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The sizzling-hot adventures of an exhibitionist wife and her voyeur husband conclude, as the couple contend with Catherine's infidelity... 

Kevan refused his wife's demand for a genuine affair, to cheat on him, sleeping with someone behind his back. But now she's gone and done it anyway.
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Chapter Thirty-Four




I was so angry with her. The alcohol just fueled it to the point that I didn’t even question what she was saying. I didn’t really think; I just reacted.

My wife had cheated on me.

The fury and the arousal burned inside.

‘You could have had anyone,’ I yelled, squeezing her wrist tight, shaking her. ‘I would have let you fuck anyone you wanted.’

‘But I wanted more,’ she said, amused at my rage. Beautiful and infuriating in equal measure, flames flickering in her big, hazel eyes.

I pulled her to me, pressing my nose to her cheek, breathing her in, savoring her.

‘Who was it?’ I demanded.

‘One of my clients,’ she said. ‘He’s been after me for ages. So I just let it happen.’

‘You let him fuck you?’

I tore off her skirt, leaving her standing there in her white shirt and underwear. Pantyhose over her panties. She shivered as I tore the garment from her as though it pleased her. I was outraged. I felt such injustice.

Why had she risked our marriage like this? When I had offered her everything?

‘He made a move on me after a meeting at his office,’ she said. ‘I was so horny, I let him do what he wanted. Does that make you so hard, my darling?’

I held her in my arms, possessive but enraged rather than loving. I ground my face into her neck, inhaling her personal scent, assessing her for evidence of her most recent tryst. There wasn’t anything I could definitely say for sure.

‘You fucked him today?’ I growled.

‘I’ve been spending most of my lunch breaks with him recently,’ she said, moaning quietly, responding to my rough handling of her in a way I hadn’t expected. ‘He has a shower in his office, so…’

I rippled at the thought of her sneaking out of her office, out of her building. Hopping into a taxi for a secret encounter with a mystery man somewhere else in the city.

She’d fuck him on his desk and then take a shower before heading back to work for the afternoon. No wonder there was no evidence I could detect on her now.

I tore open her shirt. Her unadorned pink bra wasn’t exactly the kind of thing she’d wear for a date, but I wasn’t in the frame of mind to ponder things too deeply. She hadn’t been on a first or second date. She had been regularly fucking somebody behind my back.

I shoved my face between her breasts, breathing her in, still hoping for corroborating evidence. But I got the sense she’d been careful about keeping her latest affair a secret from people in her company. I could only detect her scent and the hint that she was freshly turned on right now.

I still couldn’t fully understand — when she knew I was supportive of her seeing other men, why would Catherine feel the need to hide it from me? Somehow, the secrecy itself was part of her excitement.

The secrecy, and now the fact she’d been caught.

I wanted her so badly. If I was honest with myself, her cheating only strengthened my feelings.

The alcohol made things a little blurry, but so did my lust.

I pushed her back against the wall, a little more roughly than I’d meant — but she didn’t seem to object. She moaned as I groped at her breasts through her bra and tasted her soft neck.

‘It felt so good with him,’ she said to me, spurring on my anger and my lust. ‘Going over there in secret. Letting him do whatever he wanted to me, behind your back.’

I pulled down her bra, freeing her gorgeous breasts. I sucked on them roughly — using her as some kind of toy. There wasn’t an ounce of romance in how I treated her. She only seemed to get off on it.

‘His cock was so big I could hardly get it in my mouth,’ she purred. ‘Every time I left work on my lunch break, I was shaking, I was so turned on about seeing him again…’

I straightened up, kissed her dirty mouth.

I couldn’t resist the thought of her stretching her soft lips around another man’s hard cock. Particularly behind my back.

Jesus, I was a wreck.

But she was reveling in it.

When I finally released her from my kiss, she said breathlessly, ‘He felt so good when he fucked me, my darling. I couldn’t spoil that with condoms…’

She knew exactly which buttons to press to get me going.

I sank to my knees. I yanked down her panties and her hose to reveal her spectacular pussy. She might not have had sex with me for weeks, but she still kept it perfectly hair-free. The thought of her grooming herself just to cheat on me made me hunger for her even more.

I took hold of her thighs, pulled her over me. Pressed my ravenous mouth over her adulterous sex.

She was so wet. The scent of her arousal so strong. In my mind, it only confirmed her story.

She leaned back against the wall as I ate her soaking pussy. My angel of a wife who had become a devil. I feasted on her, an addict who hadn’t had a taste for so very long. At first, she gasped and moaned at the ferocity of my hunger as I let loose my tongue like the hounds of hell. But she put her hands on my head and rode my face, taking pleasure from my mania.

Why was I so obsessed with her? Because she’d refused me sex for so long? Because she had taken complete control of her sex — to the point that I hadn’t even been invited for months?

Sure, I’d always found her intelligence and independence attractive.

But why did her cheating make me crave her even more?

She’d betrayed me, despite everything I’d done for her, and yet I couldn’t get enough of her.

I threw her onto the bed, and she lay there on her front as though expecting a spanking — but I only fell on her and ate her pussy some more, her juicy, cheating sex the only thing that could satisfy my hunger.

She seemed delighted — but genuinely shocked at how voracious I was, at how I grabbed hold of her hips and fed on her like some depraved vampire.

‘Oh God… Oh God… Oh yes… Oh yes…’ she panted as I drove her over the edge with my feverish mouth.

She came, hard, and then just lay there, stunned, as I stood to remove my own clothing.

‘You still want me, then?’ she said, gasping for breath.

‘You’re still my wife,’ I growled.

‘Does that mean you own me?’ she said with a wry smile.

I climbed onto the bed. She seemed to be waiting for me to lash out at her. Was she into that? I feared she might need someone else to help her itch that kind of scratch.

I took hold of her by the hip, flipped her onto her front — she was lighter, easier to move than I expected, and turned over with a surprised squeal.

‘You’re my wife,’ I said, ‘so I’m not going to give up on you just because you make a mistake.’

I straddled the back of her thighs. My cock was so very hard — my body reacting to my wife’s promiscuity by getting me into the best state to claim her back, to spread my seed instead of other men’s.

‘Mistake?’ she said, her tone goading me. ‘I didn’t make any mistakes.’

I directed my cock between her beautifully rounded cheeks. My heart was thumping so hard I thought I might need to start taking something for it.

She said, ‘You wanted me to cheat, my darling.’

‘How do you know what I wanted?’

I stabbed her with my cock. It was forceful, almost violent, piercing her like that, and yet it only made her groan with pleasure. As I entered her, her warm wetness was released around my stiff shaft as though a dam had burst.

‘I knew from the start… you wanted me to cheat,’ she said as I grabbed hold of her hair and fucked her like I was riding a horse. ‘Why else… would you stop fucking me… like that…?’

‘I thought you didn’t want me anymore.’

‘You left me to my own devices,’ she said, her voice quivering as I fucked her hard. ‘You held back from everything — and then you watched me.’

‘What’re you talking about?’

I turned her over onto her back. She was beaming, ear to ear, as though victorious. ‘You’ve been spying on me,’ she giggled. ’That only confirms you were hoping I was cheating.’

Parting her thighs, I shoved my big, hard cock back into her slippery folds.

‘Guys don’t spy on their wives hoping they’re cheating,’ I argued.

‘You weren’t doing it so you could take the footage to a divorce lawyer,’ she said.

I could hardly deny what she was saying.

Had I wanted her to cheat from the beginning?

But, God, her cheating had only made me want her more. Someone, it seemed to hype up her value beyond the levels that simply fucking other men achieved. This beauty could fuck whoever she wanted — whenever she wanted — and here she was, fucking me. She had chosen to stay married to me. She had decided to come back to my bed and take my cock inside her.

I was totally obsessed.

I was like one of those crazy stalkers whose life is saturated with their idol — except that I was allowed to be with mine, I was allowed to worship her, I was allowed to make love to her.

‘You knew I was spying on you… and that I wanted you to cheat on me… why didn’t you let me see any of your cheating?’

‘Because, my darling, you need to work harder to uncover my particular wickedness,’ she said, shoving me over, straddling me.

‘Work harder?’

She giggled. ‘I won’t refuse you sex anymore, my darling,’ she said, lowering herself onto my flagpole of a cock. ‘But if you want to catch me cheating on you, you’ll have to do better.’

She was just magnificent. The picture of feminine beauty, impaled on my pulsating manhood. It felt so unbelievably good as she fucked me. How could any man resist her? She fucked who she wanted — but she came back to me. Even though it had taken months this time.

Her sex gripped my shaft so tight, her arousal soaked my full length, allowing her to glide up and down, affecting the most exquisite sensation that rippled out from my cock to my entire frame.

I didn’t last long as she rode me.

But then she didn’t last long, either. We both came together, our shared climax exploding through us both as I filled her with my hot cream. It had the most unexpected effect on her — it seemed to make her relax, as though all pressures, all stress had evaporated from her shoulders.

Had we resolved our differences?

She was going to continue cheating on me, it seemed to me. I was apparently too sexually obsessed with her to do anything but enjoy it, and want her to continue. I was going to have to do more to spy on her if I wanted to see anything of it.

But she still loved me, at least. As she cuddled up to me on the bed, I could tell how she felt.

Our marriage, our adventure, was simply entering a new phase.


Chapter Thirty-Five




So now I was spying on my wife.

I had hidden cameras stashed all over the place. Not just in the apartment — in our home, our cars, in Catherine’s purse or briefcase. I could track her anywhere. I could tell what she was doing at almost any moment.

So, of course, she didn’t do anything at all. At least nothing in the field of marital infidelity.

Suddenly, she went back to being the standard workaholic she had been for most of our relationship. She worked late at the office increasingly frequently — and she was working, it wasn’t merely an excuse.

When I got home to an empty house, I flipped through the video footage I had of her, hoping desperately that one of my myriad surveillance cameras had caught her doing something even vaguely sexy.

In a weird way, I enjoyed the hunt. I would work myself up searching for signs that she was even flirting with other guys. It was a massive turn-on seeing how she was with people at her company these days — she was an office flirt now, and guys really responded to her.

My obsession with her was at peak levels. When she got home late from work, particularly if she’d been flirting with someone at the office, I would be all over her.

She seemed to enjoy my attention. She knew why I was dragging her into the bedroom to strip off her clothes, to make love to her before she could even have a bite to eat. I was checking for signs that she’d pulled a colleague into the restroom at work for a quickie outside the range of my spyware.

There were definitely gaps in my surveillance web. Times when she went somewhere, and the reception wasn’t good enough for my equipment to report her whereabouts. And when she was meeting clients, I had to respect her client-counsel confidentiality, so I couldn’t listen in.

When I talked to Rob about it, he’d taunt me about those blind spots, about how Catherine knew I was spying on her, she knew when she could do something naughty. That she was always one step ahead of me.

But I’d get her home, I’d check her out; there didn’t seem to be evidence that she’d been with anyone.

She was getting enough sex at home to keep her busy, I guess. It turned her on to have a suspicious husband for some reason. She’d let me peel off her clothes at the end of a long day. She would stand there as I examined her, amused at how on edge I was.

She would be wet by the time I slipped down her panties and buried my face between her thighs.

She would tease me a little, commenting on how much I wished she’d spent the afternoon on her knees trying to persuade her boss to give her a raise. She would tell me about some of the guys she liked, some of the men who might tempt her into an affair.

She loved how thirsty it all made me. Acting like the interrogation victim as I fucked her with my eager tongue. How hard I was when I pushed her onto the bed and lay over her, sliding inside her while she insisted she’d been a good girl.

‘Why don’t you just let me watch you fuck someone?’ I’d ask her sometimes when the frustration got to me.

She’d smile and work her hips a little more while she rode my cock, ‘Because I like it when you’re like this,’ she’d say. ‘You’re so sexy when you’re on edge, my darling…’

Rob was sure she was playing mind games with me. Maybe she was seeing someone at a hotel on her lunch break or something.

Sometimes, we spent our own lunch breaks staking out the front of Catherine’s building. Sometimes, she’d make an appearance, and we’d follow her while she went for a walk, while she visited a nearby deli for a sandwich. She might have company, she might be alone. She wasn’t going to a hotel or a motel or somebody else’s apartment for hijinks.

‘Client meetings,’ Rob said. ‘That has to be when it happens. She knows you’re definitely not listening in then.’

‘They’re all legit meetings as far as I’ve seen,’ I insisted. ‘She doesn’t go to any of them on her own. She wouldn’t take a colleague to a meeting and then slip out to fuck her client.’

‘Maybe they go for a threesome,’ Rob laughed.

‘When I see her after a meeting, she doesn’t look like she’s been fucked,’ I said. ‘I can tell.’

‘I don’t know — some of your cameras aren’t exactly high-res.’

Catherine had to go down to Baltimore to meet a client, and I was paranoid that my tech would fail and I’d miss something significant. I was completely on edge, ready to jump down there to Maryland at a moment’s notice. Rob teased me. What the hell would I do if I got there? What would I tell her? That I missed her?

I tracked her. I was pretty sure nothing happened — but I was hoping it would.

I was able to watch her in her hotel via cameras in her purse, her toiletries bag. She was innocent, though I still enjoyed the chase. The stalk. The voyeurism.

We had a nice Zoom call together that night. She teased me about seeing some nice Baltimore men she liked the look of, that maybe on future business trips, she’d feel a little more adventurous. She gave me a sultry striptease show and had me tend to my hard-on while I watched her.

Still, I was frustrated because she wasn’t cheating.

Rob said maybe she’d even made up all that stuff about meeting a client during her lunch hours all those months I wasn’t getting any action.

‘She was just testing you,’ he said, and I had no evidence to the contrary.

Had my wife turned monogamous?
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When you have insomnia, you might find ways to manage it for a while, but it’ll be there waiting for you when you’re ready for a reunion. When life gets overly stressful, and you’ve got too much on your mind, it will rear its ugly head some more.

And so, I might have been in good standing with Catherine again. Still, there I was, waking up at 2 in the morning, my body feeling like it was already dawn, with no intention of going back to sleep.

There was too much on my mind. Too many thoughts about what my wife was up to, whether I’d missed anything that might reveal an affair, whether there was something I needed to do to make sure I found out about anything she did do behind my back.

Once again, my best bet for calming my whirling thoughts and getting my stupid body to feel something resembling drowsiness again was to quietly head downstairs and make myself come.

I flicked through some of the choice video clips I’d kept from my various surveillance efforts — clips showing Catherine undressing or showering, or anything else vaguely revealing among the countless hours of nothing very much.

I found footage from the evening when I was having drinks after work with Rob and a few other people, and Catherine was actually home before me for once. With all the time I had failing to sleep at night, I’d edited together material from various cameras dotted around our Connecticut home to give a kind of cinematic experience of my sweet wife arriving home while I was still away in the city.

Catherine had come home forgetting that I was having drinks after work, and it was amusing and also heart-warming to see her emerge through our front door looking cheerful and distinctly horny, no doubt expecting me to be there to inspect her for signs of an office affair, before quickly dragging her away for some erotic exploration.

But I wasn’t there that early in the evening, so she had to deal with her horny urges herself.

What followed was a fun sequence in which Catherine walked through the house stripping off her work clothes, pouring herself a glass of white wine as she progressed through the kitchen, before heading up to the bedroom to slowly remove her underwear for the benefit of her missing husband.

She knew I had spy cameras all over the place, of course. If she ever brought a lover back to our house in Fairfield County, I would be able to see what they got up to.

So, on this night in question, she knew I would be watching and gave me something truly delicious to watch.

It helped the insomnia, at least. Jacking off while watching her get naked, lie on the bed, and retrieve a small bullet vibrator from her bedside table.

I loved watching her touch herself. She was so beautiful, so graceful, so irresistibly sexy. The way her body moved when she swept her hands all over her shapely form, when she traced circles around her sex. When she directed that little electric buzzing torpedo against her clit — it was just sensational.

Watching her lie on her back, her thighs parted, everything visible. Or on all fours, presenting her delectable rear. Watching how spectacularly wet she got as she slipped that thing inside her pink folds.

And sure, she knew I was probably getting to watch, but there was still something intensely sexy about spying on her like this. Playing the secret agent. The voyeuristic stakeout.

I watched that sequence three times before I finally came myself.

When I reached forward to close the video so I could clean up and head back to bed, the image on my screen froze during the moment when Catherine entered the bedroom, with the scene provided by a camera I’d hidden in our smoke detector.

That particular camera provided a very high-resolution image. It was directed so that as well as offering a fantastic broad view of the bedroom as a whole, it also looked out toward the front windows.

And as my eyes perused that frozen image, in which Catherine was standing there motionless in a pair of tiny black panties and nothing else, my heart seemed to stop for a few moments.

I could see well — since Catherine had not bothered to close the blinds while she undertook her little personal strip show — that I was not the only one watching her that night.

Through the windows, I could see across to the next house, where somebody was watching Catherine using a pair of high-powered binoculars.

Jeez.

There was no doubt. Our neighbor had also been spying on my wife.

[image: ]


We’d never had a problem with our neighbors spying on us before.

The fact was that only one house was really close enough to look through our windows — and that house belonged to Bob and Barbara, a lovely retired couple who seemed about as likely to become voyeurs as the three blind mice.

But now, as I examined the video footage like the Blade Runner seeking clues to a rogue replicant, I could see that someone was in Bob and Barbara’s house that clearly wasn’t Bob or Barbara.

This was a guy who appeared to be in his early thirties. And he wasn’t simply a bird watcher who had been unwittingly caught on camera while checking out cardinals and woodpeckers in the backyard. He was pretty obviously training those binoculars on our window, and on Catherine as she got naked.

Did Bob and Barbara have a son we hadn’t heard much about?

I wasn’t getting sleepy now.

But now I was looking for other video clips I’d caught — particularly from this camera — that might show how frequently our new spy next door had been watching our house. There was plenty of evidence. He’d been surveilling our bedroom for about two weeks.

Oh, and in the footage I’d caught on the most recent weekend, another interesting factoid emerged: Catherine had noticed him watching her. Not only that: Catherine had noticed him watching her and was now actively trying to give him special little glimpses of herself stripping off, too.

I swear: here she was, making sure the blinds were open when she changed out of her nightwear on Saturday morning before hopping into the shower.

My wicked wife was courting attention from the hunk next door.


Chapter Thirty-Six




To begin with, she pretended she didn’t know he was watching her.

But she left the curtains open in all the windows through which he could see her. And now she was regularly getting home from work in the early evening to give him a real show, well before I returned. It seemed obvious to me what she was up to.

I ended work reasonably early so I could get to my car and find a private place in which to watch my wife via my home security app.

I watched her return home and go to the bedroom to peel off her work clothes in front of the windows. From various cameras and angles, I could see out of our house and confirm that our neighbor friend was there, peering at Catherine through high-powered binoculars.

Here was my beautiful wife parading about the house in her bra and panties, acting relaxed and nonchalant, as though she usually dressed like that when simply chilling out by herself.

Lying across the bed in nothing but a gray thong, reading a novel I knew she’d read before, as though this was perfectly normal for her after work. Lounging there at the perfect angle to show off her wincingly pert buttocks in that tiny thong.

Another evening, and she was trying on clothes in front of her full-length mirror in full view of those open curtains. Flaunting herself in various short dresses, as though she had to fly somewhere sunny all of a sudden for a wedding. Offering him plenty of glimpses of herself in her underwear.

As the evenings flicked by, and Catherine became more caught up in it, she was trying on different sets of lingerie in front of her mirror, perfectly framed by those expansive windows.

Gently rubbing her hands all over her body, ostensibly to check the underwear fit properly, but as things progressed, merely responding to the sexual arousal flowing through her.

Groping and squeezing her small but perky breasts in the mirror as though she’d just noticed it felt good to touch herself there. Slipping her hand into her panties with the kind of expression on her face that suggested she was shocked at how wonderful it felt.

Using the mirror not so much to see how various garments fit on her body, but to subtly monitor her audience, to check how he was responding to her display, to actively watch as he pulled out his stiff cock and began to stroke it while watching her.

Using the mirror so that her obsessed stalker could watch her go into our en suite bathroom, strip naked, and take a shower.

To begin with, she pretended she didn’t know he was watching her.

But after a while, there came a point at which it seemed absurd that she couldn’t know he was there. She was giving him such intense viewing experiences.

Lying there on the bed, masturbating for him without any hint of subtlety.

Making herself come, then wandering to the window to offer him a little smile and a wave before closing the curtains to signal the end of the evening’s performance.

I could see him getting increasingly bold, too, as it dawned on him that she knew he was there, and was enjoying his voyeurism. One evening, he’s standing in the dark, clutching his binoculars in one hand as, presumably, he gripped his cock in the other. The next evening, a solitary desk lamp in the back of the room offered up some soft lighting to confirm that he was jacking off while watching her.

Later, all his lights were on, and when my wife was pleasuring herself stretched out naked on the bed, the hunky neighbor was peeling off his own clothes, allowing her to see him in the altogether while he pumped his cock at her exposure.

And here I was, stroking my own cock in my car. I liked to park nearby. I set up external security cameras to improve my view of the strange courtship between my wife and the guy next door.

Sometimes, I even got out of the car and crept through the darkness to see if I could witness anything through my own eyes. There were vantage points in our yard where I could catch some of it — we definitely did not live in a flat area.

It all developed over a number of weeks, it wasn’t a quick thing.

Our neighbor had to know that Catherine was well married. That she and I were definitely not having problems in the bedroom. It didn’t seem to put him off.

At first, the curtains were closed when I came home to a delightfully horny wife, and she dragged me onto the bed to ride my hard cock. But then, once or twice she forgot to close the curtains after she was done with her new friend, and I didn’t bother to close them before I mounted her and buried my manhood deep inside her soaking pussy.

So, after a while, she didn’t bother to close those curtains at all.

I was aware of somebody watching us as I wedged my face between her thighs, or slid inside her and pounded her from behind. When I was there, our neighbor lurked in darkness. He didn’t turn on the lights as he did when it was Catherine alone showing the goods.

The whole thing went on and on — I think he refrained from making a move on her because he knew she was happily married, while she never went next door to borrow a cup of sugar because invariably Bob and Barbara were always there in the house since they rarely went out.

It was an almost innocent kind of adultery.

But I felt they needed some kind of prompt to get them together.

[image: ]


It seemed insane to me that my wife had been so adamant that she wanted to cheat on me because it seemed exciting, and now she had the perfect opportunity, she was holding back.

She could have waved at Bob and Barbara’s handsome thirty-something son and signaled him to come over while I was still ’at work’. She could have scrawled her cell number on a large piece of paper and plastered it up in the window to get him to contact her to arrange something.

But no.

It took me, the husband, to arrange a neighborhood party at our house so that Catherine could finally meet Bruce.

Long story short, it was my 40th birthday party. Seems like a very egotistical thing for a man to arrange a big public celebration of himself. But my big four-zero seemed an adequate excuse to hold something at our house.

I had to call Bob and Barbara to invite them, of course, only to learn that they currently had their son staying with them after the end of a stint in the Navy. Bruce. So naturally I had to invite Bruce over as well. I didn’t even tell Catherine that I’d invited him.

Then, there they were.

The party was nicely well attended, so the whole Bruce being there thing could be well concealed by the crowd. I acted entirely innocently, like I had absolutely no idea Catherine had ever laid eyes on this smoldering dark-haired Lothario. But I loved how she reacted when we opened the front door to find Bob, Barbara, and Bruce standing there, and when our elderly neighbors formally introduced their son to us.

Catherine blushed, and the smile she gave Bruce was telling, even if she managed to conceal it after a brief moment.

Anyway.

So there we were. Catherine and I circulated the party separately, playing the affable hosts. And later, there was time and space for her to bump into Bruce and strike up some highly flirtatious conversation. And because of my whole surveillance network, I didn’t even have to be within sight of their encounters.

I could slip away from the party for a moment here or there and check up on Catherine’s progress with her secret voyeur.

There was a lot of laughing together. There almost seemed to be a sense of relief between them — that they’d met face-to-face, and weren’t disappointed with each other.

Later as the party continued, the number of guests dwindled a little as the younger, and older crowd returned home. The remaining guests could mostly tend to their own needs — helping themselves to drinks or whatever nibbles were left, and so on.

Catherine seemed to get more opportunities to hang out with Bruce without being made to feel she needed to get up and carry out host duties. Bob and Barbara went home, leaving their son to enjoy the rest of the night without them.

And then it got past midnight, and I happened to notice that neither Bruce nor Catherine were around.

Without even sneaking off to a restroom, or a quiet corner to flick through the camera views on the app on my phone, I had a quick hunt for them around the backyard, and in the house. They were not to be found.

I disappeared to a bathroom, and flicked through my various camera options — and still there was no sign of them. My last sighting of them via camera was in the backyard, but they weren’t there anymore.

My heart started pounding hard.

I was sure they had gone somewhere together. It was far too suspicious, both of them disappearing at the same time. I didn’t believe in coincidences.

I searched for a while, interrupted only by keeping up appearances with various party guests.

‘You’ve lost her?’

Rob, naturally, was enjoying himself at the party, and he was the only one I could talk to about what was really going on with Catherine.

‘How could you do something like lose a wife, the amount of spy cameras you’ve got stashed around the place?’

I did feel pretty stupid, the trouble I’d gone to keep tabs on Catherine, only for her to slip out of my clutches like this.

‘She can’t have gone far,’ I insisted, my logic based on the fact that both our cars were still in the garage.

Rob said, ‘Well, she’s probably walked him home, hasn’t she? You haven’t got any cameras hidden around Bob and Barbara’s house…’

I groaned at that, but on Rob’s suggestion, I headed back upstairs to the main bedroom, from where — with the lights still off — I peered out of the window toward the next-door house, and Bruce’s windows.

I couldn’t see anything much. The room was in darkness. Was there movement in there? Or was that a draught gently wafting the curtains a little?

Jesus. I stood in darkness, hoping that my wife was in there, riding another man to orgasm. I was hard as a rock thinking about what she might be doing. Why did it turn me on so much?

I liked to think of Catherine as a complete sex goddess. For some reason it was just hot.
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Unfortunately, guilt kept me from staying there and enjoying the moment. I felt obligated to head back downstairs, and spend time with the stragglers remaining at my birthday party. To play host and ensure everyone was having a good time, right up until the final guest — Rob, as it happened — called it a night and went off on his merry way.

The house was very quiet when Rob left. And then there was one.

I decided to leave the clearing up until the morning.

I headed up to the bedroom and was about to send Catherine a text message demanding to know where she was, and when she was planning on coming home, when the door opened and there she was.

‘Where’ve you been?’ I said, putting on a vaguely irritated tone of voice.

I tried not to look as though I was staring at her, tried to pretend like I was paying more attention to my phone, but the way she stood there, the way she looked — I could tell she’d just had sex.

And it gave me such a powerful craving to take her to bed and devour her.

‘There were a few people out in the backyard,’ she said, trying to act casual as she wandered over to her dresser to remove her earrings. ‘You know… checking out the view through the woods…’

I nodded as though I believed her — though I’d searched the backyard comprehensively, and she hadn’t been there.

God, I could smell her adultery in the air.

I could see the perspiration on her brow as she drifted past me and into our bathroom. I heard her start up the shower as though it wasn’t an unusual thing for her to do at such a late hour as this.

‘It was a wonderful party, my darling,’ she said from the bathroom. ‘You have a good time?’

I stood and moved to the bathroom doorway, leaning there to watch my gorgeous wife undressing, pretending to be breezy and calm. ‘We should do it more often,’ I said, running my eyes all over her freshly-fucked body as she peeled off her underwear.

She gave me nervous glances when she thought I wasn’t paying attention. I could see she was hoping I would just stand there, and let her get under the flow of the water without interfering.

I waited until she was naked and opening the door to the shower.

Then I put out a hand and grabbed her wrist.

I pulled her to me and, taking hold of her, claimed a kiss. She could hardly deny me — it would have seemed too out of character. And it was my birthday. I kissed her deeply, breathing her in, my every sense jangling with evidence that my wife had, indeed, been sexually active very recently. And not with me.

I said, ‘What about you, my sweet? Did you have a good time?’

The tone of my voice was unmistakable.

Catherine looked startled for a moment, and even now, I could see in her eyes she was trying to think of something to say to explain her sudden need for a ludicrously late shower.

I reached into the shower stall and switched off the water.

Then I led her back into the bedroom.


Chapter Thirty-Seven




I didn’t mind playing the fool. She told me she’d gotten sweaty running around playing hostess all night and because some of the men had wanted her to dance with them later on.

I acted as though I bought every word.

I didn’t raise any suspicions as I planted kisses over her gorgeous frame, inhaling the scent of sex from her soft but clammy skin, recognizing the smell of another man all over her as I sucked on her bare breasts or her midriff or her burning thighs.

‘Don’t you want me… to freshen up a little first?’ she said, nodding toward the bathroom.

‘Why would I need you to do that?’ I growled, holding her, kissing her mouth again, though she seemed slightly reluctant to let me.

She giggled. ‘You’re crazy, you know that?’

‘I’ve been waiting for this all night,’ I said, gazing at her as though I was assessing some exquisite sculpture.

‘You couldn’t wait just a few more minutes while I rinse off?’ she said, pulling away from me to climb onto the bed.

I didn’t want to tell her I knew she’d just been in the house next door fucking our neighbor’s son. That I wanted to devour her freshly unfaithful body.

I wanted to leave her cheating ‘undiscovered.’

She thought she could get away with warning me that she was sweaty after the party. Sure, she didn’t really want to make out with me much, no doubt concerned I might detect the tang of cock on her lips.

As I got her onto the bed, she also urged me up from between her thighs, hinting that she wasn’t in the mood for me to go down on her.

Well, that was a rarity. Usually, she was only too pleased to feel my hot mouth pressing against her juicy sex.

She let me suck on her breasts, though, and even with that, I could smell her lover on her. Bruce. I indulged for a while. I celebrated in the evidence I could determine from her illicit encounter with her friendly neighborhood voyeur.

She felt safest of all by going down on me. But I recognized how animated she got taking hold of my cock when she’d already handled a different one that night.

‘You’re so hard, my darling,’ she gasped, and I thought the carbon steel stiffness of my manhood might give me away, revealing the truth that I knew full well she’d been cheating on me.

There were different levels of hardness in a cock. The maximum in mine came directly after Catherine had been fucked by another man.

But she simply marveled at the state of my cock, and jammed it in her mouth, pleasuring me under the apparent impression that I had no idea she’d spent the tail end of our party in another man’s bed.

The first opportunity she had to climb onto me, to squeeze my throbbing cock into her well-primed pussy, she did so. She seemed to relax as she began riding me, cowgirl-style.

In her mind, the fact that I’d had my cock inside her would explain away any lingering evidence from her tryst with Bruce from across the way.

I let her ride me almost to orgasm, but then I did roll her onto her back, and wedge my face between her thighs. What can I say? I loved how she tasted. And to behold her sweet pussy after she’d enjoyed another man — well, that was all the more thrilling to me.

Did she come so easily because she thought she’d pulled the wool over my eyes?

Did she like the feeling of getting away with it?

Or was it because my attention on her that night was particularly focused, particularly intense, particularly passionate?

It wasn’t really cheating, because I knew about it. It was cuckolding. But definitions vary from person to person. Whatever it was, I loved its effects on my wife.

She was sexy as hell before this latest fork in our marital adventure. But now she believed she was secretly fucking a stallion from next door behind her husband’s back, she was just magnificent.

The way it impacted her confidence was just breathtaking.

I didn’t even stop to consider whether her new lover was over there in the house next door, watching us. I was guessing he was — our curtains were open, and Catherine was making a heck of a lot of noise as I shoved my thick cock back inside her pussy and cranked up the heat.
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It took a little prompting from Yours Truly — but then Catherine wasn’t coming home early from the office to merely give our friend Bruce a strip show.

I sat in my car watching as the tall, dark stud invited himself over, and Catherine hurried him inside the front door to minimize the chance of any passers-by observing her welcoming in a man who was not her husband.

I sat in darkness by the side of a hardly-used country road smothered by Connecticut woodland, tugging on my hard cock as I watched my sweet wife making out with Bruce on our couch.

There wasn’t much small talk.

There wasn’t a drink or two, and a wait until it felt right.

They weren’t dating. He had his hands on her breasts while he kissed her mouth, and then a few moments later, one hand was between her thighs, under her skirt. Moving as though his fingers had found her prize.

I flicked through my camera views to follow their progress, getting the sense that they figured their time was short.

Here they were, now, in the main bedroom upstairs. Catherine stripping off in front of him as though to emphasize that what he’d been watching all those weeks through our bedroom window was now Bruce’s for the taking.

Here was my wife on the bed, Bruce between her thighs, kissing his way down her abdomen until he could lap at her sweet nectar. Like me, he seemed to appreciate a woman’s flavor. But then, like me, he was a watcher. He’d proven that much.

I watched him partaking of my wife and felt an odd fraternal connection to him. Brothers of the Voyeuristic Tendencies.

He was certainly gifted with more than just The Sight, however. When Catherine pulled off his clothes and had him flat on his back across our marital bed, he looked as though he could give any of her previous lovers a run for their money in the size stakes.

The sound levels of her cries and screams as she rode him, — and then as he pounded into her from behind — frequently threatened to overwhelm the capabilities of my hidden microphones.

But I was pleased with my technology overall. The camera hidden in her dresser was particularly effective — I could zoom in and watch his thick cock squeezing into her soaking pussy. He was really getting her wet. Monsoon levels.

I watched her come hard from the joy of an unauthorized encounter, and then she was guzzling his dick, urging him to release his cream down her throat.

We weren’t together, but we were enjoying her cheating together.

I couldn’t help myself. I watched her, in high definition, gulp down his come and then pull out his cock so he sprayed the rest of it all over her face. And I couldn’t hold myself back.

I made a mess of my car. Damnit.

Worth it, though.
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I could have rushed in, caught them in the act. But what would that achieve?

I liked them together. They were a hot combo. And Catherine would hardly leave me for Bob and Barbara’s boy. It was nice for her to have a lover nearby. At her beck and call.

I sat back in my car, got my breath back. I watched her hustle him out the door, concerned that I might be home any moment. He looked like he was in a daze as he pulled on enough clothes to make the journey next door look reasonably innocent.

They kissed again in the foyer just before she opened the front door for him. Catherine had a mischievous smile on her face as she gave him a last, lingering look. The kind of look that said, I could just pull you back into the bedroom for a second round. But I won’t. Not this time.

Then he was outside, scurrying back next door. I envied him a little. How he must feel about being hand-picked for a prize like Catherine Meyer-Burrows. The once-in-a-million chance to even catch a glimpse of her undressing in the windows — and now, the once-in-a-billion opportunity to bed her.

But he was her latest bit on the side.

I was her husband.

I watched her scamper upstairs and dive into the shower for a rapid scrub. Thinking about what to tell me about being home before me again.

The once-workaholic Catherine Meyer-Burrows skipping out of the office before the little hand had even hit five. Sure, her schedule said she had a late meeting on the other side of town. But really.

I lounged in my car, watching her rinse extra long to try to reduce the detectable traces of her floral shampoo. Drying herself off with a towel from the laundry basket to lend her scent a hint of day-long staleness.

She was clever, though she had discounted my spy technology. Surely she knew I watched everywhere now? Apparently not.

I watched her pull on sweatpants and a hoodie, though she could never truly conceal her pure hotness. Was she hoping I wouldn’t be in the mood tonight? But I was always in the mood these days. It was part and parcel of her strategy of cheating.

Officially, I never knew when she might have done something with another man. So I was always on edge.

I waited until she was cozily curled up on the sofa, watching that new murder mystery on Hulu. Then I hit the ignition button, slotted the transmission into the drive, and crept around the corner to casually pull up our driveway and into our garage.

The dedicated commuter returns to his abode.

‘Hey honey, I’m home.’ The breezy greeting as I drifted inside and removed my jacket.

‘Hey. Good day at work?’ her response cool, laid-back, put-upon-relaxed.

‘Oh, you know. Same old.’

Acting like nothing whatsoever special was going on, though my heart was thumping in my chest like a convict trying to chisel his way out of Supermax. I drifted on by my gorgeous wife, as though it was nothing to me anymore that she was home before me. That I didn’t have a suspicion in the world.

I’d be back for her.

For now, I quietly ascended to the first floor, breathing in my surroundings, inhaling this whole scene of post-cheating tension. What can I say? She’d been right all along. The cheating was a thrill. For me as well as her. I moved through the house recognizing all the angles from my hidden cameras. Remembering where they had been together. Picturing their illicit connection.

I entered the bedroom like a freaking tourist in my own home. Here was the very spot it all happened. The historic location.

The place where he shoved his fat cock inside my gloriously unfaithful wife.

She’d showered and covered up the traces on her person. But the bed reeked of their sex. The air still carried their chemistry.

Her panties, poorly hidden in the laundry basket, soaked through with her adulterous honey.

I was that psychic detective on that TV show that got canceled after three seasons, slowly taking in the scene of the crime, envisioning everything that had gone on here from subconscious reasoning and subliminal feelings.

Working myself up into a lust-crazy fever before taking off my work clothes, dressing in the kind of sweatpants and t-shirt that would go with the leisurely outfit of my delicious wife.

Then, when I was ready, I quietly returned to the ground floor, to kneel down in front of the TV and wedge my face between my wife’s cheating thighs.


Chapter Thirty-Eight




It was Oscar who pointed out the big flaw in my strategy to let Catherine cheat on me and quietly monitor her progress while pretending to have no clue as to her secret love affair.

‘You want her to cheat,’ he said, ‘and she knows you want her to cheat. And yet, as far as she knows, you think she isn’t cheating, and you’re not doing anything about it.’

‘Huh?’

We were out at Fools Gold, a pub on 2nd Avenue, not too far from the apartment. Oscar, Amy, Rob and I. I had told Catherine that I would be working so late I might as well sleep over at our little pied-à-terre, giving her the notion that she could spend all night with Bruce at our home in Connecticut.

Crazy as it seemed, I liked the idea of the two of them feeling free to get busy all night. Maybe I’d leave them to it. Maybe I’d watch via my network of spy cameras.

Anyway, I was having fun with Oscar and Amy — and Rob, who had been flirting outrageously with Amy all evening.

‘Well, you keep sleeping with her because you’re so turned on because she’s cheating… but as far as she knows, you don’t know she’s cheating.’

‘I’m turned on because I know there’s the possibility she could cheat,’ I said, explaining my cover story yet again.

Oscar said, ‘That might work for a while, but then she’s going to start suspecting you really know she’s cheating. You’re so freaking desperate for it all the time, she’s going to catch on that you’ve been watching her fucking that dude.’

I shrugged. ‘At some point, she’s going to figure I’ll discover her affair.’

Rob said, ‘He’s right, man. She’ll know you’ve been watching her. Maybe she’ll figure out your whole spy camera thing, too.’

I’d had too many craft beers to figure out what the point of all this was.

‘So what do I do?’ I said, my voice slurring a little.

Oscar said, ‘You have to start asking whether she’s been seeing anybody. And if she denies it — ’

‘Which she will,’ Rob noted, ‘since she’s cheating on you.’

‘ — then you need to suggest maybe you need to get some new guy to come in and get her laid,’ Oscar added.

I laughed. ‘You haggling for an invite?’ I asked Oscar.

He chuckled. ‘Not tonight,’ and then Oscar nodded toward Rob and Amy, who, while I’d been trying to figure out Oscar’s point, had gotten to the point of making out.

It shouldn’t have been surprising. Oscar and Amy had seduced my buddy Rob. Did he have his hand up her skirt?

I felt a little burst of pride, deep down, for being the one to introduce them in the first place.

Ah well.

‘So I should tell Catherine if she’s not going to cheat on me, the least we could do is find someone she might like to date,’ I said, my alcohol-impaired brain wrapping itself around the idea like fog.

‘That’s what I would do,’ Oscar smiled.

‘What you would do,’ I pointed out, ‘would be to get Rob here to fuck your wife.’

Amy and Rob went all wide-eyed and open-mouthed in pretend shock at what I was suggesting.

Then they giggled and continued making out in public.

‘Well, yeah,’ Oscar chuckled. ‘I guess that’s what I’d do. You know, I never thought it’d feel like this, letting her have some other guy….’

‘It’s the hot thing in relationships,’ I grinned.

Anyway. After a while, I started feeling like a third wheel. Or fourth wheel, I suppose. Three wasn’t a crowd when you were sharing your wife. But I wasn’t in the market to cheat on Catherine. My focus was on my wife.

We all stumbled back to the apartment building, then I went one way while Rob, Amy, and Oscar took the other direction down the hallway.

I collapsed in the sumptuous bed in our apartment — you could furnish your place in a minimalist style, but that didn’t mean you couldn’t still have an enormous bed — and pulled out my phone and my cock.

Here was a wonder of modern technology. I could lie in bed in our Lower East Side apartment and watch my wife fucking another man at our home in Connecticut.

I was so hard.

The two of them were in our main bedroom, Catherine on her back on our marital bed, Bruce standing on the floor holding her knees as he thrust into her. Flicking through the available views, I found a camera I’d hidden in the ceiling light that provided a first-class view of his cock thrusting into her soaking pussy.

The various microphones also did a good job picking up the sound of his huge dick squeezing into her slick folds.

And her moans, of course.

‘Oh my God… yes… yes…’

Ordinarily, of course, I’d just lie back and jerk my own dick to the sight of my gorgeous wife being so wicked.

Tonight, however, I was semi-drunk, and Oscar had made me think about things — with the thoughts he’d implanted in my brain now whirling around my head without any obstacles there to stop them.

So, I made a choice that wasn’t exactly rational or well thought out.

I called my wife.
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It wasn’t exactly my kind of thing to call Catherine this late at night unless one or other of us was on an extended business trip away from home. We texted most of the time if we needed to communicate, even if one of us decided on a last-minute overnight in the apartment.

So I felt a little guilty about calling her. And watching her on the big TV in our apartment, I could see that Catherine felt obligated to take my call in case there’d been some kind of emergency.

‘Oh… wait…’ she said, bringing Bruce’s enthusiastic pounding to a halt as she reached for her phone.

I watched my cheating wife gaze at her phone, taking in the fact that I was calling her. Then she pressed the accept call button.

‘Hey,’ she said, and it was weird hearing her voice like this while watching her naked form mouth the word on my TV screen.

‘Hey, I’m back at the apartment,’ I said, as though we had some kind of rule that I was supposed to check-in with her.

‘Oh, right…’ she said, trying to keep her voice upbeat, cheerful. Because why would she be mad at me for interrupting her sex when I wasn’t supposed to know about any of it?

I enjoyed the bind she was in.

‘I’m a little drunk,’ I said, a smile in my voice.

‘You had… a good time with Rob and Oscar?’ Catherine asked.

She was doing her utmost to control her voice — but I could still easily detect the fact that she was somewhat out of breath.

‘Yeah, it was great…’ I said. ‘Hey, are you okay? You sound a little out of breath…’

I was so mean.

But I could see Bruce trying to slowly continue fucking my wife while I was talking to her on the phone. So.

She said, ‘I’ve been… on the treadmill.’

‘Right,’ I said, as though it was perfectly expected for her to use the treadmill down in our basement this late at night. ‘Well… I guess you want to keep in shape in case you meet someone… you like…’

‘Well, yeah, I guess you could say that…’ she said, talking too much because she was trying to reassure me she wasn’t in the process of being fucked by another man in our marital bed, even though she was, and it was still making her breathe funny. If she’d been really thinking about it, she would have tried not to talk too much. But she had a big dick sliding in and out of her, she was hardly in a position to think entirely rationally.

Anyway, I found it hilarious, though I had to try to hide that fact. I said, ‘I’ve been thinking about you, my love.’

‘You have, my darling?’ she said.

Silently gasping for breath.

‘Are you okay, sweetie?’ I asked her.

‘No… yes… I’m just heading upstairs from the basement,’ she said, cleverly tying her explanation to her excuse about the treadmill.

I said, ‘I bet you’re all hot and sweaty…’

‘Uh-huh,’ she said to disguise a moan.

I loved how Bruce was trying to keep going despite my phone call. I got the sense he enjoyed getting to fuck my wife while I was apparently oblivious yet listening in.

‘So beautiful…’ I said. ‘Maybe you should have a nice soak in the bath after all that exercise, my sweet.’

‘That… sounds nice…’ she said, sounding as though she thought she could pretend to be climbing stairs while I watched Bruce pound her as quietly as he could.

‘I’m so hard thinking about you,’ I told her.

‘Mmm…’ she moaned.

‘I’m stroking my big, hard cock thinking about you peeling off your workout clothes…’

‘Mmm… yes, my darling. I love it when you do that,’ she said, her voice so breathy. Even when we talked dirty to each other on the phone, she never sounded like this.

‘Are you upstairs yet, my sweet? Maybe you should take off those clothes before you run the bath…’

It was crazy. She pretended to get horny because she was listening to me telling her I was jerking off, thinking about her peeling off her tight workout clothes. She pretended to strip for me and then lay on the bed to touch herself — while, in actual fact, she was having sex with our next-door neighbor’s son.

‘Oh yeah… yeah… oh… fuck…’

After a while, she felt like she didn’t even need to disguise the sex noises.

What can I say? I was talking to my wife while she was secretly fucking another man. It was pretty hot. It got me going like crazy.

But it also gave me the opportunity to drop a few little ideas into our dirty talk while I listened to them fucking.

For example, ‘I’ve been thinking, my sweet… Maybe if you’re not going to find the right guy to cheat on me with… we could go back to… you know… getting you a date… together…’

To my words, she moaned, ‘Yeah… yeah… yeah….’ As though she was agreeing to my suggestions.

‘We could try… I don’t know… Tinder… Bumble… Ashley Madison…’

‘Mmm…. Mmmm… mmmm…’

‘Don’t you think it would be hot to sleep with another guy again? Even if it’s not technically cheating?’

Anyway, the point was made.

Then I got to hear Bruce making her come — while I watched him shoving that big dick into her bareback until he was shooting his cream inside her.

I guess they were doing it without condoms by now, huh. When did they start doing that?
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As far as I was concerned, the whole thing with Bruce was a game. Me versus Catherine. She’d challenged me to work harder to spy on her if I wanted to fully appreciate her cheating on me — and I had done so.

To the point that I got to watch them having sex on Bruce’s bed, in his parents’ house, by using a drone.

It was Oscar who switched me on to drone technology. I knew he was a very techie guy, but it turned out he’d gotten into racing drones after getting hooked on videos of it all on YouTube. Racing drones was an oddly spectacular thing, I could see the allure. But it turned out that drones were also great for photography purposes — and these days, some really quality options were increasingly accessible to complete beginners.

After a little flying practice, I could launch my DJI Mini 4 Pro from where I was parked three streets away, and zoom over neighborhood houses to lurk outside the windows of our house — or Bob and Barbara’s house.

The technology was breathtaking. The thing was not much bigger than my hand, with a 4k video camera on board to beam pictures to the screen on my radio controller unit up to 12 miles away. I had about 45 flight time with each battery, but if one ran low, I could quickly fly it back to switch out the battery.

So here I was, a peeping tom who could get up close to any window in whichever house Catherine and her lover were hanging out within. I could track them from room to room and then to the bedroom. Neither of them ever seemed to stop to close the curtains.

Oscar told me if they ever got into the habit of closing the curtains, I could get a thermal imaging camera upgrade for my DJI. Jesus.

So. Catherine had challenged me to up my spy game, and I was crushing it.

The sad thing was that I couldn’t lord my dominance over her because I was still giving her the impression that I had no idea she was cheating. I was letting her think she was winning our game.

Only then I ran into Bruce’s father Bob at the supermarket one weekend, and learned that Bruce was only in town for another week. Damnit. It had been highly convenient for Catherine to take a lover who lived next door.

‘What are you worried about?’ Oscar said when I told him Bruce had only been staying with Bob and Barbara to help them fix up their house and get it on the market so they could downsize. ‘Whoever she bangs next, you just park around the corner and fire up your Mini 4 Pro.’

The final Friday night before Bruce was all set to return to his normal domain on the West Coast, I decided to add a little drama to our little game. Well, it was all about the drama, wasn’t it?

I let Catherine know I was having a night out with Oscar and Rob, giving her free rein to invite Bruce over to our house for one of their last-ever nights together.

And then I turned up unexpectedly, catching them in the act.


Chapter Thirty-Nine




Rob thought my plan was insane.

‘You’re going to humiliate her for doing something she told you she’d do?’ he said when I revealed my plan to him over lunch.

‘Who said anything about ‘humiliate’?’ I said. ‘I’m going to catch her in the act, run the guy off, and then take her back then and there.’

Rob raised his eyebrows. ‘And she’ll just let you take her back then and there?’

‘If she doesn’t, I’d have to wonder why she’s still married to me,’ I said. My heart was thumping hard as I said this — I was nervous. Because Rob was right to ask that question. And my answer sounded like some kind of line in the sand.

What if she did refuse to let me reclaim her after catching her cheating on me red-handed?

Rob took a bite of his sandwich. I could tell he enjoyed these little quandaries of mine. I was his own personal soap opera.

‘She might really like him,’ he said. ‘Bruce. She might not want you to humiliate him by catching them.’

I said, ‘She told me she was going to cheat on me. And now she’s been cheating on me. So she’s got to accept that there’s a chance that I will eventually catch her cheating on me.’

Rob argued, ‘She might assume your plan is that, once you’ve caught her cheating, you’d let her see it through and just… you know… watch.’

‘You know what’ assume’ makes…’

‘But you’ve always said this was mainly about the watching,’ my friend pointed out.

I sipped my iced chai tea latte. ‘If she didn’t want at least the chance of being caught,’ I reasoned, ‘why call it cheating in the first place? It’s just cuckolding. She’s sleeping with other guys, and I let her do it.’

‘It’s cheating because she’s not telling you what she’s doing.’

‘Yeah, well, that’s where it all falls down, right? It’s really only cheating if I forbid her from doing it. Or doing a certain guy. If I’m not accepting of her adultery. But she’s calling it ‘cheating’, right? She’s role-playing the cheating wife trope.’

‘She certainly seems to be.’

‘And part and parcel of the whole cheating trope is the risk of getting caught, right?’
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Anyway. The point is, Rob was warning me that my plan to keep Catherine on her toes by catching her in the act — at least this once — would end up humiliating her, Bruce, or both of them.

But my feeling was that Catherine was waiting for me to catch her in the act.

That was part of her game.

So here I was, watching her that final week of Bruce’s term as our neighbor. I’d told Catherine that my office suddenly needed me to go meet a client in Chicago, that I’d be away for a few days. It meant she could spend as much time as she liked with Bruce that final week.

I moved into a local motel and became Catherine’s secret stalker. I tracked her every movement, from the moment she left the office in the evening.

It seemed she’d started going to the gym more frequently than she used to — almost every evening. A husband of a faithful wife might have said she was taking advantage of my being out of town on business for a few days to increase her workout time. But perhaps Catherine was stepping up her fitness because she knew her relationship with Bruce would soon end.

Every evening after she was done at the gym, she returned home and waited for Bruce to invite himself over.

I left them to it. I watched them together, of course, but I didn’t interfere for a few nights. I made the most of the last few occasions this man would fuck my wife.

Then, I pounced.
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That evening, I didn’t need to follow anyone, I didn’t need to check in with my hidden cameras, I didn’t need to mess around with my drone. I knew what time Catherine would be home from the gym. I knew what time Bruce would be over to see her.

I had a low-alcohol beer and some food with Rob after work to steel my nerve. This time, he didn’t try to talk me out of anything. We discussed football and whether the Patriots were purposely tanking the season to get a decent quarterback in the draft. The only time we mentioned my plan to catch Catherine cheating was when Rob wished me luck on the way out.

It seemed like a long drive home. A long drive to contemplate whether Catherine would be furious at me for interrupting one of her last nights with Bruce.

Well, I figured I had to do something to change things up. If she wanted to pursue this cheating thing, she had to know there would be this risk. She was my wife. She could choose to sleep with whoever she liked, but if I found out about it and I didn’t like who she was with for some reason, I could take back control. And if not, then maybe our marriage should be over.

Despite how strangely sexy this whole cheating thing was, I missed being able to talk to my wife about her dates. About the men she fucked. I missed the good communication between us. I missed being able to reclaim her right after she’d been with another man, when she was still steeped in the evidence of her wickedness.

Finally, I was winding my way through the neighborhood. It was fully dark already — but then it was late. I’d timed my arrival so that Bruce would have had plenty of time to invite himself over and get started on fucking my wife.

Damn, I was nervous. I was shaking as I pulled into our street. My heart pumping blood so laboriously it almost hurt.

As I pulled silently into our driveway, I caught my breath. There was somebody else’s car parked there in front of the garage. Had Bruce driven over here from next door? That seemed crazy. But to me it also reeked of them being lulled into a false sense of security. Catherine genuinely believed I was out of town.

Once again, I was thankful for my plug-in hybrid. The electric motor was utterly silent as I parked beside the other man’s car, giving him plenty of space to flee. I switched off the car and just sat there for a few moments to catch my breath.

Jesus. I was really doing this.

What if Catherine was angry about this little prank?

What if Bruce didn’t flee the scene? What if Catherine refused to let me reclaim her?

Suddenly there seemed to be a lot of holes in my plan. A lot of things that could go wrong.

I fastened my jacket — I looked sharp in a suit; I guess it was some kind of power play — and stepped out of the vehicle. Slowly, silently, I walked to the front door and let myself in. The moment I stepped inside, I could detect the scent of another man in the air. I could smell sex. Even before silently closing the front door behind me, I heard the first soft moan from upstairs.

They were fucking, then.

Of course they were. I could hear them upstairs.

There were clothes strewn across the floor of the foyer, forming a scattered trail toward the stairs. Gym wear, from the looks of things. Had Bruce met up with Catherine for a workout at the Rowing Club? But why would she risk being seen in a public place with a man who was not her husband, so close to home? I sighed. Risk seemed to mean additional excitement for Catherine.

I felt like a serial killer as I crept toward the stairs, the occupiers of the house unaware of my presence.

My heart was pumping hard at the sight of my wife’s leggings dropped on the floor, her tight yoga top. The two of them had been in a rush to get naked. My hard cock throbbed at the thought of them wrenching off each other’s clothes as they made out, as they groped each other, unable to wait until they got upstairs.

They were clearly confident hubby was out of town. Unafraid to make noise.

‘Mmmm…uhhh… yeah…’

I found Catherine’s sports bra hanging on the banister at the bottom of the stairs. Her panties were lying on the bottom step. A black thong, the kind of thing she wore for a workout. I picked it up, pressed the damp cotton to my nose and breathed in the heavenly aroma of her arousal. The dark, spicy scent made my pulse quicken, my hard-on stiffen even more.

‘Ohhh… uhhhh… yes… yes…’

From the bottom of the stairs, the sound of her being fucked by another man was loud enough that I could hear their heavy breathing, not to mention Catherine’s plaintive moans.

A couple of the steps creaked a little on my way up, but my wife was loud enough in her sexual bliss to hide any noise I made ascending to the first floor. I could hear the marital bed shaking, the springs in our mattress creaking. I could hear her lover panting.

I approached the bedroom door in the darkness, the scent of sex strengthening in the air; I could even hear the sound of the man’s cock thrusting into my wife’s soaking pussy.

‘Oh… fuck… yes…’

They hadn’t even bothered to close the bedroom door.

‘Come inside me… yeah… come inside me…’

There I was, standing right before them, gazing down on my wife’s gorgeous form straddling her lover, both of them glistening with perspiration as they writhed together, Catherine’s breasts crushed against his chest, her hair obscuring his face.

Man, Bruce had been seriously working out. He didn’t look this ripped on my hidden cameras, I can tell you.

I stood there and watched him shudder under her, hearing him grunt and groan as he shot her pussy full of his thick cream. He and Catherine were too into the moment to even notice me.

Then I yelled, ‘Hey, what the hell is going on here?’ I really laid my performance on thick.

Catherine gasped.

Her lover jumped up from under her like somebody had just plugged a live wire into his butt. I looked at him in shock as he covered his genitals with his hands and said stupidly, ‘Hey, it’s not what it looks like…’

I felt my heart screech to a halt in surprise.

The man my wife had been fucking tonight was not Bruce.


Chapter Forty




My wife’s lover scrambled out of bed, clutching his private parts, looking like an idiot because he’d pretty clearly abandoned his clothes downstairs.

Catherine pulled a sheet over the top half of her body and cowered against the bed’s headboard.

She said, still breathless, ‘Honey, it’s not what you think — ’

And her dumb lover insisted, ‘Hey, man, nothing happened — ’

Like I hadn’t just witnessed him coming inside my wife.

‘You’ve been fucking my wife?’ I roared at the guy, who ordinarily could have probably beaten me to a pulp but was clearly feeding off Catherine’s fear and my rage until he was quaking like a leaf in a thunderstorm.

He wailed, ‘She just wanted… some private training, man…’

I snarled at him, ‘You better get out of here, man…’

He didn’t need any more prompting than that. He stupidly grabbed one of the pillows that had fallen from the bed during their sex session. He clutched it tight, as though it was clothing, before scampering out of the room and downstairs.

Catherine was wailing, ‘Sweetie, it meant nothing…he was just some guy… I never thought things would go so far…’

And all the usual things a cheating wife might say when caught, at least according to a Lifetime movie.

I would like to thank the Academy.
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We both froze until we heard the front door slam shut. Waiting for the coast to clear.

Then her eyes turned to me, and she smiled, all her fear and shock gone, as though it had never existed. The consummate actress.

‘You cheated on me,’ I said, stunned, a little dazed — not because of her cheating, but because it hadn’t been Bruce in her bed when I’d caught her.

‘You loved it,’ she said. ‘You waited until he finished…’

She wasn’t necessarily wrong.

‘Who was he?’ I said, sitting on the corner of the bed, taking off my jacket, resisting the urge to just jump on my wife and give in totally to my base urges. ‘You haven’t been with him long.’

She shrugged, ‘Just some guy I met at the gym. Liked the idea of having somebody else’s wife.’

‘Right…’

Catherine stretched out on the bed before me, lying like some gorgeous muse posing for an artist.

‘And he had a clean test, so…’

‘A player, huh?’

I couldn’t help but run my eyes all over her. She quietly enjoyed my unspoken adoration.

‘You were expecting to find me with Bruce…’ she said, so matter-of-fact that I was suddenly curious how she knew. And how she chose the exact moment to pull a switch on me.

Had she been spying on me?

‘You seemed to like him,’ I said, unfastening the buttons on my shirt, trying not to be flustered.

‘He was nice. But only here temporarily. He has a life back on the West Coast, so — ’

‘You finished with him?’

‘We had a nice final time last night…’

‘It was nice,’ I said, indicating that I’d watched every moment.

She smiled and brushed her hair away from her face. I noticed that she had edged a leg toward me, parting her thighs a little more. The scent of sex in the air seemed somehow stronger; it was almost as though she was trying to subliminally entice me.

My own private siren.

I took off my shirt. Said, ‘I don’t like you cheating on me.’

One of her eyebrows quivered, but she otherwise took it calmly.

‘You don’t like me seeing other guys, or you don’t like me seeing other guys behind your back?’ she asked, her voice level and unruffled, though I could tell she was disappointed.

‘I don’t like you seeing them behind my back.’

She moved onto all fours, approaching me like some panther stalking its prey. ‘But you’ve enjoyed watching me,’ she said, stroking my cheek.

‘I always enjoy watching you,’ I agreed.

She leaned into me, kissed me. I could taste her gym bunny on her lips. It made me shiver, it made my hard-on throb. ‘I know you’ve been taking me back after I’ve been with them, and you knew I’d been with them,’ she said.

I kissed her in return, deeply. Thrilled by the taste of her wickedness in her mouth. I couldn’t deny enjoying her infidelity.

‘I haven’t been able to talk to you about any of it,’ I said.

‘No,’ she nodded, and I could see she’d missed that side of things, too.

‘It’s important to me,’ I stressed.

I stood up to remove my pants and then moved onto the bed with her, kneeling with her, kissing her, touching her, tasting the soft, clammy flesh of her neck.

‘But isn’t it exciting, trailing me, figuring me out, spying on me?’ she suggested, moaning quietly as I tasted her skin, appreciating the lingering evidence of her recent sex.

‘It is,’ I admitted, between making out with her. ‘But not when it’s all the time.’

I could see that she understood. That she agreed, though she was pushing back because cheating, for her, was triggering that other burning turn-on: the danger, the risk, the forbidden nature of the tryst.

She straddled my thigh, pressing her pussy against the bare skin of my leg. I could feel the hot, sticky wetness of her freshly used sex.

‘Maybe it’s something we should only do… sporadically,’ she said, testing me, probing my limits. I could tell she thought I was going to forbid her outright from cheating anymore.

But I said, ‘It might be fun, sometimes…’

She smiled as though I’d reminded her just how much she cared for me. I laid her back down on the mattress and gently draped myself over her gloriously hot, humid flesh to taste her sullied lips some more.

‘If I catch you cheating next time, though,’ I said, ‘I won’t hold back just to watch you.’

‘No, my darling,’ she said, trying to pull me down onto her so that my hard cock would press against her smoldering sex.

For now, though, I restricted access to what she wanted most. I kissed my way down her neck, her chest, trailing my fingers over the damp skin all over her exquisite form, taking in the magnificence of her freshly-fucked beauty.

‘What was his name?’ I asked her, breathing in the pungent aroma of their sex, of her one-night stand.

‘Adrian,’ she said.

‘Adrian wears too much cologne.’

One corner of her mouth curled upward. ‘Of course he does.’

She was breathing heavily as I meandered down her nicely toned stomach, edging closer to the heart of her wickedness. She parted her thighs for me, and lifted her head on the pillows so she could better monitor my progress as I kissed my way over her hairless mound, almost overwhelmed by that spicy fragrance.

Jesus, his come was leaking out of her.

I stroked her there, toying with her sticky sex, kissing around the other man’s emissions. It seemed so wrong, so bizarre, even after everything Catherine and I had done together. Another man had thrust his cock inside her and had filled her with his seed.

‘You have been taking your birth control,’ I said, gazing up at her with one eyebrow raised as I sank my fingers inside her.

‘Of course,’ she grinned, apparently amused at me for my intricate study of her come-drenched pussy.

I covered her clit with my mouth and gently sucked. She was warmed up enough by now that she could handle it — she tilted her head back and moaned.

God, I couldn’t resist slipping my tongue inside her, even when she’d been so filthy with another man. I just loved the way she moved when I pleasured her with my mouth — the undulations, the gentle writhing of her body, as graceful as any ballerina.

‘Oh God…’ she cried as I swirled my tongue between her pussy lips, reveling in the flavor and the aroma of her well-fucked form.

Was there really anything as exquisite in this world as a freshly fucked female?

For a while, we said nothing to each other. It was just heavy breathing, my mouth on her pussy, her hands grabbing hold of my head as I frantically worked my tongue. I worshipped her sex, pondering how she must have flirted with Adrian in her gym, how it must have been when she offered herself to him. When she gave him her pussy.

I had enjoyed the surprise of catching them. Seeing him come inside her and finding it was not the man she was supposed to be fucking.

I could live with her having the occasional genuine affair. I’d even enjoy discovering her if it came to that. But that could only be a part of our adventure together, probably only a small part.

I wanted more of her than her cheating game allowed me.

I wanted to be more involved.

I told her, ‘I’m going to find you a guy. And I’m going to be there when he fucks you.’

She looked delighted at that. ‘Okay, I can do that,’ she agreed.

‘It’s just going to be you and him and me. And I’m going to watch him fuck you, and I’ll help out. We’ll share you — properly.’

Her eyes brightened. ‘A threesome?’

Oh, sure, we’d done all kinds of things before. She’d had a gangbang in a New Hampshire forest. But this would be different. More intimate, more passionate. Sexy as hell.

Catherine was so fired up. I rolled onto my back on the bed, and she moved over me, parting her thighs either side of my head, pressing her burning coochie down on my mouth. I lay there pumping my hard cock as she ground her well-fucked pussy against my face, flexing her muscles and gyrating her hips to knead my lips with her creamy sex.

It was all kinds of wrong — so very messy — but irresistible. And she came on my mouth shortly before turning around to jam my cock into hers, to catch my orgasm just a few moments before it exploded everywhere.

Sure, the cheating thing had been more like cuckolding. It hadn’t been what I’d hoped. It had still been hotter than the Sahara, but proved better in limited quantities.

Anyway, as with anything in life, you learn, and you move on.

[image: ]


We were very close over the following days and weeks. It was almost as though we’d come through genuine disagreement and had then made up entirely.

We were moving into a new phase.

I was going to find her a man. That was fun in and of itself.

She came home from work and sucked my cock while I flicked through Tinder, deciding which men my wife could have, and which she couldn’t. Then she would lie back with her legs spread so I could go down on her while she responded to messages from guys who were matched with her.

She liked flirting with them online. She got so wet when she was talking to some of them.

Most of them didn’t seem to enjoy so much finding out that she had a husband. And all of them, as it turned out, objected to the idea that her husband would be there if they wanted to sleep with her.

Ah well.

So what? So, finding a guy online to form part of your threesome was difficult. Maybe we needed to think in a more straightforward way.
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Three weeks after we quit our little Tinder experiment, it was the annual Bar Association Awards ceremony. The more prominent law firms in the city all bought a few tables, and it was usually a fairly lively affair with plenty of booze to go around.

Catherine and I went together — I was her guest, though both of our firms had tables at the dinner.

I usually enjoy that kind of event. But this year, Catherine was so flirty with other guys around us that there was an added layer of excitement — for them and us.

By the end of the evening, there were several guys from various firms who we could have picked to accompany us to a hotel room upstairs.

But it was for me to choose.

At 2am, my beautiful wife and I went up to our luxury suite, and I fastened a blindfold over her eyes so she could not possibly see anything. Then, there was a knock at the door, and our handsome guest came quietly inside to join me in peeling off Catherine’s clothes.


Chapter Forty-One




She had a lot of fun flirting with the guys at the awards dinner — and afterward.

You couldn’t do much during the ceremony itself, of course. But the organizers put on a free bar once the final gong was handed out, and there was even a Monopoly-money casino laid on for those who didn’t want to disappear immediately to a club.

Here was Catherine batting her eyelids with guys from her company, friends of mine from my company, and anyone else she liked the look of, particularly if they tried to hit on her.

Champagne always made her a little frisky.

Tonight, though, I had told her I would choose a man for her to fuck from among those at the event — and that was driving her even more crazy than anything. The agreement was that she would accept my choice, that it was completely up to me. Now, she trusted me not to select someone unsuitable — that is, unattractive. But she nevertheless spent much of the evening trying to lobby me — flirting outrageously in front of me, trying to sway my decision.

She just wanted some element of control.

‘Tell me you’ll choose someone tall, my darling,’ she’d whisper to me as a tall, dark stranger took his place beside her at the roulette wheel.

Then she turned to him and said, ‘So how’s your luck been this evening?’

Tall, Dark Stranger smiled and said, ‘Can’t complain. But I believe it just took a turn for the better…’

It was exhilarating, watching her toying with them all. Imagining how it might be to watch her fucking each of them — and knowing that she was imagining almost the same thing as me.

I’d been to various industry events with Catherine before, of course. But this was the night I saw for the first time that her reputation in the legal business had changed over the past months. No longer was she treated as some ruthlessly efficient and ambitious legal genius. There was affection for her from superiors, from senior partners, and the like. There was out-and-out infatuation from those who had not yet made partner.

Though, of course, she wasn’t known by everyone in the room. She wasn’t famous.

When she was flirting, I remained in the background — at least if she was with somebody who didn’t know me or that I was her husband. If things went well, though, sometimes she pointed me out, seeing how the guy would react to the sudden discovery that she was not only married, but married to somebody here at the event.

For most of them, the news that I was her husband had a dampening effect on their flirtation. Not all, though.

‘I’m sure your husband’s not possessive… maybe he’d let me take you out for a drive in my new Ferrari sometime…’

As the evening wound on — and I worried that my beautiful wife was enjoying too much Champagne, I warned her, ‘People at your firm will start to gossip about you being in an open marriage…’

She giggled at that. ‘They all think I’m joking,’ she said. ‘And even if they don’t, what business is it of theirs?’

It was interesting how she’d changed since we’d started this adventure — when she’d been so concerned that our deeds might come back to damage her professional reputation.

Anyway.

By about 1am, Catherine was practically fizzing with sexual need. It was getting to the point where she was almost propositioning the men that she really liked.

‘Perhaps I’ll see you later,’ she said to Daniel Sawyer, a handsome colleague of mine who had never particularly noticed me at the firm much before, but now seemed to have become fast friends.

‘I’ll be looking forward to it,’ he said before we stepped away.

Then Catherine whispered to me, ‘So how is this going to work, my darling? Are you just going to pick someone, and then we’ll entice him upstairs to our room?’

I could tell how desperate she was for sex. You could almost see tendrils of smoke wafting up from her body. It was irresistible.

‘We can go to our room now if you like,’ I said casually. ‘Get you… warmed up. Then, when you’re ready, I’ll call him.’

She flashed her eyes at that — and then grabbed hold of my hand to drag me out of there, toward the elevators and up to our suite. I wasn’t exactly dragged out of there kicking and screaming.

She had to be quiet in the elevator because we were not the only ones in there. But then we stepped out into an empty hallway, and she was peppering me with questions.

‘Who is he? Can you tell me? Have you already told him what’s going on? Has he already said he’ll do it? Is he very good-looking? Do you know him well? Is he going to be okay with you being there?’

And so on. I occasionally interjected to tell her she’d find out at the right time, but it was fun how completely wired she was.

Then we were in the room, and she was all over me, kissing me, wrapping her arms around me, pressing herself up against my hard cock through our clothes. She looked so beautiful in her dress; I was completely fired up now we had a little privacy — but I had to control myself. I had to pace myself.

‘Do you think I need to freshen up in the shower?’ she said, breathless as I peeled off her dress to reveal her breathtaking black lace lingerie.

’No, you really don’t,’ I said, groping her magnificent breasts as we kissed some more, just buzzing that somebody I had chosen was going to experience this exquisite goddess for themselves very soon.

‘When will you call him?’ She moaned as I stooped to plant kisses over her exposed cleavage, my hand dipping between her thighs to explore the luxurious lace of her panties. She was burning hot down there.

I said, ‘When I’m ready.’

It was me taking full control. In many ways, it was what she needed to keep her impatience in check. She had no objections as I steered her to the bed, lay with her, removed her bra and panties, and sucked on her stiff little nipples.

As I slipped my fingers inside her soaking wet pussy, she didn’t point out that I hardly needed to warm her up; she was already practically explosive with sexual need.

But this wasn’t just some mad rush to get each other to orgasm. I made sure we slowed down as we lay there together. I wanted to appreciate her on my own before I brought in reinforcements, I wanted to worship her in private — and my delicate, gentle approach seemed to calm her down, temper her crazy desire.

‘Aren’t you going to give me any clues?’ she said after a while, offering such a sweet smile full of affection.

‘None at all,’ I chuckled.

Then I pulled out a blindfold I’d hidden between the mattress and the headboard.

Catherine gasped as she realized my intention. But she was smiling from ear to ear as I fastened the black silk into place to completely restrict her sight.

She lay on the bed, waiting, while I removed my pants and underwear.

She was shivering as I called my friend and invited him to our room.

Then I lay beside her on the bed, wrapping my arms around her, kissing the back of her neck as we spooned together, enjoying the feeling of our naked bodies gently rubbing against each other.

‘Should I put on some clothes?’ she asked me quietly as she arched her back to try to press her behind against my hard cock.

‘No, you don’t need to,’ I said, nuzzling into her, making her moan by gently fondling her breasts.

‘He’s going to be okay seeing us like this?’

She let out a little whimper of arousal as my fingers found her stiff nipples, and my bare cock glided between her thighs without slipping inside her.

‘He’ll be fine,’ I said, kissing her cheek beneath the blindfold.

I slid one hand over the pleasing roundness of her behind, her hips, my fingers finding the wetness between her thighs. She groaned as I dipped a fingertip inside her, exploring the oily slickness of her juices, the searing heat of her sex.

I penetrated her with my middle digit — so slowly, without much movement, since she really didn’t need much stimulation to get going, she was already so on edge. I sucked on her soft neck, and she moaned quietly, circling her hips to control the movement of my finger inside her.

This was all so different from every time we’d ever involved other people before. I wasn’t holding back, I wasn’t sitting away, I wasn’t isolating myself so I could merely watch. I was there with her, holding her tight, gently kissing her as I pressed myself against her warm, soft body. I was touching her, sucking on her, penetrating her.

I even slid my hard cock inside her, filling her insanely slowly, and then just holding it there so she could feel it squeezed within her sex. So sensual, so erotic. She moaned so quietly it was almost like lonely sobbing.

I don’t know how long we stayed like that. My arms possessively around her, my manhood inside her. Slow, so slow. We hardly moved. The gentle but intimate contact between our bodies — along with the immense sense of anticipation — was all that we needed at that moment to maintain the momentum of our arousal.

And then our friend was there with us.

Lying down on the bed with us, facing us. I was a little surprised how well he was taking all this — how relaxed he seemed, and how readily he simply lay there with us, without a shred of clothing on, while my cock remained buried inside my wife.

It wasn’t because he was blasé about the whole thing. On the contrary, it was clear he was almost overwhelmed with desire for my beautiful wife, astonished by his fortune in getting to be with her like this — and not taking the opportunity I had afforded him tonight for granted.

I loved how he was looking at her. Just besotted.

‘Hey,’ he said softly, though he respected my wishes to keep silent beyond this, to limit my wife’s efforts to guess his identity.

‘Hey,’ Catherine replied in kind, smiling broadly, even though the blindfold meant she had no idea who was here, lying so close she could feel the heat of his body.

She was completely trusting of my choice. Reaching for him now, gently placing her hand on the back of his head to bring his lips to hers. Offering herself to him without hesitation.

They kissed for what seemed like an age — tenderly, affectionately, sensually, the chemistry fizzing in the air all around us.

I watched her hand slowly sweep down his bare body, taking in the scale of his tall frame, the firmness of the muscles under his smooth skin, the sweep of his thigh — and finally, the impressive size of his fully-erected cock.

She moaned quietly, appreciative of my choice, pleased with the man she could feel, but not yet see.

She lifted a leg onto his, slid her thigh along his.

Then while I still held her in my arms, I gently withdrew my cock from inside her — and then slowly, oh so slowly, my friend slid his impressive manhood inside her instead.

This wasn’t the way we usually did things. But it turned out you could watch your loved one experiencing utter bliss, even when you were intimately involved. You could be this close with her while another man slid inside her, and not miss the show because of the temptation to focus on your own physical satisfaction.

You just had to take things slow.


Chapter Forty-Two




You experiment, and then you find what you like best. That doesn’t mean you have to stick only with what you like best. But if you don’t know what you want, you’re missing out.

For some reason, what I liked best was kissing my beautiful wife while another man was having sex with her.

There was something so tender about it, so loving, so joyous, even though it was someone else’s stiff cock stirring within her soaking wet pussy.

I was celebrating my love for her with the gift of somebody else’s thick, hard dick — and she was responding to it with wonderment, gratitude, and pure elation.

And I’d tell you the very best part was gazing into her beautiful eyes so full of delight and adoration as our friend was so sensually fucking her while she was in my arms — but of course, right now, she had a blindfold in place. Even so, the expression of her jubilation reached every part of her face — her broad smile, her raised eyebrows, the flush in her cheeks.

Whispering in between gentle kisses, ‘Who is he?’

And, ‘It feels so good, my darling…’

Moaning quietly. Breathing, ‘It’s like heaven… I’m completely surrounded…’

My friend was entirely on the same page with me for what was needed, and the fact that he was my good friend made it all the more special. Sharing this experience with someone who wasn’t a complete stranger, someone we liked, someone we knew, someone who was interested in our wellbeing.

Thrusting into my wife slowly, letting her feel the full sensuality of being filled with his big cock each time before withdrawing, ready for a fresh incursion.

We took our time, just enjoying the moment, relishing the feeling of closeness, the wonderful surrounding of such an exquisite beauty by two devoted, highly aroused men. We switched again, so it was my manhood gliding inside her for a while, then his, then mine again.

‘Do you have a secret twin, my darling?’ she asked me at one point. I glanced at my friend, and our expressions broke into amused grins.

’ Sorry to say no,’ I replied.

‘Mmm…. You guys are like gorgeous peas in a pod…’ she moaned.

She turned around between us so that she faced him, though all of us continued to lie on our sides, so she could kiss him tenderly on the mouth while we took turns sliding our hard cocks into her.

Asking him, ‘Are you going to tell me who you are? You feel so good…’

My friend kissed her but remained silent.

Then, ‘Will you let me suck your cock, friend?’

He grinned, and as Catherine turned to lie on her back, he moved up to curl around her head, allowing her to explore his cock with her mouth.

I knelt between her thighs and slid my manhood back inside her. We’d tried some fairly extraordinary scenarios in this great adventure of ours, but I don’t think I’d seen her this wet before. The sheets around her were soaking, and her soft flesh was glistening with her juices practically from navel to thigh.

Catherine seemed to be in a constant state of ecstasy as she enjoyed us both at the same time. It seemed easy to just change places every now and then, maybe with her on her back, maybe with her on all fours.

‘Can you tell which of us is which?’ I whispered into her ear one time as I was moving back up to deliver my cock to her mouth.

‘I can now, my darling,’ she grinned, wiggling her upturned butt as our friend entered her again.

‘You’re so beautiful, my love,’ I said, kissing her again so tenderly, tasting the hint of my friend’s cock on her lips.

‘Mmm… I’m so lucky,’ she beamed, reaching for my cock with both hands before stretching her lips around it.

It showed me that, every now and again, she liked to be reminded who was who — because as all three of us slowly revolved around each other through the night, it was easy for the one wearing the blindfold to become disoriented.

The slowness was so integral to our threeway lovemaking that it would have seemed inappropriate for one of us guys to suddenly start hammering into her. It meant no quick and easy orgasms — but a sexual tension that just seemed to build and build until, I swear, it was almost like being in a perpetual orgasm.

The slowness didn’t mean it was always easy to keep control — I had to stop a few times to keep from slipping over the edge into climax. I didn’t want to lose what had been taking so long to build up. I lay between her thighs and lapped at her delicious sex, savoring her flavor while she bobbed her head gently on our friend’s manhood.

At no point did Catherine try to cheat, sneaking peaks from under her blindfold. After a while, learning our friend’s identity no longer seemed an urgent matter to her.

Whoever he was, he was a close friend. And now, the way tonight had gone, he was our most intimate friend of all. The sensuality of it all, the relaxed pace, the closeness as we took pleasure from our entanglement all meant there was no awkwardness between us. It was like we were supposed to do this.

I was murmuring in my wife’s ear again to help her regain her bearings as to which man was which, telling her how spectacular she was, how much our friend adored her, when she suddenly urged me back.

‘Let me show you something, my darling.’

She directed our friend to lie back on the bed, then straddled him, facing away from his head, toward where I was now on the mattress.

I thought she was going to start riding him, that perhaps it was time to begin upping the pace in all this.

But to my astonishment, as Catherine leaned back, her thighs spread wide over our friend’s, I could see plainly that the other man’s cock was not buried in her pussy — he was in the other place.

My gasp amused her.

My God. This was not something we ever did before as a couple. As extreme as our adventures had been at times, my wife had never offered up her ass in my presence before.

But here she was, having anal sex with my best friend in front of me.

I stammered, ‘I… you… I never thought…’

She lay back over our friend, and he stirred his stiff cock very slowly within her. She’d been insanely wet, and his shaft was slick with her juices, but I was guessing it was all made easier because the night had conditioned us all to a languid, gentle pace.

‘Does it turn you on, my darling? Watching him?’

Ordinarily, I would have told you I wasn’t particularly into this kind of thing. It had never been the kind of thing I looked for in porn, for example. But this, here, now, was strangely and incredibly erotic.

My guess was that it all fed into the so-wrong-it’s-right kind of sensibility that surrounded the concept of sharing my wife sexually with another man.

‘You’ve done this before?’ I asked her, getting the sense that she hadn’t just suddenly decided to do something she never did.

‘It was something Bruce liked to do,’ she said, smiling knowingly, understanding how it hit my buttons to learn of her dealings with other men.

I kissed her mouth, sharing my emotions with her physically — the excitement, the surprise, the cautious anticipation of where this might lead.

I took off her blindfold briefly to gaze upon her unconcealed face, to take in her uncovered eyes as this other man’s big cock moved inside her ass like this. She blinked in the sudden brightness, then grinned at me with unbridled glee at how wicked she was.

‘You’re crazy, you know that?’

She laughed. ‘Some guys really go for it,’ she said.

‘Don’t you need… I don’t know… lubricant?’

She shrugged. ‘Sure. There’s some in my bag.’

It took her a moment to realize that with the blindfold gone, she might discover the identity of our friend. It took her another moment to see that the way in which she lay, impaled on our friend’s huge dick facing away from him, meant that she couldn’t just turn and see his face.

And then I put the blindfold back on her.

‘Hey!’ she pouted. ‘No fair.’

‘You love it,’ I insisted, and she didn’t deny it.

Her pout gave way to a smile, her attention returning to the strange object protruding from her private place that made her feel so naughty.

‘I hope it’s not my boss,’ she joked.

But, you know, she had her hands free. She could have cheated — but it meant more to her to keep to the plan. To enjoy the ride as I intended her to enjoy it, deprived of her sight.

She enjoyed giving up control to me, as she had when we were just starting this adventure. When had we left that particular trail?

I ventured across the room to seek out her purse and the little bottle of KY. My hand shook a little as I prized it from her bag — at the thought that she’d had this here all night.

She’d prepared herself for this.

There was something oddly alluring about the idea that my wife had this secret thing going with the boy from next door. And now she would seek it elsewhere.

Well, wasn’t this whole adventure about exploring new terrains, discovering new thrills? Going where no man had been before?

And now here I was, returning to the bed, kneeling between both sets of their legs, squirting clear liquid over my friend’s stiff shaft as it emerged from her tight hole, to ease its passage back inside.

So filthy.

I just watched them for a while, jacking my own cock as I stared, transfixed to the movement of that thing into and out of her intimate aperture. Did it give her pleasure? She was breathing deeply, almost gasping, even though they were still purposefully moving together very slowly. She wasn’t stroking her clit — she was using both hands to support her body as she lay back like that. But there was some kind of pleasure indicated by the wowed expression on her face.

I knelt close to them, so fascinated by what was happening, as though an urban myth was being proven true before my very eyes. As I jacked my own cock, the tip accidentally brushed against my wife’s exposed and temporarily forsaken pussy.

Despite its accidental nature, the contact provoked a seismic response in her — she caught her breath, and her whole body seemed to shake.

Naturally enough, like the salivating Pavlovian dog, it made me want to repeat the maneuver.

I eased forward and stroked the tip of my cock down her slick pussy, enjoying the sensation of her wetness and her heat, the softness of her flesh.

Catherine moaned loudly, ‘Oh God…’

I didn’t even think about the implications of what I was doing; it had just occurred to me that I could enhance her pleasure by applying a little attention to her pussy, coating my cock in her copious juices, gliding it around there, grazing up against her clit since she wasn’t able to herself.

But then she was pleading with me, begging me to do it.

‘Please… please… please…’

For a moment, I had to really ponder what she was alluding to with such passion.

Oh.

Wow.

Did things like that actually happen in real life? That was the stuff of legend, wasn’t it? A kind of reverse Sword in the Stone situation. People didn’t really…

But here I was, circling the tip of my cock around her soaking wet pussy, the soft pink lips of which appeared invitingly open as she lay with her legs splayed as wide as she could manage while lying on top of another man, his cock thrusting into her ass.

It didn’t seem to require a black belt in yoga or anything.

I just had to angle my manhood down a little, direct the tip to her highly accessible pussy — and push.

And then here I was with my gorgeous wife sandwiched between me and my best friend.

Double penetration.


Chapter Forty-Three




It was even more intimate when I lay under her, when she straddled me and took my hard cock in her pussy, my friend kneeling over one of my thighs like he was respecting the national anthem, to enter her from behind.

I could hold her in my arms and kiss her while she was filled in the most filthy way.

I could pull her hot, sweaty body close to me and enjoy the flushed expression of astonished delight on her face as we both moved inside her, one big cock stirring in her soaking pussy, one thrusting into her well-lubricated ass. Her cheeks, her nose, her forehead pink like she was out in the snow. Her mouth stretched wide in a stunned smile when it wasn’t opening to gasp in outright amazement at what was happening to her.

I could press my cheek to hers, murmur in her ear asking how it felt, and hear her breathless whispered responses.

‘Does it feel good, my love?’

‘Oh… my… God…’

‘You like having two horny men at once, like this?’

‘It’s… so… fucking… intense…’

We moved incredibly slowly — it wasn’t like those professionals you see in porn clips pounding away like lumberjacks trying to saw through a tree trunk with blunt blades. But after the slowness of our sex all night, Catherine’s whole body was on edge, and every tiny movement had her sensitive nerve endings fizzing.

‘Oh God… oh God… Oh Jeez…’

And it was when we were both inside her like this my friend leaned down over her, sandwiching Catherine between us, and gently put a hand onto the side of her head to share affection with her.

He wasn’t just a stranger we’d brought in to be a glorified sex toy for the both of us.

He looked at me, a question in his eyes. I gave him a little nod of approval.

He leaned in further and turned Catherine’s head toward him. She smiled broadly as he put a hand on her blindfold.

The moment of disclosure.

What if she disapproved of my choice of sex partner?

But how could she, at this stage? He’d been so perfect for her, for us both, all night. He’d been so gentle, so tender, so responsive to her every need.

She smiled with expectant anticipation as he tugged on the black satin covering her eyes. And then the darkness, for her, was gone, and she was staring into the face of my good friend Rob.

Well, of course it was Rob.

My heart gave a little hop and a skip as I saw the brightness spark in her face upon seeing him. At the way her eyes seemed to glimmer and sparkle on seeing his face, her smile stretching even wider across her pretty face.

‘Hey,’ she said.

‘Hey,’ he grinned.

The two of them giving each other the most red-hot flirtatious looks — even though he was already inside her, and she had given him her ass. You could still flirt with someone while you were having sex.

They kissed, and it was more than just a sexual thing between two people getting it on. He was our friend. And now he was her lover, too.

This was real sharing.

She could look at him now and, without saying a word, ask him how crazy he thought this was. She could state with a glance that this wasn’t the kind of thing ordinary people did, even the kinky ones. And here they were, two men fucking her at the same time, and she wasn’t even using her mouth.

She turned back to me, and I said quietly, ‘Everything okay?’

Her eyes flashed. ‘Oh yes… definitely…’

Then Rob was kneeling again, and Catherine started moving her hips, encouraging us both to up our pace. She was acting like a jockey on a racehorse now entering the home straight — and we men responded to her wishes, pumping harder into her, making her pant, gasp, and sweat.

‘Fuck me…’ she told us. ‘Please…’

And then, not so long after that, ‘Come in me… come inside me… both of you…’

We all took a shower together, and that was pretty slow, too. Three people soaping each other up, enjoying the feeling of bodily contact under the flowing water as we all gradually recovered from the intensity of our double penetration.

We didn’t really talk in there, though there was a little giggling and moaning here and there as hands roamed into erogenous territory.

If I’d been a younger man, I might have freaked out by being so close to another man — and a friend at that. Taking a damn shower with him. But it didn’t faze me at all. Our focus was on Catherine. And what did anything else matter after what we’d done with her just before?

Afterward, we lounged in the massive hotel bed, and I went down on Catherine while she sucked Rob’s cock.

My wife asking me, ‘So is this a one-off, my love, or do we get to see Rob again sometime?’

I smiled, noticing how she used the word ‘we’ instead of asking whether I was going to let her start dating my friend.

I chuckled. ‘I guess it’s up to Rob. I wouldn’t want to presume anything about his availability…’

Rob grinned. ‘For you guys, I’m always available.’

Catherine beamed at me. ‘There,’ she said. ‘He’s always available.’

She picked herself up and climbed onto Rob’s lap — though she was facing me. She gave me a sensational view as she inserted the tip of his stiff cock inside her.

As she dropped down to take his entire length inside her, I said, ‘We don’t want to… interfere in his dating life.’

Rob grinned. ‘And I don’t want to interfere in yours.’

Catherine moaned. ‘I’m not going to stop dating, if that’s what you mean,’ she told him.

I looked at Rob, my expression clearly asking him if he could handle that. Rob shrugged. ‘Fine with me.’

I moved close to them, so I could lean in and kiss my sweet wife on the mouth as she gently fucked our friend. She moaned, and it was just irresistible to be this close to her as she had another man inside her. I planted little kisses down her neck, and I swear I could feel her pulse as I moved my lips over her velvet skin.

‘Is this going to spoil your friendship?’ Catherine said, moaning as my kisses reached her chest, my hands fondling her bare breasts while she continued to writhe in Rob’s lap.

‘Why should it?’ I said.

And Rob said, ‘It’s just a little fun, right?’

‘Mmm… it’s definitely fun…’ Catherine said as I slipped one of her stiff nipples into my mouth.

There was a moment when she put her hands on my head and gently urged me downward. For some reason — call it the fog of late-night fatigue — I couldn’t quite understand what she wanted me to do. I kissed my way down her stomach, wondering if I’d actually gone this far into our relationship without knowing she had a secret erogenous zone around her navel.

But then she continued urging me down, and suddenly I found myself between her thighs, licking her pussy while it was full of another man’s cock.

It was too weird. But this was all a secret between the three of us.

I felt like I was already drunk on the fumes of sex, my inhibitions shot to hell. So, what the heck? I ate my wife’s beautifully juicy pussy while my best friend thrust his hard cock into it.

What can I say but that life was for exploring.

There was no place for awkwardness or shame here. Only pleasure.

Would you be disappointed if I told you that life didn’t change an awful lot after that?

You’re expecting the significant third-act Life Transformation you always get in movies, because the movies are all written that way to leave the audience fully satisfied there’s been some kind of character arc.

And let’s face it, movies about highly sexual women invariably involve some kind of Life Punishment being handed out in the third act to show her the error of her ways, that she needs to conform to mainstream expectations. But not Catherine.

Catherine went on with her highly respectable legal career. We were careful about keeping the whiff of scandal away from her at the office — though there had been times in the past we had been a little too flippant.

Why shouldn’t a woman have a good career and a lively sex life?

I soldiered on with my legal career, too, though I was always a bit of a journeyman compared to my brilliant beloved.

But after work, once or twice a week I’d go out for drinks with friends — maybe folks from the office, maybe Rob, maybe Oscar. And if Catherine wasn’t out on a date, perhaps she’d join us. It was fun. We would flick through Tinder, or Bumble, or Badoo, or whatever dating app was flavor of the month, trying to find my sweet wife the next Big Dick.

And at the evening’s end, maybe Rob and I would take Catherine back to the apartment for a little late-night frolicking.

It was fun, sharing the sharing of my wife.

Catherine kept worrying that the whole casual sex thing between us three might disrupt Rob’s chances of meeting The One. But Rob never seemed fussed by romance.

‘I’m 42,’ he said, ‘and I haven’t met The One yet. Maybe there isn’t one.’

‘You can’t think like that,’ Catherine insisted.

Rob laughed. ‘It’s easy for you to say — you get to sleep with whoever you like. Whenever.’

Catherine leaned into me. ‘Yes, but that’s because I’ve met The One — and I know he’s The One because he wants me to sleep with whoever I like.’

I joked, ‘Is that the only reason you’re with me?’

Her eyes flashed. ‘Of course not, my darling. I didn’t marry you because you were open to me sleeping around, did I?’

‘I suppose not. But if I asked you right now what you liked about me most, what would your answer be?’

Catherine’s eyes twinkled. ‘Mmm… I’d have to say… your hot mouth on my pussy…’ she grinned, and then after a pause, added, ‘…after I’ve just had the most monumental fucking from a guy with a huge cock.’

Rob and I continued to talk about Catherine and her dating, as we had before. He never seemed put out when she was involved with someone else, and she had less time for him. He was practically as fascinated by her colorful dating life as I was.

I suppose it was all one big soap opera. Except that sometimes he got to have sex with the star of the soap.

Sometimes, if she wasn’t available, Rob would hang out with Oscar and Amy. Well, it turned out they liked a little double penetration on occasion, too. Come to mention it, sometimes when Catherine was available, we would all hang out. A happy little group of sexual deviants, the five of us.

It was Oscar who first suggested we all go away on vacation to one of those clothes-optional resorts for fresh adventures in wife-sharing and voyeurism — all the thrills of a truck stop encounter, but without the cold and the dark and the potential for police action.

But maybe that’s a different story.
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