 
 
   But in all honesty, I never really thought Kathy would make it past the first night. She would balk, or crack up, or indeed, someone would recognize her. 
 
   Still, it was fun just to plan and to savor the anticipation of it. 
 
   The evening's activity was, unimaginatively, a pool and beach party. It did have the extra allure, though, of attracting other guests from the hotel. I strolled along the balconies overlooking the pool, scoping out where I would sit and what I would do as I watched my wife come to the same party as me, unaccompanied, looking stunning. 
 
   With permission to flirt. 
 
   I was tingling with excitement, I remember that. But it's hard to remember now exactly how seriously I was taking the whole thing. I feel like I was making plans to sit here or there, and do this or that, more like a pleasant daydream. I think I didn't really believe that she would go through with any of it. 
 
   I found a spot at a table someone seemed to have used for something else and then forgotten about. It was partially tucked behind the white stucco walls, and truthfully it was a picture-perfect scene, almost as though from a movie. I had a nice view of the hanging lights over the bar at the end of the pool, the warm fires beyond it on the beach, the empty pool. 
 
   I was never sure, later, why I had chosen to sit there. The whole point of Kathy coming as Kate, and under her maiden name, was to allow me to be a voyeur without having to hide.
 
   It took me a moment to notice her. She came from one of the stairways that led to the upstairs rooms with balconies over the pool. The entrance she appeared from was nowhere near our room. It was telling: she had obviously walked around for a bit upstairs. Thinking. Maybe hesitating. 
 
   For a moment I felt sorry for her. She stopped at the bottom of the stairs, and did an awkward, hesitant shuffle before standing with her feet together and her hands clasped over a small purse. A breeze picked up a strand of her hair and she tucked it back into place. Her eyes were searching the party, and her expression was one of shyness and fear. 
 
   This was ridiculous, I suddenly realized. I started to push up on the table with both hands, and it slid from its precarious perch, tipping my gin and tonic into my lap. I looked down to try and brush it away before it soaked into my pants, and when I looked up, the hesitant woman in the red dress was gone. 
 
   I scanned the party frantically. 
 
   She had moved only a little, and through some incredible magic, her face had been transformed. She was tucking another strand of hair behind her ear, and smiling – really smiling. She looked down at her feet and then looked back up. 
 
   I was so caught up watching her, watching the expressions I hadn't seen forever move across her face – expressions of delight, of flirtatiousness, of carefreeness – that I didn't even notice the reason for her new expression. 
 
   The short sandy hair of the man who was speaking to her was all I could see. 
 
   He was evidently making her laugh, because she opened her mouth and tipped forward a little with the force of her quiet laugh. It was difficult to get Kathy to laugh (I was an expert), and yet this guy seemed to be doing it in...well, less than ten seconds.
 
   I felt a flare-up of a feeling that was close to rage. 
 
   I hadn't expected it. 
 
   I had expected jealousy. Hard-won jealousy, or maybe even exasperation, after watching her all night and not even getting much out of it. I had expected some time to dip into the waters of my wife flirting with another man.
 
   To be honest, I had expected her to fail a little bit. 
 
   I had not expected her to get picked up in less than ten seconds, while I spilled a fucking drink. 
 
   I lowered myself slowly into the chair and watched some more. Kathy was running her fingers through her hair and looking out toward the beach. 
 
   She looked uncertain.
 
   Good. She had probably not expected things to move this quickly, either. 
 
   I held what was left of my drink to my lips and bored my stare through the air toward my wife. She would shake her head next, I was thinking. She would be too taken aback by such an early proposal, and she would go and sit at the bar alone for a bit. 
 
   She seemed to totter, first up, then down. I squinted, not understanding what was happening. 
 
   Then, just as I was realizing that she was removing her shoes, her blonde head merged with the head of the sandy haired man, and they disappeared. 
 
   I was charging like a bull toward the beach, almost instantly. 
 
   “Paulie!” 
 
   Pete Olsen popped up in front of me. He was wasted. Pete Olsen was a man who looked like his last name couldn't possibly not be Fitzgerald, with the slight underbite, square jaw, drawn lips and bumpy nose that screamed rich Irishman. He clapped me on the back. Then he looked to either side of me, as though searching for a child. “No wife this time?” 
 
   I was still in a rage. Still needing to move as quickly as I could to the beach, and see where my wife had gotten off to. So suddenly. So instantaneously. 
 
   I shook my head. “She's...she has the kids.”
 
   “What's her name again?” Pete slurred, oblivious to my state of mind. He was a square man, and he braced himself against me as though he were a sailor on a storm-bound ship. “Liz?”
 
   I squinted. What did I want to say here? 
 
   My mind replayed Kate, my creation. Her hair picking up in the wind, her full cleavage on display in her stunning red dress. She was out there on the beach right now. Talking to some guy. The wind from the ocean was picking up her dress and I could go sit down at a table right next to her if I wanted. Listen in, watch her flirt. Listen to other men talk about her like she was someone else's wife. 
 
   I shivered.
 
   “Kathy.” 
 
   “Oh yeah, man. Kathy.” He threw an arm around me. “Well. It's just us then. Dude, there are some babes on the beach.” 
 
   He started to pull me exactly where I wanted to go. The sky had darkened to a blackish ink, and the beach yawned like an empty mouth. The white crests of the waves were barely visible beyond the fires set out for beach-goers. 
 
   Pete pulled at me, just before we got to the sand. My eyes were straining into the darkness, but the shapes of people were impossible to distinguish. The colors all faded to dark grays and light grays, and I couldn't find my wife. 
 
   “Gotta refuel,” Pete said. “You drinkin'?” 
 
   This was, “what're you drinkin',” not a question about whether or not I was. 
 
   “Gin and tonic,” I said absent-mindedly.
 
   Pete ordered two of whatever he was drinking, because he forgot my order by the time the bartender got to him. 
 
   We clinked our glasses together and then we stepped into the uneven sand of the beach. 
 
   It was only at this point that I noticed that Pete was not wearing any shoes. 
 
   “Ladies,” he called, walking with open arms toward a group of women, who, to my surprise, evidently not only knew him but were happy he returned. I paused to take off my shoes, and then I waddled through the sand to the noisy group. Three women in bikinis were sitting on chairs by a fire. 
 
   “This is my buddy Paulie,” Pete said, when I came up to the group. 
 
   “Hi,” I said curtly. I looked out into the crowd of people on the beach, scanning for my wife and the sandy-haired stranger. 
 
   “I'm Alyssa,” one of the girls said, drawing my attention back to her by extending her hand. She had a dark tan, with extremely long sandy-brown hair that was streaked by the sun. Her bikini was a tight-fitting, sports bikini, and her skin had tan lines that didn't match the suit. She leaned her head back and gave me a smile with her row of inexplicably white teeth, and her whole story of rich daddy's girl turned surfer was told. I took her hand and smiled at her. “Paul.”
 
   “You with Pete?” she had the overly laid-back drawl that comes with having smoked a kilo of weed in the past ten hours and not sobered up at all in the past ten years. Her eyes dropped as she talked to me. 
 
   It was sort of sexy, but I was interested in other things. 
 
   “We used to be together,” I quipped – this was my standard dumb joke for this question - “but now we're just friends.” 
 
   It took Alyssa perhaps a full thirty seconds to get the joke, and when she did, the pleasure spread out over her face slowly and sexually. She tipped her head back and gave me a wide smile. 
 
   “And you ladies? Here for the VerdeCo convention?” 
 
   One of them laughed. 
 
   “You smoke weed?” Alyssa asked me.
 
   I was about to say no, when I realized she would probably want to drag me somewhere more private. Down at the water, for example. And if I did that, I would have a good reason to go exploring on the beach and look for Kate. 
 
   “Sometimes,” I said coyly. “Why?” 
 
   Pete raised his eyebrows. Alyssa stood up and jerked her head in the direction of the water. “Come with me, would ya? The hotel staff doesn't approve.” 
 
   Alyssa pulled a swimsuit cover over her head. It was a crocheted number that was so full of holes it was nearly pointless for her to wear it. Her small bottom moved tantalizing in front of me as she led me by the hand through the beach party. I was almost distracted from my foremost mission, but then I remembered: my wife was out here flirting with some other guy. And I was missing it. 
 
   I scanned from side to side, looking at the small groups clustered by the fires. There was another small bar set up on the beach a little way out toward the water. Alyssa kept walking. The air grew cooler and the voices faded away. I started to feel slightly panicked: I couldn't spot my wife anywhere. 
 
   Alyssa climbed up a little boulder surrounded by some brush at the far end of the beach. She did it with the easy grace of a teenager, and I was suddenly gripped by the realization that she probably wasn't a day older than eighteen. Possibly younger. I looked back at the party. 
 
   “Come on,” Alyssa coaxed. “You're not too old to climb a little rock?” 
 
   I jumped up after her, decidedly less gracefully, and found her settled against another boulder and already lighting a joint. The skunky smell slinked past me and sent a monsoon of college memories raining through my mind. She extended her hand and I took the joint. 
 
   I twisted and looked back at the party. Now that we were away from the lights, my eyes were adjusting to the darkness. We were up a little higher, and I could clearly see the groups huddled around the bonfires and near the bar. 
 
   And then I saw them. 
 
   They were away from everyone else. Not far away, but set apart. They were sitting in the sand, and Kate's skirt had ridden up her thighs and she had her legs stretched out in front of her.
 
   Oh-so-casually. So relaxed. 
 
   She seemed to be sitting shoulder-to shoulder with the guy she had taken up with. They were talking, that much was evident – nothing more. 
 
   The sight infuriated me. 
 
   My reaction was unexpected. I had, after all, asked her to this very thing. I had begged and cajoled her. I had rejoiced inwardly when she had agreed to it. That she was now doing exactly what I had asked her to do, and it was sparking rage inside of me, made absolutely no sense. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. 
 
   What the fuck was wrong with me?
 
   “Fucking no way,” I said, under my breath.
 
   Alyssa's voice was creaky. She blew some smoke out of her mouth. I had evidently passed the joint back to her. “I know,” she concurred. “It's good shit, right?” 
 
   I ran my tongue inside of my mouth. Had I taken a hit? 
 
   I looked back at Alyssa. She was offering me the joint again. 
 
   I passed. I could already feel a little high creeping in. And I don't even like pot. It makes me fucking paranoid as hell. 
 
   I sat down and stared at the beach. Maybe that was it: the pot was making me paranoid and I wasn't seeing things clearly. 
 
   But no. The feeling I was having had been there before I could have possibly taken the hit I didn't even remember taking. 
 
   “It's heavy shit, right?” Alyssa repeated, laughing, behind me. She had the absent-minded, carefree voice of someone who was fucked out of her mind. She dribbled away into light giggles and then stared at the ocean. 
 
   I narrowed my eyes. The darkness was throbbing around us now, and it was getting harder to see my wife and her “friend.” 
 
   I don't know how long they sat there. Or how long I did, staring at them. I tried in vain to sort out my thoughts and my feelings, but I was mess when I finally decided to climb down from the rock. Alyssa didn't seem to notice me leaving. 
 
   My stomach was cold, my fingers were numb. Kathy tipped her head back and brought her fingers to her throat, laughing for this random fucking guy she'd picked up. 
 
   I was stumbling a little on the sand. I almost stepped on a couple as I marched robotically toward my wife and the guy. 
 
   Was it because she had done it so easily? Had I really, deep down inside, expected her to fail? Maybe I had wanted her to. And instead she had picked a guy up in less than a minute. 
 
   I took a sharp turn as I neared them, and went to the bar on the beach. Pete was there. “Man,” he said, and his own voice was quite adulterated, “you look really fucked.” He laughed and tipped a beer bottle toward me. “Let me order your drink man. They probably won't serve you.” 
 
   I turned back to where my wife was sitting without answering him. 
 
   Her long blonde hair was shaking with animation, or maybe laughter. She was turned playfully toward the guy, who seemed to have edged even closer to her. Their shoulders were just half an inch from each other. 
 
   The reality of what I had set in motion came at me full force: they would keep squeezing together, and then they would be touching. Her bare arm would be against his muscled bicep. She would feel the heat of his body, and he would feel the length of her silky arm along his. Probably from where he was sitting he had a great view into the dip of her dress, the huge swells of her breasts. He was probably thinking about them right now, wondering what color her nipples were, hoping to feel them between his lips before the night was over. 
 
   Somehow, Pete had planted the beer in my hand. He clapped me on the shoulder and shook his head, then walked past me and back to the campfire. 
 
   I had expected her to fail. To be a little more awkward than she was. I had expected her to break with her character, overcome by her inability to lie, or flirt with another man. That's what I had really expected. 
 
   My stomach lurched again. 
 
   Add to this terrible melange of feelings that my cock was rock-solid. I was so turned on my balls were aching like they had in college. My head was spinning from the weed, the drinks, the shock of my wife edging closer to this guy on the beach with every passing second. 
 
   And then, almost as if she was able to read my thoughts, she turned her head slightly, and lifted her eyes to look back at me. 
 
   She turned away almost instantly, and the pain of her casually ignoring me was almost too much to bear for a moment. She leaned closer to her guy, and then she was standing up. She rose, and I watched her like a hawk as she came directly toward me.
 
   She gave me a look that instantly soothed my raging feelings, though. She raised her eyebrows, gave a slight shrug, and smiled. Can you believe it? her look said. And there she was: Kathy. Big, silly Kathy, who did not flirt successfully with men. Her expression soothed me like a balm. I took a sip of my beer.
 
   Kathy hooked right, pointing with her finger in front of her so I could see. “Bathroom,” she mouthed. “Be right back.” 
 
   I turned back to the bar. 
 
   God, I was a fucking ass. 
 
   I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror behind the drinks. My eyes were red-rimmed, which could just as easily have been my own insane rage as the weed. But even as I looked at myself, I could see my face softening. All it had taken is for Kathy to look as taken aback by her success as I had felt. 
 
   She emerged from the bathroom, and I saw her figure in the corner of my eye. It took all of my willpower to keep from turning toward her, grabbing her in my arms and kissing her. 
 
   Maybe it's what I should have done, in retrospect. 
 
   But below the lean-up bar, I was being influenced by another part of me. There was no denying that I was turned on as fuck. That a part of me wanted her to go right back to where she had been on the beach. To sit down and slide right back into conversation with that guy.
 
   She slid along the bar, her hand on the bartop, playfully walking her fingers toward me. When she was about two feet away she turned around to face the bar. 
 
   The bartender, who was white and seemed to be from Texas and yet had fully adopted the Caribbean sense of time, snapped to attention and hurried over to my wife. 
 
   “What can I get for you darlin'?” 
 
   “I need,” Kathy said, leaning playfully onto the bartop, and at the same time giving the bartender an even more intimate view down her dress, “a...make it two, actually...two martinis.”
 
   “A martini on the beach,” he said, with a coy smile. “That's a bold move. And do you want vodka or gin, sweet thing?” 
 
   She didn't know, I growled inwardly. Kathy had never ordered a martini in her life. She drank things like strawberry daiquiris and honestly, she preferred it without the booze. 
 
   “Hmm...” she purred, and I raised my eyebrows in surprise. Was this my wife? Using a sex kitten growl to talk to a stranger? “He didn't say. What do you think?”
 
   “Usually vodka,” the amused bartender said, making no effort to hide his wandering eyes. “You like it dirty?” 
 
   There was no mistaking the sexual innuendo. 
 
   I fully expected it all to fall apart right there. This was way too much for Kathy. 
 
   But she pushed her hair from her face, and fanned herself with a napkin instead. “I'll give it a try,” she said. “Make it as dirty as you can.” 
 
   My eyes, rigidly trained on the bottles of rum in front of me, almost popped out of my head. 
 
   When the bartender turned to get her martini together, I looked over at her. 
 
   A wind picked up her hair, and she didn't look at me. She looked down at the napkin in her fingers, and smiled. “What do you think?” she said. 
 
   “I'm...” I said. I was speechless for a moment. “Uh...blown away.”
 
   “It's kind of fun, huh?”
 
   Here was the voice of Kathy again. A little shy. Just trying something out. The flare-up of rage that the conversation with the bartender had set off in me fizzled away. 
 
   “You're putting on quite a show,” I said. 
 
   Kathy smiled. I saw a little stain of red creep across her cheeks. “I know, I can-” 
 
   At that moment, two voices interrupted us. Alyssa, her throat dry and her voice half-asleep, drawling: “Oh there you are;” 
 
   And the grating nasal twang of the cowboy bartender, talking to Kathy: “Here you are little darlin.' Though I have to say, I'm a little sad you're takin' this drink to another man.” 
 
   At this point Kathy flashed her eyes to Alyssa, who was sort of slinking over to me. 
 
   I saw a quick flash of confusion on her face. 
 
   It wasn't, after all, part of the deal that I flirt with other women. And I hadn't wanted to. I cursed Alyssa silently as she touched my arm and said: “Hey, please buy me a drink, huh? My throat is parched.” 
 
   A flash of anger over my wife's face. Like lightening in the distance. 
 
   And then she turned to the bartender. His eyes were on her tits. “Well,” she said. “You never know what'll happen before the end of the night.” 
 
   She turned with the two martinis, and glared at me briefly, before walking back to her friend in the sand. 
 
   The bartender expelled air between his teeth and looked over at me, shaking his head. It was one of those silent masculine exchanges. Did-you-see-the-tits-on-that-woman? 
 
   But the look was for my wife. 
 
   This cut through me both delightfully and awfully. I clutched my stomach. 
 
   “You want that beer?” the bartender said to both Alyssa and me at the same time. Apparently he was a multi-tasker. I nodded, and Alyssa took out a cigarette. “Thanks, man.” She turned and rested her elbows on the bar. “This is some fucking night.” 
 
   I wanted to turn and look at my wife again. I wanted to press “pause” on this whole thing, so I could over and explain to her that she had misunderstood Alyssa. That Alyssa was far too thin, far too stoned, and far too young to be of any interest to me. That she was cover, that she had just been there, that it was all Pete's fault. 
 
   That she shouldn't get so mad about Alyssa that she did something...more than flirt.
 
   Although...
 
   My cock throbbed. My stomach wrenched around in my gut. Cold-hot, hot-cold. 
 
   “You okay?” Alyssa said. She turned back to the ocean. “I told you that shit was strong.” 
 
   I ignored her, and her misrepresentation of actual facts: I wasn't stoned, I was high on something else entirely. I rubbed my palms together. They were wet. 
 
   The bartender set two beers in front of us. Then he was gone, attending to the other side of the bar. 
 
   I turned around, sweating. 
 
   Now, I'll never know for sure what happened. But my wife had either accidentally or deliberately poured some of her martini on her breasts, and she was laughing and wiping her chest. I was transfixed by the hand that was swiping at her cleavage for a moment, so it took me awhile to notice that she and her beau of were leaning back in the sand, one arm each outstretched behind them. And that their fingers were...entangled. 
 
   My cock responded to this by pulsing hard against the confines of my boxers and pants. Alyssa was talking...blathering, actually, but she was so stoned she didn't seem to notice that my mind was elsewhere. 
 
   I drank my beer, not even tasting the liquid on my mouth. I was grateful that I had Alyssa jabbering away next to me, and that I could position myself just slightly in her direction, while looking just to to the right of her and taking in the view of my wife with ease. 
 
   My blood pressure shot through the roof a the man she was with leaned forward and put his hand on her cheek. They leaned closer to each other. 
 
   And then, there it was. Right in front of me. 
 
   My wife, kissing another man on the beach. 
 
   They kissed for two endless seconds. Not long to anyone in the world but me. For me the moment seemed to drag on for an eternity, and the image seared itself into my mind. I went completely cold. I felt like I had jumped into an icy lake for a second. When feeling returned to my body I was buzzing. 
 
   Then my wife turned her face away slightly. 
 
   My stomach twisted. 
 
   She was talking now. 
 
   It was the classic turn-down; I could see it from there. She was telling him she was married, or that she wanted to take things slow. He was crumpling a little, I could see that too. 
 
   But he wasn't going to give up that easily. He leaned closer to her and put his hand on her cheek again.
 
   Now I could see his mouth forming words. Seducing her, making promises. Maybe telling her that just one night wouldn't mean anything, that he promised not to tell anyone.
 
   Or was he worse than that? Was he trying to tell her she was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, and he couldn't bear to let her go?
 
   Just like that it hit me: it was entirely possible that jackass was saying something like that. 
 
   And then it hit me, even harder than the first thought: he could be telling the truth, if that's what he was saying. She could be the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. 
 
   After all, I had thought that, hadn't I? Hadn't I seen her for what she was, when no one else had really noticed? Isn't that why I felt so lucky? 
 
   But now, she was in a stunning red dress, and there was no hiding that she was hot as hell. 
 
   They were still talking, but Casanova hadn't gone in for another kiss. I wondered what his play was. He really seemed to have Kathy all twisted up, longing to kiss him again, having to tell him lies or maybe the truth to convince him she wouldn't be a naughty little slut and cheat on her husband.
 
   I felt another sharp twist in my stomach. Or what if...she was just playing hard-to-get? What if she was just teasing him, and me, and trying to make it sweeter in the end?
 
   “...and I was like, 'no way man, that's Jamaican and you want nothing to do with it.' You know. I fuckin' swear, people are crazy,” Alyssa was still talking. Her voice was so slow and syrupy it took her almost a minute to get one sentence out. She was leaning toward me and laughing as though I were paying utter attention to her, so she was good cover for what I was actually doing.
 
   This went on for bit, and then Casanova stood up, and came walking toward the bar, leaving Kathy sitting on the sand. She didn't get up. She turned a little toward the ocean and appeared to be looking out at it wistfully.
 
   This – this wistful look out to sea – actually burned me up more than her kissing that guy. I watched him with venom coursing through my veins as he approached the bar. Maybe I was drunk, but he seemed to have gotten better-looking since I had seen him before. He was tall, younger than me, and he seemed quite a bit more fit. 
 
   “Hey man,” he said to the bartender when he leaned against the bar. “You think you can make me a martini in a different glass?”
 
   The bartender looked over his shoulder and smiled, letting out a little huff of air. “I knew that was gonna go a little wrong.” He started making the martini and smiled at the guy.
 
   The look these two exchanged. So lecherous. 
 
   “It wasn't too bad, she poured it all over her dress,” the guy said. His voice was thick with lechery when he added: “I got to dab it up.” 
 
   The bartender nodded smugly and knowingly as he started to shake the martini. “Let me know if there's something you can't handle.”
 
   Was this a serious fucking conversation? Did guys actually talk to each other like this? 
 
   I could feel a stain of hot jealousy and revulsion creeping from the back of my neck to my temples. 
 
   “You just meet that chick tonight?” the bartender said. 
 
   The guy nodded and tasted the martini he set down for him. “I can't fucking believe it. I was on my way outta here, heading over to Jenny's, and these tits just walk down the fucking stairs.”
 
   It dawned on me, then, that the two knew each other somehow. 
 
   “Well,” the bartender said, swiping the bar. “Like I said, if you need any help with anything...spill any more drinks...I'm here for you man.” He leaned in closer. “You gonna hit that?” 
 
   The guy turned back toward where my wife was sitting. She was still looking at the water. “I fucking hope so. She's a little slippery.” 
 
   “But look at her fucking rack, man.”
 
   The guy raised the snifter he had been given in lieu of a martini glass, in mock cheers. “I'll work on it.”
 
   The bartender threw his rag over his shoulder. “Like I said. I'm here, if there's anything you can't handle, you fuckin' pussy.” 
 
   Every word in this exchange sent a throbbing pulse of heat through me. My cock was so hard I thought I would have to keel over. 
 
   I turned so I was facing the bar, and Alyssa kept right on jabbering into thin air. 
 
   I let a few minutes go by, every second cutting through me with a slow burn. I forced myself to wait before turning back around and watching my wife flirt with the cowboy. I didn't want to get caught staring at them, especially now that I knew the bartender was his buddy. The suspense wound up tighter and tighter in my core, until I couldn't take it anymore. I whirled around. 
 
   For a second, I thought they were gone. My heart leaped into my throat and I jumped forward, ready to break into a run. This elicited a snarky look from Alyssa. But I found them as my eyes scanned the scene frantically. Right where they had been before, just standing. Kathy was twirling her shoes in her hand, dangling them flirtatiously. They were leaning in really close to each other. He was writing something down...I squinted.
 
   On her hand?
 
   Kathy gave another laugh. They turned together, arms pressed against each other, fingers mingling. Not quite holding hands, not quite not holding hands. They began a slow walk toward the swimming pool area. 
 
   In a daze, I started walking toward them. 
 
   “Hey man, you still owe me like...twenty five bucks!” the bartender said. 
 
   I spun around, and Alyssa, who had somehow obtained a drink with a straw in it, sucked up the remainder of her drink with a slurp. “You leaving?” she said, and shrugged when I nodded. 
 
   “I don't have...cash,” I said, emptying my pockets. “Can I charge it? To my room? I'm in 115.” 
 
   “Sure,” the bartender said, and I started again in the direction Kathy and her guy had been heading for. They were no longer in sight. I knew they were just around the white plastic tent ahead of me, that I could sprint here and follow them -
 
   “Guy. Guy! Hey! You gotta sign something buddy. So cop a squat.”
 
   I looked feverishly back at the bartender. “I'm in a hurry,” I said. I could feel sweat gathering on my brow. 
 
   The bartender snorted and shook his head. “Still gotta pay your bill, man.” 
 
   I tapped my fingers on the bar. I had the shakes, going all the way down to my leg. I watched the bartender as he laboriously filled out the tab. He interrupted himself to make someone a Pina Colada. 
 
   The whole time, my wife was walking along...somewhere...with her cowboy. The guy who was “working on it” with her. 
 
   And what if he succeeded? He seemed like a smooth guy. What if he was taking her in the direction of his room now, or ours, and spewing out all his charming cowboy anecdotes? What if was some rodeo guy and rode bulls for a living? Maybe he had some scar to show her...they could be in front of the hotel room door right now. He would try another kiss, for sure. Push her up against the door. She would feel all of his hard muscles and vibrant, athletic youth, and the solid rock of his hard cock up against her...
 
   I stared at the bartenders fingers as they moved, with superhuman slowness, to roll the paper through a machine, stamping it. My foot was tapping away below me like a machine gun, but luckily the floor was sand. 
 
   I signed the document, finally, and then I ran. 
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   “Kathy?” 
 
   I was almost sweating. I had practically run through the entire hotel, my eyes hawk-like, searching for my wife. She was nowhere to be found, so I could only hope that she must be here. 
 
   I hadn't had a feeling like this for such a long time. I could feel my blood pumping, potent jealousy inflaming my mind and my body alike, desire. All of these feelings tasted delicious after so many years of hum-drum, suburban marriage. 
 
   I threw the door to our open and called her name, marching into the room practically furious. 
 
   My heart plummeted when I found the room empty. The door was still swinging shut: I had thrown it so hard that it had bounced off the door jamb, lurched backward and was now caught on its spring, slowly easing closed. The metallic hiss was the only thing pervading the silence of the room. I spun around, my heart pounding in my chest. My mind was still trying to catch up with my body. 
 
   I raked through every second of what had happened downstairs. She had been pushing that guy away, right? Right? I was stepping back toward the door already. What if she had changed her mind, and let him lure her away, out to his party, or his car...? 
 
   But before the door even closed, I saw the red of her dress. Her hand caught the door, and pushed it open. And there she was. 
 
   I breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
   My stomach twisted with disappointment, as well. I'm not afraid to admit the dichotomy existed. Maybe it still does. 
 
   She looked a little timid as she stepped through the door. 
 
   Maybe she said this to me because it was really true. Maybe because I looked like a maniac, and she mistook my raging lust for anger. 
 
   She was looking at he floor when she finally spoke. A flush of embarrassment colored her cheeks. “I'm sorry. I didn't mean to let things get out of hand...it just...happened.”
 
   The back of my neck prickled with fear, and a knife of it ran through my torso, pooling, cold and tantalizing, in my balls.
 
   Had she gone too far? Had enough time passed for that? What was “it,” the thing that had “just happened?” 
 
   “Let what go too far?” I said hoarsely. 
 
   I moved toward and grabbed her by the shoulders, pushing her into the wall and kissing her, crushing her into the door. It was the kind of kiss we hadn't had for a long time. Uncertainty – the most tantalizing of all things – was back in the mix of our interaction: would she respond how I wanted her to? Did she want to kiss me now? Or was she thinking about someone else? 
 
   I released her mouth for a moment and pulled on the straps of her dress, unwrapping her. Her breasts sprung loose from the material, staring at me tantalizingly from inside the crimson, lacy bra she had bought for that specific dress. “It's okay, I breathed. “It was hot. I asked you to do it.” 
 
   I kissed her again. 
 
   She responded, but then she pulled away a little. I could feel a stab of disappointment, but a delicious one, the kind of disappointment I used to feel a long time ago. The kind of disappointment that pools in your stomach, when you try to kiss a new girl for the first time and she hesitates. Or maybe doesn't want to. But I still had a chance here; I still didn't know which way she would go. The uncertainty was exhilarating. 
 
   “I don't know how I feel about this,” she said. Her face looked troubled. But her lips were parted for her to breath just a little more heavily. Her cheeks were flushed. Her eyes were bright and wet, the pupils dilated and almost unstable. 
 
   It was a rush, this feeling I was getting. I slid my hand along her dress, up the length of her thigh. I could feel her body reacting underneath my hand, in spite of her attempts to hide it. I knew that her secret would be there, and when I found it, she would be unable to hide the truth. Her chest was heaving beneath mine. She sucked in her breath as my hand found the hip of her panties and slid beneath the fabric. I crooked my finger and slid it along the hem of the lingerie, slowly. 
 
   Her face was wild now. She was trying desperately to fight it, but she was fired up like a rocket, ready to go off. “It just seems...so wrong...” she said, in a final attempt at her own defense. 
 
   My finger moved down to the crotch of her panties, pulling them away from her slit. The material was wet, and I let a little smile flicker on my mouth. 
 
   Maybe she did feel bad, I remember thinking. And I remember my cock flexing at the thought of it. Kathy's guilty conscience, her slit gushing into her panties and no way to hide it from her husband's fingers. 
 
   I dipped two fingers inside of her, and she half-closed her eyes in pleasure. 
 
   “It seems to me you feel pretty good about it.” She was so wet. My fingers sank into the hot, slick flesh of her cunt, and I savored the idea that she was this wet because she had been a bad girl. “Is this all from one little kiss? Or is there something else you need to tell me?” 
 
   Kathy's eyes dropped in shame. She shook her head, and she opened her mouth as if she were going to speak, but at that moment I curled my fingers toward her g-spot, and she simply gasped instead. She lifted her leg and put it against my hip, giving me easier access to her cunt. I rammed my fingers deep inside of her, and twisted my fingers toward her most erogenous area, which was expansive and not difficult to find at all. She leaned her head back against the wall, with her eyes still closed, and a low moan came from her throat. 
 
   “Were you bad, Kathy?” I whispered, kissing her bare collar bone. I licked her from there, along her neck, and up to her earlobe. Her skin turned to a matte of gooseflesh, and I felt her pussy tighten on my fingers. I curled them again, stretching her open and stroking the patch of nerves inside of her. She shuddered. 
 
   “I didn't...” she panted, in a whisper. “I didn't do anything else...” her voice faded as I began to stroke her rhythmically. She moved her body against the wall, up and down, trying to derive more pleasure from my finger-fucking. Her muscles tensed all over her body, and I could tell she was close to coming. I slowed my massage. She whined in disappointment.
 
   “Did you want to? Did you want to do something bad?” 
 
   I stopped moving my fingers. She opened her eyes. I hoped she would understand what I wanted from her. She sucked in her breath.
 
   “Did you want him to maybe do this?” I said, pulling with my other hand at the fabric of her bra until her nipple popped loose. I rubbed it with my thumb, and I was thrilled to feel her pussy quiver around my fingers and well up with even more moisture. She might tell me any lie with her mouth, that same mouth she had kissed her little friend with, but her slit was telling me the truth. 
 
   I stroked her again inside, and she gasped again.
 
   “You did, didn't you?”
 
   I stopped stroking her, and she looked at me, her mouth open. 
 
   “Tell the truth, Kathy,” I growled. 
 
   She was writhing against the wall now. She was so close to her climax, she would tell me anything. Her lips formed a “p” and she gave me the very part of the word, “please.” I shook my head lightly. 
 
   “You wanted to be a very bad girl, didn't you?” I said. 
 
   “Oh,” she said, trying to move up and down and glean the little push she needed to go over the edge. “I did,” she said, exasperated, and I rewarded her with a stroke of my fingers. I lowered my head and took her nipple in my mouth. It was hard, and she dropped her head forward and then threw it back as I made a swirl around the base of it and then bit lightly on the squarish nub. I released her nipple and looked at her. “What did you want your little cowboy friend to do to you?” 
 
   She rolled her head from side to side. 
 
   I stood back from her a little, and I let my fingers slide from inside of her. Only an inch or to. 
 
   “I wanted him...to...fuck me,” she said. 
 
   I smiled and curled my fingers against her silky flesh. I pushed my fingers further in. “You wanted him to fuck you with his big cock, didn't you?” 
 
   She gasped again. She was so close. I stopped stroking her and her head dropped forward. “I wanted him...to fuck me...with his...big...cock.” 
 
   “That's it,” I whispered, fingering her again with a strong rhythm. “That's it. Tell me what else. Did you want to suck his cock?” 
 
   “I wanted to suck his cock,” she agreed, only so I would keep stroking her. 
 
   I felt her shudder, and her pussy clenched around my fingers while bursting into boiling hot juice. It dribbled down my hand. 
 
   I slowly withdrew my fingers. She dropped her leg. I could see that she had come violently, her head was still spinning from it. 
 
   I pushed her onto the bed on all fours. I pulled her skirt up and jerked her soaked panties down to her knees. She had to draw her knees together so I could pull them down. 
 
   I fumbled with my own pants and belt only enough to get my aching cock out of my pants. I was inside of her in no time. 
 
   Her pussy was as hot and wet as I could ever remember feeling it. She moaned as I entered her. I'm a reasonably-sized guy, a little above average, and it felt like the whole scenario that had unfolded that night had inflated my cock's size. She tossed her hair back and let out another squeal. 
 
   I grabbed her by her hips and thrust myself deep, deep inside of her. 
 
   “Did you want him to fuck you like this?” I seethed. I was gripped, suddenly, by the irrational feeling that she really had. That she had wanted that guy to fuck her just like this. 
 
   I rammed myself inside of her, as if I had something to actually punish her for, a reason to be angry. 
 
   Her wet cunt sloshed over my cock and she let out another strangled scream. It took me a second to realize that she was going to come again, in the space of no more than few minutes.
 
   I reached around and pushed her up and against me by her chest. Then, without getting my cock out of her, I turned us slightly so that I could see our reflection in the mirror hanging over the desk in the room. Her tits bounced, one bursting from her bra and the other still confined by it. I brought my fingers, still coated in her juices, up to her mouth, and placed them in her open and willing hole. 
 
   I watched us in the mirror as she bounced on top of my cock, my fingers inside her mouth, muffling her cries. And it was just good enough to pretend that what I was seeing was wife bouncing on top of some other man's cock. Her eyes closed, her whole body giving in to the pleasures of another man fucking her. 
 
   “Fuck!” I yelled, as that very thought set off my climax like a rocket launch. I leaned back on my hands and rammed my dick up inside her just as she thrust down. My balls squeezed out beneath her weight and my seed exploded inside of her. I felt her pussy throbbing wildly and spasmodically: she was also coming, and coming hard. 
 
   She leaned forward, and I looked down to see my still rock-hard cock buried in her pussy. She panted as she rested her chest on the sheets. 
 
   I stared at the mirror. I closed my eyes, imagining with pleasure and raw pain what it would be like to look at the very same scene, but with another man's cock inside my wife. My dick pulsed. 
 
   I don't know how long we were like that. Maybe just a few minutes. Panting. Kathy seemed spent. 
 
   But the more I thought about seeing her, just like this, spread open and pumped full of cum, but by someone else...my dick twitched and grew solid again. 
 
   I pulled on Kathy's legs and awkwardly waddled so that still had my cock in her cunt when I arrived at the new position I wanted. 
 
   Kathy let me move her like a doll. She moaned a little and brought her fist to her mouth. “Oh God,” she said. “I can't take any more. It's too...” 
 
   But she cut herself off as I rested my weight on top of her body, and began to fuck her slowly. She squirmed a little, and I knew because she had just come twice she was too sensitive to endure more. But I just kept sliding in and out of her, and eventually her discomfort turned to heat, and she began to move with me. Her mouth was open, and her eyes were fixed on the headboard as I pumped myself into her again. 
 
   It took much longer to make myself come this time. Kathy's pussy was so slick and full of my cum there was hardly any friction. I grasped her hair and leaned down close to her. “I love you,” I said. I was pleased that she squeezed me, and pressed against my chest and body more tightly. 
 
   “I love you, too,” she said. 
 
   We fucked more passionately than we had since we had first declared our love for each other. I ripped my shirt away and wrapped my arms around her, pressing our hot, sticky skin together, until we both came again. Kathy gripped the sheets and yelled into the mattress. 
 
   I panted on top of her for a moment, my face in her beautiful, sweaty hair. The scent of sex was so strong it seemed to fill the whole room. I inhaled it, and then rolled over on my back. I kicked my pants away.  
 
   Kathy rolled around, pushing her tangled dress down and away from her as she did, so she was naked except for her bra. She brought her forearm to her forehead. “Wow,” she said. 
 
   Wow was right. That had really been something.
 
   We lay there without saying anything for a while. 
 
   She turned to me. “I guess I see now what the...idea is,” she said. 
 
   “The idea,” I repeated. Blood hadn't quite gotten around to circulating in my brain enough to turn the lights back on up there. 
 
   “Yeah,” she said, turning on her side. “You know, like why you think this is a good idea. Now I get it.” 
 
   It. My brain coughed to life and I felt a renewed surge of energy kick through me. My chest felt tight with emotion again. 
 
   “What do you get?” I said, turning toward her slowly. This was what I hoped she might say all along, I realized, and I didn't want to disturb whatever delicate balance there was going on inside of her. 
 
   She looked up at the ceiling. Then she blew her bangs away from her face. She giggled. “I don't know,” she said, laughing lightly. “Oh God, don't make me talk about it.” 
 
   I pulled her hand away from her face. She closed her eyes. “Okay. It's like...oh God, Paul, I don't know. I just 'get it,' okay?” 
 
   I felt my heart jump. It was exactly what I would have said I wanted to hear. It was clear that she did “get it,” and anyway, what's there to say about it other than “I get it?” It was more about feelings, and hard ones to describe, at that. 
 
   Still, it left me feeling disappointed. I wanted her to say more, more about what she “got,” more about what she would do now that she got it. I suppose I wanted to hear her say that she understood how much it turned me on, and that she liked me being turned on. I suppose I wanted those exact words. 
 
   But I didn't want to press my luck. 
 
   I rolled back onto my back. “It makes me appreciate what I have,” I said. “That's what it is for me. Seeing you with another guy makes me feel like I'm seeing you for the first time, or maybe...I don't know, seeing that someone else wants you as much as...” I stopped.
 
   Kathy finished for me. “As you used to.” 
 
   “I didn't mean it like that,” I said, but I did mean it like that. 
 
   She closed her eyes. “It's okay. It's just the truth.”
 
   We had talked about this before: how living together for so long had, the way it had on everyone we ever knew, taken its toll on us. That we had become less interested in each other, less interested in sex. The excitement faded between us the same way it had for everyone else. And just like everyone else, we had thought we would be so different. We had talked about it all the time before it happened: how we would always be attracted to each other, how our love was so strong it would never breed disinterest and contempt, like everyone else's marriage.
 
   I know. It's the oldest story in the book. We were never special. It was kind of sad, and Kathy had said it was. She didn't like to talk about it, not because she didn't believe it, but because she felt like we had failed at something. 
 
   I stared at her. It was so unusual for her to resign to saying those words out loud. It's just the truth.
 
   She seemed like she was falling asleep. My heart ached as I looked at her. 
 
   Then her eyes opened, very silently and heavily, like a doll's. 
 
   “That's what I get about this. It's like...it can maybe make everything new again. You know? I felt like...like we used to.”
 
   She turned her head on the pillow and looked at me.
 
   “Is that it?” she asked. 
 
   It was mostly it. 
 
   Okay...maybe it was part of it. There was definitely an element of “it” for me that was purely sexual. Purely a twisted thing in my own mind that made my cock get hard thinking about my wife fucking another man. There was something animal and base inside of me, and it had very little to do with this particular version of the story that Kathy seemed to want believe.
 
   That's not to say that renewing our passion and love for each other had nothing to do with “it” in my own mind. It was quite possibly the largest part. 
 
   Or...say, it was split...60/40. 
 
   Something like that. 
 
   I smiled for her. We kissed again. 
 
   And then we ordered room service.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   The rest of that convention was largely uneventful. Kate Orel went to meetings and presentations dressed as...well, Kate Orel. She turned heads, but she did it by just walking into the room and sitting down. I enjoyed watching her, watching her draw the attention of every man in attendance right away from the presentation and into their own fantasies about what they would do if they could get their hands on her tits. 
 
   She didn't dress over the top that year. She had some skirts that fit a little more snugly. Silk blouses that dipped low across her breasts. 
 
   We shared a room that year, and she didn't pick up any more men, I remember that. It was enough that she had gotten so close, enough that our game of her pretending to be another woman seemed to be working. 
 
   It was fun, that first year. 
 
   But then, on the plane, she had leaned back in her seat and smiled at me. 
 
   “So...” she began. Her eyes were full of mischief. 
 
   I looked at her, unsure of what to say. 
 
   “That was fun,” she said. 
 
   I nodded. 
 
   She reached for an in-flight magazine. “I'm looking forward to next year.” 
 
   My cock pulsed. She was smiling, looking at a picture of hamburgers as though it was fascinating. 
 
   Then she slid her hand over and into my lap, where her fingers found the shape of my cock and rubbed along the length of it. “Looks like you are, too.” 
 
   I was still staring. 
 
   She flicked her eyes over to me. “Maybe we'll have to do something a little more...adventurous.” 
 
   She squeezed my cock. 
 
   “Um...” I said. 
 
   I had the distinct feeling that we probably needed to talk about it a little more. I mean...if we were going to “get more adventurous,” and that meant what I thought it meant.
 
   But that was a year away...
 
   And Kathy was unfolding a blanket over the two of us. With a secretive smile, looking out the window, she unbuckled my pants and pulled my cock out. She began to stroke the length of it underneath the blanket.
 
   I stared straight ahead. Then I gave a quick glance around the cabin. Fortunately, the flight was not full and so the seats across the aisle from us were unoccupied except for an old lady who was asleep. Thankfully. 
 
   “Kath,” I breathed, but the roar of the plane swallowed up my voice. 
 
    Kathy's handjob was slow, almost to the point of being torture. Her face was awash with amusement as my body grew tenser and tenser next to her. She leaned over, as though she was cuddling me, and switched her hand. But she went on with the same excruciatingly slow pace. 
 
   “I really liked you watching me,” she said in a whisper. “I have an idea.” 
 
   Her hand moved from the base of my cock to the tip. I clenched the seatrest. Down went her hand. Her thumb remained at the crown and made a lazy circle over my head, smearing my sticky precum over the glans. 
 
   I waited. 
 
   “What if,” she said, “we just made this a thing. Once a year. And whatever happens, we leave it behind when we get home?”
 
   My torso went cold. Her hand was driving me wild. The tide of my orgasm seemed to just rise and rise, with no relief in sight. Was Kathy actually proposing this? 
 
   “Do you mean...” I breathed, when she let a few minutes go by without saying anything. “Do..you...mean...you want to do something more?”
 
   Kathy leaned in to me and placed her mouth very close to my ear. Her breath sent shivers up and down my spine, caressing my earlobe, hot and damp but silent. Teasing. Her hand moved at its steady pace, and I felt myself rising to the tipping point. But oh-so-slowly. 
 
   Finally, Kathy's lips moved, nibbling on my ear as she said:
 
   “Yes. That's exactly what I mean, Paul.” 
 
   I leaned forward as my cock exploded, pulling the blanket toward my dick to try and catch all of the cum as it burst out of me. Holding back from yelling proved impossible, and I let out a groan. 
 
   I felt Kathy patting me on the back. I looked to the side of my lap, and saw a flight attendant's legs. “He's just got some kind of stomach bug,” she said casually. “We knew the flight was going to be like this.”
 
   I looked up. “I'm fine,” I assured her. 
 
   Kathy leaned back against her seat and grinned. I sat up, staring at the woman in the seat next to me. 
 
   So unlike my wife.
 
    
 
   But was I really complaining?


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 5
 
   THREE YEARS AGO
 
    
 
   “Kathy?” 
 
   I stared at the credit card bill in my hand.
 
   “I don't care if you want to or not,” I heard Kathy calling out, as she swished down the hallway, “you have to do it and that's that.”  She lowered her voice to a whisper as she walked into the room. “Jesus,” brushing a strand of hair from her face. She was sweating lightly. “Those kids have really turned into lippy monsters overnight.” 
 
   I looked at her. “Were you just running?” 
 
   She had little droplets of sweat on her forehead.
 
   “Yeah,” she said, pushing her hair from her face again. 
 
   The gesture unsettled me, though I couldn't say why at the time. 
 
   Kathy put her hands on her hips. “What do you need?” she said. She was slightly out-of-breath. “I have some more reps to do.” 
 
   My stomach went cold and hot again. “I, uh...” What had I called her in here for?
 
   Kathy's eyes fell on the paper in my hand. 
 
   “Oh,” she said, snatching it from me. “That. This is all paid off. I was going to tell you not to even look at it.” 
 
   Her body moved in the direction of the door. 
 
   “Kathy, it's almost three thousand dollars.” 
 
   “Uh...most of that is just plane tickets,” she said. 
 
   I wanted to take the statement back from her. Most of it did not appear to be “plane tickets,” but shops with names like “Laura's Intimates” and “Victoria's Secret.” 
 
   She stopped in the doorway and looked back at me. “I had some things I had to buy. For our next convention. Don't worry. You'll get to see what they are.” 
 
   I stared at her. 
 
   It was May. The convention was in November. 
 
   She shrugged. “There were some sales. Look, I have to get back to my workout.” 
 
   My mouth was still hanging open. 
 
   I couldn't think of a single thing to say.
 
   After she left, I spun around and sat back down in the office chair. 
 
   A vague sense of malaise was coming over me. One that was very difficult to put my finger on. 
 
   After all, there was no arguing that a vague sense of arousal was also coming over me. 
 
   I had gone right along with Kathy's plans on the airplane. I could scarcely believe the good luck I had, that after all these years of fantasizing about Kathy doing this very thing, I had stumbled onto a way to broach the subject. 
 
   And she had been receptive. 
 
   And she was now going ahead with it.
 
   Full steam ahead with it.
 
   Buying lingerie.
 
   Six months before we were supposed to leave. 
 
   I could feel my blood pressure rising. I was breathing quickly. My chest felt like I had swallowed a chunk of ice. 
 
   Since we had our “conversation” on the plane, we hadn't talked about the idea at all. It had infused our sex life with passion, and there was no denying that – at least for me – the new, sweaty, wild fucking that we were doing was inspired by what had taken place at the last convention, and our plans to do it again, and take it further. But we didn't really talk about it, not even dirty talk while we were having sex. Sure, every now and then we'd do a little role-playing, but it didn't seem any more serious than the occasional dirty-talk we had always engaged in if we had too much wine. 
 
   In fact, it had kind of started to seem like a dream, what had happened before. 
 
   And yet, here it was: evidence that it wasn't a dream. Kathy had plans.
 
   And not only did she have plans, she was thinking way ahead. 
 
   This was what I wanted, wasn't it?
 
   I sighed. I looked at my reflection in the glass of the office window. 
 
   This was my plan, after all. My fantasy. This was exactly the sort of thing I would have jerked off to in the shower a year ago. Finding Kathy's bill for lingerie, lingerie that she planned to wear with another man.
 
   I put my hand to my forehead and found that I was sweating.
 
   If this was what I wanted, why the fuck did I feel so uneasy about it?
 
   I pressed my fingertips to my eyelids and tapped them.
 
   Dark thoughts began to crowd my mind. 
 
   And at the same time, I couldn't help imagining Kathy in her new lingerie. A lace black thong nestled between her buttocks, the intricate lace spreading out over the triangle of her sex. Her breasts spilling over the edges of the lace embroidery of a jet-black bra. 
 
   Kathy, stretched out on a bed, writhing in liquid, feline stretches while she looked up at another man. A pair of big hands on her hip bones, grazing her skin and sending a ripple of gooseflesh over her stomach. A little spasm on her soft belly as the hands peeled the black lace away from her body...
 
   My cock was rock-hard. 
 
   I pushed myself away from the desk and spun the chair around to face the door. 
 
   Unease or no unease, I figured I should probably go see if Kathy needed any help with her workout. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 6
 
   SIX MONTHS LATER
 
    
 
    
 
   “Hello,” Kathy said cheerfully, extending her hand. 
 
   I watched her face as I took her hand. She didn't even blink. Cool as a cucumber. No smile, no wink, just a pretty, dolled-up face looking back at me with a pleasant expression that I, like everyone at the table, would have called seductive.
 
   Oh, they all would have loved for this woman to be looking at them seductively.
 
   I stared. 
 
   “I'm Kate Orel,” she said, looking around the table. She gave her name tag a little flip as she said it. 
 
   I stared at her. Her voice didn't falter for a second, even when she looked right at Mike, who had met her at least ten times before as my wife, Kathy Banks. 
 
   Where was this confidence coming from?
 
   And where the hell did her dress come from? 
 
   She slid her shoulders out of a silver-gray, knee length jacket, and from that point on I knew where her confidence came from at least in part: she knew that no one here was going to be scrutinizing her face. For one thing, they would be unable to rip their eyes away from hourglass curves tucked into the black dress she was wearing. It was a conservative dress in the sense that it rose to enclose her throat in a tight turtleneck, and showed no flesh on her torso, but non-conservative (especially for Kathy) in the sense that it was plastered to her figure. The fat curve of her breasts could not be ignored, and it was almost more tantalizing to see the teardrop shape of them, unfettered by a bra, shaping the black fabric of her dress, than to actually see them exposed. Black, which had never especially been her color, reacted gorgeously with her platinum hair and set off her eyes. Her generous hips burst from the narrow channel of her waist. 
 
   Even I could have been convinced that I had never met this woman before. 
 
   The table was silent as she slid into her chair. I could see the flush of pleasure this act was giving her, whether she would admit it later or not. 
 
   Everyone was reduced to an awkwardness that felt like high school. 
 
   Including me. 
 
   “Kate,” Mike said finally. I turned slowly toward him. He was reaching his hand across the table. “I'm Mike Levin. I saw you last year but I never got a chance to introduce myself.” 
 
   I shuddered a little. The memory of Kate Orel had stayed with Mike for a year, huh? And last year's Kate Orel had not been nearly as...”Kate Orel” as the woman who was sitting down at the table with us. 
 
   Kathy – and at this point, I think I'll start using Kate – extended her hand. “Better late than never,” she purred. 
 
   I almost got whiplash of the eye looking back and forth between the two of them. Kate was smiling devilishly and Mike was blubbering like a moron. 
 
   And what the hell was my wife doing flirting with Mike, of all people? He wasn't really the kind of person we could just walk away from if she got...involved with him. 
 
   This was not what I wanted. 
 
   I felt something on my leg. I moved it in confusion, and the thing followed me. More insistent this time. Soft, insistent, rubbing up and down my calf -
 
   Kate's foot. 
 
   I shot her a look. She smiled and shook her head ever-so-slightly.
 
   What did that mean?
 
   Her foot moved slowly up my leg, and then darted away. Before I knew it, her toes were sliding along my inseam. 
 
   I stared at her. She had a faint smile on her lips, but she was looking at Mike attentively. 
 
   “Are you going on the rum tour?” Mike was asking her.
 
   “Hmm,” she said, and her lips parted invitingly. “What's on the rum tour?” 
 
   I tried very hard, and probably failed, not to continue staring at my wife openly with my eyeballs falling out of their sockets. Yesterday, we had boarded the plane together and she had been her regular self. She had blubbered for about two minutes talking to the baggage clerk because she had stuck the baggage tag together. She had worn her hair in a bun, loose pants and a plain shirt. No make-up. She had spilled tomato juice on herself and not really wiped it off, and then she had almost fallen into a taxi after tripping on the curb. She kissed me goodbye, looking travel-worn and pale, a little unkempt, and being her usual self.
 
   This woman, purring sexually and asking about rum tours, dressed in this killer black dress, was not my wife. 
 
   “Do you know Paul?” Mike said. 
 
   “We're both out of the Springs,” Kate's sultry voice rumbled. I looked quickly to Mike. Surely that would tip him off, that this was actually my wife? Now, a more embarrassing fear snaked through me: what were we going to say when he put it all together? 
 
   But Mike was barely listening. He didn't care how Kate Orel knew me. His eyes were moving lazily over the s-shape of her figure, next to him in a chair. Kate was stretched out and arched in a feline pose. 
 
   Only the corner of her mouth revealed her amusement. 
 
   “Springs, huh? That's Colorado. I'm Jake Haberman, Minnesota.”
 
   Every guy at the table made an utter fool of himself barging forward and leaning across the table to greet her, while I stared in disbelief. 
 
   The day's activity consisted of a team-building activity involving nails and blocks, which was just the sort of thing Kathy would have figured out in ten seconds. Kate, however, leaned on her elbows and purred in fascination at every single thing the vying bucks at the table said or did. I leaned on the table as well, grunting in approval from time to time. I was leaning to attempt to cure the sick feeling in my stomach, to hide my erection, to be closer to Kate's pretty face and ample bosom. I don't know. My stomach was getting tossed around wildly. 
 
   Then we sat through some presentations. I stared at the back of Kate's pretty updo. Mike alternated between staring at her tits and her legs. Jake just went for the tits, every time. My neck burned. 
 
   The rules we had tentatively discussed clearly stated that she wasn't supposed to sleep with anyone we knew well, I was thinking. So Mike was out. I watched as she leaned over to him at one point during the presentation, close, closer, so close to his ear. Mike smiled at whatever she was saying, and then he stifled a laugh. 
 
   Kate Orel twirled a pen in her fingers and looked back down at the notes she was taking. Finally, something my wife did. Some remnant of her inside this other woman. 
 
   The presentations (gratefully) ended, and Kate Orel packed up her neat little leather bag, and waved a hand at each of us, before slinking like a cat out of the room. 
 
   “What the fuck,” Mike breathed, “is the universe trying to do to me?” 
 
   For a second I went cold. It felt as though maybe he had sussed out our strange little game. My guilty conscience burst open and I felt my face go red. 
 
   “I'm a married man,” he said. “I am a reformed, non-philandering, married man. Happily married.” He closed his blank notebook. “I do not need this.” 
 
   A few other guys at the table raised their eyebrows. 
 
   I breathed a sigh of relief. Only for a second. A second for not getting caught. Then I remembered what I had been agitated by, and I excused myself to go look for my wife. Kathy Banks. Or, if I couldn't find her, the woman who had inhabited her body. Kate Orel. 
 
   The rooms at the hotel that year had been booked all together as a block. When I got to our floor, Kate was already walking briskly down the hallway, away from the elevators. Her walk was sexy, a fast clip, a totally different walk. Even though no one was looking. 
 
   I ran-walked after her and caught her by the arm. I pulled her with me to an enclave around the corner. 
 
   “What are you doing?” I hissed. My voice seemed angrier than I thought I was. Wilder. 
 
   God. I sounded out of control.
 
   “What do you mean?” Kate said, leaning forward to peer around the wall. She placed one foot against the wall and leaned back with her arms folded across her stomach. 
 
   “I mean, Mike is off-limits. We agreed to that.” 
 
   Kate Orel chuckled. It was an infuriating chuckle, one I'll never forget. She opened her mouth and made a feral noise. “Mike Levin? Are you fucking kidding me?” she whisper-yelled. “He's such a...dweeb.” 
 
   Her stomach twitched with buried laughter. 
 
   I stared at her. She tipped her head questioningly. 
 
   “So what are you doing?” I repeated. 
 
   She shrugged. “Getting into the spirit of things.” She smiled again. “It's pretty fun.” 
 
   A wave of actual fury rolled over me. The only problem was, even as it overtook me, I was trying to place the source of it. I couldn't. 
 
   I must have stood there breathing heavily, a wild look in my eye, for long enough that I alerted her to my altered state. She narrowed her eyes and looked at me inquiringly. “What the heck is your problem?” she said. “I thought you liked watching me flirt?”
 
   “I do.”
 
   She shook her head. “It doesn't seem like you do.” 
 
   She looked behind us again. When she turned back to me her voice was no longer a whisper. “Fine. We'll just forget about this whole thing, then,” she said. She pressed her hand against my shirt. “I have to go. I agreed to type up some minutes for Darcy.” 
 
   She pushed away from the wall as if she was going to leave. 
 
   Forget about this whole thing.
 
   “Wait,” I said, in a whisper and a panic. “No. Wait. That isn't...”
 
   It wasn't what I wanted.
 
   Or was it?
 
   “That isn't what I want.”
 
   She looked toward the ceiling and bounced a little. “Oh come on! Paul! What do you want, then?” 
 
   I waved my hands over her. “nothing. No, I mean, don't change anything. I just...everything is fine. Just keep at it. I just got...I just got crazy. I thought you were, you know, you had something going on with Mike-”
 
   She sniffed disdainfully.
 
   “-and I...you know, this is part of it. The jealousy. It's...look, I'm sorry. Forget I said anything. Please. You're fucking hot.” I was blabbering.
 
   She put her finger on my lips. “Okay. Stop talking. Just tell me what you want to do.” 
 
   I suddenly felt like an ass. 
 
   “Because I don't want to go through with something, Paul, if you're going to keep freaking out,” she said, after I didn't say anything for a while.  
 
   I tried to turn it around. “I'll freak out privately from now on.”
 
   “Paul!”
 
   I shook my head and hung it at the same time, waving my hands up in some kind of gesture of surrender and trying to magic everything away. “Please. Plan is the same. I'm fine, really. I just think I didn't expect you to be so...”
 
   I looked up at her. Her head was tipped forward and she was staring me down. 
 
   “Sexy,” I said, finishing my thought. 
 
   Her arms flew out from both sides in exasperation. “I thought that was the whole point of this!” 
 
   “It was..” I said. “It is,” I quickly added. 
 
   We looked at each other for bit. 
 
   Kate's face was confused for minute, but amusement quickly replaced her expression. She reached down and slid her hand into my pants. Right into my underwear. Her hot, dry palm closed around my cock. Her other hand began to work on my belt, loosening the tight squeeze between her wrist and my stomach. “Let's say you tell me, right now, what you want,” she purred, “and that's what the deal will be. Okay?” 
 
   She smiled as my cock pulsed in her hand. 
 
   “Kathy,” I breathed, looking nervously past the wall behind her to the hallway. There weren't many rooms at the end of this hallway, only a staircase that no one used; still, it was a dangerous place to be up to these shenanigans. 
 
   She didn't follow my gaze, or turn around. “Kate,” she said, correcting me. Her other hand was now sliding my zipper down.
 
   “Kate,” I breathed, placing a hand on her busy left hand, but not in a very convincing way. “I don't...think...”
 
   I stopped mid-sentence as my wife slid down to her knees, pulling my pants and underwear down with her in a single tug. Before I could protest (or even figure out what was going on), her mouth was open and my cock was inside of it. 
 
   Even though I was a little turned on by her performance at the meeting, and her dress, and the squeeze she'd given me in her hand while she was teasing me, I was also utterly shocked. My cock was mostly soft as she took me inside of her, but it didn't take long for the wet, hot interior of her mouth to send me pulsing to life. She slid her tongue around my shaft in circles as my cock grew hard, and then she let it fill her mouth completely, all the way deep into her throat. 
 
   I clutched the wall and stared down at her, open-mouthed. “Kathy!” I gasped. 
 
   She placed a hand near the base of my shaft and slid her mouth up and to the tip of cock, releasing me with a pop. She looked up at me and smiled. “Kate,” she insisted. 
 
   What had I planned to say? We're in a hallway, someone could come by any minute, what? It flew out of my head as Kate, my anti-wife, slid her tongue out of her mouth and licked the tip of my cock. She made a quick swirl around the glans, along the sensitive ridge of it, and then she placed her whole mouth on me again. First the head of my cock was absorbed into her wet mouth, then her lips slid down, all the way to the base of my shaft. 
 
   In less than a minute, she had me worked up to bursting. She bobbed her head over my dick, taking me deep – something Kathy was always able to do but rarely did. This time, though, she was sucking the cum right out of my cock, and I was, incredibly, firing off like a rocket. I sucked in my breath as my cum spurted out of my dick. 
 
   Kathy shocked me even more by swallowing it all. She actually pushed herself down to the base of my cock and let me cum deep in the back of her throat. As she pulled away from me, she sucked on my dick so hard that it made me shudder in quasi-pain. She released me with another wet pop, and then she looked up at me while she wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb. 
 
   She stood up, adjusting her hair and giving a final swipe on her lips. As though nothing had transpired at all. 
 
   I was still there with my pants down. In a daze, I reached for them and started to pull them up. 
 
   “Don't worry,” she said, smiling. “I already have my sights set on someone, and he is definitely not Mike.” 
 
   I looked at her. I couldn't think of anything to say or do, except to blink slowly and say: “That was hot.” 
 
   She put her arms on my shoulders and kissed me. “It's too bad I have to go,” she said. Her hips ground against mine. “I'm really, really, so turned on right now.” 
 
   “Because you're thinking about this guy of yours?” 
 
   “Well,” she said casually. “That, too.” Then she pushed me away and looked behind her into the hallway. Then she slipped away, without so much as a goodbye. 
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   “Katie, Kate-Kate-Kate,” Pete slurred. He ran over to my wife with gleeful cheer. His rum sloshed out of his glass. “We're getting together up in my room,” he said. Then he ostentatiously indicated that he had some weed. 
 
   It turned out that at the rum factory, visitors received free samples at nearly every turn of the visit. Then, because we were not in America and on a tour bus, we all drank half the supply of rum we had purchased at the end of the tour. By the time the VerdeCo group tumbled out of the tour bus at the hotel, we were all good and loaded. 
 
   Kate had been there, wearing a pretty white sundress that cut low across her chest and arms, leaving her shoulders bare and giving the tantalizing impression that it might slip off any moment. I remembered our excessive credit card bill, and my annoyance about it began to fade away. It was all worth it if Kate was going to slink along in a dress like that. 
 
   She was drinking with a lot of people, in her flirtatious way, but she didn't really seem to be attaching herself to any one man. Not that she didn't have almost endless options. Nearly every guy at the convention was slobbering over her and talking about her. She would near like a celestial body and then float away with equal grace, and the moment she left their orbit, they started talking about all the things they'd like to do to her. 
 
   And I was was right there. Like a vulture I circled in, and leaned against a railing to “overhear” ever detail I possibly could.  
 
   But then, at the end of the tour, she disappeared. 
 
   She didn't get on the bus.
 
   I had texted her, and she had never written back.
 
   And now, here she was.
 
   It's fair to say that when Kate walked into a room these days, she drew all the attention straight herself. Which was why Pete probably didn't notice at first the thing I saw. The thing I noticed immediately. The thing that made my blood boil and ice over in quick cycles and sent my pulse racing. I felt the cold twist in my lower belly, the feeling I'd become so used to lately. 
 
   Jealousy. 
 
   Kate's slender hand was inside of another man's hand. A large hand. 
 
   A very, very dark hand. 
 
   Next to her was an incredible specimen of man: tall, with a lean athletic physique, dressed very neatly in a pricey-looking suit. Kate dropped his hand and slid her arm through his as she listened to Pete. 
 
   I was drunk. So drunk. I wiped my bleary eyes and stared some more. 
 
   Kate was evidently introducing the two of them – her hot guy and Pete. Pete let his hand get shaken my the big paw of the black man. He smiled, flashing a row of pearly white teeth. 
 
   Then he dropped his hand. And slid it around my wife's waist. And then down.
 
   I couldn't see exactly, but I felt pretty sure his hand was on her ass. 
 
   Kate took a very brief second to look around the bar.
 
   Her eyes met mine, and they twinkled at me briefly. Mischievously. 
 
   Almost immediately, though, she turned her face back to her new “friend.” A knife of cold jealousy plunged down my chest as she placed her hand on his chest, and smiled at him. She had to stand on her tiptoes, even in her high heels, just to get her mouth anywhere near his ear. 
 
   Who the fuck was this guy? I thought sourly. Where the fuck did my wife, even as Kate Orel, pick this guy up? And in such short time? 
 
   The guy shrugged, and thy all began to head toward the bar.
 
   Pete was wasted and buying rounds for anybody who could still see straight and would drink with him, and as Kate and her man sat down, he made this announcement again. “Paul!” he shouted at me, after about five minutes. I was suddenly aware that the music in the bar was considerably louder, and that everyone was very drunk. “This is Kyle Tyler, from Minnesota, he's in marketing! For GreenPan!” GreenPan (“Green Panache” - I know) was a parent company that had taken over VerdeCo in ways I still failed to understand. 
 
   I was looking at my wife, who had a very sly smile on her face. Almost as though she were challenging me. 
 
   But to do what? 
 
   Then man extended his hand, and basically forced mine into his. He clamped down with a firm, smooth shake. His hand seemed like it was twice the size of mine. “Kyle Taylor, nice to meet you, man,” he said pleasantly. “And I do sales, but, uh, not for GreenPan.” He laughed. An easy, what-the-fuck-do-I-care laugh. 
 
   And what the fuck did he care? My wife was sitting next to him with her hand on his knee, leaning closer and closer to him with each passing second. He didn't give a shit if Pete Olsen fucked his name up and called him Kunta Kinte.
 
   I shook his hand anyway and smiled. “Paul. Banks. From Colorado. And I do work for GreenPan. At least that's what I'm told. Welcome to our party.” 
 
   I was pleasantly surprised by my own elan, so I treated myself to a sip of whiskey. I looked Kate in the eye over the rim of the glass. 
 
   “You all visited the rum factory today, huh?” he said. “Yeah, we uh, did that two days ago.”
 
   “What can I get you Tyler?” Pete slurred. 
 
   “Not rum,” Kyle said. “Just a beer, man. One of those San Cristobal's.”
 
   Kate was close to his ear now, and tried not to stare but still get a good luck at her hand sliding over Kyle's thick thigh, rubbing along his inseam, moving closer and closer to his sock. Kyle's almost impassive face twitched a little in obvious pleasure, which rounded itself out on his face with a broadening smile. “And a martini for the lady,” he said. 
 
   Kate purred something in his ear. 
 
   “Dirty,” Kyle added, and totally dropping the conversation, he caught Kate's other hand in his and leaned in toward her. “You like it dirty, huh?” 
 
   The back of my neck felt like someone had set fire to it, while my whole torso was cold with rage. 
 
   And then there was my cock. Bursting to life and pressing out painfully against my pants. 
 
   I watched Kyle's generous mouth press against my wife's heart-shaped lips, and then suck them up like they were a food and he was starving. Their kiss was wet and animal. My cock throbbed. I turned away deliberately and practically shouted at the bartender that I wanted a San Cristobal's as well. 
 
   Kate had started whispering into Kyle's ear.
 
   My face felt hot. This was it. This was obviously the guy my wife had chosen to go through with it with. 
 
   And that was fine. Good. Couldn't be better, in fact. 
 
   I felt a wave of nausea come over me. 
 
   Then I imagined Kyle's dark skin laid over my wife's pale body, or his dark black cock filling up her pussy, and my cock throbbed with so much painful lust that it pushed the nausea away.
 
   Then it came back, as I watched Kate's treasonous hands moving along his thigh. Now her pinkie finger was against something in his jeans, and she was rubbing it lightly. Jesus. If that was his cock, it was halfway down his pant leg. 
 
   My stomach turned with excitement and revulsion, again. 
 
   Kate paused her groping to take her drink, which she sipped with a new-found grace that was almost as shocking as her antics. Then she exclaimed. “Oh! Paul!” she dove into her purse. “I almost forgot. I have your notes for the presentation.” She slipped a legal pad to me. I looked down at it. The words were blurred with the images of my wild imagination, but it did in fact seem to contain notes from a presentation. 
 
   “Huh?” I said stupidly.
 
   Kate didn't miss a beat. She winked at me. “The notes you asked for, silly. You want to go over them tonight?” She lifted the glass to her lips again. “I hope you're not too drunk,” she said off-handedly. 
 
   I took the notepad and held it toward myself. I lifted the first page. Then the second. 
 
    
 
   IF IT IS STILL ON FOLLOW US TO THE BEACH
 
    
 
   it read, in capital letters in the middle of the page. Notes that seemed to be real surrounded the bolded statement. 
 
   Really, Kate? Spycraft? 
 
   I let the lifted papers fall back to the pad with a flutter and looked up at her. I cleared my throat.
 
   This was really it. Everything else before this had been an appetizer. This was what I had asked for. So why did I feel so...what? What did I even feel? 
 
   I looked back at Kate. She smiled at me again, but it was clear she was still waiting for the go-ahead. 
 
   Or was she? Dark thoughts crowded my mind. She obviously had this all on track. She seemed pretty familiar with Kyle already. Maybe she had already done something with him, maybe one of the afternoons I couldn't find her she had already indulged in some “adventures” with this guy.  
 
   My heart rate was so high I'm pretty sure I could have been hospitalized had anyone checked it just then. When I set the legal pad down, I was grateful it was heavy. My hand was shaking and the papers would have fluttered all over the place.
 
   Pete was talking to all of us, really carrying on a good conversation, but no one was listening at all. I couldn't even hear over my pounding blood, but my attention was zeroed in on the way my wife's white dress kept merging with Kyle's dark skin in the periphery of my eye. His hand was on her shoulder...I strained my eyeball, trying to look straight ahead but still get a clear view of them...was he leaning in to -?
 
   Yes. He had slipped a shoulder strap down and was kissing my wife's shoulder.
 
   My cock pulsed and I leaned over the table as a wave of nausea went through me. Together, the two feelings were just painful. 
 
   I heard Kathy laugh. 
 
   No, not Kathy, I reminded myself. Kate.
 
   Unable to stop myself, I shifted in my seat to look at them. Kyle's fingers were underneath the fabric of the dress, playfully slipping the straps off her shoulders, making the fabric bunch near her mountainous breasts. Even Pete couldn't keep his eyes from flicking frantically back and forth from his drink to Kate's chest. Any second now, we all were thinking and hoping, the white fabric would slip just a little too far...
 
   Kyle nuzzled against her neck. They were talking in low voices to each other now, as if no one else was in the world but them. As if they weren't making a scene, acting like teenagers, making out at a bar. 
 
   Kate suddenly swept up her purse, with a throaty laugh. “Guys, I think I need some fresh air,” she said.
 
   Kyle stood up at the same time. His face was smug, because he knew what everyone else knew, and that everyone else knew: there was nothing about “fresh air” motivating this overflowing, excited woman to go outside. 
 
   Pete held his drink up. “Cheers,” he said jovially. Kyle smiled at him. 
 
   Kyle's hands were on my wife's ass. Two big, black hands. Palming my wife's ample buttocks. 
 
   The five minutes I waited felt like five minutes without a breath of air. My chest ached and I was so anxious I couldn't help but sweat and dot my forehead with a bar napkin. 
 
   “You better pack it in,” Pete said to me, after a few minutes of silence. “You look sort of rough.” 
 
   Pete was 150 sheets to the wind, so this was a pretty rough insult coming from him. I dotted my forehead. “Yeah,” I said. “I have to...I better get to bed.” 
 
   I left the bar without even saying goodbye to anyone, including Pete. Once I had decided that some sufficient amount of time (like 3 minutes) had passed. I was in a daze. I felt like everything had sharpened into focus and blurred out of control at the same time. 
 
   I made a big show of getting in the elevator. I went up a floor and then went down the stairs. I cut out through a hallway that looked like a service hallway. I let the scent of the ocean lead me to a darkened glass door. Ignoring the very obvious warning that it was a fire exit, I pushed out the door and into the night. I saw the red and white label advising that this was an emergency exit just as I went through the door, and a new terror seized me. 
 
   “Fuck!” I hissed. 
 
   But, because we were not in America, nothing happened. The door swung closed. 
 
   I shook my head. 
 
   Back to my mission.
 
   I scanned the line of tropical plants in front of me, beyond them the tidy lines of reclining chairs and collapsed umbrellas. The gray, nighttime-blue of the Caribbean. There were quite a few people wandering around on the beach, all of whom seemed to have collaborated to drive me insane. They were all wearing white. 
 
   I stumbled forward and stood close to the bushes.
 
   It was nearly dark, and the inky light was thickening fast. Only the hotel lights illuminated the beach area. Still, where would they have gone, if they were really going to fuck out here? 
 
   And more importantly, how was I going to watch them? 
 
   I headed toward the waterline and pretended to dip my feet in the water. I looked left and right. Figures moved in the darkness, but none looked like what I wanted: a white dress, a dark man. 
 
   I was in the middle of the hotel's beach. It was an enclave that was shared with one other hotel, not really a bay as much as a strip of beach cut off on either side by a cascade of rocks. 
 
   And I was in the fucking middle. 
 
   Arbitrarily, I turned left. I began walking fast, scanning the people on the beach. My heart leaped into my throat when I saw writhing shapes beneath white fabric moving on one of the reclining chairs set out on the beach. The couple had gone to the middle row, and they were making out fervently. It could be them. My pulse raced as I neared their shapes. 
 
   But when I got close, I saw it was just some teenagers. 
 
   I continued walking. The chairs and umbrellas ended. To the left, away from the water, there were banana boats and kayaks stacked up and leaning against wooden lean-to's. I scanned the dark shadows but saw no movement. Nothing. I was nearly at the end of the beach, where the sand ended and the beach became rocky and unnavigable. 
 
   I turned on my heel, my heart pounding and rising and falling inside of me. I felt genuinely ill. I even leaned over with my hands on my knees at one point because I was sure that the combination of sensations in my body was about to spill over as puke. 
 
   But no.
 
   I walked the whole length of the beach. Every step made me wilder. My respiration was elevated to keep up with my racing heart. My chest was squeezing itself inward. I could hear my own breath, hear my blood pounding in my ears. With every step I took, Kyle's hands were clutching at more and more of my wife's body. More of her dress was getting peeled away. Kyle's fingers were probably dipping into her pussy by now, and I still had to find them. 
 
   I swept my eyes over the area to my right. Couples passed by, couples were sitting in the sand, but none of them were Kyle and Kate. I was jogging lightly now. How much time had gone by? Ten minutes? Fifteen? By now another man could have his cock ball-deep in my wife's cunt, making her gasp in ecstasy, and I was walking around on the beach like a blind idiot. 
 
   I reached the end of the beach, just past the other hotel. 
 
   I turned in desperation and looked up into the chairs and benches dotting the beach. 
 
   Nothing. An older couple was seated in two chairs, watching the surf by the light of a tiki torch. 
 
   I spun around again, seeking any place for two people to hide. Cabanas, tents, anything. But there really wasn't anything.
 
   I had left the legal pad behind. Had it really said: “Meet me on the beach?” 
 
   What had it said?
 
   Follow me. Follow me to the beach.
 
   But what if she had intended to go somewhere else? What if they were at a pool or in a room, or a hallway, and I had missed my chance? 
 
   I headed back toward our hotel, my stomach churning. 
 
   What had she said, exactly? I was starting to doubt myself. 
 
   I marched down the beach, now not even trying to hide that I was looking for someone. I went in toward the chairs if I saw anyone sitting in them. I glowered at the people I saw. I knew I looked insane but I didn't care.
 
   And still nothing. 
 
   Maybe she lied to me. 
 
   “Fuck!” I hissed again.
 
   Then I looked to my right. 
 
   The kayaks. The boats. 
 
   My stomach went cold. 
 
   I hadn't really dug around up there. Of course, if someone was going to get up to something naughty on the beach, they would go up into the boats. There was just enough cover behind banana boats and propped-up kayaks to allow someone to get up to...well, whatever they wanted. 
 
   It was now quite dark. As I neared the boats, I started to have trouble seeing where I was going. I had taken off my shoes and I stepped on something sharp and had to muffle a curse.
 
   Fuck. Not that I even knew if my wife was here. Not that there was even a reason to muffle a curse.
 
   I strained to listen for the sounds of people. Low sounds, of seductive voices. Giggles. Panting, because by now they were almost surely well on their way. But my own ragged breathing and clumsy footsteps, along with the faint waves of the ocean, drowned out any other sounds. 
 
   I walked through the several rows of kayaks, looking for movement, and seeing nothing.
 
   Like a madman, I went up and down the beach again. No longer trying to hide myself, or my frantic search. So much so that a couple helpfully asked me if I had lost something. 
 
   “My key!” I hissed, and kept going, looking nothing like a man looking for a key. 
 
   “Just go to the front desk,” the guy said, disbelievingly, but I was practically out of earshot. 
 
   I ran into the hotel and went to Kate's room. I banged on the door. Nothing.
 
   I pressed my ear to the heavy door. 
 
   Nothing. 
 
   She had given me a key. But it was in my own room. 
 
   I leaped down the stairs three at a time, missed a landing, and crashed into the bottom of the stairwell. “Fuck!” I hissed. My knee felt bruised but I was otherwise lucky.      
 
   I burst into my room and dug through the assortment of brochures, papers, and plastic tags on the TV table. No key. 
 
   I searched again. 
 
   I looked on the floor. There it was. I scrambled back up the stairs. Halfway up it occurred to me that this was an awful plan.
 
   After all, what was I going to do? Burst into the room and kick Kyle out? 
 
   I slowed as I reached the third flight of steps. My heart was kicking at the inside of my chest furiously. What if she wasn't even there? 
 
   Where the fuck had she gone?
 
   I walked calmly to her room, and looked up and down the hallway like an amateur before putting my ear to the door again.
 
   Nothing. 
 
   This was a nice hotel, with big thick doors, but still. I'd hear something, right? 
 
   I inserted the card. The click of the lock sounded like a sonic boom. My heart started pounding again as though I were running up the stairs. 
 
   I pushed the door open slightly.
 
   Darkness. The hum of air conditioning. 
 
   Nothing.
 
   I made a strange sound, and then entered the room. I flipped on the lights and looked around.
 
   My heart felt like it had exploded as my eyes came to rest on the figure of a woman sitting on the bed. 
 
   “Jesus. Kathy. What the fuck?! Fuck.” I exhaled. “You scared me.” 
 
   She smiled and set down a glass she was holding, which appeared to have whiskey in it. “I know. It's kind of fun. I feel like an assassin!” She whispered the last word with an odd, out-of-place kind of glee, balling her fists up and smiling. 
 
   I looked at her strangely.
 
   “So?” she said. She gave me an expectant look. She stood up and slinked over to me. “What did you think?” 
 
   She put her arms up on my shoulders. 
 
   “What did I...?” I gasped. “I didn't...I looked for you everywhere!” I stuttered. 
 
   Kathy dropped her arms and looked at me quizzically. “What?” 
 
   I shook my head. “Did you go through with it?” 
 
   She looked shocked. “What do you mean, 'you looked for me?'” 
 
   “Did you fuck him?” I said, losing patience.
 
   She sat down on the bed. “Did you not get my note? Didn't you hear me say we were going out to get some fresh air?”
 
   “But where?!” I said frantically. The realization was dawning on me that Kate's sitting down on the bed, looking shocked, was the answer to my previous question (did you fuck him?) 
 
   She had. She had fucked him, and I had missed it. 
 
   She was looking at me.
 
   “I looked everywhere,” I repeated. “Where were you?” 
 
   She bit her thumb. “The lifeguard thingy. The platform at the...like, sort of by the boats...at the end of the beach...”
 
   We looked at each other.
 
   She dropped her hands in exasperation. “Oh, Paul!” she said in despair. 
 
   Her eyes even seemed to well up with tears. 
 
   She sat down on the bed and almost seemed to pout like a teenager. She put her hand to her forehead. “That's really...” 
 
   I sat down next to her. 
 
   “It's okay,” I said. “It's my fault. It's...we need to plan better next time.”
 
   But now, now that I had a little time to let the disappointment wash over me, it wasn't so bad. I was getting overtaken by my desires again. I moved my hand up her knee, stroking the inside of it and delighting in the way it made a wave of goosebumps ripple over her flesh. I slid my hand up her thigh further. 
 
   “It's too bad I missed it,” I said. “But you can tell me about it.” 
 
   My fingers, moving further up her dress, came into contact with a dried and sticky patch on her skin. 
 
   Cum. Cum that had dripped down her leg and dried there. 
 
   I shuddered. 
 
   I pushed her back on the bed. She looked a little surprised, a little confused, but she went with it. I slid the skirt of her dress up along her hips, and I sucked in my breath when I found that she had no underwear on. 
 
   Not only that, between her legs, the normally unruly patch of hair over her pussy was...gone.
 
   Totally shaved.
 
   I stared for a moment.
 
   Kathy's previous over-confident smile had faded a little. She now looked a little frightened of what I was going to do next. And you might think I'm a shit for it, but that frankly turned me on as much as anything else. 
 
   I was seized by a sudden burst of dominating energy. I grabbed her ankles and pushed them up, spreading her legs and pushing them down against her torso and the bed. I kept my eyes on her treasonous pussy, shaved and smooth. Her skin was red from friction, and the realization that it was another man's rubbing and thrusting that had turned her pale skin so very pink made my cock bounce wildly. I stared down at her. 
 
   “No underwear?” I said.
 
   “I lost them,” she breathed. 
 
   Another ripple of excitement almost made me fall over. 
 
   And then, as I leaned slowly on her legs, pushing them open and down, a pearl-colored cream welled up from the lips of her engorged cunt, formed a large bead where her hole was, and then burst, dribbling down her taint to her pink asshole. 
 
   “You dirty little slut,” I breathed. I looked up at her. “How did he fuck you?” I said. 
 
   Kathy read my face. Then she gave me a tentative smile. “On my hands and knees.”
 
   “Was his cock big?” 
 
   She nodded. 
 
   “How big? Tell me about it.” 
 
   I leaned back on my knees, still holding her legs open. “Tell me about how it felt it your cunt.” 
 
   You dirty little slut, I thought. 
 
   I watched another trickle of cum well up in her pussy, and drip down her taint. Her unfaithful cunt was throbbing now, just thinking about another man fucking her. And I got to watch this beautiful, filthy scene. 
 
   “I could hardly get my hand around it,” she whispered. 
 
   I held my own cock to her opening, swirling the juices that were oozing out of her mound, rubbing my shaft on her clit. She jerked when I pressed against her button. 
 
   “How did it fit?” I said. I slipped the head of my cock into her drenched folds. She certainly seemed stretched, looser. But it could have just been the lubrication that was gushing from inside of her.  
 
   “At first it was too tight,” she breathed, and she smiled as she felt my cock bounce around so wildly that it slipped out from inside of her. “But he...” she closed her eyes for a moment as I rubbed the tip of my dick over her clit and a wave of pleasure swarmed her. 
 
   “He did what?” I prompted.
 
   “He turned me over and he...got me...excited.” I watched a faint stain of crimson crawl over her face. 
 
   “You mean he licked your pussy?” 
 
   She bit her lip and nodded. But I could see her relaxing as she felt the throbbing of my cock. 
 
   “And did you come?” 
 
   She nodded again.
 
   “So he was good?” My voice was shaking, distant. I was too caught up imagining Kyle's big lips nibbling on my wife's clit to speak properly.  
 
   Again she nodded. By now I was sinking slowly inside of her flesh. I was thinking more about how slippery and hot her pussy was, and how some of that was the seed of another man. She was all filled up, all filled up with another man's cum, and she was so loose and slippery I wouldn't ordinarily have been able to come.
 
   Ordinarily. My cock was nearly bursting now, and friction or no friction, the feel of her hot wet flesh and her story of slutdom were plenty to tip me over the edge. 
 
   “And then he fucked you?” I said. 
 
   “After that,” she gasped, “I was so wet his cock slid right in.” 
 
   I thrust deep inside her. 
 
   “Did he fill you up?”
 
   She closed her eyes. “I've never had such a big cock inside of me before,” she breathed. 
 
   Her eyes fluttered open when she felt my cock throb wildly. Then she smiled. 
 
   “It was almost too big. But he got it all in. All the way until his balls were right up against my clit. Smacking it while he fucked...me...” 
 
   I rose up on my knees again, with my cock still inside of her. 
 
   “Make yourself come,” I said. “Think about Kyle fucking you and make yourself come.” 
 
   Kathy looked a little surprised. Or better stated, Kate looked a little surprised. I say Kate because she was certainly game for it, even if she hesitated a little. She brought her fingers to her lips and bit them, teasing me with a smile. And then she slid her hand down her chest, over the bunched fabric of her white dress, and into the bursting red flesh of her cunt.
 
   Her pussy clenched around my cock when she touched her clit. I stared at her finger moving with practiced ease over her nub, at her closed eyes as she seemingly did exactly what I asked: pictured Kyle. Pulses of raw energy squeezed me rhythmically, faster and faster, until her back arched and she pushed up against me, driving my cock deep inside of her, and I felt her already drenched cunt well up with even more hot liquid. 
 
   I had only to thrust a few times to set my own orgasm off like fireworks. It rocked through me, almost dizzying, and I pummeled my seed into her already overflowing, dirty cunt. 
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   After we had sex, Kathy slept deeply. She didn't toss and turn, like I did. I fell asleep with the exhaustion of mind-blowing sex, but at three in the morning, I was jolted awake. The bad thoughts and paranoia began to creep in on me, and they fed off the burst of energy my body gave my mind as I processed all the drinks I'd had. 
 
   Kate, on the other hand, was face down on the bed, her head turned away from me, her hair spread out over the pillow – asleep with a relaxed expression on her face. Undisturbed. 
 
   I had sat up. At three in the morning everything seems more sinister, and this was no exception. 
 
   Until seven in the morning, I was sweating and turning from side to side, thinking about my wife and the fact that she had taken a lover the night before. What if she continued her affair with him? What if there was more to it than just sex? What if she had developed feelings for him? What if she preferred the way he fucked her to me? 
 
   And all the while, Kathy slept. 
 
   When she woke up, she rolled over and snuggled up against my chest. As she did so, the feelings I was having concentrated and plunged right through my stomach and groin. I felt her eyelashes moving on my chest. She was blinking, staring at the wall to the left of me, thinking. But she said nothing. 
 
   I then began to soften inside.
 
    Of course. She just didn't know what to say. She was unsure how to start the conversation. 
 
   “You okay?” I said. I pushed a strand of her hair away from her face. 
 
   She brought the tip of her thumb to her mouth. “I guess so,” she said. “I just...I can't believe we did that.” 
 
   I was on a high again with these words, I don't mind saying. I mean, I know it's a little fucked-up. I pressured her into doing it, and then I wanted her to feel bad about it. I did. It's not exactly pretty, but that's what I wanted, and that's what sent me flying again. My cock twitched, and I felt her eyelashes scrape over my skin as she swung her eyes in that direction. She had felt it. 
 
   But did she know what I was turned on by? Did she know that, sure, I liked what I had seen, but that if I were being honest, my cock was twitching because she felt guilty?
 
   “It's okay,” I said, in a throaty voice. “It's what we decided to do, right?” 
 
   She bit into the tip of her thumb again. “I know...” she said. But she sounded uncertain. Her uncertainty spread through me like I had taken a warm drink of whiskey. My cock got hard as a rock just thinking about the troubled thoughts that might be going through her mind. 
 
   “I asked you to do it, remember?” I said. And then I slid my hand down her torso, taking the sheet off with it. “I liked it.” I knew she could feel that for herself, and I pushed against her so she would definitely feel it. Then I pulled her head back and took her mouth with mine, rolling on top of her as I did. 
 
   Her body was hot from sleeping, and sticky with the remnants of our own wild lovemaking the night before. Sticky with seat and cum from me, and from Kyle. My fingers found her gash, and it was soaked. 
 
   She seemed alarmed as I moved my fingers into her. “Do you want me to take a shower?” she said quickly, and she moved beneath me as though to get out from under her. I kissed her to quiet her, and I shook my head. 
 
   Her troubled expression was like cocaine to me. Really. It electrified my whole body to feel her still struggling slightly, her body still moving with what was left of her thought to go shower. That her face still looked uncertain, that I knew she was thinking she was too dirty for her husband – it made precum gush from the tip of my cock. I guided myself to her hole, where I knew my own cum and the cum of her lover were mingled and dribbling from inside of her. 
 
   The guilt on her face was about more than just that, though. I knew this, too, and my cock pulsed as I was sliding inside her:
 
   She felt guilty because her cunt was slippery with her own excitement. She was just as turned on by whatever she was thinking, whatever guilt she was feeling, as I was. 
 
   And so I went with it. I plunged inside of her and pushed her legs open beneath me. “Do you feel guilty?” I breathed into her ear. “Have you been a bad girl?” 
 
   My cock pulsed furiously when I said this, so surely she knew it was part of the game. 
 
   And she went along with it. She clutched me and raked her fingernails down my back lightly. “I've been a really bad wife,” she said. “I can't stop thinking about it.” 
 
   She squeezed me in response to the jerking of my cock inside of her. She let out a little gasp and her pussy tightened around me. I could feel her juices boiling out of her, coating my balls, dribbling down her taint and welling up in the eyelet of her ass before drizzling onto the sheets. I wasn't even fucking her: I was too afraid that I would explode inside of her if I moved an inch. My cock kept throbbing, and she began to twist and grind beneath me, trying to get me to fuck her. 
 
   It was so different, this kind of thing. So different from our usual dull sex. My wife was wild beneath me, hungry for me to fuck her until she came. She was soaking wet and her cunt was pulsing around my cock, even if she did feel a little bad for fucking another man. 
 
   “You can't stop thinking about how bad you've been?” I whispered, letting her writhe beneath me, “or you can't stop thinking about the man you fucked?” 
 
   “Oh God,” she breathed. She pulled on my back and her fingernails dug into the flesh of my upper back. She pulled her body close to mine and her thighs suddenly developed an incredible strength. Her hips moved and she ground against me violently until I felt her whole body go rigid with an orgasm. “Oh God!” she whispered again. 
 
   I could feel her pussy overflowing. I had to do nothing more than move my cock once and I was also over the edge, filling her guilty cunt with my seed. 
 
   I collapsed on top of her, and we panted against each other like that for a moment. 
 
   Kathy turned to me and placed her head on my chest. Her fingers played with the hair on my torso for a bit, and then she pulled her hand close to her body. 
 
   “Paul,” she said. And then she fell silent.
 
   I looked down at her enquiringly. 
 
   “Was this okay?” she said. “I'm sort of...I don't know.” 
 
   I sat up and pulled her with me. “Hey,” I said. “No...it's...what do you mean? This is exactly what I asked you to do. It...wait, are you okay?”
 
   She sat back on her hands. “I mean, I think so. If you are.” 
 
   I frowned. “Kath,” I said. “This is really...it's a fantasy of mine, you know, it's what I want...but if you don't like it...” I shook my head. 
 
   Kathy blinked. “No, it's not that I don't like it...I just wanted to be sure that you...I don't know. You're actually...okay.”
 
   “It was my idea,” I laughed. 
 
   She seemed a little reassured by that. 
 
   I put my hand up to her cheek. “You seemed so in control of it,” I said. “It's funny to hear you saying this now.” 
 
   She brought a hand to her forehead and scratched it. “Well..it's just...uh...I don't know.”
 
   “I like your new personality,” I said. Then I added quickly. “I mean, I like your new personality sometimes. Not as a permanent change or anything.”
 
   I couldn't have even told myself, for a million dollars, if that was a lie or not. 
 
   “Don't you like her?” I said, when she was quiet for a while. 
 
   “I do...” she said, hesitantly. 
 
   It was strange to see hesitation on her part. She was so in command of the voluptuous, sexpot that was Kate Orel.  
 
   “What's wrong?” I asked. 
 
   She shrugged. “I don't know. I think I'm...” she looked up at the ceiling. She squinted, as though there were something there for her to read, some secret. “I think I'm disappointed,” she said finally, almost as if the answer surprised her. 
 
   “Disappointed?” I said, having a hard time and possibly failing to keep the disappointment out of my own voice. 
 
   “Yeah, it was hot when it happened, because I thought you were there...you know? But after you said you weren't, it just seemed sort of...trashy.” 
 
   My heart fluttered wildly. 
 
   “But if I'm watching you're still okay with it?” I said. 
 
   “That's fun,” she agreed. “That's something, I don't know...I could do again. But when I thought about doing this, or I got excited, it was more about like, I don't know...seeing you see me. Without that I just don't really even like it.” 
 
   “Even though Kyle had such a huge cock?” 
 
   She slapped me. “Be serious. I'm serious here.”
 
   I was too, I thought.
 
   Almost like she could read my hand, she slapped me lightly with the back of her hand again. “Big cocks aren't that big of a deal. Such a myth,” she said. 
 
   “Yeah right,” I said.
 
   Inside, though, something was getting stirred up again. Kathy's words were searing through me. She liked it if I was watching.
 
   She preferred it if I was watching. 
 
   Even though I had just come, I could feel desire stirring up inside of me again. 
 
   “So how did you and loverboy leave it?” I said. Even though it made no sense, I still felt a slight, angry jealousy toward Kyle. I still had to mock him. Call him 'loverboy.'
 
   “Why?” Kathy purred. 
 
   Did I dare to tell her? Did I dare to even suggest what I was thinking? 
 
   “Well,” I said, suggestively. “I may have a plan.” 
 
   “Tell me while I shower,” she said. “And then you need to get out of here.” She stood up, and slinked into the bathroom. 
 
   I rolled over and opened up her laptop. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 7
 
    
 
   The day after the rum factory visit, almost no one attended the presentations. Several presenters, in fact, were not in attendance. 
 
   In spite of my lack of sleep, and my utter disinterest in anything but my wife and her alter-ego, and her reeling in Kyle for another round that evening (one I could watch), I put on a suit and tried to make the best of the day. After leaving Kate, I actually went to the late morning presentations. 
 
   Kate was nowhere to be found. I had hoped to see her. Sit across from this woman who was and wasn't my wife, and feel the energy between us. I wanted to watch her ignore me, or give me a wink from across the room. But she had, like almost everyone else, decided to skip the day. Without her there, my mind slipped over and over into imagining her with Kyle. Picturing his cock inside of her. Then I got creative, and had them doing things she hadn't told me about. Then I got even more creative, and filthy, and perverted. There was no end to what I could imagine my wife doing with Kyle.  
 
   At 3pm the presentations came to an end. The ten or so die-hards and tee-teetotalers in the group gave a sigh of relief and trickled out of the conference rooms. I was still hard from my fantasizing, so I walked with my suit jacket in front of me. 
 
   I took a shortcut through the breezy courtyard where one of the smaller pools in the hotel sat almost unused. I felt terrible. 
 
   I slowed, peering over the palm shrubs into the courtyard as I walked.
 
   I could only get glimpses of what I wanted to see: a flash of Kate's full breasts barely constrained by a bikini. Her leg. 
 
   Then I heard a low voice. The distinctive low rumble was instantly recognizable. 
 
   Kyle.  
 
   I almost walked into a maid. I apologized, and looked both ways down the corridor, before stopping blatantly and pushing the bushes apart to peer into the pool area like a Peeping Tom.
 
   Kate Orel – for there was no mistaking, no taking Kate Orel for Kathy Banks – was stretched out on a reclining chair by the pool. She was wearing almost nothing. A bikini that was little more than two scraps of red fabric was held together precariously by single strings of the same red material. They looked loose, as though any moment the bounty of her tits was going to fall out. The contours of her curves were not at all covered; anyone, anyone at all could have an eyeful of the round swells, the shadow between them, the sweet way they folded into her ribs. 
 
   And the bottoms she was wearing were just as skimpy. I was shocked to see her flaunting this much of her skin at a pool, where anyone could walk by. Kathy was a fan of the one-piece, and she always wore a cover-up when she was sitting by the pool. 
 
   Not Kate, evidently. 
 
   She was twisting a straw between her fingers, and laughing. She tossed her head back and lifted her chest slightly. The bikini stretched to its maximum. I could see the hard pebbles of her nipples through the fabric. 
 
   Kyle rose to his full height and then sat down on Kate's chair. She scooted over for him, but barely. His black skin pressed against her thigh. 
 
   He had something in his hands.
 
   Oh Jesus. I had come at just the right time. 
 
   I watched in a mixture of fascination and horror as Kyle turned his hand face-up and squirted a generous amount of white sunscreen into his palm. 
 
   He began on her arms, innocently enough. Holding her hand like she was royalty he was about to kiss in the most gentlemanly of manners, he used his other hand to rub the lotion into her arms. She leaned forward and he rubbed some on her back. But when she reclined in the chair again, his hands greedily moved onto her chest. I watched his ebony hands as they covered her whole chest, rubbing in the lotion in deep, penetrating circles. 
 
   His fingers slid under the fabric of her bikini. She swatted at him, and he smiled broadly.
 
   “Just makin' sure. Don't want you to cook,” I heard him say. 
 
   More fingers beneath the fabric of her bikini. This time my wife just let him linger there. The shape of his finger beneath the fabric moved down, toward the center of her bikini. He was stroking her nipples, working them into hard little balls of excitement. I could see that even from where I was. 
 
   Satisfied that she was worked up enough on her upper body, he moved down. 
 
   I watched him massage her foot, slide his hands up the length of her calf. She giggled and jerked her leg as he moved up to her lower thigh. And then he kept right on going, sliding his hands up to her upper thigh. He pushed her legs apart with a nudge of his hands. From where I was standing, I could see that he was grazing his knuckles over the patch of fabric between her legs. Teasing her just a little. I wondered if she was wet, wet enough that he could feel the dampness against his finger. 
 
   “Hey buddy!” 
 
   I jumped, very guiltily, and the palm bushes swished noisily back together. My heart slammed against my chest and my guts felt like they went diving for the floor. 
 
   It was Mike.
 
   “Man,” he said, and then his eyes wandered suspiciously to the bushes. He frowned and furrowed his brow, but evidently didn't feel like pursuing his curiosity. “Did you go to presentations today?”
 
   My mind was on Kyle, whose black fingers were at this very moment working their way underneath the fabric of my wife's skimpy bikini, into the center of her, finding her wet and primed for the taking. 
 
   I lifted my suit jacket in response. 
 
   “You are...a bigger man than me. I am wrecked. You wanna go get a stabilizer with me?” 
 
   I couldn't stop my eyes from shifting nervously toward the palms, where I hoped I could get a glimpse of the pool. And my wife. And the black man she was letting finger her. 
 
   Mike Levin looked at the palms again and smiled knowingly. “Whatcha lookin at?” he teased, and pushed over to the hedge. 
 
   A feeling I had trouble identifying – maybe part humiliation, part fear, part excitement, a cocktail of everything I'd been feeling since we started this adventure – burned through me as Mike tore the bushes open inelegantly. 
 
   He seemed immediately disinterested. 
 
   I caught a glimpse of the pool as he turned away and the palms closed up: Kyle and Kate were no longer there. 
 
   My stomach churned violently. 
 
   Mike swung his arm around me. “Come on. I'll buy.” 
 
   Numbly, I went with him. My mind was racing to the scene I had just witnessed, and how it might have ended. They were gone. 
 
   And from what I had seen, there was only one place to “go” from there – straight into Kate's cunt. 
 
   This was not our plan, was it? 
 
   It wasn't my plan. It wasn't part of the plan we had made together, for the evening. 
 
   But it could be Kate's plan. 
 
   After all, I hadn't ever said that nothing could happen between last night and this evening, had I?
 
   Still, it burned. What the fuck was Kate playing at? 
 
   I ordered a beer and stared at the bartop while Mike droned on and on. I was thankful he found himself in a chatty mood, and didn't seem to notice that I was miles away. Thinking about my wife. 
 
   What had I expected her to do today? Go to presentations like a chump so I could ogle her? When she had so many other options? When she had Kyle, and she could ask him to rub his strong hands all over her body? Sneak something in between lunch and dinner? 
 
   My face was warming with a stain of rising anger. 
 
   I pulled my phone out. “Shit,” I said carelessly. “I gotta take care of this real quick,” I told Mike, who gave me a knowing and sympathetic look for my fake phone call. 
 
   I moved toward the other end of the bar. I typed to Kate.
 
    
 
   [Me]: What r u up to?
 
    
 
   I stared at the screen, my heart racing. My stomach twisted tighter as seconds passed and nothing happened. But what was I expecting? Of course nothing happened. Of course Kate was already somewhere, doing something very naughty, with Kyle. 
 
   I scanned the screen. 
 
    
 
   Unable to send message.
 
    
 
   My heart dropped. 
 
   I remembered, as though dredging it up from a dream, turning to airplane mode when I sat down in the first presentation. 
 
   A half-drunken thing to do. 
 
   I quickly changed the settings and held my phone as though I would choke it, as though it were a hostage and I was going to kill it if it didn't -
 
   And just like that. My own message was gone, and the slender piece of metal vibrated in my hand with all the notifications I'd missed. 
 
   I stared as my wife's messages appeared. Delayed, out of order, slowly taking shape as a narrative.
 
    
 
   [Kathy]: going to the pool 
 
   [Kathy]: in a scandalous bikini
 
   [Kathy]: (A selfie of her red bikini, her fingers tantalizingly diving into the bottoms, pulling them down slightly, the shadows in the photo cruelly cutting me off from seeing what was beneath them). 
 
   [Kathy]: hello? okay just come and hang out
 
   [Kathy]: where are u?
 
   [Kathy]: kyle just showed up come watch me
 
   [Kathy]: things are really heating up where are u
 
   [Kathy]: i hope you're okay i can't really put the brakes on this 
 
   [Kathy]: ???????
 
   [Kathy]: okay...well...turn on ur computer if you get this
 
    
 
   “Fuck!” I said, a lot louder than I meant to. 
 
   I rushed past Mike at the bar. I held up my phone. “I have some...problems back home...I have to...” 
 
   Mike looked at me strangely, but raised his beer to indicate he'd see me later. Or whatever.
 
   I took the steps near the bar two and three at a time. My legs burned by the time I reached the third floor, and I could feel every inflamed beat of my heart, threatening to explode out of my chest. I had to will myself not to run like a madman down the tiled corridor to my room. 
 
   I threw the door open so hard it slammed back toward me after bouncing off the doorstop and I had to push it again. I went straight for my computer, which I had set up the night before after I shared my idea with Kathy. 
 
   “Shit,” I whispered, swirling my fingers and the mouse over the screen, taking in what I was seeing.
 
   Of course, it was only a good plan if I was there in the room to make it happen.
 
   I stared at the Skype screen. 
 
    
 
   Call from Kate (a Skype account we had created with only me for a contact, to avoid any confusion) 3:14pm
 
   Call from Kate 3:15 pm 
 
   Call from Kate 3:15pm 
 
    
 
   Without thinking, I called Kate. 
 
   The phone rang, the loud, singular tone echoed in my ears. Over and over. 
 
   No answer. 
 
   The phone disconnected with its characteristic chirrup. 
 
   I stared at the time. 5:28pm. Mentally, I struggled with the two hour time change and the math. 
 
   13 minutes had passed since she called me.
 
   I called again, my eyes getting blurry with desperation as I waited for the inevitable: the clang of the call ending. 
 
   No answer.
 
   No answer from Kate. 
 
   No video from Kate, who was probably wildly fucking Kyle right now. And I was so close. So close to seeing it all. If I just hadn't turned my fucking phone off. 
 
   “Fuck!” I said again. 
 
   I opened a bottle of vodka and paced the room. I tried her phone again. I sent her a text message. I called her on Skype. I drank a small bottle each time I did this, until I was so bleary-eyed and dull-headed that I had to sit down in a corner chair. 
 
   “Fuck,” I repeated. 
 
   And then I closed my eyes. 
 
    
 
   I woke up around 8:30 with a start. I sat up. 
 
   I looked around me. Jesus, what a micro-bender I had gone on. I threw the bottles in the wastebasket and opened my computer. 
 
   Then I heard it again. The sound that had woken me up. 
 
   Knocking.
 
   “Paul!” The door jiggled. More knocking.
 
   Slowly, the events of the afternoon came back to me. I hurried to the door. 
 
   Kate was outside. Her face was a mixture of concern and fury. As she looked me up and down, relief and anger took their place. She closed the door behind her. “What the fuck, Paul? Where have you been?” 
 
   I ran my fingers through my hair. “It's such a long story.”
 
   “Are you wasted?” she said incredulously. 
 
   I motioned drunkenly to the computer. “I missed you...I had my phone off...” 
 
   Kate shook her head. “I know. I tried calling you...what happened to your plan? Why did you have your phone off?” 
 
   She had her hand on her hip. 
 
   I just shook my head. It was all so difficult to explain at that moment. “I turned it off...I went to presentations this morning.” 
 
   She snorted. “You must have been the only one there. What'd you do that for?” 
 
   I shook my head. 
 
   Then I remembered what I had missed. A breath of jealousy inflated me, almost like someone was breathing life into me. “So?” I said. “What happened?”  
 
   Kate drummed her fingers over her hip. “Well...” she said. “You missed it, didn't you?”
 
   Her words cut through me.
 
   “I saw you. At the pool.”
 
   She arched an eyebrow. “What? So you...why didn't you get up here and get on Skype then?” 
 
   “I just ran into you there. I thought...” I looked at the ceiling. “I don't know. Mike came by, you disappeared, my phone was still off...” 
 
   Kate's face seemed to be tightening up. 
 
   It sounded pretty stupid, as I stood there explaining it to her. 
 
   But she softened almost instantly. She leaned toward me and straightened up my collar. “There's still tonight,” she said. 
 
   I was suddenly aware of what Kate was wearing. A black cocktail dress clung to her body. A deep gash in the material sliced through the center of her breasts, revealing her skin and a hint of the shape of her tits. A sprinkling of sequins glittered against her chest. I looked down. The dress came to her knees, hugging her figure all the way there. It conformed stunningly to the hourglass shape of her body.
 
   But most importantly, or most disturbingly, or most erotically – it all depended on how I looked at it at any given moment – she was wearing it. She was carrying off a dress like that as though she wore one all the time.  
 
   Kate was clutching a purse. “I'm going by my room right now. Answer the call this time. And then I have to get back.” 
 
   She looked at me. “Hey!” she snapped her fingers. “Do you understand?”
 
   “Back to what?” I said, still a little hypnotized by her dress. 
 
   “The party. I don't know. It's some dinner thing.” She laughed. “Look at your schedule for once...God, you have to be the only person who went to those stupid presentations and not the party with the open bar. Someone's going to think you're on the wagon. Or you have a head injury.” 
 
   “They'll smell me,” I said, hiccuping for extra effect. 
 
   Kate shook her head, but she smiled. 
 
   I looked around. “And what do I do?” I said. 
 
   “Answer the phone...Skype, whatever. This time, answer. I'm going to my room and calling you right now. And then wait for me to come back. With Kyle. To my room, I mean. Like we planned.”
 
   She looked at me. 
 
   “Okay,” I said.
 
   “Don't screw it up this time,” she joked. 
 
   I held up my crossed fingers. 
 
   She leaned in and kissed me. I felt myself awakening from my groggy state. I placed my hands on her hips and pulled her close to me. The full softness of her breasts pushed against my chest. 
 
   She pulled away.
 
   “I really have to hurry up, or Kyle's going to wonder where I am.” 
 
   She pecked me again on the cheek, and strutted out the door. She looked back at me. “You'll just have to wait,” she teased. 
 
    
 
   I sat down and stared at the computer. Time seemed to stop. After three minutes that seemed like three years, staring at the icon on my desktop, I heard the sing-song announcement from Skype, and answered my wife's phone call. 
 
   The screen was filled at first by her breasts, and the sequined lace flowers at the top of the dress. Then she backed up, and sat on the bed. “How's the view?” she said. She stretched out on the bed. “Can you see me?” 
 
   “Uh...yeah,” I said. “You have that macro I wrote you, right, it's installed?”
 
   “You did that yourself,” she said dryly. 
 
   “Is it working?” 
 
   “Yeah, the screensaver's on.” 
 
   Good, it was working. 
 
   “Okay,” she said. “I have to go. Stay tuned...” Then she gave me a wicked smile.  
 
   And then she was gone, and the only thing on the screen was the dimly backlit curtains of her room, above the bed where she was going to bring Kyle back to fuck him.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Mike sent me a flood of texts asking me why I wasn't at the party. I didn't answer the first few, and then sent what I hoped look like a feeble text, to tell him I was sick. 
 
    
 
   [Mike]: Too sick to see kateorels dress her tits r everywhere
 
    
 
   And then a photo, blurry, taken surreptitiously, of Kate, across the table from him, her huge tits spread out like a sequined, glorious banquet, practically lying on the table like a main course. 
 
   I ignored the text and stood up to pace the room. 
 
   I felt like I was going to get torn apart by the two forces competing inside of me. 
 
   One: I wanted desperately to see what my wife would do, there in her room when she knew the camera was on her with Kyle. After all of this teasing, all of this planning, all of these near-misses, I was going to fucking explode if I didn't get to see my wife with Kyle. I wanted to see it with my own eyes. 
 
   Two: I had the feeling things were getting out of control. Sliding out of my grip. I felt like a man clinging to the edge of a cliff, watching his grip slowly come undone. Nothing to be done except to fall. 
 
   I was so agitated I couldn't sit down. I eyed the booze fridge but decided against it. I stared at the computer screen as I paced the room.
 
   Should I go down there? Wouldn't the time go by faster if I could just see what she was doing right now? Other than shaking her tits all over the table at Mike? 
 
   Still, if I left, I stood the chance of missing her again. 
 
   Again.
 
   I sat back in the armchair in my room, eying the mini-fridge. Again. My wife had already slept with Mike twice. 
 
   I let the full weight of that settle into my body. It dragged my chest down to the ground, it stirred things up in my groin. I closed my eyes and pictured Kyle's hands all over her body by the pool. Dark against her pale skin, large enough that her pillowy tits were just a handful for him. 
 
   It was too late to do anything about it. Too late to do anything but enjoy what I would see. 
 
   Right?
 
   After all, this was just a game to Kathy. Or Kate. And she was doing it, I reminded myself, because I fucking asked her to. 
 
   I stared at the screen. 
 
   I stood up and started digging into the mini-fridge. I needed to calm my nerves. 
 
   The minutes ticked by. 
 
   The air conditioner in Kate's room hummed on and off. The curtains went dark and then I couldn't see anything except the vague outline of a the window behind them. The only thing convincing me her computer was still on was the timer counting down. 
 
   9:41
 
   10:34
 
   I paced the room again. 
 
   I sat back down.
 
   At 11:02, I heard a click. I had turned the sound up so loud I thought it came from my own room. I pulled the computer carefully over to the bed with me. I didn't want some crazy accident, like it getting unplugged and the battery suddenly being dead, cutting me off from what I had waited for so long. 
 
   Kate's laugh faded from a giant's cackle to her sweet lilt as I tapped on the volume control. Carefully, my hands shaking, not wanting to do something in a hurry and lose my connection. My palms were sweating so much I left a damp circle on the mousepad where I had touched it. 
 
   They were somewhere in the room, but I couldn't see them. I could only hear the smacking sounds of their mouths meeting, Kate's lips popping from inside of Kyle's generous mouth, panting, the ragged sighs of people about to fuck. Their shadows figures blocked the faint gray of the window. 
 
   “Fuck, Kate,” I whispered aloud. “Turn on the light.”
 
   The sounds of their kissing died down, and then I heard Kyle suck in his breath. The motion that had been going on the room, presumably as they kissed and fumbled with each other's clothes, ceased. 
 
   I strained into the darkness on the screen. 
 
   No. She wouldn't do this to me would she? Teasing me by fucking him in the dark, so I couldn't see it? 
 
   And then I heard it. I turned the volume up to be sure. The dull hum of the air conditioning filled the air, mingled with the same tone in my own room, and drove me batty. 
 
   But below that sound was the distinctive sticky cack, slobbering wet slurp. 
 
   A woman giving a man a blowjob. 
 
   No doubt about it. My chest seized with pain.  
 
   And then Kyle's low growl. 
 
   And then the sound stopped. 
 
   His breath grew ragged with disappointment. 
 
   And then, suddenly, the screen glowed bright yellow. 
 
   Kate's body filled the screen. She was on her knees on the bed. Her dress was gone, and she was wearing only a black thong, almost transparent over her snatch. The back of it was nestled prettily between her spherical cheeks. As she walked on her knees across the bed, I stared at the thin material, and her bare mound. 
 
   But then, she kept walking herself to the right. 
 
   Right off the screen. 
 
   I clutched the screen with two hands. “I can't fucking see you, Kathy,” I hissed.
 
   On the screen, the only thing I had a view of was the back of Kate's head. Her hair, piled up in a formal updo, coming loose and springing bobby pins everywhere as the bright platinum strands moved slightly on the very edge of the screen. 
 
   Back and forth.
 
   Slurping and sucking, I could hear those just fine. 
 
   And then, a dark black hand settled into her platinum hair, and pulled her head forward, so that it disappeared off-screen again. 
 
   I was burning up inside. I stared at the edge of the screen, as if by straining my eyes as I looked at it, I would somehow be privy to what was at the edge. I would be able to see just a little more. It was agonizing, hearing her, knowing that just a matter of inches would have let me see what I wanted to: her lips around this thick cock of Kyle's, his dark meat sliding in and out of her mouth. 
 
   I heard Kate gasp, a sticky sound in the back of her throat. 
 
   God, she wasn't going to do this to me, was she? She had to know I couldn't see her. 
 
   “I want you to fuck me,” she said.
 
   My wife's voice, saying that, to another man, just out of my sights, sent a stab of intense pain through me. And excitement. My blood boiled. 
 
   And then, slowly, almost so I couldn’t believe it was real, Kate was crabwalking across the screen again. On her back. As she crawled she wriggled free of the black thong. Indeed, she had somehow, somewhere here, gotten a full wax. The sight of her fully shaved snatch was so filthy I almost lost it right there. 
 
   And then, coming into the scene slowly, inch by inch of taut black muscle, there he was. 
 
   Kyle. 
 
   He was walking with her on the bed, on his knees, toward her. And between his legs, his huge cock pointed straight at her. Shining with the spit from my wife's mouth. It bobbed lightly as he moved. It looked like a blunt instrument. I leaned toward the screen, attempting to see through the grainy transmission the detail I wanted. The shape of the veins and the twisted shape of the meat that would press against my wife, from the inside out. 
 
   Kate leaned back on the bed. And then I watched, stupefied, as she reached for the heels of her shoes, still on her feet, and pulled her own legs apart. Her smooth white skin burst open in the center, and there was her dripping gash. I could hardly take my eyes off of her lewd pose. She gripped her heels and spread her legs wide. 
 
   Wider. 
 
   Wide apart, for another man. 
 
   For the big, fat black cock that Kyle held in his hand and was guiding toward her. 
 
   Now that he had his own huge hand around his cock, the size of it was clear. I recalled the big hands that swallowed up Kate's breasts, and I shuddered as I noticed that his hand was pretty much filled by his own girth. 
 
   I leaned toward the screen, in futility, hoping to see in excruciating detail the sight of his cock sliding into Kate's pussy. 
 
   Kate moaned as he slowly slipped inside of her. Then she let out a small cry and her legs began to tremble. She let go of one heel and her foot flailed around. 
 
   “Get that hand back up there, hold those legs open for me baby,” Kyle directed her. 
 
   My cock throbbed.
 
   Kate did as she was told, biting her lip and squirming beneath him.
 
   Her dropped leg gave me a nice view of exactly what I wanted: the thick black column embedded in her pussy, her lips wrapped tight around it. The shaft sinking in slowly. 
 
   She pulled her leg up again, holding herself open for him. And then he began to fuck her in earnest. He slid his hands beneath her ass and gripped it so hard that I could see her flesh turning pink beneath his fingers. While Kate held her legs open he pulled her back and forth on his cock violently, using her ass as a handle to manipulate her like a doll. Kate began to moan, and then to scream, her voice broken into pulses by the rapid thrusting of her body up and down the length of Kyle's cock. 
 
   It was obscene. 
 
   I was unable to resist unzipping my pants. I grasped my own cock, and when Kate shrieked and let go of her legs, I knew she had come. I was rising to an orgasm, but then I saw that Kyle was nowhere near done with her yet. He let her squirm and shudder away, his cock still buried inside of her. He stopped moving and enjoyed the show of my wife flailing around, unable to contain her ecstasy. 
 
   Painfully, I released my cock and sat there, panting. I didn't want to come before it was over. 
 
   When Kate settled down, and breathed limply against the sheets, Kyle reached forward and grasped her hair again. I watched as she folded over, obedient to his whims, and got back on her hands and knees again. 
 
   This time I got an excellent view of my wife, as she licked Kyle's cock clean of her own cum. She began at the base of his cock and ran her tongue along the length to the glans. Kyle looked down at her, her head in his firm grip, letting her move up and down his shaft. “That's it,” he said. “Clean it all off.”
 
   I shuddered. 
 
   When she had run her tongue along the length of his shaft on all sides, he lifted her by the hair so that her lips brushed the top of his shaft. And then she herself plunged down onto his cock. 
 
   I stared at the sight. My wife's lips spread and her mouth opened wide for every. Last. Inch. Of his cock. 
 
   All the way to the base. 
 
   Watching her suck Kyle off, her throat moving in little spasms as she gagged on the huge piece of meat that she was taking all the way down her throat, I had a chilling thought: 
 
   She seemed to have practiced this. 
 
   This is what I had missed, perhaps, when she had fucked Kyle and I had missed it. Kyle teaching her to suck his cock like a professional. 
 
   Kyle's body stiffened, and I was sure that I was about to watch him fill Kate's mouth with a load of his cum. I started to stroke myself again, ready to release my pent-up lust at the same time that Kyle came in my wife's mouth. 
 
   But to my surprise, he lifted her away from his cock and placed his arms under hers, lifting her up and onto him. His fat prick disappeared inside of her cunt again, and his hands were everywhere, all over her body. He slid his fingers between her ample asscheeks and rubbed them in the slippery crack of her ass, streaking the cum and juices that had drained from her up and down her flesh. 
 
   Kyle helped her, but it was Kate who began to ride him. She arched her back and tipped her head back. Her tits thrust upward and bounced right where Kyle could place his face in them, and he did, taking one of her hard, pebbled nipples in his mouth and biting it between his teeth as she bounced wildly up and down on his lap. 
 
   Kate gasped and moaned, and her pitch became higher and higher pitched as she bounced. Her skin was wet with sweat and her hair stuck to her neck. Finally, she opened her mouth and screamed, her ass slapping against Kyle's thighs as she hammered herself on to her orgasm. And then he thrust upward, gripping her ass and pummeling his load deep inside of her. 
 
   I came at that same moment. The orgasm was so intense I yelled. 
 
   The two of them writhed together, Kyle's dark hands still moving all over my wife's body. They slid over her sweaty skin and down between her legs, dragging his load of cum and her excitement to be smeared over his skin as he enjoyed the pleasure of squeezing and kneading her flesh some more. 
 
   They kissed, wetly, and then, finally, Kate threw herself back on the pillows. 
 
   “That was fantastic,” she said. 
 
   “You are one hot bitch in the sack, shorty.”
 
   Kate laughed. “Shorty? Seriously?” 
 
   Kyle reached down and slapped her ass. “What do you wanna be called? MILF?” 
 
   She pushed her hair up and out of her face. “Kate.” 
 
   “Mizz Orel.” Kyle picked up his shirt and stood next to the bed, buttoning it. “You wanna order room service or something?” he said, but they seemed to both know that wasn't in the deal. 
 
   Kate shook her head against the headboard, smiling as if they shared some private joke. 
 
   “And Mr. Orel just...let's you come to these things and he doesn't worry about it?” Kyle asked. 
 
   Kate didn't answer, she just sighed and rolled over on her stomach. 
 
   Kyle climbed on top of her and kissed her neck, moving down her spine. “Because I'd be pretty worried if I had a fine-ass woman like you on the loose.” 
 
   Kate giggled. “Okay. Go home now, I'm sleepy.” 
 
   “Yes ma’am,” Kyle said, pulling away and sliding his pants up. “You got my number, though, right?” 
 
   Kate turned over, curling up in a very feline pose to kiss him again. “Of course I do,” she said sweetly. 
 
   He grinned at her smugly, gave her breasts a final squeeze, and then he hopped away and off camera. 
 
   Kate lay there for a moment. Then, almost as if it was an afterthought, she rolled over and looked at the camera. 
 
   She smiled. “Coming over?” she purred. 
 
   And then the call was disconnected. 
 
    
 
   I stumbled through the hallways. Maybe not stumbled. It is possible in fact, that I glided. 
 
   I know that I saw either Pete or Mike. That whichever one of them it was said something to me, and that I held up my hand and said nothing as I walked by. 
 
   Who knows what I looked like? Maybe just drunk. I could feel that my face was out of my own control. My features were moving into an expression they had never made before. I was unhinged. 
 
   Inside, I was boiling. 
 
   I had the key to Kate Orel's room.
 
   To my wife's room. 
 
   The the room of the woman who was not my wife. 
 
   I was about to enter that room and fuck her right after she had fucked Kyle Taylor. A man with a huge black cock who had filled her pussy full of cum. 
 
   My hand shook as I inserted the card into the lock. I threw the door open. 
 
   I heard the sound of the water running in the bathroom. I pushed the door open and saw Kathy, brushing her teeth naked in front of the mirror. Her skin was dry, and I could immediately smell the scent of sex on her. 
 
   “Tha wah fah,” she said, smiling. She spit into the sink. “I was just going to take a shower.” 
 
   I stared at her. “Don't,” I said softly. I reached into the shower and turned it off. 
 
   Kate spit into the sink and used a towel to pat her mouth. “Okay...” she said.
 
   I stood behind her and breathed in the smell of her neck. It was sweaty, the scent of her skin mingled faintly with a foreign smell that could only be Kyle. I pushed her hair up and tasted her neck. 
 
   I moved my hands around to her breasts, cupping them in my hands and enjoying the heavy weight of them as my thumbs brushed over her nipples. I looked into the mirror as I did. Kate's eyes were half-closed as I played with her tits, and her full, naked body was spectacular even in the light of the bathroom. 
 
   I watched my hand in the mirror as I slid it down to her shaved pussy. My fingers dipped into the soaked folds of her dirty cunt, the wet stickiness of Kyle's cum coating my hands. The scent of her excitement and cum rose to my nostrils, but like her neck, it was soiled with the scent of another man. My cock throbbed against her back and I saw her mouth turn upward in a little smile. 
 
   I pushed her forward on the counter and she pressed her hands to the mirror. I pressed my hand on her lower back and tilted her ass up as I did. She rose onto her tiptoes and panted with excitement as I pulled apart her assheeks and spread the lips of her pussy open. I watched with immense pleasure and a light loathing for my own perversion – also delightful – as a river of white cum trickled out from inside her. 
 
   The counter of the bathroom was a long expanse of marble, cluttered with Kate Orel's things. I pushed them off with a swipe of my hand, and lifted reached for her knees with one hand and pushed her down to the counter with the other. In the end, she seemed to read my mind – the perverse thing that I wanted – and only with the slightest confusion did we arrive at the position I envisioned. Her ass was on display to the mirror, and I pulled at her asscheek to view her sodden cunt. I dipped my fingers into her folds, wetting them. I sank my whole hand inside of her, watching Kyle's sperm squelch from inside of her. 
 
   And while I did this, she opened her mouth, and sucked on my cock. I placed on hand on her bobbing head, and my eyes moved frantically from one sight to the other: the back of her head as she sucked me, and my fingers, nearly my whole fist, deep in her stretched and used pussy, fucking the cum of another man out of her. 
 
   I came inside her mouth, and she didn't pull away. She swallowed my cum, and I pulled my hand from inside of her to place it on the mirror and hold myself upright as my seed filled her filthy mouth. 
 
   “Jesus,” I said, when my cock, still semi-hard, flopped out of her mouth. 
 
   She sat up with a smile. She was on the counter, her feet dangling playfully. She pulled me close to her. 
 
   She took my hand, the one covered in Kyle's cum and her own juices. She placed her tongue between my pinkie and ring finger, and ran it along the length of it to the fingertip. 
 
   “I hope you're not done yet,” she complained. 
 
   I looked down. Her other hand was slipping between her soaked folds, playing with her protruding clit. She spread her legs wider, and another gush of white cum beaded at her dirty center, and slid down to the counter. 
 
   And incredibly, in front of that torrid scene, my own cock was twitching back to rock-hard readiness. 
 
   She reached for it, and used the head, swollen with too much sensitivity to even bear what she was doing, to stroke herself to orgasm. I stared at the head of my cock, pressing against the shining nub of her clit, and beneath it, all of the pearly cum that oozed from inside of her. 
 
   She threw her head back and gripped my cock fiercely when she came, and pushed herself forward. My cock sank into her flesh almost as if drawn into her cunt like a magnet. She was still pulsing with her orgasm, and dripping wet with her own cum. 
 
   Kyle's cum.
 
   And soon, mine.
 
   I fucked her violently, grasping her ass and pushing myself inside of her. Incredibly, it was not long at all before we were both howling with another wild climax. I burst inside of her. She clutched me and slammed her hips against mine, pumping her pussy over my cock. “Don't stop yet,” she commanded, but she was the one who rode me until at last she came. I watched her as she did. Her sweaty, cum-stained skin, the heat of her body setting off the potent scent of sex. 
 
   After she came, we clutched each other. She was still sitting on the counter. The bathroom was a mess. She looked around. “Wow,” she said. 
 
   She kissed me. “That was hot.” 
 
   I agreed, and it was true that I believed what I said. 
 
   But I think maybe at that moment, a discomfort began to grow inside of me. 
 
   Maybe it was when she stepped in the shower. 
 
   Or maybe when I opened the door to leave, after she asked me to, to “keep up appearances.” 
 
    
 
   But before I could put my finger on it, we were back home, and Kate Orel was back to being Kathy Banks. 


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   CHAPTER 8
 
   PRESENT
 
    
 
   Kate Orel went ahead to the convention, two days before me. I had stayed behind to watch one of the kids' important soccer tournaments and handle some business. 
 
   It added to our cover, she had insisted. The “cover” that she was not my wife. That she was Kate Orel, single and ready for a good time. 
 
   I called her the night she arrived, when, two hours after her flight landed, she had sent not even sent me a text about her arrival. 
 
   No answer. 
 
   I texted her, asking if she was okay. In return, I got only a quick and garbled text:
 
    
 
   [Kathy]: Kale on flies fr houses can't talking now
 
    
 
   [Me]: What????
 
    
 
   No response had come. 
 
   Alone in our house in the suburbs, the kids already staying with the in-laws, I paced our home. My mind filled with every manner of paranoid thought. Why hadn't she called me? Had she actually gotten to her slutty man-fishing within moments of her arrival, and forgotten to just call me and tell me she had arrived? 
 
   No. She had at least sent me a text. An infuriatingly auto-corrected garbage text that seemed almost like she had - 
 
   I closed my eyes, and that same beautiful mixture of jealousy and excitement washed over me. The text seemed almost like she had typed it while she was severely distracted. Had her fingers been sliding over the screen keyboard, bumping the wrong letters with each thrust of whatever man she'd picked up in the first five minutes of her time there?
 
   What was she doing there, all alone and unsupervised? 
 
   I called her and left a message, and then I resisted the urge to keep calling her by downing a whole bottle of wine myself. I wasn't going to look like a jealous, cuckolded jerk. 
 
   After all, these were our rules. She could do what she liked. 
 
   I was not going to get caught being as desperate as I actually felt. 
 
   I did get on Skype. Just in case. I did stare at it, wild-eyed, as I downed part of a bottle of whiskey. Watching her unchanging status. 
 
   I did this until three in the morning, which was five there, and then I gave up and fell asleep. 
 
   A text was waiting for me in the morning.
 
    
 
   [Kate]: Call u tonight. Xoxox lots to tell this is going to be a good one
 
    
 
   I resisted the urge to throw my phone.
 
   I resisted the urge to call her right then.
 
   I waded through my day, making preparations to leave, my phone burning a hole in my pocket. I checked it thousands of times. As the evening approached my chest tightened to the point it was almost impossible to breathe. 
 
   And I loved it. I loved not being able to get Kate Orel out of my mind. 
 
    
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   At 7:05 the phone rang. 
 
   “Hi,” I said, trying to sound casual. Trying not to start the conversation off the way I wanted to, by screaming about where the fuck she had been and who with and why she hadn't answered her goddam phone. 
 
   “Hi, sweetie,” she purred. “I'm so sorry I didn't call you, but that was just...out of the blue.” 
 
   “Huh?” I said. 
 
   “Kyle,” she said, as if I should know what she was talking about. 
 
   “Kyle?” I repeated.
 
   “Didn't you get my text?” she said. 
 
   I paused. “I got a text about kale.”
 
   Her turn to breathe questioningly into the phone. Then she gave a light laugh. “Oh, I see it now,” she said, her voice a little distant as she searched through her texts. She laughed again. “No, that was supposed to be: 'Kyle was on the flight from Houston, can't talk now.'” 
 
   An instant icy cold moved toward the center of my body from my limbs. “Kyle,” I repeated. 
 
   “I know,” she said, her own voice sounding a little incredulous. “It was...”
 
   “Fortuitous,” I offered.
 
   There was a pause. 
 
   “I mean, actually,” she said. “Not really. I kind of wanted to...I don't know, do a little more exploring.” 
 
   My cock twitched. I wasn't sure if it was out of relief that she didn't seem to want to drag things out with Kyle any further, or because she was literally telling me that she didn't want to fuck this one guy she already fucked, because she wanted to be more promiscuous.
 
   I sucked in my breath. “So...what ended up happening with Kyle?” 
 
   Kate made a sound. I guess it is best described as a giggle. “Well,” she said. “That's uh...maybe why the text was so hard to read.” 
 
   I felt cold in my stomach. My cock was stiff with excitement. The combination made me feel a lot like vomiting. 
 
   “What?” I breathed. 
 
   “Yeah. So, we talked on the plane,” she began. “Nothing big, just casual...”
 
   She let this linger for a moment. Did she know how wild she was making me? 
 
   “And then, um...he was like, 'you want to share a cab?' and I couldn't really say no -”
 
   “He's staying at the Hilton, too?” I interjected. Christ, I thought those GreenPan jerks were going somewhere else. 
 
   Kate made a noncommittal murmur. “It was hard to say no,” she said. Her tone ended with a little hint of a tease. 
 
   A silence.
 
   “Say no to the cab,” I breathed. Fuck, my cock was throbbing now. 
 
   “Well...the cab...other things...”
 
   “Like what other things?” I said hoarsely. 
 
   “Things got a little...inappropriate in the cab. And then you texted. So I felt like I should write back. It just...was sort of hard to type.”
 
   A wave of jealousy came over me. I felt dizzy.
 
   “Why's that, Kathy?”
 
   “Mmmm...Kathy isn't here, remember?”
 
   I exhaled. 
 
   “Kate.”
 
   A silence. 
 
   “Why's that?” I repeated, when she said nothing. 
 
   “Well, like I said, I wasn't all that keen on Kyle, but one thing led to another, and he put his hand on my leg, and then...I mean, he has these great hands. They're so big. His skin is always hot. And he just kind of moved them up, until next thing I knew he was finger-fucking me in the taxi.” 
 
   “And that's when you sent the text?” I could barely get the words out. Imagining Kate, holding the phone in her hand, typing clumsily with half-closed eyes, while Kyle's big fingers probed her wet cunt and diddled her clit. I imagined his self-satisfied smirk as he watched her struggle to type to her husband while he made her body ripple with pleasure. His pleasure at finding her so wet and ripe and ready to go. 
 
   “That's why it was so...hard to read,” Kate said. 
 
   “Did he make you come?” I lunged forward, not caring anymore how desperate I sounded. 
 
   “Of course he did,” she said. “And then...well, I thought it would be rude not to return the favor.” 
 
   I bent over, because the pain of her words was too delicious and intense to take standing up. 
 
   “I was on Skype,” I said. “Why didn't you call?” 
 
   Kate was quiet. “I'm sorry about that...it just wasn't logistically possible.” 
 
   Another silence. 
 
   “What's that supposed to mean?” I said. Jealousy was taking over now, looming larger than anything else I was feeling. 
 
   Kate sighed. “Honey, I don't know...it just didn't happen. We went to the bathroom at the hotel bar, because things happened so fast -”
 
   “You fucked in the bathroom?” 
 
   “No,” Kate said, with another disbelieving laugh. “I just gave him a little...you know...”
 
   “Handjob?”
 
   “Uh...no, I mean...more than that...”
 
   “Did you suck his cock?” 
 
   Kate hesitated. “Well...yeah...anyway, and then we ran into a bunch of people at the bar-”
 
   “A bunch of people like who?” I could hardly believe my own question. Just glazing over a blowjob like it was nothing. But there was more sweet jealousy embedded in this story somewhere, and I wanted to get at it. 
 
   “Some friends of his, Mike was there. It was hard to...I don't know, say, 'hey let's go upstairs to my room and by the way before we do anything I have to set my laptop up.' You know?” 
 
   Sure. That made sense. But it wouldn't stop my jealousy now. 
 
   “So then what happened?”
 
   “Well,” Kate said. “I did end up just going back to Kyle's room, but I think I have another guy on the hook,” she said. Her voice was whispery and devious. 
 
   Who was this woman?
 
   My head was spinning. “You went back to Kyle's...and who is this guy?” 
 
   “I don't know. I don't even know his name yet.”
 
   I burned from the inside out. 
 
   “And you fucked Kyle again.”
 
   “I did. And I'll tell you all about it when you get here. I promise. But right now I have to go see if I can flutter around and get the guy I really want.” 
 
   The guy I really want. My insides liquified. 
 
   “And what's so great about this guy?” I said weakly. 
 
   “You'll see. I dunno. He just has...charisma or something.” 
 
   “Young? Old? Hot? What is it?” 
 
   “You'll see,” she said. “Okay, I have to go.” She kissed the phone. “I can't wait to see you,” she said. 
 
   “I love you,” I replied. Then, “Kate! Make sure you Skype.”
 
   But she was already saying: “I love you, too.” And then the call ended. 
 
   I sat staring at my phone long after she hung up.
 
   Had she said “I love you” with the same tone as always? Was it just one of those perfunctory “I love you, too's” that everyone seemed to say after enough years of marriage?
 
   Or had it been even more hurried than that? Had she heard my last request? Had she deliberately ignored it? 
 
   I closed my eyes. I pictured Kyle's fat fingers plunging into my wife's pussy, under her panties, in the back of a cab. I pictured her slightly parted lips, her hushed gasps of pleasure. I pictured her sliding down the front of his body and onto her knees in the bar restroom. Her eyes widening with pleasure as she took out his big cock – it was bigger than she remembered, it barely fit in her hand as she grasped it and pointed the end of it toward her lips. I imagined her opening her mouth and slipping the head of it inside. Her lips closing around it, forming a seal, sucking the gushing, salty precum right out of his cock. After all, she'd had enough practice with Kyle. She could probably make him come in a matter of seconds. 
 
   Another cool shudder went through me. Only about 36 hours had gone by and my wife had already been fingered, sucked cock, and fucked Kyle again. And she had her eyes set on someone else, and she was going after that someone else tonight.
 
   She was out of control. 
 
   Wasn't she?
 
   And I needed to do something about it.
 
   Didn't I?
 
   And that was the real question. Because as much as my stomach turned violently at the thought of her fucking Kyle again, I knew that deep down inside there was another feeling. 
 
   I was disappointed that I didn't get to see it. 
 
   And the knife-like feeling that raked through me was just as good as it was awful. 
 
    
 
   I stayed up, alternating between pacing and sitting on the bed, then sitting at the desk, waiting for Kathy's call.
 
   Kate's call. 
 
   Waiting to watch my wife with her new “guy.” The one she really wanted. 
 
   Or maybe she would end up with Kyle again, which was fine by me. 
 
   But nothing came.
 
    
 
   * 
 
    
 
   I looked down at the phone. It was still in my hand, right where it had been when I passed out, waiting for Kathy's call, either on Skype or the phone. 
 
   I had typed a text message to her about fifty times and deleted it each time. All variations of: “What are you doing?”
 
   Are you fucking Kyle? Are you a cheating bitch? Sweetie, where the fuck are you? 
 
   Kathy was calling.
 
   I sat up, went through several emotions – angry, disaffected, jealous, elated – and then I answered the phone.
 
   “Hello?” I said, and my voice was wild with all of those emotions. It also sounded incredibly stupid, and I winced. 
 
   Kathy paused, a little too long. A little too long for comfort. I felt certain that I heard some amusement in her voice when she said, “Oh hi, Paul Banks. It's me. Kathy.” 
 
   I also paused. 
 
   “What happened to you last night?” I said, finally. I tried to sound casual, like I didn't care much. My stomach lurched again. This was starting to feel like we were dating again, or we were in high school or something. 
 
   What the fuck was wrong with me?
 
   “Oh God, that,” she sighed. “I couldn't really work it out.” 
 
   My whole body went cold again. 
 
   “So did you...did you...” 
 
   Was she smiling on the other end of the line? Was she enjoying my fumbling jealousy? 
 
   She laughed a little. “No. It was actually a really tame evening.” 
 
   I felt relief for a moment, but then my mind went immediately to suspicion. 
 
   She could always be lying.
 
   “I find that hard to believe.” 
 
   I found it hard to believe I found myself saying that.
 
   “Mmm,” she purred, noncommittally. “Well, you'll be here soon enough to see for yourself. I just called to say hi. See what time your plane gets in.” 
 
   This buoyed my spirits for a moment, but my paranoia brought them sinking down fast. “Yeah. Uh...five,” I said.
 
   “Oh good,” she said brightly.
 
   “Good?” I asked. 
 
   And through the phone, I really felt I could hear her wry smile. Very un-Kathy-like, to smile and say nothing. To be coy. To tease. 
 
   Of course, it was very un-Kathy-like to fuck another man, and yet here we were.
 
   Very un-Kathy-like to get on her knees and suck black cock in a bathroom.
 
   And yet...
 
   “There's some cocktail thing,” she said, her voice silken. “It's so much more fun for me if you're here.” 
 
   Here to watch me be a sexy slut.
 
   Another long pause, while I considered all the delicious and awful possibilities, and another wave of cool fear went through me, fear that my wife had transformed irreversibly into a woman I didn't know and couldn't control. And then a ripple of delight. For the same reason. 
 
   “Okay,” she said, almost as if she knew what was in my mind. “I love you. See you soon.” 
 
   “I love you, too,” I was saying, but she was already smacking a kiss against the microphone, and I doubt she heard me. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 9
 
    
 
    
 
   So there I was. Paul Banks. Late to the convention. Without my wife. 
 
   Sweating next to a catered bar. 
 
   When John got up and excused himself, Kate Orel moved, her hips swaying delightfully, over to the bar. She plunged a plastic sword into a stray olive at the bottom of her drink, and sucked it off the tip of the blade. She made a very big, very sexy show of it. I was annoyed that I found myself turned on by it. 
 
   “So?” she chirped, handing the martini glass to the bartender and winking at him. “One more of those please,” she said, and her voice sounded like it was gushing out of a cunt as she did. Sticky, honey-sweet, overtly sexual. 
 
   “What do you think about John?” she said to me, when she got her new martini. She turned and looked back at the table. 
 
   “Asshat,” I said, without hesitation. 
 
   She was bringing another olive to her lips, and she pressed them around it without biting into it. Just sucking on the fucking olive like she was giving head, right there in front of everyone. 
 
   She popped it into her mouth and smiled. “I know that,” she said. “You can see that across the room. But is he any good for a 'little adventure'?” She was playing with the plastic sword between her teeth, rattling it between the lower and upper ridges. 
 
   The cool and unsettled feeling I'd been having stretched out inside of me. I could feel it in my abdomen, and my limbs. 
 
   I knew I should say something to her now. Just like I had probably known I should say something to her at another hundred points in the past. But this time, I really felt like I knew for sure: I didn't want her fucking John. 
 
   I took a swig of whiskey. “Not John,” I said coolly. I looked down at my drink. 
 
   Kate made a noise. I saw, in the corner of my eye, that she leaned on one elbow and turned toward me. Her face had an expression of mild disbelief. 
 
   “What? Not really.” she said. 
 
   I shook my head. 
 
   She brought her martini to her lips. “O-kay,” she said. “I wish you would have told me that sooner, though. I've wasted a lot of time on him.” 
 
   I took another sip of my whiskey. Every single word coming out of her mouth felt like a hot poker through my gut. At the same time, I couldn't deny that something was stirring up arousal inside of me as well. Maybe a different, angrier kind. But arousal nonetheless. 
 
   “Fine,” she said, after a minute. 
 
   When she turned and ordered another drink from the bartender, I could feel that she was furious. Something about the way she was moving conveyed the sort of furious she could have for weeks on end and keep just below the surface. If you didn't know her well – and very few people did – you wouldn't know the anger was there. 
 
   I turned to her. Her eyes were wild. She clenched her jaw so tight I could see a muscle of her cheek pulse just above her cheekbone. 
 
   She took her drink from the bartender. 
 
   She smiled sweetly. 
 
   She gave him a five dollar tip. 
 
   Then she flashed her angry eyes at me, gave me a superficial smile, said: “Cheers,” and sauntered away.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   She kept right on flirting with John anyway, and she left the party early, and John left after her about five minutes later. 
 
   I filled with rage as I watched him disappearing through the doors to the cocktail area. 
 
   I was pretty drunk by then. Adrenaline pulsed through me and I followed him, noting with some satisfaction that he was drunk as well. He seemed to have no idea I was behind him. 
 
   Every step that took him closer to the elevators filled me with increased rage. Yes, it was all beyond denial now. That little slut of a wife of mine had gone right ahead and done exactly what I told her not to. Here was John, calling it an early night just moments after Kate Orel disappeared from the party. 
 
   I stood near the entranceway to the elevator lobby, ready to start walking if John looked back and saw me. He was rocking slightly unsteadily as he waited, though, so I figured he was more drunk than I was and unlikely to be paying attention to fuck all. 
 
   The elevators opened and I realized, with a surge of panic, that the plan I'd been hatching while standing there like an idiot wasn't going to work. 
 
   I didn't know Kate's room number. 
 
   I ran toward the closing door, and stuck my hand in at the last moment, The heavy doors smashed into my wrist painfully (or at least, it would have been painful if I had been sober), before opening back up. 
 
   John lifted his eyes and smiled drunkenly at me. “Oh, hey Banks. Didn't see you.” 
 
   I looked at the wall of buttons. John hadn't pressed one. Or – and I shuddered to think – the button just wasn't lighting up. 
 
   “What floor, man?” I said. 
 
   John reached out and stabbed his thumb at “9,” hitting ten at the same time. 
 
   I pressed eleven. I had some kind of kooky plan in the back of my mind to ride the elevator back down and make it look like it was really on its way. 
 
   John exited on level nine. The futility of riding back down the elevator was clear to me at that point: there was an elevator lobby in front of the elevators. Once he walked out of it and around the wall, I would have no idea which way he had gone without stepping into the hall myself. John disappeared to the right as he left the lobby, but after that, it was anyone's guess. 
 
   I got out on ten, and ran to the left, my eyes searching wildly and almost blindly for the signs of stairs and an exit. 
 
   I found the stairs finally, and desperately ran down them. 
 
   On the ninth floor I ran around wildly. Well..I walked quickly. Like a crazy man. The skipping, hip-swinging walk of a desperate man who does not want to be seen running, but really needs to. Nothing. Every hall was empty, as though no one had ever opened a door there in the lifetime of the hotel. The air seemed stale as I turned around corner after corner. 
 
   I kept going, hoping that as I passed a door I would hear my wife's laugh. 
 
   And then what?
 
   Then what was I going to do?
 
   I don't know how long I went in circles before I finally went into the stairwell again and clutched the railing. I was panting. What the fuck was I doing?
 
   The thought of my wife, at that very moment probably getting closer and closer to John's big, loud mouth, simmered inside of my mind. I gripped the banister until my knuckles went white. 
 
   “Fuck,” I whispered. 
 
   Then I went down the stairs. 
 
   I was staying at a cheaper hotel about ten blocks away. After Kathy's spending spree on dresses, we had decided that it was for the best. Since we were already in pretty deep on this whole crazy lie, it had seemed like just one more thing to be done. Whatever. 
 
   I walked the whole way, hands in pockets, feeling defeat. Thinking of Kate and alternating between wanting to throttle her neck with my bare hands, and wanting to have some kind of magical vision into the room where she was fucking John. 
 
   It was all so out of control. 
 
   It had been getting that way for a while, I thought. But this, this was...beyond the pale. This was too far. 
 
   And what had I been expecting? That we would play these games, taking things further every time, and then the moment I wanted her to stop, she would? 
 
   Of course this had happened, and of course it was my own fucking fault. 
 
   I put both of my hands to my face and pushed the sweat from my face through my hair. 
 
   I barely remembered going through the “lobby” of the hotel. I turned corners blindly, my mind filled with images of John and Kathy – Kate. All of her new, dirty, tricks. Maybe she would do something even more daring than she had ever done. And then she would come over here and tell me about it.
 
   Or worse yet, she wouldn't.
 
   I threw the door to my hotel room open.
 
   I yelled when I saw her.
 
   “Jesus, fuck! Fuck...Kate, fucking Christ.” 
 
   She was sitting on the edge of the bed, her legs crossed. In total possession of herself. Her green dress, I noted, seemed properly in place. And her hair was still coiffed perfectly. 
 
   Kate laughed. “Jesus fuck is right. Are you expecting a hit man or something?”
 
   She stood up and crossed the room to the mini bar – a sad little fridge stocked with all the worst kinds of bottles. She closed it again and turned to me. “This place is awful,” she said. “I don't think you need to go this far.” She looked around the room. She was referring to our mirage, the facade we had constructed to hide that we were a married couple while we were at conventions.  
 
   I was still reeling from the fright she'd given me. Still trying to reconcile all the thoughts I'd let run away in my brain with the fact that she was not with John. Not at all. She was right here in front of me. 
 
   After walking angry for ten minutes, it was hard to let go of right away. Especially after she scared the shit out of me. 
 
   “What's the matter?” I said, in that annoying sing-song voice that mostly children use to tease younger children. “Didn't work out with drunk John?” 
 
   I didn't even know what I was saying. Obviously, she had never done anything with John. 
 
   And if she had, it was not against the rules at all. I felt like a shit, and I felt a red flush of heat across my cheeks, but I didn't take it back.
 
   Instead, I crossed over to the mini-bar, almost pushed her out of the way, and poured a Smirnoff vodka down my throat. 
 
   “What the matter with you, if I may ask?”she said, crossing her arms over each other and flopping down on the bed. 
 
   I wiped the vodka from my mouth. 
 
   That was a good question, and I didn't have an answer to it. I had spent the whole walk fuming, thinking about her with John Wilder, and I had just not taken any time at all to think about this contingency. 
 
   The anger that I had seen in her face back at the cocktail party seemed to have vanished. This fueled my own frustration. I was angry that she could get over her feelings so quickly. I was angry that she was so...cavalier with her feelings. 
 
   I resorted to passive aggression to buy myself some time. 
 
   “Huh? Oh nothing,” I said sweetly. “What do you mean?” 
 
   “Oh, cut the shit, Paul.” 
 
   I looked down at the vodka bottle in my hand. That was a bad plan, little buddy, I told it. It never worked on Kate to be passive-aggressive. 
 
   “I just didn't want you to sleep with that fucking asshole,” I said. My sentence ended quietly. 
 
   There. That was a partial truth. 
 
   “Yeah. Okay. And I'm here, aren't I?” Kate's voice was hostile. “Anyway you never said anything about John.” 
 
   I looked over at her. Her arms were folded over her chest defensively.
 
   Shit, I thought. This conversation wasn't going the way I wanted it to at all. 
 
   I was very drunk. I may have hiccuped, I don't even know. 
 
   “I think,” I said, and I swayed a little as I said it. I was overtaken by a sudden, drunken urge to just be honest. “I think we need to put the brakes on this,” I spat out.   
 
   Kate's face remained completely calm, though at the same time I could see that behind it, a thermonuclear reaction was taking place. Her mouth twitched, and eyelids narrowed to fine slits.
 
   “Put the brakes on this,” she repeated. 
 
   I nodded. 
 
   There was a very tense silence. She gave her hair a little toss and pressed her lips together. Her eyes settled on the wall in front of her. 
 
   “And why's that?” 
 
   There were a lot of things I wanted to say to this. But my mind was muddled and I was having a hard time putting it all together. Thoughts bubbled up like in a boiling pot. Deep down inside maybe I knew that it was her oversexed appearance. That she had become too powerful, too seductive, and it made me feel out of control. I loved her, and I felt like we had gone too far. But I just shook my head and said:
 
   “I just want to take a break is all.”
 
   She still had her arms crossed. She looked up at the ceiling and blew her hair out of her face. 
 
   “I know,” I said, compelled by something inside myself to start talking in order to fill the silence. “I know...” What did I know? “I just...” I waved around in the air. “Don't you think this is maybe, I don't know...a little too far? Maybe we've gone too far?” 
 
   I'm pretty sure that I thought Kate would blow up at me. I think I was hoping for that. Hoping that the things I was saying would compel her to understand what I was feeling, and make her feel...I don't know. Bad or something. Anything but what she seemed to be feeling – or not feeling – right at that moment. I was hoping that the evening was going to be some kind of sob fest, in which I reassured her that she hadn't done anything wrong and I just wanted to stop taking everything to such extremes in our relationship. 
 
   I was all set for it. The crying, the reassuring, the whole nine yards. I was set for it because I actually wanted it. 
 
   Instead of any of that happening, Kate sat there, her arms folded, staring at me, for a good long while. 
 
   Then she gave a flick of her head again, to get her bangs out of her eyes. 
 
   She moved her hands down to clasp her knee. She moved her ankle in one long, slow circle. 
 
   She pressed her lips together, and looked down at her purse. 
 
   “Okay,” she said. Or rather, she threw it at me like a knife. “What's your plan, then?” 
 
   All the emotions I had been feeling before were started trickling out of me, because a cold fear was growing inside of me, edging everything else out. 
 
   My wife was freaking me the fuck out.
 
   She never acted like this.
 
   Or, better stated, she never had before. She was not the cool, collected, calculating type. She was not the one to calmly take the reins of a conversation and direct it where she wanted it to go. She was not the one to speak rationally about matters of the heart. 
 
   Yet here she was, hands folded neatly over her knees, the features of her face neatly aligned into a cold and businesslike expression. Waiting for me to speak. 
 
   I gaped at her for a second. Her question was lost on me.
 
   “I...what?” 
 
   “What's your plan, then?” she said, and impatience tinged her voice. “You think it's too much. So what's your plan? To get us out of it?” 
 
   “I...I dunno,” I said. In truth, I had sort of been hoping that by some miracle I could go back in time and forget we ever did this at all. But that was the last thing I was going to say to her. “I was thinking maybe we just...you know...stop.” 
 
   “Stop.”
 
   I shrugged again. “Yeah. Stop. Or...pause, I guess.”
 
   I could hear myself,. Hear how stupid I sounded. I didn't actually want to commit to stopping, I knew. 
 
   I knew that.  
 
   She shocked me by laughing lightly. “Yeah,” she said. “Okay.” She picked up her purse and stood up. “Okay,” she said with a shrug, and her voice was the kind of cheerful that is either true or venomous.
 
   She was smiling.
 
   I felt another crimson tide of anger burning over me. 
 
   “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” I said.
 
   She shrugged, and I was infuriated by the gesture until I realized she was imitating me. “It means what it means. Okay. Okay. Okay...” Her voice was mocking. “We'll...pause.” 
 
   There is a helpful voice I get in my in my head when I'm drunk. It began speaking to me then:
 
   You are fucking drunk. You need to stop talking now. This conversation is WAY outside your sobriety grade. 
 
   I said her name. “Kathy,” I remember saying, and reaching toward her.
 
   She held up a hand toward me. “If it's what you really want, Paul, I'll stop,” she said icily. She swung her eyes around the room. “But I'm not staying here. And I'm not undoing all the lies I've told people. You just have to deal with that. And don't expect me not to be pissed about it.” She put her hand on the door. “This isn't what we agreed to at all. It's not really fair.” 
 
   For a moment she looked like Kathy. Frumpy Kathy, my wife, who wore buns and oversized shirts and could easily be made to feel guilty about all sorts of things.  
 
   And then the expression that was like Kathy wife was gone, and Kate was in her place. 
 
   And Kate, I have to say, I was not sure about. 
 
   “Kathy,” I said. Something inside of me was telling me I had gotten this conversation all wrong, but I could barely understand what had happened, let alone figure out how to fix it. Is this really what I wanted? Now that she was just plainly agreeing to it, it occurred to me how stupid it was as a request. How far away it might have been from what I actually wanted. 
 
   But Kathy, or better stated, Kate, was already out the door and striding with complete confidence, and without looking back, toward the exit. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   CHAPTER 10
 
   THE NEXT DAY
 
    
 
   I forced myself, with an immense hangover and almost no sleep, to attend the business-end of the convention meetings. They began at eight am, which was no problem for me because I passed out after Kate left. I woke up at three am, and wasn't able to get back to sleep. 
 
   All through the early hours of the morning, I tossed and turned with all of my thoughts. I got nowhere, really. Just as I had been unable to get anywhere in previous sleepless nights. 
 
   The problem was not that complicated, really: 
 
   I was a man who had wanted my wife to sleep with another man. So I had asked her to do it, and she had reluctantly agreed. And then she had enthusiastically done it. And then she had kept on doing it. And I loved it. So what was my fucking problem? 
 
   I knew what my problem was, deep down inside. I just didn't like admitting that I did. For one thing, it painted a pretty ugly picture of myself. For another, and maybe this was more important: it made finding the perfect solution, the win-win solution, next to impossible. 
 
   I liked Kathy sleeping with other men. I liked Kathy with a little frosting of Kate. I liked Kathy getting dressed up, and I liked Kathy being naughty once a year. 
 
   There had been a time where I had exactly that. Way back in the beginning. 
 
   Kate was another story. Kate was beginning to adhere to Kathy, to take her over. Kathy was turning into another woman, too much Kate. Too hot, too sexual, too...into it. Kate was coming home with me, and I could see her inside of my wife, lurking under the surface. 
 
   Kate was too fucking much. Too much cleavage, to much swing in her hips. 
 
   Too much. 
 
   But what could I do about it? 
 
   I was sitting through a marketing presentation and rubbing my forehead when I came around to this question for the umpteenth time in the past twenty-four hours: What was my problem, what was my problem?
 
   I had gotten what I wanted at every turn. And now my wife had agreed to do what I asked, yet again, and stop. Or “pause,” as I had put it. 
 
   That was good. Great. We could put an end to all of this and everyone would be happy.
 
   I felt sick, and I knew it wasn't just the awful hangover. I was uneasy. 
 
   There was the way Kate had left my room – and it had been Kate, not Kathy. The smirk on her face. The way she had said: “if that's what you want.” Like she knew something I didn't know. 
 
   I rubbed my eyes. 
 
   It was right here in front of me, and I recoiled from it every time I touched upon it. It was a red-hot coal.
 
   I no longer completely trusted my wife. I didn't even feel like the woman I was here with was my wife. 
 
   I didn't believe her when she said she would stop.
 
   My head was pounding. I rubbed my temples. 
 
   Very suddenly, everyone in the room was standing up. The presentation was over, and I hadn't caught a word of it. I scanned the room, as I had when I had come in. I was looking for Kate. Looking for my wife. I wasn't even sure what I thought I was going to say to her if I saw her. I wasn't even sure if I'd have the balls to walk up to her and talk to her. 
 
   Pete Olsen plopped into a seat next to me. “Makin' the early rounds, huh? You are a fucking mess, man.” He handed me a coffee. “Me too, man. Me too. But you really look like shit. Hey did you catch that last bit about ROs going through the main office first? I like how they just sneak that in at the last minute, like it's not going to fuck us all up the ass. It's fine if they've got a quick turnaround...” 
 
   I tuned Pete out and took the paper cup of coffee he handed to me. Kate was nowhere in the room. 
 
   I wondered what she had done the night before. All night long, while I had tossed and turned, it hadn't even occurred to me that she might very well have gone back to the hotel and found John, or someone else. Just to spite me. 
 
   Why hadn't I thought of that?
 
   I interrupted Pete in mid-sentence. “Hey what'd you end up doing last night?” 
 
   Pete, unflappable to the end, weathered my interruption like a pro. “I uh...hey, you took off all the sudden,” he aid, the coy “guys'” voice creeping into his sentence. “What's that about?” 
 
   “Sick,” I said, much too quickly. 
 
   Pete squinted for a second. Then he took a sip of his coffee. “Whatever,” he said. “It was a pretty lame evening. Sometimes they really fuck it up, you know? Tonight should be better.” 
 
   I nodded, making a mental note to find out what the fuck was happening tonight.
 
   “You didn't see that Kate Orel chick again, did you?”
 
   I was trying desperately to sound casual, but my voice came out half-strangled and crazy-sounding. I regretted the question as soon as I asked it. 
 
   “Oh, Katie? Yeah. She came to my room and fucked my brains out.” 
 
   Rage fell over me like a curtain for few seconds, before I realized he was making a crude joke. He looked at me over the rim of his coffee cup. His eyes were kind but a little confused.
 
   No, wait. 
 
   It was a look of pity.
 
   How humiliating. I looked away.
 
   “John didn't score with her last night,” Pete said helpfully. “At least, I don't think.” Then he looked at his watch and clapped me on the back. 
 
   “Gotta run,” he said.
 
   Pete was a classy guy, all right. I turned and left in the opposite direction, anxious to hide somewhere until I could get myself under control. 
 
    
 
   * 
 
    
 
   I ended up going back to my own hotel. Such an insult: baking in the heat, cast out of the palace, all of it my own doing.
 
   When I got there, though, to my surprise, Kate Orel was sitting on my bed. 
 
   In spite of all the thoughts that had plagued me all day, I felt my whole body react to her presence. My cock most of all. She was in a form-fitting white, gauzy dress that only just managed to obscure her light-colored nipples. Still, the contours of her breasts were shadowily visible through the material. 
 
   “I was just writing you a note,” she said, running her finger along the spine of a crease in a paper with a crisp sound. She stood up. 
 
   My skin prickled as she neared me. Her skin looked a little dark under the white gauze. The dress slouched over her breasts, clung to her waist, barely hid her nakedness. I objected to it strongly. I wanted to tear it off of her. I wanted her to wear it all over the hotel grounds and let men pry her open with their eyes. 
 
   “You need to come by,” she said, “and get your tux for tonight.” 
 
   She reached forward, a little grin on her face, and I felt her hand slip into my pocket. My cock pulsed against her thigh and she smiled. “Here's my room key,” she said. Her lips grazed my neck. “Come and get it after four.”
 
   “Kathy-”
 
   She stood back. “I have to go,” she said. “See you at the gala. It's supposed to be good.” 
 
   I turned to watch her leave, disappointment wringing out my insides. 
 
   “Don't forget your tux,” her voice called out, as the door closed behind her.  
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   I followed her. I followed my own wife. 
 
   Sure, it probably would have been easier just to talk to her. But that wasn't really what I was interested in. I was chasing the feeling it gave me to follow her. Knowing she might look back any minute and see me there. Or that she might not. Thinking about where she was going, in that white gauze dress that let most of the sun through it, the white gauze dress that barely concealed all the very pink and very bare parts of her. 
 
   As I walked behind her, I could see that she wasn't wearing any underwear. I stared at her ass as she moved along, gliding along, really, and the longer I stared the more clear it became: the pale, full globe of her asscheeks was halved not by the material of a slightly less pale thing, but by the tone of her own flesh, and nothing more. 
 
   Maybe she wanted me to follow her. Maybe she wanted me to follow her right to her room, and I could fuck some of this paranoia-fueled energy out and into her. 
 
   Maybe she wanted me to follow her so I could see her plop her gauzy ass right into Kyle's lap, and put her lips to his. So I could watch my wife's breasts get fondled in the hotel lobby, right before she disappeared to a different room, for something entirely different. 
 
   She strolled along, her head high and shoulders back, every man she passed rippling with noticeable interest. Most turned to watch her walking, and quite a few of them gave me a silent nod. You have a great view, buddy, they all seemed to say.
 
   Kate glided into the hotel, and through the lobby. I got caught in the doors, because the doorman lost his cool when she walked by and almost slammed the door on an exiting guest. Amid his profuse apologies, my wife stepped into an elevator, and the doors closed as I scurried along the far side of the lobby so she wouldn't see me.
 
   My heart sank. I watched the elevator floor number – it stopped on five floors before returning. Any one of them could have been her stop. 
 
   And none, I noticed, were level 4. Her floor. 
 
   I went up anyway. Up to twelve, the highest floor the elevator had stopped on. 
 
   But the halls were empty. A door clicked and an elderly man stepped out of it. My heart was pounding with some impatient desire to catch her at something. 
 
   And yet it was futile, wasn't it?
 
   I went down to four and stood outside her door. I leaned in and pressed my ear to it, like I already had before. Nothing. I looked around the hall, embarrassed suddenly to be the man who was stalking a woman, twice in twenty-four hours – a woman he already possessed. 
 
   Fuck it.
 
   I inserted the card, quietly, secretly hoping there was something on the inside of the room I could disturb and sneak up upon, if only I was quiet enough.  
 
   But the room was empty. 
 
   Fuck. Fuck, where had she gone?
 
   I went into the room and spun around, maniacally. 
 
   Her suitcase open. I rifled through it. Incriminating things were there. So many things, but all things I had known about. Panties, fancy lingerie. All the things I had already seen. 
 
   I threw open the closet door. Dresses. All things I knew about. Kate's sexy dresses. 
 
   I inhaled the scent of them. 
 
   Where the fuck was my wife? I looked at the clock. 3:37. No tux here. And also...
 
   I whirled around. 
 
   No dress here. Not one for the gala, anyway. 
 
   I sat down on the bed. 
 
   I could wait. If I waited she had to come back.
 
   Probably she was getting something for her dress for the evening. 
 
   Or a hair appointment.
 
   I lay back on the bed. 
 
   I could wait. 
 
    
 
   I dozed off. A rap at the door woke me with a start. 
 
   I looked out the peephole. A bored-looking porter was holding a suit bag over the shoulder. 
 
   I leaned backward to see the clock. 
 
   4:05 pm. 
 
   I opened the door and took the tux. At that point, I realized I had no phone, no wallet...I had left my hotel room in a trance and with nothing. 
 
   The porter frowned in disapproval when I didn't tip him. “Sorry,” I said. “I...forgot my wallet.” He frowned even more deeply and huffed away. 
 
   I set the tux on the bed. 
 
   What to do?
 
   “Okay,” I said to myself, actually wringing my hands a little. 
 
   Kate had to come back, right? 
 
   She had to get changed. Right?
 
   I sat down.
 
   No sense getting dressed up if I just had to get undressed again. 
 
   Minutes ticked by. They turned into an hour. I paced. Without my phone I couldn't even see where she was. 
 
   I left the room and walked through the hotel. No Kate at the pool. No Kate in the hotel bars, rooftop or lobby. No Kate in the exercise room. No Kate. No Kate anywhere, inexplicably.
 
   My spirits lifted as I approached the door upon my return – I had made the rounds hastily, and returned hoping she would be there. It looked like the “Do Not Disturb” sign was hanging on the handle. 
 
   But when I got there, it was only a handwritten note, crammed into the handle. 
 
    
 
   Sorry I missed you. Come by my room if you want an aperitif
 
    
 
   Unsigned. Not Kate's handwriting. The stocky block letters of a man's writing. 
 
   Whose? Kyle's? Or some other guy? Some other guy who didn't even feel like he needed to sign his note? 
 
   My heart fluttered with rage. 
 
   I opened the door with flourish.
 
   Nothing. No Kate. 
 
   Nothing changed. 
 
   The clock winked. 4:36. 
 
   I sat down and waited another heart-wrenching 14 minutes. And then ten more, because the deadline I set for myself came and went so quickly. 
 
   Then, furious and confused, I grabbed my tux and stomped out the door. I needed my phone. I needed my wallet. 
 
   I needed...to not be sitting in this room like a little puppy dog if my wife did return from wherever she was. 
 
   CHAPTER 11
 
    
 
   I decided, and perhaps it was silly, to sink into a few drinks and show up good and late (8:30, after the dinner, but only just) to the festivities. If Kate could play some kind of game like this – a game of never being where I expected her to be – then so could I. I paced in that crap hotel room and downed everything I could get my hands on, which wasn't much because they hadn't stocked the mini-bar. 
 
   Then, nostrils flaring and heart nearly exploding, I went to the party. 
 
   I got a cab, so I didn’t sweat through my fucking tux. The cabbie looked at me like I was insane and refused a tip. 
 
    
 
   The party, being the tradition, was the spectacular, glamorous finale (a day before the end) to the convention. Sometimes the final party was a huge fail, and ended up having the feel and decor of a high school prom. (This is because the planning committee insisted on having themes for all of the parties, instead of just throwing a fucking gala like normal people would do). 
 
   Sometimes, like tonight, they succeeded splendidly. I vaguely remembered, as I surveyed the scene, that the theme was Monaco Nights, or something like that. The receptionist handed me a pile of gambling chips when I handed her my invitation, and she explained something to me that I didn't listen to at all. 
 
   My mind was already on other things. 
 
   Like Kate.
 
   The ballroom of the hotel had been transformed into an expense of rich reds and greens, and deep, expensive wood. The room was filled with roulette and craps and blackjack tables. Tuxedos and glittering dresses were scattered among them. Because everyone was spending fake money at the tables, they were betting big and getting a rush out of winning. There was a heightened, excited vibe in the room. Roulette balls clattered into the wheels, the soft thumps of rolling die whispered beneath the shrieks of victory and the hushed laughter. I swept my eyes over the room. 
 
   I was only looking for one thing. 
 
   It took only a millisecond to find it. 
 
   The woman who was occupying my wife's body. 
 
   Kate. 
 
   She had really gone all out. Not at all fucking around. She was clad in a spectacular dress. Spectacular, in the rawest sense of the world. She was actually creating a spectacle. 
 
   The dress was a dull silver, dotted by sequins or beads to give it just the right amount of glittery shine (not enough to make her look like a disco ball, as one woman near her did). The shape was pretty standard: long, flowing a little at the bottom, clinging to her middle. 
 
   But the top of the dress cut deep between her breasts, and parted more than usually out toward her shoulders. In fact it looked at every moment like it would slide over the rounds of her shoulders and down her arms, unwrapping the whole glorious package of her tits right there in front of everyone. There was actually no better display for her finest feature: they were huge and firm and looked unreal, wrapped like white chocolate Kisses in their foil, half-peeled. When the dress started up again it clung to her pretty curves, stretched across her hourglass hips to delightfully balance heavy top. Her hair was swept up into an elegant pile on her head. Her lips were painted a bright red, and her eyes were dark. She looked too glamorous to even be real, and for a second I had the feeling I was dreaming. 
 
   “You made it man!” Pete' voice barked in my ear. “Good on you!” And then the now-familiar slap on my back. He stood next to me and turned to face the same direction. There was little doubt was he was looking at. There was nowhere else for a man's eyes to go except to Kate's gloriously displayed tits. “Yep,” he croaked. “That is some fucking sight.” 
 
   At that moment, my wife began to jump up and down, her hands balled into fists. Her breasts swayed and Pete (and every man in the room) sucked in his breath, obviously offering a silent prayer that her precariously perched shoulder straps would slide down. 
 
   But they did not. 
 
   A waitress passed by with champagne. Feeling a little inspired by the scene and the whiskey I had already downed, I took a glass as she passed, in a very James-Bond-move. I brought it to my lips with a wry smile. 
 
   It was now or never.
 
   Kate lifted her eyes from the table, and almost as if she knew I would be standing right there, she met mine. Her dark blue irises burnt through the smoky haze of her gray and black eyeshadow. 
 
   What was in her expression? Mischief? Amusement? Seduction? It was so hard to tell with her anymore. I felt for a moment that she was the only one in the room, and it seared right through me, whatever it was she was broadcasting. 
 
   Abruptly, though, she turned to her left, and her mouth opened wide as she let out a peal of excitement that could be heard across the room. She was suddenly throwing her arms around the shoulders of a tall man in a tux.
 
   My heart stopped. 
 
   Kyle. 
 
   I downed the champagne in a single gulp. The carbonation seared my nose and the taste made me grimace. Whatever they had for a budget for this affair had evidently gone to the decor and not the booze.  
 
   “Okay,” I said, choking back my pained expression. “Let's gamble.” 
 
   Pete was still watching my wife. “Let's go play roulette, shall we?” he said. “I'm really very, very interested in a game of roulette.” 
 
   Yes. The whole place seemed very, very interested in a game of roulette. 
 
   “It's pretty busy there,” I said coolly. “I'm going to play blackjack for a bit. Squeeze me in to the table later?” 
 
   I clapped him on the back. I wasn't going to sit there edging my way up to the fucking roulette table like some simpering dog. I strode down the stairs and over to the blackjack tables. I was feeling pretty good about how suave I was being. 
 
   Inside, I was seething with all kinds of feelings. I barely looked at my cards. I positioned myself so that I could easily glance up from the table and past the shoulder of the dealer at the glittering silver silhouette of my wife. It would look like my eyes were on the dealer, and all the while I could stare at her.
 
   My heart seized up again, as I saw that the man I had mistaken for Kyle was not him at all. 
 
   No. 
 
   My wife had found herself another very tall, very handsome, black man. 
 
   My insides boiled. 
 
   Partly, because I was turned on. There was no doubt about that. 
 
   But partly, they twisted because Kathy – as Kate – was wrapping me around her finger with such ease. 
 
   I mean, Jesus fucking Christ, there were probably only two black guys at the whole goddam convention. 
 
   The fact that she had found them meant two things: 
 
   First, that she knew exactly how much I liked to watch her get fucked by a big, black cock. 
 
   And two, that she was teasing me. Baiting me. Seeing how much I could take before I caved.
 
   She wanted me to cave. 
 
   She wanted to break my resolve to take a “pause.” 
 
   And infuriatingly, she knew just how to do it. 
 
   If Kate knew I existed, or that I was sitting there, she didn't show it. She was clasping the guy's arm as the ball rolled around the wheel, biting her lip as though it were some kind of life and death situation. I could barely look away from her gloved hands around his forearm. 
 
   “Sir?” the dealer said, breaking my reverie. He must have already asked me a question. I glanced around the table. The other players were looking at me expectantly. Without looking at my cards I motioned for him to hit me. Then I stayed. 
 
   I could feel that I was clenching my jaw. My eyes went back to Kate. She was bouncing again, and her breasts were jiggling lightly in her dress. You could bet that the whole gala was staring at them, or looking sideways at them so their wives didn't catch what they were checking out. My eyes were probably the only eyes in the room on her hands, and the way they were grasping her gentleman friend's arm. 
 
   I stood up. The dealer gave me a strange look. I left my cards and my bet on the table and moved toward the roulette table. 
 
   “Sir? Sir, you...won...” the dealer was saying, but he abandoned all hope of getting my attention rather quickly. I must have looked like a zombie. 
 
   I did an unusual thing, at least for me. I pushed my way into the throng of people at the table. 
 
   It should be noted that while the money was fake, there was some kind of prize incentive for people at the end, if they had the most fake money, which is why everyone was going so wild at the tables. I set some chips down on red by bossing my way between Kate and another man – not the one she was paying so much attention to. Then I just wedged my way in. The guy looked at me, and I could see from his expression that he was about to say something, but I supposed there was something on my own face that told him to back off.
 
   I was rather enjoying my newfound badassery. 
 
   I turned to Kate, who uncoiled her grip on the man next to her and turned to me with a bemused smile on her face. 
 
   “So,” I said. “What do you usually bet?” 
 
   Kate turned her head and looked at me archly for a moment. Then a smile formed on her lips. “I don't usually gamble,” she purred. Her voice sounded as elegant as the evening. As sexy as her dress. It brushed over my skin as though she had licked me from my neck to my earlobe. “But since it's fake money...I like to go big.”
 
   She let a pile of chips fall neatly from her fingers onto the number 22. 
 
   Her lips turned up slightly. She seemed to be challenging me to do something, though what it was I had no idea. Did she want me to bet bigger? At roulette? Or at something else? Was there an innuendo in there or did she just actually mean what she had said, literally?  
 
   “That,” I remarked, looking down at the pile of chips on 22, “Is a serious bet. With bad odds.” 
 
   She ran her tongue along the edge of her top teeth. She slid her arm back into the crook of the guy's arm. “But it's all fake,” she cooed, with a smile. Just before she turned to face the table and snuggle closer to him, she said, in a low voice: “It's no fun if you don't go big.” 
 
   At this point, the dark eyes of her companion veered over to look me up and down. He was cool customer. He sized things up pretty quick, assessing that a man about a foot shorter than him and not nearly as good-looking, was probably not a threat to his conquest, who had her arms wrapped around him anyway. He looked back at the table. 
 
   I looked at Kate, and my face turned serious without me being able to control it. 
 
   Was she talking about what I thought she was talking about? It's no fun if you don't go big. 
 
   Or was she actually just talking about roulette?
 
   “You don't really win anything this way,” I said, in a low voice. 
 
   Kate made a noise and craned her head behind her in the opposite direction. Her breasts thrust out in front of her, and the material of her dress spread open just a little more. I could actually feel the ripple of excitement going through the group of men gathered around the table. She gave a throaty laugh after she consulted the dark man, and turned back to me. 
 
   “You get to keep on playing, he said,” she purred. She was obviously delighted with this answer, and the way it was playing into her double innuendo. 
 
   I stared at her. 
 
   The dealer announced the closing of bets. Kate bit her lip and looked at me with this new, mischievous grin of hers. “Let's see what happens,” she said. 
 
   The ball dropped into the wheel, and we both watched as it spun and spun. It seemed like forever. 
 
   “Black 20!” the croupier called. 
 
   Kate met my eye for a moment. She seemed to be egging me on to do something, though at this point I wasn't sure of what. 
 
   “What a pity,” she finally said. I watched her fingers slide along the hem of her dress, right over her breasts, where the hardened bump of her nipple was outlined provocatively in the fabric. “We both lose.” 
 
   She leaned away from the table again, and whispered something to the ebony man. The seconds seemed to last forever as she touched his arm and her lips moved so close to his ear. Hundreds of thoughts went through my mind in that small space of time. They all moved through my gut as though I had swallowed gasoline. Was she going to do this, right here in front of me, when I had been so clear with her the night before? Had I already lost control of my wife to such an extent that she was going to flaunt her betrayal? And was it really something I could lay claim to at this point, after everything that had happened?
 
   The man looked over at me. 
 
   “Hey man,” he said. He extended his giant hand.
 
   I was so shocked by the interaction that I just kind of stared at him. 
 
   Kate's mouth came close to my ear. Low and throaty again. “I just told Will here how lucky it is that I ran into my old friend Paul,” she said. 
 
   I put my hand in his giant paw. He gave me a firm handshake, just shy of crushing my fingers into a pulp. 
 
   What next? I wondered, for a nanosecond, my pulse racing and my body tingling with a spinning, dizzying, horrified feeling, like someone had just pushed me off a building. 
 
   Kate Orel slid her arms over both of our shoulders and looked from Will's face to mine. “Well,” she said. “Let's go have some fun, shall we boys?” 
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Kate Orel's idea of fun, for the time being, was to continue gambling and drinking, and flirting alternately with Will and...me. 
 
   She would bounce and jump and squeal, and then kiss Will on the cheek. And then the next time she won, she would do the same to me. 
 
   After about half an hour, I could see that Will had gone from perceiving me as a nobody, to a potential competitor. He started making more overt moves on Kate. He moved his hand to her ass. I refused to look down, even though I desperately wanted to. The sight of the dark shadow of his skin over her silver dress burned through my lower eyelid and fueled me with a desperate jealousy. 
 
   But it didn't mean that he had won. 
 
   After gambling, Kate suggested that we go to the hotel bar and have a few drinks. It was too hot in there, she complained, fanning herself with her purse. 
 
   We walked to the bar. A little awkwardly, the three of us. Will was giving me the eye, and I was giving it right back. 
 
   I had absolutely no idea what was going on, only that my wife definitely seemed to have some kind of plan. She was in control of this thing. 
 
   I decided to just let her play her hand. 
 
   So we sat in a little gathering of leather chairs. Kate with her now-trademark martini. Biting her olives, making a sexual innuendo of everything. Will with his big legs wide apart, his arm draped over the back of the too-small chair.  When Kate wasn't looking he seemed to be giving me a stare-down. 
 
   Hard to say what look I returned. 
 
   I wasn't entirely sure what Kate's plans were, but I knew one thing: this was a challenge to what I had said before. A challenge to my idea of putting the brakes on things.
 
   And fuck, it was pissing me off a little. 
 
   But I could always have done something about it. And sitting there, letting it go on and on, I realized that my wife was simply making her point the way she always had. Rather than arguing, she was just letting me see that I didn't really want what I said I wanted.
 
   Like the time she let me buy a boat. 
 
   Fuck. It was so infuriating.
 
   So hot and infuriating.
 
   So infuriating that she knew, she had known all along, that I was going to sit here and let this all play out, because she knew as well as I should have, that I didn't really want the brakes on anything at all.
 
   Not really
 
   “Well,” Kate said, after a bit. “I'm going upstairs.” 
 
   She rose, smiling sexily at each of us and our shocked and disappointed faces. She let the whole moment linger for a bit, and then she laughed. Rubbing a gloved along the swooping neckline of her dress, she blinked lazily. “We can always continue the party up there,” she purred. “I just need to get into something more comfortable.” 
 
   The implications of her words were not lost on Will, nor were they lost on me. We exchanged a look. Will licked his lips and shrugged, giving a kind of half-smile. “'Aight,” he said. And he started to get up. 
 
   “Lovely,” Kate said. And then she looked at me.
 
   Her eyes were twinkling with the challenge. “Come on, Paul. It'll be fun.” 
 
   Unconsciously, I had started moving our wedding band on my finger. 
 
   Kate leaned down and ran her finger across the gold band as she whispered in my ear: “What happens here, stays here,” she said. “So don't worry about what you wife will think.” 
 
   I perceived Will exhale a puff of air, a sort of impressed harrumph, like he actually couldn't believe this woman.
 
   That made two of us. 
 
   I found myself standing up, giving the same shrug that Will had given, and then Kate's arms were draped around each of our shoulders, and we were walking to the elevator. 
 
    
 
   Kate opened the door to her room and went in, flicking the lights on as she went. She crossed the room swaying her hips and telling us that the mini bar was stocked, help ourselves and find a way to make her drink. She slid her silver gloves off and tossed them onto the back of a chair. Then she reached up and closed the curtains theatrically. 
 
   Will looked at me, and went in ahead. I followed, and sat down on the bed as he started to make drinks. We took our jackets off and placed them over the back of a chair near the door.  
 
   Kate turned around and watched the two of us for a moment, sitting on the arm of a chair near the windows. While Will's back was turned, her gaze floated over to me. She smiled. 
 
   Then she stood up, and reached a hand behind her. I stared as her hand moved downward, and the material stretched across her hips loosened. The precarious balance of her dress collapsed, and it all spilled downward. The straps seemed to disintegrate, and the sequined silver fell away. 
 
   “The best I can do,” Will was saying, diligently crouching by the mini-bar, “is a vodka soda...there's no-”
 
   He turned to look over at Kate, and he stopped mid-sentence. 
 
   Katie was shimmying out of the dress by then. Her full breasts were bare, and her pale pink nipples were already hardening with her excitement. My cock had already stiffened long before then, and now it throbbed in response to seeing her body unwrapped. Silver, satin panties, very simple in nature, rode high on her hips and plunged between her legs. A small v-shape of satin edged in light lace covered her mound. She stepped out of the crumpled dress at her feet. She shook her hair loose by pulling out a single pin. “That's better,” she said, smiling.
 
   For a moment she held me so spellbound that I forgot Will was even in the room. The realization that he was sank over me slowly, and I cast an uneasy glance over at him. His eyes were on my wife, appraising, and he was slowly rising to standing. I could see the bulky shape of his cock in his pants. He seemed uninterested in the fact that I was in the room. 
 
   I had no idea what to do next. None at all. 
 
   My wife, however, seemed perfectly in command of the situation. Her ease with it, in fact, was one of those painful undertones that would not go away for the next hour: was this the same shy Kathy who had blushed so deeply at being mistaken for a prostitute, several years and several lovers ago? 
 
   Kate looked from me to Will, and back again. With a wry smile, she moved her almost predatory stare to Will, and stepped closer to him. 
 
   Things seemed to move in slow motion as my wife smiled at Will and began to unbutton the shirt of his tux. As the fabric began to open, revealing his dark, hairless skin, formed into chiseled muscle, another realization sank over me with cold fingers: there was no stopping this now. I backed up, and collapsed on the bed, unable to stand. 
 
   Will was enjoying watching my wife undress him, her mouth turned up in a smile of excitement as she uncovered his masculine body. She ran her fingers over his chest, and I felt my own chest burn as though she were raking a knife through it. When she placed her lips on his pecs and sucked on his flesh, I went hot with rabid anger. But I stayed where I was, watching my wife undress this other man in front of my very eyes. 
 
   When his shirt had been pulled away and after she paid attention to his chest for bit with her tongue, making a slow circle up and down his pecs and around his left nipple, her fingers made their way to his suit bottoms. The tux pants were complicated, and she had to use two hands to unfasten them and let them fall around his ankles.
 
   As she slid down to her knees, Kate turned her head and looked me in the eye. As she did, she slid his silk boxers down and his erect cock sprang loose from them and pressed up against her neck. 
 
   I stared at his member, pressed to my wife's throat. It was dark and veined, and not especially or incredibly long. The girth, however, was impressive. At the end where his fat head was swollen with excitement, his cock turned from a purple-black to a dark reddish pink. As she moved down to her knees, Kate rubbed her cheek over the top of his shaft, still looking at me, and turned her attention to his eyes only when she was seated on her heels (she still wore the high-heeled shoes from the party.) 
 
   Kate wrapped her pale hand around the base of Will's shaft, squeezed, and guided the purple-pink crown of his dick to her mouth. 
 
   She licked the tip of him first, for what seemed like an eternity of searing pleasure. I watched her tongue slide around and around, teasing him with the sweet feel of her hot breath over his crown, and the tickle of the tip of her tongue, around and around. I could see that a drop of pearly cum was forming in the center of his fat head, and she swirled her tongue around until it had formed a swollen bead. Then she tilted her head beneath his cock and rolled her hand along his shaft, up and down, until the fat bead of cum dropped neatly into her open and waiting mouth. 
 
   She rubbed the underside of his shaft over her lips, and then she turned slightly to get her tongue at the very base of his cock, right where the flesh of his balls began. She licked him from base to tip, and then enclosed the head of his cock in her mouth. Again, this time tilted from the other side, she licked the length of his cock and enclosed his head in the heat of her wet mouth. 
 
   I couldn't bear any more. I felt myself standing up, and my hands worked at the clasp of my pants. My eyes remained locked on my wife's mouth, servicing Will's cock, licking and slurping and sucking the precum from inside of him. As she did, his member seemed to enlarge to ridiculous proportions. When she placed it in her mouth, and began to slide down the length of it, her mouth was stretched wide and her eyes began to water. 
 
   My own cock was throbbing painfully. I took it my hand and held it toward her. She broke her intense gaze with Will and looked over at me. Her mouth was so full of cock she couldn't change expression, but she seemed to smile. 
 
   She took the whole fat length of Will's cock into her mouth. When he pressed it against the back of her throat she gagged and closed her eyes, struggling to take him all in. But on he went, and her lips moved down until she was pressed against his pubic bone and her lower lips disappeared in the folds of his dangling ball sac. He pressed his hand against the back of her head at this point, holding her to him for a moment. 
 
   Kate gave him head for a few moments, sucking his cock from base to tip, but then she pulled away and looked up at him. Her eyes were watering and her mouth was sticky with saliva. She smiled at Will and looked over at me, and then my cock was in her hand. She squeezed lightly at the base, and rubbed the tip of my cock over her wet lips. The head of my cock was slimy with precum, and she rubbed it over her lips and then licked it up. I shuddered. If she did the same thing to me as she had to Will, I was going to come in seconds. Shaking, I put my hand on her head, more to hold her back than push her forward. 
 
   But Kate had other plans. She took me inside of her mouth, and I stared in shock, rising fast to a climax, as she took me all the way to the back of her throat. My whole cock was embedded in the hot, soft flesh inside her mouth. 
 
   But she pulled away quickly, and I escaped going over the edge. 
 
   She then proceeded to take turns, sucking my cock, then Will's. While she sucked his cock, she slowly worked her hand up and down my shaft. 
 
   Suddenly she slowed, and held both of our cocks in her two hands. I was so close to coming I could barely contain myself. 
 
   “I want to try something,” she said, her breath wafting over my cock hot and silky, “I've never tried before.” She looked at me when she said this, and I felt fear snake through my body. I was starting to feel like some grip I had on all of this was slipping. 
 
   Will gave a low laugh. “Anything you want,” he said. 
 
   I said nothing, because all I could do was stare at my wife. My wife who was not my wife, with her hands holding two cocks at once. 
 
   Her eyes moved over to Will's cock. I could see the delight in her gaze as she appraised the thick member. 
 
   She pushed him toward the bed, and onto it, letting go of my cock and seemingly forgetting I was even there. She crawled onto the bed and somehow nudged the now-naked Will backward, until he was crouching in a kneeling position, his legs apart and resting on his heels, with his huge cock pointing toward my wife's face. 
 
   She began to suck his cock again, slowly, and as she did, she spread her own legs apart and tilted her ass up. Her shaved snatch was bright pink and dripping with her excitement. I could smell it now, tangy and sweet, wafting through the air and enticing me. I stared for a moment, and then I realized what she wanted. Or at least what she was offering. I knelt behind her on the floor, and placed my hands on the back of her knees to hold her legs open. I tilted my head up slightly, and began to lap at her exposed and opened cunt. 
 
   I found her clit, and flicked at it with tip of my tongue. She was so wet that her juices snaked from inside of her and onto my tongue and my lips. The taste of her seemed different, only slightly, but still different. More sweet, more dirty somehow. I dipped my tongue between her folds to take more of it into my mouth. The slippery wetness coated my mouth, dribble onto my chin. I sucked her hard clit into my mouth and pressed my lips together. I was pleased when her body shuddered. 
 
   As I brought her to orgasm with a slow and steady pulse to her clit, my own cock throbbed with every squelching slurp as she sucked on Will's cock. 
 
   “I'm gonna come,” I heard Will say. My wife's body hummed with her approving murmur. Her pussy squeezed a gush of her own cum out and into my mouth, and her legs shook in my hands as she came. I could hear Will stifling a holler as his own cock exploded in her mouth. 
 
   I leaned back, and watched my wife finishing him off. 
 
   As she sucked his cock clean, licking every last drop of his seed from him, she moved her hand between her legs. She slid her finger up from her engorged slit, dragging her slick cum to her ass. 
 
   I had no idea where to look, at her busy mouth or her busy fingers, as she slipped one of her shiny wet fingers inside of her tight pink asshole. 
 
   Another wave of unease went over me, followed by jealousy, followed by aching excitement, as I stared at this lewd and obscene woman who was not my wife, finger-fucking her own ass and sucking cum from a black man's cock. 
 
   Finished with Will's cock, looked back at me. His cock was still hard, and she leaned her body forward to rub the fat prick all over her tits. Her hair stuck to the tip of it. Her face was a beautiful, creamy mess as she looked at me and raised her eyebrows. 
 
   Wordlessly offering me that thing she wanted to try.
 
   I had no time to think about it. I rose and stared down at my wife's fingers in her ass. She withdrew her hand and used it to grasp Will's cock, stroking him so that she could get him ready again. Her asshole, slightly pried open, spasmed closed again. 
 
   Almost in a trance, I dipped my fingers into her cum. It was silky and gushing from inside of her, dripping down her inner thighs. I drew a glob of it up and over the little eyelet of her ass, rubbing it against the puckered hole with my thumb. With my other hand I used the bounty of her cum to coat my cock. 
 
   I looked at Will. He was now watching what I was doing with perverse fascination. Kate turned toward me as well. She moved her hips, beckoning me to do what we had never done before. 
 
   I dipped my thumb into her cunt, and then pushed it into her ass. The grip of her asshole was tight, and I felt it fight against me just before it gave, and my thumb plunged inside of her.
 
   I had only done this once before, when we were very, very drunk. The inside of my wife's ass was silken-smooth and hot and tight. My cock pulsed and sent such a rack of desire and pain through me that I almost doubled over.
 
   Kate turned to Will and gave a little cry of discomfort. He placed his hands in her hair, stroking it back from her face, guiding her through it.
 
   She didn't wriggle away. 
 
   Will licked his lips. “That's okay, baby, it's okay, just relax,” he murmured to my wife. His eyes, though, were on me, and my fingers working inside of her. 
 
   I twisted my wrist to get some of her juices on my forefinger, and then I slowly worked it inside of her. 
 
   “Oh!” Kate cried, and Will stroked her hair and consoled her more. 
 
   I fucked her for a bit, until I felt her relax. My hunger to feel her skin around my cock was so great I could barely stand it. I looked up at Will, and he nodded at me, which I took to mean that he felt she was ready. Kate was beginning to push back against me. 
 
   “You want some cock in your ass?” Will finally murmured to her, pushing her hair out of her face. “You dirty girl, you do, don't you?” 
 
   Kate moaned. She pushed back against me. 
 
   I slid my fingers from inside of her and used my other hand to slip even more cum onto my cock. I drew a last fingerful up and to her throbbing asshole. 
 
   I guided my cock to her ass and pressed the tip of it against her hole. Will tipped her head toward his face and placed his fingers in her mouth. “That's it, just relax,” he told her. 
 
   I pushed forward. I felt Kate's body seize up, and her asshole clenched around my cock. 
 
   “You can take it, baby,” Will said. He looked at me. Push on, he seemed to be saying. 
 
   I slowly pushed against her ass, and Kate whimpered and panted, but in a moment, I felt her hole release, and my cock sank deep inside of her and into her hot flesh. 
 
   “That's it,” Will said, watching my cock moving in and out of her ass. He shifted his position, so he could get a better view, and as he did so, he guided Kate's mouth to his cock. 
 
   For a while his cock was just bouncing there in front of her face. “Oh,” Kate moaned. “Oh God, oh fuck, I can't, I can't,” she said. 
 
   Will ignored her, watching me fuck her. Kate grew quiet, and he guided her mouth to his cock,, pushing her deep onto it as I began to fuck myself to climax. 
 
   Her ass was so tight and hot around my cock that it took only a few more thrusts before I felt myself boiling over. I burst inside of her and thrust deep, unable to stop myself from pummeling her as the most intense orgasm I ever had overtook me. 
 
   I was on my knees, almost dizzy, when the final spurts of cum jerked out of my cock and inside of her. 
 
   Kate continued to move her ass over my cock. 
 
   Will lifted her head from his dick. “You want some more? You ready for some big black cock now?” 
 
   Stunned, stunned by everything, and feeling weak and wrung-out from the tremendous orgasm I just had, I sort of fell backward and into the chair by the window. 
 
   Will moved around the bed, and pushed Kate forward until her chest was on the bed. She looked at me and gave a slight smile. 
 
   Will placed his fat crown to her ass, and it was so thick that even her gaping opening was too small for it. He leaned against her, and Kate's mouth opened in a silent scream as his whole thick cock pushed inside of her. Inch by thick, veined inch. 
 
   He began slowly, easing the whole fat member all the way out, and then making Kate yelp as he pushed himself back in. His cock was slick with the load of cum I had dumped inside of her. I watched the fat member move in and out of her tight hole, stretching her ass open as she moaned and tossed her head on the bed. 
 
   And then he grasped her by the hips, and began to pound her. His thighs slapped against her ass. Kate began to moan, then shriek, and she turned her face into the bed. 
 
   He went on and on, hammering his cock into my wife's ass. 
 
   Kate, to my surprise, rose up on her hands and threw her head back. “Oh, fuck,” she said. She slid her fingers down to her slit and began to rub her clit furiously. 
 
   “Yeah, that's it, I want you to come and squeeze that cock hard for me. Come on, come for me.” 
 
   Will slowed a little to let Kate work herself up. I could see her whole body go stiff as she came, and then she just gasped and fell forward onto the bed. 
 
   Will drove his cock in so deep it looked as if her gaping ass would take his balls in as well. Kate screamed as he thrust and drove his load into her ass. 
 
   After he came, he panted for a moment or two, his cock deep in my wife. Kate turned her face and looked at me, a streak of her hair, sticky with Will's cum, stuck to her cheek. She reached up and pulled it away for her face and gave me a smile. 
 
   Will slowly slid from inside her ass. My eyes shifted to the red, gaping hole, and the trickle of mingled cum that oozed from inside of it. 
 
   She pushed herself up in an arch, and rolled over onto her back. “Well,” she said. “I don't know about you two, but I'm beat,” and she covered her eyes with her forearm. 
 
   Once again, I really had no idea what to do. 
 
   Will looked over at me, an amused expression on his face, and shrugged. He turned back to the bar, where the elements of the drinks he attempted to make were still scattered on the table. He poured some bourbon into a cup. 
 
   “You want somethin'?” he said, and he looked up at me as he poured his own drink.
 
   He was already pouring me a vodka, no ice and no mixer. He handed it to me wordlessly, and looked back at Kate Orel, who appeared to be sleeping. “You want something, doll?” 
 
   She smiled without opening her eyes, and said nothing. 
 
   Will slammed the bourbon, and picked up his clothing. I watched him get dressed, still not knowing what to do, and then he poured one more drink, slammed it, raised his eyebrows at me, and threw his jacket over his shoulder. “Gotta run,” he said. 
 
   He took a card out of his jacket and set it on the table. “Call me if you ever head my way, baby doll,” he said. “You gonna be around next year?” 
 
   Kate smiled again. Her arm was still over her eyes, as though she were half asleep. “I'll have to ask my husband,” she murmured. 
 
   Will shrugged. This didn't seem to be huge news to him. He gave me a look, a quick nod of goodbye, and walked out the door. 
 
   After the door slammed Kate threw her arm off her face and sat up on her elbows. 
 
   She looked at me. Her fingers drummed on the bed. Her bountiful breasts swayed lightly with the motion of her body as she shifted. 
 
   “I'm sorry,” she said, finally. “That wasn't much of a break.” 
 
   For a moment I couldn't even move my mouth. 
 
   She sat up. 
 
   “No,” I said, finally.
 
   She rose up onto her knees. I looked at her. She was absolutely stunning. Filthy, lewd, a dirty-minded pin-up girl, an insatiable sex bomb hiding inside my wife. 
 
   She smiled at me. “How can I ever make it up to you?” she purred, running a slender finger along her thigh. 
 
   Such a slut. Such a wild, out-of-control slut my wife had become. 
 
   She knew me well, though.
 
    
 
   And I loved her for it.
 
    
 
   END
 
    
 
   MORE FROM ARNICA BUTLER
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed Grand Slam, 
 
   give my other novels a try!
 
    
 
   See My Author Page for a complete list of books, or…
 
    
 
   Grand Slam: An Interracial Hotwife Adventure
 
    
 
   Charles keeps a secret desire about his wife Zoe. Her sizzling beauty is typically hidden under scrubs and a hair bun, so his fantasy may never happen. But a wrong turn on a weekend getaway turns out to be the opening pitch of a very naughty game, and Zoe seems determined to knock it out of the park. 
 
    
 
   A Well-Laid Trap (2-Part Series)
 
    
 
   It all begins when Patrick is convinced he saw his wife with another man at a downtown bar.
He begins to investigate. But the more Patrick uncovers about Jordan's activities, the less he understands.
The biggest problem is, Patrick can't decide how he really feels. On the one hand, his wife seems to be betraying him, and on the other, his sex life has reached a scorching pinnacle he never thought possible.
But he had better hold on to his hat, because when he finds out the truth, things will get much, much hotter than he might have ever imagined...
 
    
 
   Ela's Performance
 
    
 
   Peter's sweet-faced and fiery wife is headed back to school for a degree in violin performance. Unexpectedly, Peter finds himself becoming very paranoid about who Ela is spending so much time with, and what she is doing at school so very late. It isn't as if he doesn't have his reasons for suspicion. There's the way his own relationship with Ela started, and their own past experiment with an open relationship before they were married. A few other strange things to fuel his jealous fantasies...
And when he discovers someone from Ela's past has resurfaced, he'll take a chance and confront his own desires and obsessions...but will he get what he really wants?
 
    
 
   The Hobby Job
 
    
 
   Former career professional Laura is going crazy living her stay-at-home-mom life in a small country town. Her husband Conrad has the perfect solution: get a “hobby job.” Laura gets turned on to the idea, and to Conrad's surprise, chooses to wait tables at a run-down restaurant down the street. But she gets a lot more than a hobby job when she meets Nate, a young, hot waiter who has his eyes on her from the start.

Conrad and Laura start on separate journeys, exploring new possibilities in their marriage, and opening up to their hidden desires, fantasies, and needs. Will their journeys merge, or will Laura's “hobby job” make a hobby of their marriage?
 
    
 
    
 
    The Hotwife Tattoo 
 
    
 
   When Greg's brother marries his wild, tattooed, ex-girlfriend Renee, he knows things will be a little complicated. But when Renee befriends his wife Sara, she starts to change in almost unbelievable ways. Greg sees that there is something more to Renee's plans than just friendly sister-in-law bonding. Is Renee's influence all bad, or can Greg get something he has always wanted and never admitted to is wife – maybe even himself? 
 
    
 
   The Tenant: A Very Naughty Hotwife Novel
 
    
 
   Once upon a time, his exotic and incredibly sexy wife Anna loved to indulge Brian's fantasies...to a point. She teased strangers, and took them to cruel, tantalizing places. But she never went all the way. The game ended when Brian and Anna got married, and that was that.

Or was it?

When the gorgeous, charming, and very black John moves into their basement rental, Brian finds that his sleeping desires have been building up all these years. He doesn't just want Anna to tease. He isn't just toying with the idea. He is obsessed with driving his wife to do things with another man. Lewd things. Obscene things.

When he confesses his desires, is Anna just a little bit too willing to make things just like old times? Is she too easy to push over each new line? Brian can't help but wonder if his own obsessions have gone too far...or if Anna's have.
 
    
 
   A Gamble: The Making of A Hotwife
 
    
 
   Ryan is just an average guy, coaxing his sweet, beautiful wife Victoria into playing into his hotwife fantasy – even if they're just pretending. But a trip to Vegas with his co-worker Brad and his sexy wife Irena turns Ryan's life upside-down. To help Ryan, Brad makes a proposal that could change everything...but it all centers on Victoria's innocence. How far will Victoria go to save what she holds most dear, now that her virtues, her love for Ryan, their marriage, Ryan's desires, and even their finances all hang in the balance? This is a 52,000-word novel about risk and romance, filled to the brim with the hard, steamy scenes you love. Please enjoy!
 
    
 
    The Hotwife Summer
 
    
 
   When Ben and Summer have the chance to spend the summer in Italy, their stale marriage starts to heat up in ways Ben could only have dreamed about. Summer is ready to take his hotwife fantasy all the way, and her choice is a sexy, Italian, Michelin star-studded chef. It's too late to put the brakes on what he's set in motion when Ben discovers the humiliating truth about Summer's choice of man. Summer has a taste for being naughty, and a filthy little plan of her own. Will it be everything he could wish for, or will Ben's cuckold fantasy turn into a nightmare he can't escape?
 
    
 
   Well-Constructed Affairs
 
    
 
   As a hot female construction engineer, John's wife Adria draws a lot of attention at the job site. Which isn't all bad. But when Adria opens the door for him to tell her about his sexual fantasies, he doesn't realize she has opened the door on her own – very dark – fantasy as well. A fantasy she hasn't shared with anyone until now. The couple are off on an exploration of their desires...but is their marriage well-constructed enough to withstand the forces of their fantasies?
 
    
 
   Nikita Gets In Too Deep
 
    
 
   When Cole and his wife Nik arrive at their usual vacation spot in dull Cape Breton, they're taken by surprise by the most unlikely of next-door neighbors: ultra-sexy Paige and wealthy, commanding Mitch. And these new neighbors are full of surprises. Cole and Nik embark on new adventures in their marriage, trying new things and pushing boundaries they'd never even discussed. It's invigorating, but Cole can't help but wonder if his transformed wife hasn't gotten herself in too deep…
 
    
 
    
 
   Not Black And White
 
    
 
   When a photographer turns Rick on to the idea of watching his wife with another man, Rick feels an obsessive desire inside of himself catch fire. He can't help arrange for his shy, girl-next-door wife Danielle and the rugged, black photographer to cross paths. He knows that Drake Reyes' erotic photographs are not as abstract as they appear, and that Reyes sleeps with his married models. He knows his wife is not immune to Reyes' charms – no one is. He just can't help but imagine what it would be like to stand in his gallery, looking at Reyes' lurid photos, knowing his own wife is the model, knowing how the photos were taken.
But was it really his idea, or have Drake and Danielle been as manipulative as he has?

Please note, this is the novelized version of the short story Black and White, with significant changes to all scenes depicted in the short story, as well as the point of view. There is, however, some repetition: scenarios which occurred in the short occur in the novel. There are plenty of fresh new adult scenes, however. Please enjoy.
 
    
 
    A Dark Place: Cuckolded In Lagos
 
    
 
   Three people are carving out their fortunes in Africa's largest city, but each of them holds a deeper, darker desire. What is the secret desire of the angelic Charlotte, who finds all men's eyes on her after dark in Lagos? What about Andrew, who keeps a secret hunger so buried perhaps he doesn't admit it even to himself? And what could be darker than Clement Ambode's already shadowy “reliability” as an all-purpose contractor in the underbelly of Lagos? 
 
    
 
   Charlotte, Andrew, and Clement will find themselves in a very dark place when their worlds collide in this ultra-sexy, novella-length cuckold story.  
 
    
 
   NOVELLAS BY ARNICA
 
    
 
   Try To Have Some Fun
 
    
 
   Poor Keith. He's been condemned to a campy cruise with his family and friends. Worse yet, he suspects something is going on between his wife and bad-boy Hank, the husband of a family friend his wife has invited along. Keith's in for a very big surprise – and much more naughty, adult fun than he expected on this cruise – when he finds out what's really going on.
 
    
 
    Claire's Cowboy
 
    
 
   When he gives his wife Claire the gift of a vacation of her choice, Chris is perplexed when she wants to go on a horseback-riding adventure in Montana. Nothing about that kind of trip has ever appealed to Claire. Next, she mentions a mysterious ex-lover, and she turns out to be nearly a professional at riding horses. Chris can't help but wonder if her choice of vacation, and the rugged man who will lead the tour, are just an uncanny coincidence...or if there is something more to Claire's cowboy?
 
    
 
   Nothing Better To Do
 
    
 
   Rob is finding out from the locals in his wife's small mountain hometown that his soccer-mom wife Kirsten may have been quite a different person once upon a time. He'll find out the truth first-hand when a late summer blizzard traps everyone at a party, and his wife comes up with some very indecent ideas for passing the time.

After all, there's nothing better to do...
 
    
 
   If you're a new fan of Arnica Butler, why don't you try Wives Gone Wild?
 
    
 
   I've put together ten of my short stories about wives on vacation, who get taken every way you can think of while their husbands watch. Ten stories for $4.99! For fans of my longer hotwife novels, these stories may not be for you (but then again...they might). These are quick or medium-length, dirty stories about men taking willing wives right out from under their husbands' noses. Most include very graphic scenes of humiliation, menage, cleanup and...well, that's all I can write about here!

Stories included in this bundle are: Double-Cucked; Cuckolded in Texas by The Oil Tycoon; Watching My Wife Get Trucked; St. Paddy's Day Cucktale; A Long Hard Winter; Watching My Wife Get Lumberjacked; My Wife Goes Back To Black; Cuckolded On A Plane!; Cuckolded In Vegas!; and Cuckolded on My Dominican Vacation.

All stories are available for purchase individually for $2.99 and some are in Kindle Unlimited for free, with the exception of Cuckolded In Texas, which is only available here. I want to give readers a chance to read some of my earlier works and quickies at a discounted price.

Because sometimes, you just want to get down and dirty, right?
Enjoy!
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