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		Chapter

		One

		

		Paul

		

		I was mowing the lawn while my wife was upstairs packing. I looked up at our bedroom window. I could see her from the waist up. It looked like she was folding something on the bed. She picked up her orange bikini top, the one that barely contained her large breasts. I closed my eyes and pictured her wearing it at the pool. She was getting ready to go on a trip to Dallas, but I was staying home. She was going with Greg, her lover.

		I got stiff thinking about Elaine laying out by the pool in that bathing suit. I bought it for her a year ago, and she looks crazy sexy in it. Greg was going to love it, or more likely, love taking it off her.

		I looked away as my wife bent over and tucked the top into her suitcase. I tried to think about baseball, so my erection would go down and I could finish my chores. It didn't work. All I could think about was my wife and how much sex she was going to have on her trip.

		I didn't know why I let her do it. We'd only known Greg for a short while, and I told him I was cool with him asking my wife to go on a holiday. Subconsciously, I might have been hoping she would turn him down. Well, that didn't happen. Instead, she enthusiastically said yes.

		Fifteen minutes later, I was done. I turned off the mower and stored it in the garage. Elaine met me at the backdoor with a smile and a beer. She took a sip before handing it to me.

		"You going to be okay while I'm gone?" she asked.

		"Guess I'll find out." I took a sip. The cool beverage felt good going past my parched lips.

		"It's only for a couple of days. I'll be back Monday night."

		"Sweetheart, I'll be fine." I tried to sound as confident as I could, but I think deep down there were more than a few doubts.

		Even though I found the thought of my wife with another man arousing, this trip added an element of danger to our little game. For the longest time, just the two of us played. But then Greg joined in, taking our game to the next level.

		He was handsome and had a big cock and Elaine loved what he could do with it. And I loved watching her with him. Nothing turned me on more than seeing my wife enjoy herself, and damn if she didn't enjoy getting fucked.

		"Are you done packing?" I asked after downing the beer. I really should have sipped it, because I could feel the alcohol buzz rushing to my brain.

		"Pretty much, just a few things I need your help with."

		She pulled me by the hand up to our bedroom.

		"So, I've got these." She pointed to three pairs of panties—red, pink, and white, silk. They were sexy and sensible.

		"Okay. What do you need my help for?"

		"We'll I also went out and bought these."

		My wife pulled out a shopping bag and emptied it onto the bed. It looked like a couple of small triangles of silk and a mess of ribbons. When she picked one up and showed me, I almost laughed.

		"Why even bother wearing any panties at all?" I said.

		My wife's eyes opened wide. "That's a great idea," she said.

		"I was kidding."

		Elaine wasn't having it.

		"No. No. You're right. We'll probably spend most of our time in Dallas, naked. So, I can leave the undies at home."

		I shook my head. My mind was racing. Elaine was acting like a slut. And the funning thing was, I was loving it.

		I grabbed her arm and pulled her to me.

		"You're not going to wear any panties for the whole weekend? During the four-hour drive? At the concert?"

		My boldness shocked my wife, but her wide eyes quickly turned to smoldering.

		"That would be so—decadent, wouldn't it?"

		"No." I lied.

		Elaine grabbed my hard cock through my cargo shorts.

		"Oh yes, it will be. And you love it." She started rubbing up and down my shaft. "Is this for me?"

		I didn't say anything. I was too aroused. The angst of sharing my wife with another man had stolen my voice. I wanted to fuck her so badly, keep her to myself. But at the same time, knowing she wanted to go off with him made her even more desirable to me. It was a battle of emotions, and I didn't know which side I wanted to win.

		"You want to fuck me, don't you?"

		Elaine gave me a devious smile.

		"Yes," I said.

		She continued to rub my cock through my shorts.

		"Well, Greg is picking me up in half an hour. And it would be rude of me to have a pussy full of your cum while I'm with him. Don't you think?"

		I felt my body shiver and my cock pulse. I knew what she was hinting.

		"Yeah," I sighed. "How about a blow job?"

		My wife slowly shook her head no. "I can't kiss him after letting you come in my mouth."

		"Fuuuck."

		Elaine laughed and reached into my shorts. She took my shaft in her hand and began stroking me.

		"Wow, you're leaking a lot."

		Her hand felt rough against my sensitive skin, but I didn't want her to stop. Unfortunately, just as I was about to erupt, we heard the doorbell ring.

		My wife pulled her hand out of my pants and my climax was ruined.

		"Gawwwwd," I seethed. My cock pulsed, and a tiny bit of cum oozed into my boxers.

		"Oh, I'm sorry, sweetheart." I think she meant it, but still, I could hear a chuckle in her tone.

		She quickly closed her suitcase and ran downstairs to greet her lover.

		I decided to get cleaned up before I joined them.
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		Elaine

		

		It was so easy to get my husband going. I knew the exact buttons to press and how to press them. Naturally, I would wear panties to the concert and the drive up to Dallas. What was I, some heathen? But knowing how Paul almost came in his pants with jealousy made it perfect. When the doorbell rang, my pulse sped up. I quickly kissed the love of my life, grabbed my bag and a pair or two of panties and raced down the stairs. I was nervous about this trip because it meant the games Paul and I were playing now changed somewhat in the dynamic. Things would need to stay at a certain level to ensure our marriage was spared any potential hits.

		“Hey sexy!” I said to Greg as he stepped into the house.

		“Damn, Elaine, you’re looking hot.” He leaned in and gave me a kiss on the lips. I knew Paul was still upstairs and didn’t see that, which made me feel better about it.

		“I am pretty much all packed. I was thinking of grabbing some snacks for the road and some drinks.”

		“No need, sweetheart. I have all that in the car already.” I saw Greg’s eyes look up, and he nodded his head. “Hey Paul.”

		Turning around to see my husband looking a touch sad. I walked over to him and kissed his lips with passion I was sure he appreciated and hugged him.

		“Thank you for letting me do this. You have nothing to worry about. I promise. I love you so much.”

		“I love you too, Elaine. I want you to have a good time.”

		Greg interjected, “Oh, we will have a great time. I have front row concert seats, and I reserved the honeymoon suite at the hotel. She’s going to be living it up.”

		“Sounds like you are going to have a blast.” Paul held onto my hand with a little more strength than he typically did. I gave him a reassuring squeeze.

		“Greg, will you take my bags to the car?”

		“Sure thing, sweetheart.”

		When he was gone from the house, I looked at Paul square in the face and asked, “Do you want me to stay home?”

		Paul shook his head. “No, not at all. I want you to go and have fun.”

		“Okay,” I leaned in and kissed him again. Wrapping my arms around his neck, pressing my body into him. I could feel his cock against my stomach. “I love you and will see you Monday night.”

		“I love you too. If you want, you can call me.”

		My lips curled into a smile, and I let out a small laugh. “We may do just that.” Giving him one more kiss, I turned around and dashed out of the house and raced to Greg’s car.

		“I call dibs on the music selection!” I said, before sliding into his sexy convertible sports car.

		“Uhm, no, I didn’t agree with that.” Greg had the car revved up and ready to go. He waved at Paul, who was standing at the door, backed out of my driveway and took off towards the highway.

		As he pulled the car onto the interstate, he looked over at me and grabbed my hand, “You need some time off.”

		“I do. It’s been a while since I had a vacation.”

		“Sweetheart, I want you to just relax and enjoy the ride.” Greg held my hand as he maneuvered in and out of traffic.

		I was trying to wrap my mind around throwing caution to the wind and enjoying the ride. I looked over at him, his silhouette stunning. My body warmed, looking at him and suddenly all I craved was his cock.

		“Greg, I need you right now.”

		He looked back at me grinning, “No one’s stopping you, sweetheart.”

		It was the only thing I needed to hear. I reached over to his pants and opened the zipper and pulled his cock out. He really was huge, even while he was flaccid. He was a shower through and through.

		“Maybe if you give him a kiss, he will grow for you.” Greg winked at me.

		“Maybe? No sir, there is not a maybe.”

		Lowering my head to his lap, my mouth opened and his whole flaccid cock slid into my warm mouth. My tongue swirled around his head and shaft and, with very little effort on my part, his cock grew. I felt his hand on my head, he was massaging my scalp as I sucked on his cock. My eyes were closed, and I was only focused on the scent and taste that I could absorb. His manly musk always made my pussy wet.

		Moving my head up and down along his shaft, I made quick work out of things considering I was laying across the car, with a shifter shoved into my stomach.

		“Fuck, Elaine, this is great.”

		His praise made my body shiver and when he held my head down, forcing me not to move, I knew my reward was inevitable. When his hot seed shot into my mouth, I relished in it. After swallowing every drop of his praise, I sat up, grinning.

		“You look very proud of yourself right now,” he said to me.

		“I am. This was my first time giving road head. It was easier than what I read about.”

		“You read about it?” Greg’s face told me he was questioning why anyone would do that.

		“Sure, I wanted to be prepared for all possibilities this weekend.”

		“Such a good girl. Maybe I should reward you for being such an excellent student.” Greg said.

		Nodding my head, “Yes, you absolutely should.”

		

	
		

		Chapter

		Two

		

		Paul

		

		When Elaine asked me if I wanted her to stay, I felt a divide open up in me between my jealous self and my lusty freak. Luckily, the dark kinky imp drowned out the weaker voice of my insecurities. This is something I very much wanted, and I wasn't going to let any self-doubts ruin it.

		I waved at my wife as she drove off with Greg. I felt a lump form in the pit of my stomach as I contemplated the next few days. This wasn't the first time my wife and I had spent time apart. We both have been on business trips, a few of them lasting more than a couple of days.

		Obviously, this time was different. This time, she wasn't alone; she was with another man. A man she was going to fuck.

		My cock grew hard as I pondered what Greg and Elaine would get up to. Yeah, they had the concert and dinner and maybe even a little sightseeing around Dallas. But who was I kidding? I'm sure they'd be spending most of their time in the honeymoon suite.

		I had to give it to Greg; he was a charmer. I wouldn't have been surprised if he had lied about the concert tickets. I laughed at the thought of him trying to think of some way to get my wife to go off with him. I bet he had to pay a shit-ton of money on the secondary market for those tickets when she said yes.

		I hoped Elaine had a good time, because I was going to be a goddamn mess of emotions. I was jealous and angry that another man had my wife's undivided attention, but the idea of her giving him her undivided attention also aroused me and excited. It made no sense, but it was what it was.

		I wondered when she would call me. Maybe she wouldn't. Maybe she would be so absorbed by her lover's charms that she'd forget all about me. I started to get a little depressed as my mind wandered down that dark path, so I decided to distract myself by watching a little TV. That was my intention anyway, but all I ended up doing was flipping through channels.

		I looked at my watch. Half-a-fucking-hour had passed.

		I shut off the television and thought about reading a book. I picked up the new Stephen King novel I had started a week ago, but I only read a couple of pages before I ended up slamming it shut in frustration.

		I ordered a pizza to be delivered and opened a beer.

		This game of ours had become much harder than I expected it to be.

		I played a video game and that helped a little. Nothing beats killing Nazis to make the time pass. My phone buzzed and my cock jumped when I thought it was my wife. Turned out it was the app telling me the pizza guy was five minutes away.

		Fuck, it had only been another twenty minutes.

		I switched from beer to scotch. The time crawled by at a snail's pace. To say it was a painful experience would be an understatement. Not painful like getting a wooden stake driven thought your palm, but painful as in getting splinters pushed under your fingernails.

		The first hour after she left, I almost texted. After the next, I almost called. After that, I stuffed my phone in my pocket and tried watching TV again.

		I had landed on a Spanish station that was airing dubbed episodes of I Love Lucy, when my phone buzzed.

		My heart skipped a beat; this time, it was my wife.

		"Hey, babe," I said, as nonchalantly as I could. I looked at my watch. It had been three hours since she'd jumped into Greg's sports car. "That was fast."

		"Oh, honey, we're still a little way from Dallas."

		"Everything okay?"

		"Yeah. We're just filling up. Greg is in using the restroom, and I had something I had to tell you. I've been a bad girl."

		Again, my heart raced, and my cock swelled.

		"How bad?"

		"Very! I sucked Greg's cock while he was driving."

		Shit. My erection strained against my shorts. That was so dirty. And so dangerous. And something she had never done with me. I felt jealous and aroused. I didn't even notice I was stroking myself.

		"Honey, are you still there? You okay?"

		"Oh, I'm fine. I'm just… Just. You're such a slut."

		"I know," Elaine said with a giggle. "Do you like it?"

		"I love it." And I hate it. I didn't say the last part. I was still feeling new and uncomfortable emotions. I was enjoying the angst and the jealousy that boiled my blood, but I couldn't fathom why.

		"That's good, because I was worried. This is so new to us, playing our game with other people. You're not having second thoughts, are you, because I'll come right home. I'll have Greg take me to the airport and I'll come right home."

		That was the last thing I wanted. Yes, this game had taken a serious turn, but I was really really enjoying it, even if I couldn't explain why.

		"No, darling, no second thoughts."

		"Good, because I'm having a great time."

		"You like being Greg's girlfriend?"

		"I didn't really think about it like that." Elaine paused. Sweat rolled down my forehead as I waited eagerly for her reply. "I guess I am kinda like a girlfriend. I mean, I did blow him in the car."

		"Slut."

		My wife laughed. "You like calling me that, don't you?"

		"Yeah, I can't wait until you get home so you can be my slut."

		"Me, too. But for the next few days, I'm going to be Greg's slut. And speaking of Greg, here's my boyfriend now. Gotta go."

		"Okay, love ya. Call me when you get in, okay?"

		"I'll try. Bye, Paul."

		"Bye, sweetheart."

		Before she hung up, I thought I heard Greg say, "goodbye, Paul," just as the connection was severed.

		I immediately grabbed a towel from the downstairs bathroom so I could masturbate, thinking of my wife sucking Greg's cock while he drove.

		Fuck, what had we gotten ourselves into?
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		Elaine

		

		“Got you some snacks for the road,” Greg said as he turned the car back on.

		“Great, I am suddenly hungry.”

		Greg looked over at me and wiggled his eyes. “I’m sure you are.”

		I couldn’t help laughing. I reached my hand over and grabbed his. The top was down in the convertible and the wind was flowing in my hair. Life felt great. Greg got back out of the car and popped the top from the convertible. This was bound to add another layer of excitement to this journey.

		“Do you miss him?”

		The words he asked me suddenly weighed on me. “Of course I do, but it’s been three hours. Not much to miss just yet.”

		“True. Did you tell him what a dirty passenger you were?”

		It was true, I was dirty. But hearing Paul first call me a slut and now Greg tells me I was dirty made me really horny. “Yes, I did. He called me a slut.”

		“Did you like that?”

		I nodded my head, “Yeah, and he said I’m your girlfriend for the weekend.”

		“That part I do like, you can rub my feet when we get to the hotel, girlfriend.”

		“Umm, isn’t the guy supposed to do the foot rub?”

		Greg shook his head, “Nope. I drove, I paid for the room, I’m going to make you cum later. So no, you’re doing the foot rub.”

		“Tell you what, you make me cum before the hotel, and I will rub your feet. Otherwise, you have to rub mine.” I sat back, feeling cocky, thinking I was slick enough to get my way now.

		“Deal. Pull your panties off and then straddle one of your legs across this part of the car and rest it on my leg. I want to see that luscious pussy of yours.”

		Following instructions were easy. I slipped my sexy panties off, put them on the floorboard, and then straddled my left leg across the seats and on his right leg as he instructed. It was a good thing his arms were long and his fingers too. He slipped them inside of my pussy like he owned the place. I felt his finger rub across my clit and that caused me to jump. I wasn’t used to the sensation of this inside of a car, especially with the top down.

		My arms were stretched along the door of the car and the back of my chair. My head fell back as he used his hand in the most awkward position to drive me to an orgasm. He pumped his fingers in and out and when he used his pinky finger to flick my clit, I thought I would die. I let out a loud cry as we drove along the highway into the Dallas city limits. My. Pussy creamed his hand and leaked all over the car seat.

		“Greg, look at this mess!” I said to him.

		All he did was smirk. When he offered me his fingers, I obediently cleaned each of them one at a time with my mouth.

		“We need to pull over so I can dry off this seat.”

		Greg shook his head. “It’s made of leather. The seat will be fine.”

		“But it’s all wet!” I exclaimed.

		“Does my dirty slut not like sitting in her juices? You’re welcome to get back on your knees then and suck my cock dry as I take us to the hotel.”

		I loved laughing with him. Of course, that was the option I wanted. I went to put my panties back on, and he wiggled his finger at me.

		“Panties off. And when your skirt flies up because we’re going fast, don’t touch it. You’re gonna give everyone a sexy show.”

		My pussy was growing more and more wet with each second. I had always secretly wanted to be on display in public and now, in some way, it was happening. I moved around in the car and positioned myself like I had previously. Greg’s cock was already hard and when I set him free, the pre-cum was pooling at the tip of his head.

		My tongue flicked around at the tip and then I took him in. I could feel the air against my pussy, sending chills all over my body. I worked my mouth up and down his cock like I owned it. And for the weekend, I did. When his hand grabbed strands of my hair, I knew he was about to erupt. I sealed my lips around his cock and relished in the flavor as his salty reward shot through to the depths of my mouth.

		“Such a good little slutty girlfriend”, Greg said right before he reached over and smacked my ass.

		The wind was whirling, and my skirt was flapping in the wind. I did not know if anyone saw me, but that didn’t matter. My pussy was on display for all to see, and that thought almost had me releasing another orgasm.

		

	
		

		Chapter

		Three

		

		Paul

		

		I remember the third date I took Elaine on. We still didn't really call ourselves a couple. She was just someone who sucked my dick on our first date and let me eat her out on our second.

		She was a perfect slut. When I told my best friend Chad about it, his first reaction was to ask if I minded if he could get a little from her. I almost got into a fistfight over it. Chad told me sluts didn't make good girlfriends.

		"What the hell do you know?" I asked him.

		"If she's going down on you on the first date, imagine all the other dicks she's had in her mouth."

		"What difference does that make, idiot? What's wrong with guys and girls liking sex?"

		"It's unnatural."

		"Whatever."

		We let it go, and Chad didn't bring it up again once I started dating Elaine on the regular. We invited him to our wedding, but he didn't show up. We had drifted apart after college. I didn't think much about it at the time, but maybe he couldn't deal with me marrying such a carefree woman.

		Anyway, that third date.

		We were driving out of town to go to a ZZ Top concert. The sun was setting, the wind was wiping through the open car windows, and the radio was playing a steady string of head bangers.

		I reached over and placed my hand on my date's thigh. I could feel a heat radiating from under her sundress.

		"Do you mind if I slip my hand up a little further?" I asked, trying to be a gentleman and all.

		Elaine chuckled and took my hand and pulled it under her skirt. My fingers touched her cotton panties.

		"You don’t have to ask," she said. "I like it when guys make the first move."

		I slipped my finger under the elastic and through her fleshy folds. She was red hot and so wet.

		"You aroused?" I asked.

		"I am when I'm with you—hey, why are you stopping?"

		I took her hand and placed it on my growing erection.

		"Oh!" she said. "You're aroused too, I see."

		"Take it out," I said as I drove down the highway.

		Elaine unzipped my jeans and pulled out my cock. It grew even harder in the cool air. She started stroking it. She had to spit on her hand to get it lubricated enough.

		"Use your mouth," I said.

		"It's not safe to do that when we're driving. Imagine what the EMT's would think, when they searched the wreckage and found our bodies like that. Your cock in my mouth. Probably bit off."

		Well, that just killed the mood. Elaine put my rapidly deflating cock back in my pants and straightened her dress, and we finished our journey to the music venue in one piece.

		She did end up blowing me that evening, after the show, but it was at her place.

		Now she had no problems going down on a guy while he's driving. Where had that dirty slut been all my life.

		After my wife disconnected our call, I figured I had quite a while until she'd called back. I didn't think I, her husband, was going to be the first thing on her mind when she got to the hotel after a long, horny drive. And that's the way I wanted it.

		Although I felt a little sliver of jealousy imbed itself into my gut, I really enjoyed thinking about my wife lavishing her entire attention on Greg. He was her boyfriend for the weekend and that's how it should be. For some reason, the fact that I was demoted to second fiddle aroused me.

		It wasn't natural, but so the fuck what. It was working for us.

		We'd been playing this game of cheating spouses for months and the sex couldn't have been hotter. Now, we raised the stakes with a third player, and that made the game even hotter. Yeah, it was risky, but as long as I trusted Elaine, and she trusted me, I knew we'd both end up winners in the end.

		It was 8:00 on a Saturday night. My wife was away with another man, and I didn't really feel like sitting around watching TV or going to bed. So, I took a quick shower and went to the hotel bar where Greg had first inserted himself into our role-playing scenario. I found an empty booth and ordered a beer when the waitress came by.

		She was a beautiful redhead. Tall and lean, with a worldly gaze in her eyes. She asked if I was waiting for someone.

		"No." I wanted to ask her if she was flirting with me, but that was stupid. She was just being friendly, like every other person who lives off tips.

		"Okay, well, if you want anything else, my name's Cindy." She left me a food menu before moving on to her next table.

		While I waited for my beer, I scanned the room. It was pretty busy, as I'd expected for a Saturday. They had a light jazz station playing on the speakers. A single TV in the corner was showing a baseball game. Most of the tables were taken up by couples, probably staying at the hotel. A couple of tables had groups of men in suits, probably in town on business.

		When Cindy came back with my beer, I ordered some chips and queso.

		I didn't know why I picked this place to spend the time, while my wife was off with her boyfriend. Maybe to torture myself, returning to the scene of the crime, where he had insinuated himself into our life.

		I watched a woman come into the bar from the hotel lobby. She scanned the room, either looking for someone she was expecting to meet or sizing up potential partners. She was a beauty in a short blue dress. Her curly blonde hair was expertly done up in a classic Farrah style. A throwback to a simpler time, if you asked my father.

		As she scanned the room, her eyes paused when she caught me looking. She held my gaze for a moment and gave me a faint smile before moving on.

		I should have been hurt. She was looking for a hookup and judged me unworthy. Unless this blonde saw me as a fellow traveler. I wasn't the one looking for some strange. I was just there to watch. Maybe she was here to cheat on her husband, and I was his stand-in, someone to witness her infidelity. To add a little spice to her affair.

		I was watching her approach the bar and sit down at an empty spot near a couple of college-age men watching the ballgame. I was interested in how long it would take for the hot, older woman next to them to catch their attention. Would they try to seduce the cougar? Would she seduce them? Would they fight over her, or try to luck in a threesome?

		I never got to find out because that's when my phone buzzed; it was Elaine.
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		Elaine

		

		There was something completely thrilling about pretending to be Greg’s girlfriend this weekend. It wasn’t because Paul and I were having any marital issues; it was because Paul and I were so strong together. There was a sense of security knowing he completely trusted me, and I him. Part of me wondered if the roles were reversed, would I still feel this same sense of peace being the one at home waiting on the call from my spouse?

		“What are you thinking about over there?”

		My head turned, and I watched as Greg walked into the hotel room from the bathroom. We were unpacking our bags for the two days and getting settled in.

		“Honestly, about how fun it is being your pretend girlfriend.”

		“Nothing pretend about it, sweetheart. You’re my girlfriend.” He walked over to me, slapped my ass, and pulled me in for a kiss. “And I love it.”

		“I am really enjoying it, too.” I wrapped my arms around his neck. He put his arms around my waist and picked me up. I started laughing. “What are you doing?”

		“Whatever I want,” he smirked before tossing me onto the bed.

		My body bounced up and down a couple of times before settling in. “I feel like a schoolgirl,” I teased.

		“You look like one. With your skirt flying in the air.” He grinned at me as he looked upon my sexy body.

		“What’s that grin for?”

		“Oh,” he teased, “just thinking about my high school days when I would frequently get girls to lift their skirts up.”

		I laughed, reached around, grabbed a pillow, and tossed it at him. “Now look here. If I’m your girl, I don’t want to hear about your escapades with other ladies. I don’t care how old you were.”

		“If you’re my girl?” He clapped his hands together and started rubbing them. “Sounds like someone didn’t get the memo. You are my girl. Time for some punishment.”

		“You wouldn’t dare…” I said, holding my hands up.

		“Wouldn’t I?” He crawled towards me on the bed.

		I giggled some more and then quickly jumped off the bed and ran across the room.

		“Oh, are we going to play a cat-and-mouse game now?” He licked his lips like I was his prey.

		“Only if you can catch me.” I started backing up a bit more.

		“Silly girl, I’m going to eat you alive.”

		I stuck my tongue out at him, and he jumped. I gave a little yell and started to run in the opposite direction from him. We played back and forth like this for a few minutes before he corned me. I was stuck like Chuck against a window, a wall, and the man of the hour.

		“What are you gonna do now, sweetheart?” He took his finger along my cheek and pushed my loose strand of hair out of my eye, placing it behind my ear.

		“I don’t know, relish in this moment for a little bit,” I grinned up at him.

		“You look lovely pressed against this window.”

		Turning my head, I looked out onto the city of Dallas. The skyline was beautiful, and it made my body warm, feeling the sun at my back.

		“I kind of like being pressed up against this window, if you know what I mean.” I winked at him and then wiggled my body. “Something sexy about it.”

		“Oh, that we can agree on, Elaine. Something very sexy.”

		“Do you think anyone can see us from down there?” I looked back down, trying to estimate how high up we were.

		Greg shrugged, “No clue. Have to check it out when we leave the room. But I doubt it.”

		I moved my arms around his neck and stood on my tiptoes and gave him a kiss. “This is really a fun start to our getaway. Thank you.”

		“It’s my pleasure.” He leaned in and kissed me. It wasn’t a kiss of hungry passion or lust. But a kiss of tenderness and devotion.

		That simple act made my body tingle in a different way. A way that usually was only reserved for Paul. The one-off thought about my husband made me pause for a fraction of a moment. Was this playful banter too much? Were we crossing a line? I didn’t think so, at least not yet. I slipped my hands into his letting my fingers intertwine with his.

		“Are you hungry for food?” I asked.

		He nodded, “I could eat, sure. They have a bar downstairs with a restaurant, I believe. Do you want to grab a bite there?”

		“Yes, that sounds great. I thought I saw a drum set when we were checking in. Maybe they will have a band playing tonight or something.”

		“That would be fun.” Greg brought my hand to his lips and placed a kiss on my fingertips. “Let’s go get my girlfriend some food.”

		His words made me smile, and as we walked out of the door of the hotel room, I leaned over and reminded, “I’m still not wearing any panties. I left them on the floorboard of your car.”

		As the elevator dinged and opened for us, he started laughing and pulled me inside. “Sounds like you’re asking for me to take you right here, right now.”

		When the doors shut, I felt his hand slip under my skirt and tease the entrance of my folds.

		“Mhm, that feels good,” I murmured to him.

		The elevator ding, and he pulled his hand back. When the doors opened, a family joined us. He pulled me close to him protectively, and we stayed locked in with one another, silently thinking about what could have been had that family not joined us.

		When we stepped out of the elevator, we heard a guitar and drum making music in the background.

		“Guess you were right about that live music tonight,” Greg said as he escorted me to the bar.

		“I’m right about a lot of things. It is one of my adoring traits.”

		He laughed, “Just one of many, my dear girlfriend. One of many.”

		

	
		

		Chapter

		Four

		

		Paul

		

		"Hey sweetheart," my wife said. I could barely hear her over the sound of music on her end of the line and mine.

		"Sounds like you're at a nightclub," I said.

		"So do you, silly. Where are you?" I told her.

		"You're not looking for a hook-up, are you?" Elaine said as a joke, but with a serious tone underneath.

		"Of course not, just people watching. Where's Greg?"

		"You mean my boyfriend?"

		My cock pulsed when she said that. Knowing she thought of him as her boyfriend aroused me. It shouldn't have, but it did.

		"Sure. Where's your boyfriend?"

		I heard my wife giggle and mumble something inaudible. I think she had put her hand over her phone.

		"He's right here—stop that!"

		"Greg getting handsy?" I had to adjust my growing erection.

		Here I was alone at a bar, while my wife was enjoying herself with another man. Why did I find this so arousing?

		"Yeah. We just had a light dinner and are listening to a live band with our dessert."

		"Sounds like fun. Why did you call?"

		I was getting jealous, but hoped my tone didn't give myself away.

		"Because I wondered how you were, sweetheart. You're my husband and I worry you might feel lonely."

		"You mean you wouldn't mind if I hooked up with someone tonight?"

		"Absolutely not! You're mine."

		I laughed. It was a little unfair, but to be honest, I didn't want to hook up with anyone one else. Not even the hot redhead at the bar.

		"Don't worry, love. I only have eyes for you."

		"That's so sweet of you to say." My wife must have moved the phone away from her mouth because I could just barely hear her tell Greg she was going to meet him upstairs. Eventually, she returned her attention to me.

		"Calling it an early evening?" I spoke. I checked my watch. It was only 8:15.

		"Oh, no, darling. I don't plan on going to sleep anytime soon."

		"Is Greg taking you clubbing?" I imagined my wife dancing with her 'boyfriend.' Their bodies moving close together. Her head on his chest. His hands squeezing her ass.

		"No. I think we'll be spending the night in our room."

		"But not sleeping?"

		"No." Elaine chuckled. "At least not for a little while."

		I felt a tinge of jealousy in my heart, and a strong lusty desire in my cock.

		"Wish I was there," I said.

		"But isn't it hotter this way," my wife said. "Don’t you like the frustration of knowing I'm with my boyfriend? And you're hundreds of miles away?"

		It took me a moment, but I did admit the truth of what Elaine was saying. The frustrating angst was almost killing me, but I loved it.

		"Yes," I said.

		"Okay, I'm going up to the room, and Greg is going to fuck me senseless."

		"Will you call me after?"

		"No, sweetheart. But I will in the morning."

		It was going to be a wonderfully agonizing evening.

		"Good night, Elaine," I said.

		"Good night, hubby," she said right before ending the call.

		I tucked my phone away and wondered how I was going to bear the eternity between now and when she called again. My mind buzzed with images of her sucking and fucking. My erection strained at the fabric of my pants. I wanted to pull my cock out and jerk off, but I wasn't about to do it in the bathroom. So, I finished my drink, left a handful of twenty-dollar bills on the table, and left the bar.

		

		My phone buzzed while I was driving home. It was a text from my wife.

		Don't open unless you're alone.

		A video file was attached.

		I sped home, rolling through more than a couple of stop signs along the way. I was lucky I wasn't pulled over.

		When I arrived at the house, I ignored my first impulse to watch the video file while sitting in the car. Instead, I went inside and got comfortable.

		I poured myself a scotch and sat down in the same chair where I watched Greg fuck my wife what seemed like ages ago. I took a sip and pressed play.

		The first thing I saw was a closeup of my wife's face. Her eyes were hooded, and her mouth was open wide.

		"Wait, wait," she sighed. Her eyes fluttered, then she looked straight into my soul. "Hope you're comfy, Paul. Oh, fuck."

		She swallowed and her eyes fluttered again.

		"I hope I can get all this out. Shit. I love you sweeeeeeet heart." She took another pause, then moaned before continuing. "I wanted to send you this to tide you over until tomorrow. I want you to be a part of what we're doing. Even if you're not here."

		She sighed and moaned. "So good."

		I wondered if she was playing with herself, but then she flipped the view of the camera, and it was showing down the length of her body. Her breasts were flush and heaving. Her legs were open wide, and Greg had his head buried between them.

		"Oh fuck, Greg, you're so good at that." I watched him vigorously lapping away at her pussy until she gave a yelp, and her legs quivered. "Fuuuuuuck."

		Greg looked up into the lens. He was furiously fingerfucking my wife through her orgasm.

		"I really have to thank you, Paul, for letting me borrow your wife. She's a real wildcat. I'm going to love fucking her out of her mind this weekend."

		I took out my cock and started stroking. Copious amounts of pre-cum seeped from the tip.

		The image of Greg's smiling face shook on the screen as my wife's hands shook uncontrollably.

		Greg leaned down and gave her labia a few more licks before he stood up, revealing his enormous cock. He poised it at the entrance to her moist folds. He slid it up and down a few times, coating his shaft with her juices.

		"Quit teasing," my wife said from off screen.

		"I'm not. I'm putting on a show. Don't want your husband to miss a thing."

		Greg reached out and took the phone from my wife. He turned the lens onto the spot where his cock pressed into her pussy. The screen was filled with carnal flesh.

		I gulped. He was about to shove his bare cock inside of my wife. My fist quickly stroked up and down my shaft. My brain buzzed with lust and angst.

		"I think this is what you really need to see," Greg said as she turned the focus of the phone onto my wife's face. She looked sweaty, like she'd just run a marathon. Her eyes were fluttered, and she was biting her lip in anticipation.

		"Watch closely," Greg said.

		I could tell the moment he entered her.

		My wife's eyes opened impossibly wide, and her lips formed an O as she moaned from the back of her throat.

		"Ohhhhhhhhhh, fuck," she screamed. "So good."

		Then she started bouncing as he fucked her.

		Then the screen froze as the clip ended.
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		Elaine

		

		“Good morning, sweetheart,” Greg said as he kissed my neck. It’s time to wake up.”

		“Mhmm, no, sleep more.” I playfully tried to bat him away.

		His whispers prickled my neck as he kissed more and more. “We have to get our day started.”

		“But why,” I yawned, “we were up all night.”

		Greg laughed, “Because I have plans for us. We have to go get bagels at this one New York style eatery and then we’re going to the aquarium.”

		“I thought all you had planned for us was the concert tonight?”

		He shook his head. “That was before you became my girl. Now, I gotta treat you right, so you agree to come on another trip with me.”

		Laughter escaped my mouth. I couldn’t help it; he made me laugh. “What about Paul?”

		Greg chuckled, “Don’t you think what we sent him last night drove him mad with lust?”

		I shrugged. “I hope so, but I won’t know until I get home and talk with him.”

		His mouth moved down to my collarbone and then further to my bare nipples. “Mhm, these are the perfect pre-breakfast snack.” His tongue teased my bud as his hands massaged my breast. “Come on, please,” he begged.

		My legs parted, my body shifted, and he was now nestled between my thighs. “You’re relentless,” I laughed. “I love it.”

		“That’s my girl,” Greg praised, as his cock rested on my entrance.

		“Fuck me,” came out of my mouth, more as a craving than a command.

		“What if I want to make love to you?”

		Arching my back as his hands and mouth worked my breast over, “Yes.”

		His cock pushed through my barrier, filling me in one swift motion. My walls closed around his length, and I held him in place. He fit inside me perfectly, as if he was always supposed to be part of my life. It was a weird sensation that I pushed to the back of my mind.

		“Oh, Elaine,” he moaned as his hips started thrusting in and out.

		I wrapped my legs around his hips and pushed my pelvis up, feeling his head travel further back inside me. He grazed against my G-spot over and over. My body shook from the orgasm building inside. With my eyes shut, I could picture Paul in the corner watching. Somehow, the idea of him seeing me make love with another man was what I needed to release my orgasm.

		“Ahh, yes!” I called out.

		“You’re so wet, dear god it’s like a slip in slide!” Greg held onto my shoulders with a fierce force and gave a few hard pounding thrusts before collapsing on top of me. “That was great,” he murmured into my ear before kissing my neck again.

		“It really was.” I smiled at him and brought my hand to his hair and ran my fingers through his strands. “Let’s go get ready so we can start our day. I am suddenly starving.”

		Greg laughed, “Worked up an appetite there, didn’t you?”

		I nodded, “Yes, now, let me go shower.” Wiggling my way free from his grasp, I walked naked across the room and into the bathroom. The door had been opened last night when I showered, but I felt the urge to close it. Something was shifting, and I needed a boundary for a moment.
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		Greg and I walked around the aquarium looking at all the different fish. The sharks fascinated me, and when one swam right up to me, I was thankful the glass was there to protect us.

		“I’m so conflicted,” I said to Greg.

		“About what?” He slipped his hand into mine as we walked under the glass ceiling.

		“This!” I waved my hand, pointing at the fish. “They are so pretty, and this is an amazing experience. But I hate the idea of trapping creatures against their will. Part of me feels like I should hate this whole experience, but I don’t. It’s fascinating and I love it.”

		Greg pulled me close and gave me a hug. “It’s okay to feel mixed ways about this. But just think, these animals, if in the ocean, could be trapped by a fisherman and slaughtered. Or worse, trapped in trash and oil spills and die a miserable death.”

		“Great, now that’s all I’m going to think about when I think of the beach and sea.”

		“I’m not telling you anything you don’t already know,” Greg said.

		Rolling my eyes, “Knowing it and hearing it aren’t the same thing. Come on, let’s just go before we miss our reservation at the restaurant.” I started laughing. “The irony is a seafood restaurant at the aquarium. Do you think the fish know what happens in the kitchen?”

		“I think,” Greg said, “you’ve watched too much Little Mermaid. The fish don’t know what’s happening, just like cows and chickens don’t know.”

		“Just you wait. One day, the animals will take over. Then I’m going to be the one laughing because I knew they were fully aware of what was happening.”

		Greg shook his head as we walked into the restaurant. “Poor Paul, always having to put up with your craziness.”

		I laughed, “Lucky for me, Paul is just as crazy as I am. That’s one reason we work so well.”

		We followed the hostess to our table and sat down. Everything in this place looked pristine, and the menu was filled with delicious looking photos.

		“I have no idea what I want to even eat.” My fingers tapped against the table as I read over the menu.

		“Just remember, we have the concert in a few hours. You can’t take all day to decide.”

		Looking up, glaring at him, I smirked, and then smiled at the waitress, who walked up to take our order. “High there, I’ll have a grilled Ceasar salad please.”

		“Seriously, that’s what you’re ordering?”

		I grinned, “Yup.”

		Greg’s foot touched mine under the table, and that made me soften my demeanor. He was such a sweet guy. It was no wonder I was starting to really fall for him.

		

	
		

		Chapter

		Five

		

		Paul

		

		I sat home all morning, waiting for a call from Elaine that never came. I thought about calling her, but every time I went to hit the dial button on my phone, I had second thoughts. This was my wife's weekend to have some fun, to let her hair down, so to speak. To spend time with her 'boyfriend' and not worry about me.

		I figured she was spending the day with Greg and then at the concert. She would call me after that.

		The morning went by slowly. Time crawled when you're waiting. It didn't help that I re-watched the video clip more than a few times, stroking myself as I did. I fixed myself a quick lunch and spent the afternoon doing yard work. That helped a bit to make the time pass, but my mind wandered to weird places.

		I thought of my wife, arm in arm with Greg, walking down the street with me behind them. It was weird watching her, in my mind's eye, going about her day with her boyfriend. I wanted to be next to her, but I also wanted to watch her. I couldn't do both, but I wanted to.

		Nothing made any fucking sense. I wanted what I could not have, so I had to compromise.

		The hedges were immaculately trimmed. The leaves raked up and bagged. The flower garden weeded. It was three in the afternoon, and I had nothing to do but go back inside and watch Greg go down on my wife again.

		I took a shower after that. I masturbated with the warm water cascading over my body, replaying in my mind the first night I watched Greg fuck my wife. I had an intense orgasm that sated me for about an hour.

		I was horny again around five.

		I decided to go out for a steak dinner. Elaine was having a good time on Greg's dime, so I thought I'd treat myself to an expensive filet. After dinner, I went to my favorite sports bar and watched the Astros lose to the worst team in the league. I looked at my watched; it was past nine. Still not a peep from my wife.

		I realized she was at the concert and probably wasn't thinking about anything but the music.

		That's when my phone buzzed. I looked at the text. It wasn't from my wife, it was Greg.

		I'm going to call you at eleven tonight. Make sure you're alone.

		The last time I got a text like that; I got a video. I expected this was going to be a call I didn't want to miss.

		I finished my beer and headed home. Sure enough, at eleven, my phone buzzed. It was a call. From Greg's phone.

		"Hurry, baby," I heard my wife say as soon as the call was connected.

		"I'm coming." It was Greg's voice, but much louder. "Enjoy the show." That last part was in a loud whisper.

		"Fuck, you look like a goddess, El."

		"Come here and give your goddess some loving, stud."

		I heard movement, then a bed squeak.

		"Oh god, you're so wet," Greg said. Then I heard the wet sounds of lapping. And my wife squeal.

		"I love your tongue."

		I closed my eyes and imagined I was in the room.

		Elaine was laying back on the bed, naked, with her legs spread. Greg had his head nestled between her outstretched thighs, with his face buried in her sweet pussy. He was lapping away at her sex, licking long strokes up her slit before circling her clit with his tongue.

		She screamed in pleasure as she grabbed his hair in both fists and rubbed her cunt in his face.

		"Yes. Yes. Yes," she yelled as she came.

		After her climax passed, Greg stood up and looked down on my wife's sweaty, exhausted body.

		"Did you have fun today?" he asked.

		"Oh, fuck yes. So much fun. I can't remember ever enjoying myself as much as I did today."

		It hurt to hear my wife say that. I knew we had good times in the past, and her judgment was clouded by her recent orgasm, yet still. My heart ached and my ridged cock pulsed in my palm.

		At some point, I had started stroking myself.

		"So, which was more fun, the concert or my cock?"

		My wife paused before answering. "I don't know." Then she started giggling and added, "come over her and I'll show you what was more fun."

		I heard more movement than a groan from Greg and a mumble from my wife. I pictured her take his erection between her ruby red lips. She stroked the part of his cock she wasn't able to get into her mouth.

		"You can do it, sweetheart. You can take more."

		I heard her gag.

		"Good girl."

		I pictured Greg fucking my wife's beautiful mouth. Pushing his shaft as deep as it would go until she felt it hit the back of her throat.

		"That's it, swallow now. Oh, fuck. That's. Oh god."

		I heard more gagging from my wife, then a hum.

		"Fuck stop."

		My wife coughed then said, "too much for you."

		"Oh, damn girl. Where'd you learn that?"

		"I've done a little research."

		I would love to know where she learned how to deep throat a cock like Greg's, and if she'd be willing to practice that new technique on my average sized cock.

		Slap

		"Ouch," Elaine said.

		"You love it," Greg said before raining a few more slaps onto her curvy ass.

		Slap. Slap. Slap.

		"Have I been a bad girl?" my wife asked her boyfriend.

		"You've been a very naughty girl."

		"Please fuck me." There was an earnest need in my wife's voice. Even after all she'd done this weekend. She still couldn't get enough of Greg and his cock.

		"Mmmmm. I love this cock," my wife said. I pictured Greg sliding into her pussy, stretching her labia wide.

		"And I love this pussy. Such a tight, tight, pussy."

		"Oh god. Fuck."

		My wife made a few more unintelligible sounds that slipped into moans of pleasure.

		"Yeah. So good."

		There wasn't a lot of words spoken after that. Just lots of moans and grunts. Sounds of wet flesh, my wife's pussy, being invaded by Greg's long, girthy cock.

		My wife slapped the bed with her palm as her lover pounded her into a state of pure pleasure. She screamed his name.

		"Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Oh God, you feel so good inside me. Yes. Cum for me. Cum inside me."

		I felt my cock pulse as my wife begged for another man to fill her with his seed.

		"Here it comes, El. Here I cum. Take it. Take it all."

		Greg grunted and released inside my wife, filling her with is load.

		I was wiping up the mess I had made on the carpet while he emptied himself into my willing wife's womb. It felt so good, so erotic, yet so wrong.

		"Fuck, that was good."

		I heard Greg collapse onto the bed. Then the sound of kissing and giggling filled my ears.

		I heard whispering and could just make out a little of what they were saying.

		"That was the best," I think I heard Elaine say.

		"I know. I'm so glad I ran into you at that bar," Greg softly said. "You're such a special woman. I truly enjoy making love to you."

		"And you're so good at it," my wife said. "No man has ever made me feel the way you do. The way my body hums. God, that sounds so wrong."

		"Don't worry. It's only us."

		He was lying, and that bothered me, but not as much as hearing my wife's seemingly true confession of how Greg made her feel.

		"I could lay her forever," Elaine said with a sigh. "God, I love it."

		I heard the bed squeak again, and footsteps getting louder. I think Greg was going to cut the connection.

		"I love you," Greg said. His voice was like a trumpet.

		"I love you, too," my wife said in return.

		My heart ached as the connection was cut.
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		Elaine

		

		Today was the day that reality would come back, and Greg would take me home to Paul. In the heat of passion last night, I said some things that now, the next day, I wasn’t sure if I regret. There was a lot that I needed to sort out, emotion wise on my side of things, and I had no idea how it would shake out once Paul found out what I had said.

		If I was being honest with myself, last night I meant the words. But I wasn’t sure if Elaine, Paul’s wife, meant them. Or was it Elaine, Greg’s girlfriend only who felt them? There certainly wasn’t any guidebook on how to travel these waters. I knew that the game we were playing was risky. Life’s full of risk and rewards. Somehow, I needed to figure out if this one was worth it.

		The question was–do I figure it out with Paul or without Paul?

		“You okay over there?” Greg asked. He was packing up his bag, and I hadn’t even noticed that he had stopped.

		“Yeah, I am. I’m just worried about Paul.”

		“Worried about how he is after last night, or worried about what will happen when you two get back together later today?”

		“Both.”

		Greg and I had come up with a special treat for Paul, letting him think he was spying in on a moment. It was supposed to be fun and sexy for him. Instead, Greg said I love you and I said it back. It had been so important for me to make sure Paul felt included on this weekend getaway that I didn’t even realize all of the feelings we were developing.

		“I’m sorry again that it slipped out like that,” Greg said as he walked across the room to give me a hug.

		“Did you mean them? Truly?”

		“You know we both meant them.” Greg leaned down and kissed my lips. It was a simple, tender kiss that told me he did, in fact, care a great deal about me.

		“I did mean it, but it isn’t the same as what I feel for Paul. It’s just so complicated, weird, and confounded.” I let out a sigh of frustration. “Why can’t this be easier?”

		Greg laughed, “If it was easy, everyone would have relationships like these.”

		I shrugged, “Yeah, but I can’t lose Paul. You know this.”

		“Sweetheart, I’m not asking you to give up Paul for me. I never would do that.”

		His arms wrapped around me in such a way that he washed out my fear. Paul used to do this for me when we started dating. That was something the books also don’t tell you much about, how things change as time goes on. What used to calm me and comfort me didn’t do that anymore. Now I was left feeling slightly incomplete with a man I love. Which is how Greg was able to worm his way into my heart.

		“I need to call him.” I reached for my phone.

		Greg’s arm was faster. He grabbed my phone and put it in his pocket. “What good will that do?”

		“First, it’s morning. I have called him every morning or at least sent him a text.”

		“There is always the possibility he didn’t hear it.”

		I pulled my body back and looked into Greg’s eyes. “You don’t believe that for a moment.”

		He shook his head, “No, I don’t.”

		I sighed again. “This isn’t fair.”

		Greg held me close, his heartbeat drowning out all other noises. “No sweetheart, it isn’t.”

		“Give me my phone. I have to call my husband.”

		My phone appeared before me, and I took it and kissed Greg on the lips. “I’m going to need some privacy for this phone call. Could you go downstairs and get us some breakfast?”

		“Of course. Take your time. I’ll text you before I walk in to make sure you’re off the phone.”

		“Thank you.”

		He leaned in and kissed me again. This time it was a soft, quick peck. “My pleasure.”

		My phone felt like it weighed 10,000 pounds. I know it was the guilt weighing me down, but I had to. I had to face it. It didn’t matter that I was scared shitless. This was my marriage. It was worth facing my fear.

		Turning my phone on, I saw that Paul had already sent me a text and somehow, I had missed it. Shit. I opened the message and saw it simply said, “Good morning.”

		It had been there for an hour unanswered, great. Now I felt even worse. Clicking on my husband’s image, I pulled up his info card and then tapped on his phone number. Waiting for TMobile to connect the call seemed like an eternity. Once it started reading, my hands started to tremor.

		“Hey, Elaine.” I heard Paul’s voice come through the phone receiver.

		“Paul, hey,” I sighed. “I’m so sorry I missed your text. I was showering, then packing. Honey, I’m so sorry.”

		“It’s okay. Are you and your boyfriend having fun?”

		The way he said boyfriend told me he was angry. And he had every right to be.

		“Honestly, yes. But I am glad I get to see you later today. I do miss you.” I didn’t want to lie to him. Paul deserved way more than any lie would give.

		“I’m glad you were able to have fun. I missed you as well.”

		“Greg said he wants me to go on another weekend away with him. It has been a nice scene change, that’s for sure. Our town is so dull.”

		“It’s good you were able to get away. Did you enjoy the concert?”

		My head nodded up and down before I realized he couldn’t see me. “Yes, you know I love her music.” I paused. I needed to tell him the truth. “Paul, I’m sorry.”

		“What are you sorry for?”

		“For a lot. But I need you to know I love you so much. With all of my heart and soul.”

		Paul didn’t answer right away. I felt it in my bones. He was mad at me.

		“I love you too, Elaine. You’re my whole world. I’d do anything for you.”

		“We can talk when I get home. I just need you to know I love you and I can’t wait to see you.”

		“Drive safe, Elaine. Make sure Greg focuses on the road and gets you home to me in one piece.”

		“Yes, sir, I will.”

		When I hung up the phone, I knew things weren’t okay. But at least he knew I still loved him. That really was the only thing that mattered.

		I typed out a text to Greg telling him he was free to come back into the room. We had a timeline to keep, and I didn’t want to be the cause of any delays.

		

	
		

		Chapter

		Six

		

		Paul

		

		I just stared at my phone after the connection was severed. Elaine's bright smiling face on the screen seemed to mock me. I love Greg, it seemed to say.

		I was sad. I was hurt. I was a complete mess. I had gotten a little sleep the night before. Instead, I had tossed and turned at the new wrinkle in my relationship with my wife. And I had no one to blame but myself. I was the one who started these little games of ours. Going out to clubs and bars, pretending to be strangers hooking up for the night. It was fun and exciting and added a spark to our marriage.

		Then Greg showed up. He added another element to the mix. A variable we couldn't control. An element of danger.

		Now, he'd opened some hidden desire in my wife's heart. He fulfilled some need I didn't know she had. Her words last night sounded spontaneous and true. She didn't know I was listening, and that made it all too real. These were actual emotions she was giving voice to, not some made up dialogue to add spice to our game.

		I spent the next hour trying to come to terms with the new state of our marriage. Elaine was still my wife, but now she felt love for another man.

		It was so fucking hot. Sharing my wife's body with Greg, watching him fuck her, seeing her cum over and over again.

		I felt myself getting hard thinking about it.

		Then I remembered I was now sharing her heart, and that was like a punch in the gut. If I wasn't careful, I could lose her.

		I paced around the house, trying to find something to do to take my mind off of my misery. I tried reading a book on my kindle, but the words might as well have been in a language I didn't understand. I turned on the TV and flipped through the channels without finding anything worth watching.

		I emptied the dishwasher. Then I loaded it with the plate and coffee cup from breakfast. I ran the vacuum and that helped kill a little time, but I still couldn't shake the feeling of dread that was coming over me.

		I knew we'd have to have a good long talk when Elaine came home. About us, our future, him. The trouble was, I didn't know what I was going to say. I knew I didn't want to lose my wife, but I also didn't want to tell her she had to choose between me and him. I wanted her to be happy. That's what I've always wanted. That's kind of why we played the game. It made us horny and happy.

		Time moved slowly on. Two hours became three, then four.

		And my mood had slowly twisted. Jealousy and anger had weaseled their way into my brain. I started hating Greg and hating that my wife had fallen in love with him. I felt a burning in my heart, an inferno. I thought of all the dirty words I wanted to call her: cheater, whore, slut. I wanted to call a locksmith to re-key the house, grab a suitcase of her clothes and throw it in her face, tell her to move in with her lover. Every little minor offense she'd ever committed in our years of marriage came popping into my head. I started listing to myself all the grievances I'd have my lawyer put into the divorce papers.

		Then the front door opened and there she stood.

		My Elaine. My beautiful, lovely Elaine. The love of my life. And suddenly, all of the anger and sadness washed away, like so many jagged footprints in the sand under the advancing waves.

		I rushed to my wife and pulled her into the house. I crushed her lips to mine, and she melted into me without a word.

		I didn't care that she'd just spent two nights with another man, that she said she loved him, or that she might have just finished sucking his dick.

		"I missed you so much," I said between kisses.

		I kicked the door shut with my foot and started to pull my wife's sundress over her head.

		"I missed you too, Paul," my wife said with a laugh. She seemed amused at my sudden desire to get her naked. "Can you let me shower first?"

		"No," I said.

		I pulled her to the bedroom, and she didn't resist.

		I pushed her down onto the bed. She looked radiant. Her golden blond hair splayed out on the covers. She had on a red bra and matching silk panties.

		"I've been waiting an eternity to reclaim you," I said. Every dirty, evil word I'd planned to say was quickly forgotten. "I must have you."

		Elaine must have felt the same, for she quickly shed her underwear as I undressed.

		"Come here, lover. And reclaim your wife."

		I fell on her like a wolf on his prey. My mouth latched onto her neck, and I ravished her skin with kisses. I took a few light nips with my teeth. I grabbed her ass while she took my rock-hard cock and lined it up with her slit. I slid into her depths with little resistance. She was wet and ready for me. In the back of my mind, I knew she could be lubricated with Greg's cum, but I didn’t care. It only drove me harder. I started pounding into my wife, trying to drive her into the mattress.

		"I love you; I love you; I love you," I said as I thrust deep. My hips were a machine, my cock a piston. I wanted to last an hour, give my wife an orgasm to drive any thought of Greg from her mind, but all the pent-up desire and arousal suddenly burst forth and I came.

		My mind blanked out as I fell into the sweet abyss of pure pleasure.

		"That's it sweetheart," Elaine said. "I love it when you come inside me."

		After a moment, I returned to earth from my heavenly high. I lay in my wife's arms. I could hear the steady beat of her heart, and a peace settled over me. I rested my hand on my wife's tummy. She ran her fingers through my hair.

		"We need to talk," I said, casually brushing my hand over her warm smooth skin.

		"Later, sweetie," Elaine said. "It's been a long day and we both need some rest. We'll talk in the morning."

		Her words were a balm that soothed my aching heart. Her touch settled my fears. And after a few short moments, I fell into a blissful sleep.
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		Elaine

		

		Sleep was easy for me, laying in my husband's’ arms always calmed my anxiety. And I was full of anxiety now. We hadn’t discussed what I said, not yet. Hell, if I was being honest with myself, I wanted to avoid it and act like Paul never heard it. I was afraid once we started talking, then it would end everything. The whole thing blowing up in our face.

		I promised Greg I would be honest with Paul about anything he asked me. Greg also said he would never make me pick between the two. But somehow, that didn’t make things easier.

		What was the saying? I wanted my cake and to eat it too.

		I knew this was so selfish of me. Paul deserved all of my love and support. That’s what the ‘to death do us part’ vows were all about. But I hadn’t started this game. He did. And here we were. I loved two wonderful men.

		“You know I can hear you thinking over there, right?” Paul said into my arm as he nuzzled me.

		“No, you can’t.”

		“I can. I hear you dwelling on it. You don’t have to dwell alone. We can talk.” Paul sat up in bed, pulling the covers up with him.

		“You sure? I don’t want to ruin this perfect morning.” I pushed myself up in bed too and leaned on him.

		“Why does it have to ruin the morning? Are you planning on leaving me?”

		I quickly responded, “No, never crossed my mind. I couldn’t live without you.”

		“Then everything will be okay. Let’s talk about it.”

		“You have to know I didn’t mean to say it. I was caught up in the moment and he said it first and I just naturally replied with it. I hadn’t even realized those emotions were there until it happened.”

		Paul grabbed my hand and kissed it. “So, you do love him. You love Greg.”

		“It isn’t the same kind of love that I have for you, Paul. But there is something there with Greg. I won’t lie about that.”

		“At first, I almost hated you for saying it to him.”

		Hearing Paul’s words stung, but I couldn’t blame him.

		“I’m sorry, I’m so, so sorry.”

		“I know you are, sweetheart.” He kissed my hand again. “I wanted to call you all sorts of names, ask for a divorce, just so much anger. I didn’t know I could ever be that angry with you. It was almost scary.”

		“Do you still feel all those things now?”

		I felt Paul shake his head. “No.” he said. “The moment you walked into the door, it all vanished. I needed you. Like I said, I had to reclaim you as mine.”

		It was my turn to kiss his hand. “Paul, I will always be yours. Until death do us part, remember?”

		He nodded, “Yes I remember.”

		I could tell that he wanted to say more but stopped. “What is it? What else do you want to say?”

		“Everything’s changed now. You love him. When this started, I was the only one you loved. I don’t we can put the cat back in the bag now.”

		“It doesn’t have to change anything. We have a great system the three of us.”

		“You want to keep it up, keep Greg in our lives?”

		“Of course I do,” I whispered.

		“Don’t be shy now, not when we’re talking about it.” Paul sounded angry in his tone.

		“I don’t want to upset you, Paul.”

		“Elaine, it’s too late for that. I am angry about all of it. I know it is my fault; I started this. But I honestly didn’t think you would fall in love. Greg isn’t even your type! We’re nothing alike.”

		“It isn’t about type or anything like that. We just mesh so well together. All three of us. And you do like Greg. He’s been over to our house countless times. He’s shared in our intimate moments. You wouldn’t do any of that if you didn’t like him too!”

		We were certainly fighting now. I could feel my anger seeping up, even though I knew I had no reason to be angry. I was the one having an affair, an emotional affair.

		“Just be honest with me and tell me exactly what you want.” Paul got out of bed and started to pace. He looked full of angst, and it broke my heart.

		“I think I want a throuple.”

		“You want us to all be a couple?” Paul’s eyes told me he was hurt. I wasn’t sure what I should have said since I didn’t want to lie to him.

		“Yes, I don’t mean a couple where you and he have sex. But a couple where you and he share me, like we do now. But where he and I can also be intimate without feeling guilt over it.”

		“Can I think about it?” Paul’s face told me he was torn.

		“Of course. I don’t want to force you to do something you don’t want to do.”

		“If I say now, what happens to you and Greg?”

		I was worried about him asking me something like this. “If you said no, then I would have to accept that. You’re my husband. I am spending my life with you forever.”

		“To clarify, if I told you to give up your boyfriend, you would?”

		I nodded. “Yes, is that what you’re asking me to do, Paul?”

		Paul sighed. “No, that’s not what I am asking you to do.” He ran his fingers through his hair. I could see his love in his eyes for me.

		My heart hurt for him and for me. This was hard. “I know this isn’t what you wanted, Paul. It isn’t what I wanted when this started.”

		“Okay.”

		“Okay?” I asked.

		He nodded, “Okay.”

		“What do you mean by ‘okay’?”

		He sighed. “Okay, you can keep your boyfriend. But he can’t move into the house. I’m not going to have some other man sharing my marital bed with you every night. Only on special occasions can he come here to the house like the last time.”

		I tried holding in the grin on my face. “Are you sure, Paul?” My hands were shaking. The anxiety had turned to excitement. “Like, really sure, don’t say yes if you really mean no.”

		He nodded, “I’m sure Elaine. I love you and I want you happy. You can keep your boyfriend.”

		I crawled across the bed and jumped on him. I held him tight to my body and kissed him over and over.

		“Paul, I don’t deserve you. I love you so much, you know that, right?”

		His arms held me tight. “I love you too, Elaine. That’s why I said yes. Because I want you happy.”

		“You make me so happy, Paul.”

		“Go one, go call your boyfriend and let him know the good news.”

		I shook my head. “No, Greg can wait. Right now, it’s about you and me. The most important man in my life is you. And I’m going to make sure you know that.”

		When our lips locked and I kissed him, something felt different. How could it not be different? My husband just agreed to share my heart and body with another man.

		Only time would tell if this was a good decision or a bad one.

		

		The End.
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		Wicked Lessons

		

		Grad student Niki Novelli is close to finishing her doctorate program when she's approached by her advisor, Dr. Blackburn, about some "extra credit" she needs to complete. Now she's faced with a hard choice - fall under the seductive spell of the handsome professor or leave her professional dreams behind. Also in the mix, her husband John forced to share his wife's attention with her scholarly ambition.

		

		What happens when John discovers he enjoys sharing his wife? And can Niki handle the idea of performing for two men at once? And what does Dr. Blackburn have to teach the both of them?

		

		Hotwife Pool Party

		

		What do you do when you notice your very beautiful wife kissing your neighbor? And what if you find yourself daydreaming about the guy next door? Tim decides he wants to see his wife explore her sexual boundaries, while Marie plans to make her fantasies become real when her husband takes notice.

		

		A neighborhood pool party gives two couples the chance to frolic in the summer sun and spend the nights exploring their erotic fantasies. Passions flair and taboos are broken, as Tim and Marie find out it's just as much fun to watch as it is to play.

		

		Business Affair

		

		Darlene feels frisky on a business trip. She's enjoyed a little sexy video chat with her husband, but finds herself wanting more. Enter Brad, a non-nonsense artist who sets his sights on a beautiful stranger. He catches her attention and they feel an instant attraction.

		

		What starts as a one-night stand turns into something more, when Darlene accidentally activates a call with her husband and he hears their passionate encounter.

		

		This story includes themes of adultery, voyerism, and adult sexual situations. It's meant for mature readers.

		

		A Most Dangerous Game

		

		Some couples play golf, some play bridge, but Paul and Elaine play a different kind of game - and they play to win. The playing field may change but the stakes are always the same, a night of blazing passion.

		

		One evening, the fun-loving couple's entertainment gets hijacked, when a handsome stranger mistakenly becomes entangled in their game. What happens when a two-player game gets a third participant?

		

		A night of pure lust, and hidden fantasies revealed, where all the rules are broken and no one goes home a loser.
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