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Chapter Twenty-Three




I got a little jealous. I don’t mind admitting it.

But funnily enough, I wasn’t jealous because my wife was now regularly banging a hot young stud with ripped abs. It didn’t even get to me that both Friday and Saturday night became their date nights — and after a few weeks, Tuesdays, too.

I was happy enough on those evenings fending for myself. I worked late more often, and it even helped lower my stress at the office.

I went for more frequent drinks with friends from work, and it even improved my social life.

We made an agreement with the owner of the apartment opposite the Public Hotel on Chrystie Street and made the biggest single investment we’d ever made — without needing real estate agents. And now I could leisurely make my way to our own little place toward the end of a Tuesday, Friday, or Saturday night to watch the show.

But perhaps surprisingly, I did feel a little pang of jealousy when I saw Jack take Catherine into their usual hotel room, stand her up against the enormous floor-to-ceiling windows, and start fucking her in front of the entire wide world.

Jack had quickly caught on to Catherine’s desire to expose herself. And the guy seemed to love stripping off his clothes and showing himself off, too. Perhaps no wonder — he was a good-looking guy with a physique that looked like an ancient Roman sculptor had carefully chiseled it out of marble. He was in the prime of his life, having an affair with an incredibly beautiful woman. Of course, he liked to show himself off.

Yet while I had always loved watching Catherine display herself to other men, and thrill them to the point of fucking anonymous strangers at midnight truck stops, I’d never wanted to become the center of attention myself.

I didn’t want to fuck my sweet wife up against the windows of that chic hotel. I felt uncomfortable if too many eyes were on me.

My wife still liked to watch me stroking my hard cock, particularly — if not exclusively — when she was the one turning me on. But that was the only audience I needed.

I was a voyeur; she was an exhibitionist. But with Jack, she shared a desire to exhibit. That was something I couldn’t really be a part of — and didn’t want to be. It strengthened her bond with him, and sometimes as I saw him standing like a pornstar in front of that wide hotel window, thrusting his enormous cockpit into Catherine as she bent over and supported herself against the glass, I felt a little excluded.

I just had to repress my fears and focus on the positive.

It was nice having our own little pied-à-terre in the City. I didn’t like staying in someone else’s place. Sometimes, you could see other couples enjoying the temptation to display themselves in those enormous windows, which somehow made me feel more connected to humanity, less like a deviant pervert.

And, of course, there was the guy who lived down the hall, who I occasionally saw out on his own balcony a few apartments away, watching Catherine with his binoculars, sometimes alone, sometimes with his female partner sucking his cock or sitting in his lap.

He never failed to offer me a smile and a wave whenever we saw each other out there.

I told Catherine about him, and one evening she came over to the apartment, still dripping with sweat and come after a long session fucking Jack in the hotel, and she dragged me out onto our balcony to see if she could see him too.

The guy was still there, and I have to admit I enjoyed the look of unbridled astonishment on his face when he saw the beautiful woman we’d been watching in the hotel now there with me on my balcony.

Catherine had tried to act all innocent because it was so tacky to go out there and stare at our neighbors. She’d sat at the telescope to see if anything interesting was happening at the hotel. She had started watching a couple getting ready for bed, hoping they might do something sexual before lights out.

I knelt between her knees to push up her skirt and tug aside her soaking panties so I could go down on her and rub my face in her spectacular infidelity.

And there we had a mirror image of what I usually saw on our neighbors’ balcony.

Catherine giggled and said, ‘He’s waving at me. I guess he really does recognize me, huh?’

Five minutes later, our neighbors held up a piece of paper so that Catherine could see it through the telescope, reading it to me: ‘Come on over! Apartment 1412.’

And that was how we met Oscar and Amy.
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Catherine took a quick shower, and then we went to meet our neighbors. Apartment 1412 was down the hallway, past the central elevator and stairwell.

We were nervous, like we were attending a prestigious dinner party with people we didn’t know. But we knocked, and there were our neighbors, and the first thing was hugs all around. They greeted us like old friends.

Pretty soon, we were sat around their living room, chatting as easily as any friends could — and there wasn’t even any alcohol in the place. We were all sipping sodas or fruit juice. We could hardly complain, it was late anyway.

Oscar and Amy seemed to be in their early thirties — younger than us, but older than Jack. They were both very attractive — he was a cheery, charming African-American who worked on Wall Street but seemed to have more of a hippy vibe. She was a beautiful petite strawberry blonde with plenty of freckles and big, blue eyes, who worked as a nurse in Bellevue Hospital.

They’d been married for two years and had met 18 months before that.

‘I had to pump his stomach once,’ she said, explaining how they met.

‘It was bachelor night for my best friend from school,’ he explained. ‘Everybody drank like it was the end of the world.’

‘Nearly was the end of the world for you,’ Amy chided him.

Oscar nodded. ‘Haven’t had a drop to drink since then.’

‘We have other things to keep us entertained,’ Amy said, laying a hand on her husband’s crotch and giving his bulge a squeeze.

Amy’s dark secret before she met Oscar was that she’d been supplementing her nurse’s income by performing on certain adult websites. For particular fans, she’d even sold erotic photo sets and video clips of herself stripping and using various sex toys.

She’d revealed her secret to Oscar early on in their relationship as the flip side of Oscar admitting to his alcohol problem. It was all about accepting each other as they were, without keeping anything from each other.

Only Oscar had not demanded that Amy stop her little sex cam side hustle when they started seeing each other. It was very much the opposite: seeing her exposing herself like that turned him on. And not long after that, he had started joining her in the venture.

‘We still do it,’ Amy said. ‘I mean… people like watching us. So why not?’

Oscar grinned. ‘Sometimes it’s fun when people tell you what to do.’

The two of them were fascinated to find out how Catherine and I had come to our arrangement, where I enjoyed watching her engaging in an affair with a work colleague in the hotel opposite our building.

‘I like watching him,’ Catherine tried to explain, though it didn’t seem like a valid reason why I would watch her with another man.

‘You like watching him?’ Amy said.

Catherine giggled. ‘I know, it doesn’t really make sense. I discovered that I liked watching him… you know… masturbating. I don’t know why. It just turns me on. It still does. It gives me an amazing sense of well-being…’

We smiled at each other like we were characters in a damn rom-com.

Hearing her say that gave me an amazing sense of well-being. All warm and syrupy inside.

After a slight pause, Catherine went on, ‘What we discovered is that I also enjoy it when he’s masturbating while watching me.’

‘She likes turning me on,’ I said.

‘And it turned out that one of his secret fantasies was the thought of watching me… with someone else,’ Catherine added, and both Amy and Oscar nodded as the whole thing now made proper sense.

‘We’ve always loved being watched,’ Amy said. ‘But it was really only when we got this apartment that we started enjoying watching other people.’

‘There’s something… more interesting about watching people out in the real world,’ Oscar said, gesturing toward their balcony and the hotel beyond.

‘We’ve never thought about being with other people, though,’ Amy said.

‘Well, I’ve thought about it,’ Oscar said lightheartedly but not untruthfully, making me wonder if he and Amy had made a complete absence of secrets a real mainstay of their entire relationship.

‘You have?’ Amy only giggled at her husband’s admission.

‘You must have fantasized about other guys at times?’ Oscar said to his wife.

Amy shrugged. ‘Why would I need other guys?’

Amy explained that her thing had always been about being watched, rather than sleeping with many different men and that Oscar could provide her particular kink in style. But while I could relate to her feelings about it — because I didn’t feel the craving to date other women — Catherine jumped on Oscar’s lighthearted admission.

She said, ‘So how would you feel about your husband being with someone else?’

Amy looked at her for a moment as though she was surprised she’d never even thought to consider the issue.

After a moment or two, still thinking about it, she said slowly, ‘I don’t think I’d have a problem with it.’

That caused raised eyebrows from Oscar. He insisted, ‘Hey, I don’t need — ’

But Catherine asked Amy, ‘If your husband was in that hotel with somebody else…’

Amy turned to gaze at Oscar and then turned slowly back to Catherine. ‘I think I’d want to watch,’ she said.

It was fascinating to see how Amy responded to this brand-new idea we had managed to put in their heads. And while our small talk now turned to how long the two of them had lived in this apartment, and what kinds of things they had witnessed going on in the hotel across the way, I noticed a definite change in the atmosphere between us since we’d first arrived.

Things were still relaxed and friendly between us all — but now Catherine was being noticeably flirtatious with Oscar — and he was flirting back.

And if anything, Amy was only encouraging it.

‘Why don’t you show them where we do our webcam shows?’ she suggested to her husband.

Oscar led the way to their second bedroom, flicking on the light to reveal what looked to the uninitiated like some kind of film set. There was a bed, sure. And bedside tables. But there was also an array of lighting rigs, camera equipment, and an expensive-looking Apple computer sitting on a table at the foot of the bed, which boasted an enormous screen.

They turned on the lighting equipment, and the whole room was filled with light almost as bright as the surface of the Sun. It took us a few moments to get accustomed to it.

By then, Oscar and Amy were sitting in front of their computer and webcam, logging on to the sex cam website they used, showing us how they put on a show for their army of late-night fans.

Catherine looked at me, and I looked at Catherine — somewhat stunned as Oscar and Amy began undressing each other on the bed as some kind of demonstration.

And Amy said to Catherine, ‘If you guys wanted to join us, you’d be more than welcome…’

I felt certain my sweet wife would politely decline their offer. She’d always been reluctant about letting anyone point even a phone camera in her direction.

But to my surprise, Catherine started peeling off her top and said, ‘Sounds like fun…’


Chapter Twenty-Four




When Oscar had first asked Amy out on a date, her condition for agreeing was that he give up drugs and alcohol.

A few years after he’d accepted that deal to date the nurse who had helped him recover from a night in which he’d nearly died of alcohol poisoning, he had kept his promise so far.

But these days, Oscar had something else to give him a dopamine hit.

Here he was, sitting on the end of a bed while his beautiful blonde wife slowly stripped off in front of the camera pointing in their direction.

On the two large computer monitors in front of them, they could see the image their own camera was broadcasting — and also the pictures of dozens of viewers across the world looking in on the sight of Amy peeling off her clothes.

The men — and a few women, and a few couples — who were out there watching could leave comments and questions in the chat room attached to Oscar and Amy’s profile on this particular sex cam website.

They could also send tips to reward Oscar and Amy — and to motivate them.

It was a real buzz to see how many people were watching them. To hear the cash register sound effect whenever somebody sent a little financial gift their way. To read the comments in the chat room about how gorgeous Amy was and what they wanted Oscar to do with her.

Oscar and Amy had been doing this since they’d first started dating.

Amy no longer needed the money — Oscar’s Wall Street trading job meant they were as comfortable as a young couple could wish to be. But I could see how much they craved the buzz.

And now Catherine was sitting at the computer screen on a chair borrowed from the dining room table out in the central part of the apartment. Her eyes were bright with fascination and amazement at how many people were watching, at the tips they were sending to Amy and Oscar. At the things they were saying about her in the chat room.

My sweet wife was getting completely caught up in the energy of the whole thing.

Every time another tip came in, she caught her breath. Every time the number of viewers swelled significantly, she would tell us all breathlessly. Every time someone said something naughty about Amy and Oscar, she would giggle or moan.

And I was watching her, quietly hoping she’d get hooked on this addictive endeavor like Oscar and Amy had.

Why did I want my wife to become obsessed with flaunting herself before a webcam, in front of dozens of anonymous people masturbating in front of their own webcams?

I was hoping it might help dampen her romantic feelings for the young co-worker with whom she had recently embarked on an affair.
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‘They want you to go down on her,’ Catherine said, relaying some of the messages from the chat room to our new exhibitionist friends. ‘They keep saying it.’

‘We’ll get there soon.’

Amy was sitting on the end of the bed in nothing but a pair of panties. She had magnificent breasts and a nicely curvaceous figure; I could see how she and Oscar could attract attention on this cam website.

Oscar, by now, had nothing on at all. His freckle-faced blonde wife was quietly stroking his hard cock as he sat there beside her.

Both of them were gazing at the computer screen, hooked on the sight of so many people jacking off to the sight of them.

‘I bet they’d go wild if they knew other people were here with us tonight,’ Amy giggled.

Sitting in the corner, off to the side, on another dining room chair, I jumped on Amy’s suggestion. ‘Maybe you should sit on the bed with them, honey,’ I said.

Oh, sure, I was being manipulative. But in mitigation, I knew how much my wife enjoyed being watched.

But though I could see in Catherine’s bright, hazel eyes that she was highly tempted to do as Amy and I were suggesting, her lips pursed, and she regretfully shook her head.

‘What if people recognize me?’ she said.

Amy grinned. ‘You think these guys are lawyers?’

Oscar added, ‘Or judges?’

Catherine sighed. ‘They could be.’

Then Amy hopped up and ran out of the room, leaving the rest of us somewhat bemused — and even Oscar had no idea what she was up to.

When she came back in, she was carrying a big duffel bag, which she opened and dumped on the floor down by the array of cables linked up to the lighting equipment.

‘What about a disguise?’ she said, showing that the duffel bag appeared to be stuffed full of various costumes.

When I glanced at Oscar, he explained, ‘They get a real kick when we put on costumes.’

Catherine put on a pair of fake glasses and brushed her hair into a center parting, and I couldn’t believe how different she looked.

It made me laugh.

‘You hate it?’ she asked, though I could see from the way she looked at the video feed from the camera that she was impressed at how different it made her look.

‘No, you look great,’ I said, truthfully enough.

Amy had also donned nerdy glasses to match Catherine’s new look.

My wife now looked like a geeky, nerdy student rather than a sophisticated, high-powered lawyer. I wondered if her work colleagues would recognize her unless they were told this was Catherine.

But I can tell you, Catherine made the whole geeky girl look very sexy in a hot girl-next-door way.

‘You look like Lois Lane pretending to be Clark Kent,’ I joked.

She looked at herself in the view on the monitor and gave a satisfied smile. ‘Good enough for me.’

And with that, she sat on the bed on the other side of Oscar — and the number of people watching started to skyrocket.
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Now it was my turn to operate the keyboard, typing in responses to people, passing on comments to the three of them on the bed.

To begin with, it was all Oscar and Amy — the petite blonde peeled off her panties to allow her husband to stroke her pussy for the camera while she continued to pump his exposed cock.

But it was evident among our audience that Catherine was the new, shiny addition to the show — and they were all dying for her to give up the goods.

My wife definitely enjoyed the attention and reveled in driving them crazy by very slowly removing her own clothing.

Slow was the watchword here.

It was late, sure, but it was the weekend. We weren’t in a rush. We could sleep in the morning. Oscar and Amy explained that if everything happened too fast, there would be less scope to attract tips.

A mercenary approach, you might say. But Oscar insisted that plenty of viewers enjoyed a slow tease.

After a while, though, the three of them on the bed were naked, and Catherine was inspiring a lot of comments — which made her ecstatic.

And, I might add, soaking wet.

This was exhibitionism taken to a whole new level. There wasn’t quite the level of danger that our truck stop adventure had involved — but the feedback from our audience provided a dopamine infusion that was like a class-A drug circulating our bloodstreams.

I hoped this would counter some of Catherine’s feelings about Jack.

It seemed to make her forget about her young lover, at least temporarily.

I watched as she became more and more comfortable with our two neighbors, to the point that she was snuggling up against Oscar, and even guiding his hand between her thighs so that he was stroking both of their pussies, while Amy played with his joystick.

‘What’re they saying? What’re they saying?’

They kept wanting to know.

‘They want you both to fuck him, of course,’ I laughed.

I could see uncertainty on Oscar’s face — he had been a faithful husband up to this point and had always assumed he would continue to be. I could also see uncertainty on Catherine’s face, and I was hoping it wasn’t because she was feeling the urge to remain ‘true’ to Jack.

But Amy seemed intrigued.

Catherine changed the subject by pointing out that I was still sitting there wearing clothes.

‘Come on, my darling,’ she said, ‘I’d much rather watch you than any of these guys on screen.’

I could hardly refuse. I stifled my disappointment that the subject of the two women fucking Oscar had suddenly fallen off the table, and set about pulling off my clothes.

‘They can see you!’ Amy laughed, leaning forward to peer at the screen and see what our viewers were saying.

‘Oops,’ I said.

‘They want you up here.’

I changed places with Oscar for a while, sitting on the end of the bed between two attractive women. Oscar seemed okay with it, even when his wife took my hand and placed it between her thighs before pressing my fingers against her fully-shaven pussy. Catherine didn’t seem to object, taking hold of my hand and doing likewise, so that I was doing exactly what Oscar had been before I’d switched for him.

I felt very exposed sitting there on camera like that.

It had been a long while since I had intimately touched a woman who wasn’t my wife. It wasn’t exactly extreme on the scale of what Catherine had done in recent months, so I guess it wasn’t a big deal for her. Catherine seemed more focused on the fact that my hard cock was now there for her to play with while continuing to enjoy the attention of our on-screen audience.

But I felt a little out of place. I got the sense that I was different from the other three. They were really into the performance side of things. I wanted to scuttle away out of sight and just watch.

After a while, Catherine decided to up the ante by ducking down to take my manhood in her mouth.

Amy squealed with delight as the sound of people giving us tips became a more frequent event.

Oscar responded by kneeling on the floor in front of Amy before wedging his head between her thighs. Amy and I glanced at each other and laughed at the shared experience of our spouses going down on us simultaneously.

But I had an agenda.

After a few minutes, I urged Catherine up, and when she silently inquired if everything was all right with me, I gave her the usual expression that denoted that if she kept on at me like that, I would very soon lose it. And I didn’t want to come yet.

She nodded, satisfied with my wordless explanation. I guess we had a kind of telepathy in our marriage. Body language, you might call it. Still, it worked.

I asked if anyone else wanted a drink, then went out to the kitchen to fetch my soda.

When I returned, Oscar was sitting on the bed again, Amy leaning over his lap to bob down on his stiff cock, while Catherine sat on his other side, checking out the response from our audience.

A moment later, Catherine took over from Amy sucking Oscar’s cock.

Now we were talking.

It was so hot, seeing it up close like this — and under good lighting. My sweet wife jamming another man’s hard cock in her mouth. Making him moan like that. And sure, it fed my optimism that Catherine might not feel the need to fall more deeply in love with Jack.

I looked at Amy to see how she was responding to the sight of another woman going down on her man. Amy seemed delighted.

She offered me a smile which seemed to indicate some kind of solidarity.

‘They want her to fuck him,’ Amy told me.

‘Sounds good to me,’ I said. ‘Would you be open to that?’

She nodded. ‘I think I could cope.’


Chapter Twenty-Five




Oscar kept on asking whether she was sure.

I was impressed at how insistent he was that she really think about this before allowing anything to happen.

Amy straddled her husband’s legs and held his cock in her hands, peering at it — examining it as though considering if she could really handle another woman taking it inside her.

She took it inside her mouth, closing her eyes, enjoying the feel of it, the size of it. I guessed she was trying to decide whether she would feel differently about it once it had been used by another woman.

For a while, it was only the two of them in front of the camera. Catherine and I gave them space to think.

The two of us sat at the computer like proper geeks, flicking through some of the other performers on the platform, taking in all the sights and sounds available in this vast world of voyeurs and exhibitionists.

There was such a range of people, of every size and shape.

After a while, though, we came back to our own room and chatted with some of the viewers watching Amy suck Oscar’s cock on the bed.

They were all asking for the ‘brunette’ — Catherine.

So, eventually, Amy beckoned her over, and the two women switched places. Oscar lay back along the mattress, his head propped up by the pillows, as Catherine draped herself over his naked body.

My heart was thudding hard against my ribs.

As my beautiful wife began offering slow, long licks along our neighbor’s cock, Amy showed me how I could pick up the webcam and take it wherever I wanted it to be.

Suddenly, I was a movie director shooting an explicit motion picture starring none other than my own wife.

I was trembling with nervous energy, buzzing with adrenaline.

With the camera in my hand, I could move in close.

This wasn’t a dark truck stop. This wasn’t hanging back from the action, knowing it was happening, seeing the general form of what was going on, my mind filling in the details. This was a well-lit room, this was a completely clear view, this was as close as I could possibly be.

I could kiss my wife on the cheek while she sucked another man’s cock.

And I did.

She smiled and glanced sideways at me without even taking the massive thing out of her mouth.

Rumors in the 90s had suggested that Kubrick wanted to direct a porn movie and that his ambition had eventually turned into Eyes Wide Shut. Well, now I was Kubrick, panning up from my wife’s cock-filled mouth along the magnificent body of our new friend and neighbor, up to Oscar’s handsome face and broad smile.

‘Your wife is incredible,’ he said, giving me that little warm burst inside from the stroking of the ego.

‘Feels good?’ I beamed, handing him the camera so he could shoot his own blowjob for a while.

‘Oh yeah,’ he grinned.

I turned to check on Amy’s response to the sight of Catherine draping herself over her husband, fucking him with her mouth. The pretty blonde was sitting on the chair by the computer, looking amazed as she watched and stroked her perfectly shaven pussy.

She was a startling sight for me. During every single one of our adventures up until this point, Catherine had been the only woman present. And now here was a naked Amy, sitting with her legs parted, her fingers expertly working her sex.

I couldn’t deny she was an appealing sight.

‘You okay?’ I asked her.

She nodded. ‘Uh-huh.’

I sat on the other chair beside her, and we were both just watching and masturbating, watching our spouses with each other on the bed.

‘I never wanted this before,’ she said, sounding stunned. ‘I mean… I guess I’ve never been a particularly jealous person, but…’

‘You never even thought about him being with someone else?’

She shook her head.

‘It’s not for everybody,’ I grinned.

‘Why does it feel so intense?’ she asked.

I shrugged. ‘Because it goes against everything anyone tells you about relationships.’

‘But it is just sex.’

She reached out toward me, and I withdrew my own hand so she could wrap hers around my erection, touching it, assessing it, contemplating her feelings about it. Another man’s cock.

‘It’s so ingrained in us,’ she said. ‘When you’ve found that special person, that’s it. There can’t be any more boundaries crossed.’

It felt good having a beautiful blonde stroking my cock. But for me, it wasn’t good because she was a beautiful blonde — or because she wasn’t my wife.

Back when I was dating, I would have felt incredibly fortunate to have such attention. It would have stoked my ego no end. I would have been turned on by her beauty, I may even have fallen for her hard because of her beauty and grace. But I was different now.

I’d sown my oats, I’d experienced different women.

To me, a hand job was a hand job, no matter who gave it. A blow job was just a blow job.

Except when it came to Catherine.

My heart sang seeing her smile.

Amy leaned over to take my cock in her mouth, and it felt wonderful, sure. But to me, it wasn’t nearly such a turn-on as looking across at my beloved Catherine using her mouth on Oscar.

There simply wasn’t the tension, the emotional drama that came with watching my wife take pleasure from another man.

I can appreciate that it was different for other people. I saw Catherine with Oscar and knew she felt a powerful thrill from being allowed to enjoy another man’s cock. She felt about it all differently than me. But for her, there was emotional drama — tension — from glancing over and seeing me watching her with our neighbor.

Our kinks were compatible, I guess you’d say.

Catherine didn’t seem worried about another woman sucking my cock. But she kept checking to make sure I was watching her. Brushing her hair back away from her face to make sure I could see her lips stretched around Oscar’s stiff shaft.

Amy didn’t want to suck my cock for long — it distracted her from what was going on with her husband. I knew how she felt as she tore herself away from me to hop onto the bed and now watch Catherine sucking her man’s cock close up.

I could see in Amy’s eyes the signs of that emotional tension that I felt when Catherine was with somebody else.

In this room, Amy was more like me. Oscar was more like Catherine. It was like being the positive or negative end of a magnet.

I stood to take the camera and hover around the bed, capturing the scenes for our online audience as Catherine and Amy now shared oral duties on Oscar’s cock, smiling and laughing at the strangeness of sharing such a thing.

I zoomed in, gaining that weird feeling as I got close to the action — that feeling that I can only explain as how real it was from here. The sounds of her mouth working on another man’s cock, the scent of another man’s body being close, blended with the sweetness of Catherine, and the spicy fragrance of her own arousal. The close-up, high-definition, 3D experience of watching my wife engulf another guy’s manhood with her pretty mouth.

After a while, I set the camera back down on the top of the computer screen. Amy was lying on her side now, just watching Catherine with Oscar. I knelt on the floor behind my wife, taking in the glorious sight of her bare sex from that angle, before pushing upward to sample her flavor.

Catherine moaned and wiggled her butt with delight as she felt my hot mouth press against her sensitive sex.

I loved her flavor. I loved how wet she was. The slight movements of her body as she responded to my attention.

It was while I pleasured my sweet wife with my mouth that I heard Amy: ‘I think you should fuck her.’

I felt my heart skip a beat.

I stood up, and Catherine sat up. Everyone was looking at everyone else, like we were in a Mexican standoff at the end of a Tarantino movie. Catherine and I were fascinated by how Oscar and Amy were dealing with this. Both of them on edge, both of them nervous, both of them wondering if this was really going to happen, and how they would feel when it did.

I retreated to the chair, but Amy stayed beside Oscar, lying beside his head.

Catherine responded to a little nod from the blonde and moved up on Oscar, straddling his hips.

I heard Amy catch her breath as Catherine eased down and pressed her pussy against Oscar’s stiff shaft.

Catherine sat up, gazing into Oscar’s eyes, smiling, but all the time assessing the situation — including how Amy was coping. There was no kissing as she gently stirred, rubbing her sex against Oscar’s manhood. I remembered how much angst it had caused to watch my wife kissing Jack. Right now, she was emphasizing the sexual nature of this act, not the romantic.

I guess it did make me feel a little more comfortable with this situation compared to watching my wife with Jack. There was a different vibe here. Less danger, sure. More relaxed. Still sexy, still exciting — but a little less raw. A little less terrifying — like going down a waterslide rather than a black diamond ski run.

Amy looked over at me, and we shared a smile, a look of solidarity. It seemed to me that, for the first time, she understood me — and why I sat in our apartment watching my wife have sex with another man through a telescope.

I stood, grasping my own cock while I watched my wife gyrate her hips, moving until the tip of Oscar’s manhood was touching her pussy lips, directed and ready for the grand entrance.

Then my wife sank down, and Amy gasped.
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‘You’re inside her.’

‘Uh-huh.’

For a moment, Catherine remained still, Oscar’s cock buried deep within her. I moved over to the bed, taking in the sight, close up, of the base of his manhood protruding from her glistening sex.

It was an extraordinary experience.

It might not have been a line of strangers waiting to fuck her, or a young stud from work fucking her like a porn star, but this was still a heart-stopping moment.

And as Amy breathed out, and her mouth curled into a sweet smile of pure delight, Catherine slowly stirred, and I leaned in for the closest view ever of another man fucking my wife.

Oh my God.

The wet sounds of his cock moving in her pussy, the smell of sex thick in the air, the sight of her juices glistening on his shaft as she rose on it, before plunging back down to take it within her. I could lean down to plant a kiss on her mound while he was inside her.

I could see the muscles in their bodies move as they stirred together, fucking each other right in front of me.

I could kiss my wife’s sweet mouth while she fucked another man, fondle her breasts, reach down to graze my fingers on her clit — as she rocked back and forth on him, his hardness thrusting into her.

Amy leaned in to kiss her husband, and as I made out with Catherine, it was almost like all four of us were part of this adulterous sex.

It was the strangest experience. I mean, I guess plenty of people would know what I mean when I say that sex with another person can sometimes feel like you’re both part of one being, unified, melded together as one single organism. But we were four people combined as one.

After a while, though, Amy and I moved back. We stepped away, and it felt like the moment the service structure is disconnected and pulled away from a space rocket on the launch pad, just before ignition.

Amy and I looked at each other again for a moment, connecting.

Then we turned back to watch Oscar on top, lying between Catherine’s thighs, thrusting into her.

Our beloved spouses. Fucking each other.


Chapter Twenty-Six




Oscar wasn’t a particularly big guy, though he was in good shape — and he knew what he was doing.

He also had absolutely no problem with me being around while he fucked my gorgeous wife — no matter how close I got.

Amy stayed back a little at first, taking in the unexpected sight of her husband having sex with another woman. But I got close, taking advantage of my opportunity to see this from such a perspective. I’d seen my wife having sex with various other men by now — but this was the first time I’d gotten so close.

I lay with her as he thrust his powerful organ into her, breathing them both in, awestruck at the animalistic beauty of their bodies as they moved together, as they satisfied their urges together, as they gave in to their deep compulsion to mate.

‘Oh God… fuck me… fuck me… make me come…’

You just didn’t get to see people fucking like this.

Either you were part of the fucking, too distracted by the sex to really appreciate everything about it — or you were behind a screen, and everything was sanitized and indirect.

It was so visceral, like this. I felt like an expert who had merely read about his chosen subject for the whole of his life, now getting to experience it in the full glory of reality. Taking in the details I would never have thought to look for — the sheer strain on their faces as he penetrated her again and again, the rosy glow of Catherine’s flesh as he fucked her, the pungent smell of sex in the air combined with the earthy humidity of bodies exercising hard.

Catherine broke out into a smile as she saw me watching so closely, but I couldn’t distract her for long. The sex was so all-consuming.

But we kissed and hungrily sucked on each other’s lips as Oscar continued rocking her body with each thrust. Then I was kissing my way down her soft neck, her chest, relishing the chance to touch her, to feel her, to taste her while she was in the throes of passion with another man.

I brushed my face over her soft but increasingly clammy skin. I tasted the saltiness of perspiration beginning to ooze from her pores with the effort of fucking our neighbor.

I sucked on her stiff nipples and heard the sound of her moans intensify.

Oscar sat up as he fucked her, giving me space. I flashed him a brotherly smile, and he reflected it back, perfectly in tune with me about this experience — and happy for me to explore my wife while he fucked her.

I planted little kisses down her stomach, my eyes fixed on the extraordinary sight of Oscar’s glistening cock sinking into her soaking pussy again and again just inches away from my face.

I could hardly believe how close I could get to their sex. I was almost overwhelmed by it. Like a Victorian lady catching sight of a gentleman’s ankle, I felt the possibility that I might faint with the intensity of my feelings.

Here was my wife’s pussy; I could just dip my head and feast on it — except that another man was filling it with his hard cock. My wife’s juices spread all over his shaft like some luxurious oil. My wife’s rosy pussy lips stretched around it, my wife’s clit grazing up against it when he pushed forward.

I breathed air saturated with her arousal, with his cologne, with his dick.

I leaned in and kissed her sensitive little button — and felt his cock brush against my face as he continued fucking her.

And I knew that she came while I kissed her there. There was no faking that, not from this close up. The shivering shaking of her body, the moans turning to a plaintive cry. The gasp as she hit her peak.

But then I withdrew to give Oscar more room to work with her. He pushed her legs upward, and she clutched her knees tightly as he accelerated his thrusts into her.

‘Oh God… Oh yes… Oh God…’

I pulled off the bed, stroking my cock as I watched him pounding into my wife.

Amy was perched on the opposite corner of the bed, feverishly fingering herself as she watched her husband plowing my wife.

From the computer came the sounds of dozens of tips being sent our way. Our online audience was really responding to the performance. I took hold of the camera and carried it around, providing some close-up shots.

Oscar’s dripping cock sliding in and out of Catherine’s tight pussy.

Amy’s fingers expertly dancing over her sex.

Oscar pulled back so that Catherine could get on her hands and knees, then he knelt between her legs, fed his cock back into her awaiting pussy, took hold of her waist, and resumed fucking her, now from behind.

It was so hot seeing him fuck her like that. Her body pressed against the mattress, her shapely behind raised to meet his thrusts. I stood in front of her, and she watched me jacking my hard cock while I watched him fucking her.

Amy seemed entranced by the sight. She was using a vibrator now as she watched Oscar mating with another man’s wife.

I sat on the bed, up by the pillows, and then lifted my legs so that Catherine was between them while Oscar continued to pound into her from behind. Propping myself against the pillows, I gazed down at her, squeezing and tugging my hard cock.

Catherine slid toward me, between my legs, gazing up at me until she could lay her head on my thigh, and I could feel the heat from her cheek on my flesh.

She beamed up at me, and her eyes took in the hardness of my cock as I responded to the sight of her being taken by another man.

Oscar was grunting and groaning, and the tension on his face made it clear he was approaching orgasm.

I asked Catherine, ‘Is he going to come inside you, my love?’

Catherine grinned and nodded, ‘I hope so. I hope he will. I want him to…’

Amy was up now, standing beside her husband as he kept up his rhythm stoking Catherine’s soaking pussy with his hardness. The blonde seemed ecstatic, leaning in to kiss her husband.

‘Do it,’ she said, breathless. ‘Come inside her, honey.’

Oscar smiled at her, and his pace intensified yet further.

Catherine moved up a little further, her face now lodged against my cock, so that I had to pause my own ministrations. I could feel the perspiration on her cheek, and now both of us were being rocked by Oscar as he entered the final stretch.

My wife gazed up at me, pure love in her big, hazel eyes. Then she took my cock in her hot mouth, and a few moments later, Oscar grunted and shuddered, and I could tell from the way we all shook that he was shooting his cream deep inside my wife.

Catherine emitted little jubilant moans as she felt him pumping his come into her.

After a while in which they just paused and took in the moment, Oscar withdrew from my sweet wife. Catherine smiled up at me, my cock in her mouth, and she looked so beautiful I almost fired off early.

But then she lifted herself from the mattress, kneeling between my thighs before raising a leg to straddle me. She looked a complete mess by now — sweaty, flushed, her makeup smeared. But so gorgeous.

I held up my cock, in awe at the spectacle of her freshly-fucked pussy, and the dribble of another man’s cream leaking out.

Then, oh-so-slowly, she sank down.

The tip of my manhood gently touched the searing hot lips of her adulterous sex. My glans slipped inside her, and along with her intense heat, I felt the oily wetness of another man’s come coating the insides of my wife’s pussy.

She pushed down, taking my entire length deep inside her.

We gaped at each other in wonder at the sensation of Oscar’s full load lubricating my hardness as it filled her entirely. Then she placed her hands on my chest and started to move on me, the movement filling the air around us with the wet sounds and the piquant smell of sex.

I took hold of her bare breasts as she rode me, just in awe at her.

To my side, I heard Amy’s voice, ‘I can taste her on you, my love…’

Oscar was standing by the bed, Amy kneeling in front of him, tending to him with her mouth. She seemed enchanted by her husband, thrilled by his adventure with another woman.

But my focus turned back to Catherine, who I now took hold of tightly in my arms and lifted her onto her back so I could thrust into her creamy pussy, reclaiming her, possessing her, driving my big, hard cock deep inside her.

‘Oh my darling…’ she gasped as I filled her with my stiff, throbbing manhood.

‘You make me so hard…’ I breathed, grunting as I piled into her again and again.

‘Be gentle with me, my love… you’re the third man inside me tonight.’

Her eyes twinkled with mischief as she uttered those astonishing words.

But I only smiled, besotted, and kissed her mouth while pounding into her, knowing how well-oiled she was. The wet sounds of my cock inside her pussy resulted from Oscar’s come so slick within her, leaking out around my shaft.

I couldn’t believe how good it felt. So wrong, so filthy, everything a monogamous society would find so awful.

Beside us, Amy was lying beside Catherine on the bed now, her husband lapping at her pussy as she clasped her hands to her head.

I took hold of Catherine’s burning, clammy, sweat-coated body and powered into her sticky, slippery sex, fucking her harder than I’d ever fucked her before. She seemed a little taken aback at my ferocity, at how badly I wanted her, at how hard my cock was inside her.

I could not last long after everything that had happened that night. But Catherine was coming to the end of her stamina, too.

I grabbed her hips and sucked on her mouth as I squeezed my cock into her, allowing myself to just go with the flow until my climax was triggered.

As Catherine felt me beginning to go, she pulled back from our kiss, breathing, ‘Come, my darling, come inside me… you feel so good… fuck me…’

I sucked on her neck, and my hips jerked as my orgasm hit, the familiar sense of well-being taking over me as my hot come surged up through my hard cock and erupted inside my beautifully unfaithful wife.

I couldn’t believe how good it felt.

It wasn’t just about fucking someone I found attractive. It was communing with a goddess. I was worshipping a deity. And with my worship came an almost religious, divine, spiritual sense of heaven.

I lay on the bed for a while with her, recovering my breath, as I became aware that Amy was now riding her husband, who was back to full hardness.

I also remembered where we were — that there was a camera trained on this bed. That my reclaiming of my beautiful wife after her ride with our neighbor had all been captured on a camera — with hundreds out there watching through their computer screens.

Catherine had lost her glasses during her romp with two different men on this bed. She had lost her Clark Kent disguise.

I felt a slight pang of worry that someone out there in the world of online voyeurs might recognize her.

The trouble was when you were in the middle of good sex, it was easy to be distracted.

I murmured a suggestion in my wife’s ear that we should take our leave and let Amy have some quality time reclaiming her husband.

We whispered our goodbyes to our hosts, who were far too preoccupied with each other to care that we were disappearing. Then we clambered off the bed to fetch our clothes and make our exit.

The daylight was already beginning to filter through the blinds as we returned to our own apartment.

‘I love you so much,’ I told her as we held each other on our own bed.

‘I love you too, my darling,’ she said, wiggling her ass against me as we spooned together.

We were spent, but she still took my hand and lodged it between her thighs, moaning quietly as I slipped a couple of fingers inside her, still amazed that this creamy pussy had experienced three different men coming inside it overnight.

We had all day to sleep.

These were the most perfect moments of my life.

The calm before the storm.


Chapter Twenty-Seven




Psychologists call it ‘compartmentalizing’ when someone begins to separate the different aspects of their lives into fully self-contained segments, isolating them from each other.

In particular, this can involve conflicting thoughts and feelings being kept separate in order to protect someone mentally from the anxiety or guilt those conflicts can cause.

Catherine was getting to be very good at compartmentalizing her life.

She still had her professional life, of course. She was an immensely talented and ruthlessly intelligent lawyer who was respected at her company and within the industry. She could quietly separate that from the fact that she was having an affair with a co-worker, which was against company policy and went against her scrupulously guarded professional reputation.

From the beginning, she had kept her office lover separated from the rest of her personal life by letting him assume that their affair was a secret, that her husband didn’t and couldn’t know about any of it. She made great efforts to avoid lying to Jack, but you would argue there was deception by omission. She drew on the expectations most people in society have about affairs to let her lover believe she wanted regular sex with him because she wasn’t getting it at home.

She’d warned Jack from the get-go that she didn’t intend to be ‘exclusive’ with him as a lover. But again, the way she told him seemed to play on expectations for a wife who still loved her husband while having an affair. Jack was under the impression that occasionally, her husband would expect sex, even if it wasn’t satisfying for Catherine.

Jack was under the impression that occasionally, she’d have to consent to sex with me just to keep me from getting suspicious.

The reality was, of course, that I was having sex with her a lot. More than I’d ever been having it with her during the conventional phase of our marriage.

She liked to watch me masturbate, of course — for some reason, she still thought that was hot as hell, despite all the sex she was getting — and she liked to tease me by refusing sex the night before she knew she would be sleeping with Jack. But when she returned to me after being fucked by someone else, it seemed to become an unspoken rule that I would reclaim her thoroughly, with full penetrative sex.

And now she had another compartment in her life: if she wasn’t seeing Jack and she was in the mood for something naughty, we could hang out with Oscar and Amy.

Oscar and Amy knew everything about me enjoying my wife’s infidelity — Amy and I would watch Oscar fucking Catherine if everyone was in the mood for something. Amy seemed to feel similarly about her husband as I did for my wife. Oscar and Amy could watch Catherine with Jack when their date nights ended up at the Public Hotel, in one of the rooms you could see from our apartments.

But Catherine didn’t tell them much about Jack personally or about her feelings for him.

Then, there was the whole truck stop exhibitionist part of Catherine’s compartmentalization. I thought that whole thing had died a death when she started getting so into Jack. And when fortune had led us to Oscar and Amy’s door, I felt certain Catherine was getting so much sex she couldn’t possibly think about those cravings she’d had for sex with strangers at late-night truck stops.

Yet I was wrong about that, as I was wrong about a number of my assumptions.
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We spent Thanksgiving with Catherine’s parents up in New Hampshire.

We were only staying a week, but while there was plenty to enjoy with all that fresh air in the Lakes Region of the beautiful Granite State, there was still the problem that it was practically impossible for us to get away with any kind of sexual contact while staying within the thin walls of the Burrows family home.

Okay, I guess I was at fault because I liked teasing Catherine while we were there. I dropped little quiet comments to her when her parents weren’t within earshot that complimented her on how she looked, how much she turned me on, how I couldn’t wait until we could have a little privacy again — and so on.

To be honest, it wasn’t difficult to get her going. I could get undressed in her presence, and it would be enough. Snuggling with her in bed was enough to drive her crazy. Taking a shower while she was in the bathroom made her moan with sexual frustration.

I was a little cruel, perhaps, because I could appreciate the sexual tension and even enjoy the frustration of being unable to fully satisfy the cravings — because I was so familiar with dealing with the conflicted feelings of watching her have sex with other men. But Catherine wasn’t used to that kind of experience. These days, she was more accustomed to feeling horny and then going straight out there to relieve herself by sleeping with somebody.

So sue me. She was so cute when she was sexually frustrated.

I probably did too much teasing. When I caught her watching me taking a shower, I could get hard while I soaped myself up without making any giveaway noises — and that would make her insane. But she couldn’t so much as touch herself in the Bad Places, not only because of the risk that she would make noise, but from sheer guilt and the hang-ups that went with this being her childhood home.

Anyway.

So. Every day, we would go out during the afternoon to take advantage of being in such a beautiful part of the world. Touristy stuff. Hiking trails, biking, boating in the lakes. Sometimes Catherine’s parents would join us, but plenty of times they would let us have some time to ourselves, or bow out because they were not as young and sprightly as they used to be.

The Monday afternoon after Thanksgiving weekend, we decided to go hiking on a trail Catherine said would be particularly beautiful.

I didn’t even question it, even when we pulled up in a parking lot that seemed little more than a slightly wider section of the road, beside the start of a trail that wasn’t even marked with a sign.

But, you know, Catherine grew up around these parts.

It was a beautiful day — there wasn’t a cloud in the sky, the air was crisp, the scenery breathtaking, and with the blazing sun actually providing a little warmth despite our proximity to winter, I didn’t question the fact that Catherine was hiking in a pair of skin-tight lycra shorts and a top that was barely more than a sports bra.

A few other cars were parked at the start of the trail, but we didn’t see any signs of life for a while.

An hour in, we saw a couple of guys stopped at a viewpoint above a small lake, and I said hello in a very standard, polite kind of way.

And Catherine smiled sweetly at them and said, ‘You guys out for some fun today?’

I guess if you didn’t know her, you might have assumed she was just being friendly — polite in a not-from-around-here kind of way. But the way she asked them, the way she phrased it seemed odd for Catherine.

The two guys, who seemed to be in their late twenties, perhaps early twenties, and reasonably physically fit in an outdoorsy way you’d probably expect in a hiking trail like this, flashed their eyes at her and said, ‘Uh… yeah, actually…’

I thought that a little unusual, too.

But Catherine led me onward, so again, I didn’t really stop to question anything. I suspect I mentally explained away the slightly quirky encounter between Catherine and the two guys as being a rural New Hampshire thing. Catherine slipping back into the way she was with people around here while she was growing up.

I was also distracted by how those two guys had been ogling my wife in her tight, revealing outfit. I’d enjoyed that.

As we continued our hike, I was somehow more aware of what my wife was wearing and very much appreciating the sight of her in it, from the attractive flush of her exposed flesh to the stiffness of her nipples and the somewhat suggestive cameltoe between her legs.

I wanted other men to come along this trail and notice her, too.

I couldn’t stop myself from passing comment on it — it was too hard to resist the potential to continue teasing her about her inability to get sexual satisfaction at her parents’ house. But this wasn’t her parents’ house.

‘Oh yeah?’ she grinned, acting like she hadn’t noticed those guys checking her out, too.

Then, while we continued walking, she put her hands to her chest and tugged her top upward to completely expose her breasts.

‘You think they’d like this better?’ she asked me, cupping and groping her breasts to flaunt them before me.

‘I’m guessing they would…’ I said, amused but also horny as hell.

Smiling like someone who was coming to the conclusion that if she couldn’t have sex at her parents’ house, there was a whole lot of wilderness around where she could, she took hold of my hand and physically placed it on her exposed breasts.

I loved how she responded to my touch. She was so unbelievably horny.

I guess my campaign of teasing had done the job.

She moaned as I flicked her stiff nipples with my thumb.

Then she was reaching out for my crotch, placing her hand on my stiff cock to check out how I was responding to her.

‘Hey!’ I called out as she tugged down my pants to expose my flagpole erection.

‘What? No one will care,’ she said, and I noted that she didn’t say no one would ‘see.’

She jokingly led me along the trail by the cock for a few moments before amusing herself by trying to give me a handjob while we were still hiking.

I got my own back by slipping a hand down the front of her shorts to discover for myself how wet she was.

What can I say? We went another half hour or so along the trail, sneaking touches of each other, murmuring sweet words about how much we wanted to just drag each other off into the bushes for sex.

For a while, I couldn’t tell whether Catherine really would suddenly divert our route into the bushes so we could relieve her desperate need for penetration, or whether she was put off that final step by the fact that we were only a few miles from her childhood home, and that there might be people here who would recognize her.

It was fun, though, the open flirting, the seductive eyes and saucy smiles, the groping along the way, the pauses for making out. Just being with Catherine when she was so happy and horny and beautiful in the most incredible scenery and all that fresh air.

Then we stopped at another viewpoint, where there were even a few picnic tables set up for people to enjoy a scenic meal — and while I was thinking it was a little too exposed here for us to enjoy some secret outdoor sex, suddenly we were not alone.

I recognized the guys, all four of them. We passed all of them during our morning hike.

But now they were here, approaching Catherine with big smiles on their faces, as though they knew her.

Greeting her, reaching out to touch her, tugging on her lycra shorts or her top as though testing the merchandise.

She said, ‘You guys have something to show me?’

And, lo and behold, there they were, slipping down their shorts to reveal fully erect cocks that were all ready to go.

Catherine gave me that kind of look that said, well, this is what you’re gonna get, my darling, if you keep driving me crazy without following through with actual sex.

But I couldn’t deny how much I wanted to see her enjoy these men and their eagerly offered equipment.


Chapter Twenty-Eight




Catherine reached out to take hold of the two younger men by their stiff cocks. One of these was a little smaller than mine, but the other was huge.

The two other men we’d seen on the trail that day now stood in front, stroking their exposed dicks at the sight of her.

She caught my eye and smirked, delighted, before sinking to her knees, a row of strangers ready to sink their manhoods down her throat.

I could hardly believe my eyes. I’d always thought New Hampshire a very dignified place.

Live Free or Die, huh?

Catherine turned to stretch her lips around the larger of the two cocks in her hands. A few moments later, she was bobbing down on the smaller option. A short while after that, she leaned forward to sample the other two men, supporting herself by grasping hold of the first two men she’d jammed into her mouth.

I stepped back to watch them stand around her, to admire my beautiful wife alternating between four different erections.

The men were all quietly moaning and murmuring how good she was, how beautiful she was, how good it felt. Catherine was smiling and giggling during the moments her mouth wasn’t full. She was in her element.

I glanced around us, taking in the breathtaking scenery, the blissfully fresh pine-scented air. What a place for an orgy.

I couldn’t resist taking my own hard cock out to stroke while I watched the explicit display in front of me. There was something truly wicked about being in a place like this and doing what we were doing. Yet, at the same time, there was that oddly pagan feeling of celebrating nature, glorying in the sexual gifts given to us in this cathedral of creation.

It wasn’t long before the men had taken their tops off to reveal fairly athletic torsos, which Catherine seemed to enjoy immensely while she serviced them. Then one of them was helping her to remove her own top, to expose her small but perky breasts and those irresistible stiff nipples.

Were we safe here? What happened if other hikers came along?

But now that we were all here, I sensed this wasn’t a popular hiking trail. That perhaps the only people who came here were these kind of people.

The other men were not concerned at the dangers presented by all this open air. I watched two of them step away to remove their pants and underwear, leaving only hiking shoes on.

One of them, one of the younger guys, knelt behind Catherine, and the other men gave way for the second naked man to stand in front of her. The man behind her was rolling a condom onto his cock, and Catherine could hear it as he unfurled it down his shaft — she leaned forward toward the other naked man and tugged down her lycra shorts and panties.

Leaning forward, she opened her mouth to take the older man’s cock, while the man behind her lined up and directed his sheathed cock to her pussy.

I watched two strangers thrusting into my wife, one from either end, while another two strangers stood and jacked their dicks at the sight of them.

It took my breath away.

Now, the other two men were getting naked. The man fucking my wife was the one with the smaller cock, but now he was making way for his friend, the twentysomething guy with the bigger cock.

As he knelt up behind Catherine, he had her lift one of her legs so she was in a kind of half-crouch, half-kneeling position. It meant her legs could split apart, and once he had covered his massive cock with his own condom, he could slide into her without hurting her.

Catherine moaned long and low as he filled her with that thing.

Two other naked men shared her mouth, Catherine alternating between them, while the fourth simply watched and waited, a little like me.

Not so long after that, she was on all fours again, letting one of the older men enter her from behind. I shivered with arousal for what I was witnessing. Catherine was completely surrounded by buff naked men, her world saturated by testosterone.

The men seemed well organized in their debauchery. Those not actively fucking my wife, or thrusting their cocks down her throat, stood and patiently masturbated, awaiting their turns. Whoever was enjoying her soaking wet pussy took a turn before making way for someone else.

Catherine hardly noticed any delay as the men changed positions, there was a constant stream of cock going into her rosy-red pussy.

Occasionally, I would step around to make sure she knew I was still there. I darted in to kiss her mouth now and again, reassuring her, celebrating her, worshipping her. Tasting the strange flavor of manhood on her lips and tongue.

What a sight.

I watched as the young guy with the biggest cock lay down on the ground on a towel, as the others helped Catherine up so she could then straddle him.

She rode him reverse-cowgirl as I moved forward again to kiss her filthy mouth, jacking my cock while I reveled in her extraordinary debauchery.

It wasn’t so long before I made way for another guy to step forward so she could suck on him some more, though. I didn’t mind stepping back to appreciate the whole panorama before me.

When Catherine seemed to be building toward an orgasm, however, the men taking it in turns to have their cocks sucked stepped back to give her space. They stood close to her, jacking their shafts just inches away from their face, but she had the freedom to ride the guy with the biggest cock, her moans building in volume as her climax drew near.

And I could kneel between the big man’s feet to watch close-up as his huge cock squeezed inside her again and again. I could even reach out to touch her slippery sex, in awe at how wet she was — the whole area between and around her upper thighs was glistening.

When she slowed a little, grinding on his shaft rather than bouncing on it, I could lean in and press my hot mouth to the apex of her pussy, engulfing her clit in the smoldering heat.

That took her over the edge, and then she was shaking and shuddering as though caught in an earthquake. Her hands took hold of my head to steady her, and my chin was jammed against another man’s cock, but I didn’t mind too much.

After that, it was all change. All of the men wanted their turn having her ride them.

It wasn’t too hard on her — no one was in a rush; it all took place at a strangely sedate pace, everyone indulging in my wife’s beauty at leisure, while Catherine purred constantly at being so saturated with men.

It was the most civilized depravity I’d ever seen.

Though there was still a hint of danger in the air — this was still a location fully open to the public. But to some extent, we were hidden by the granite boulders and smattering of evergreen trees around us. The chances of a cop happening by seemed like a lottery win, which removed that aspect of what we’d experienced at the truck stops.

Once again, it was a whole new experience for Catherine and I.

So well orchestrated that when I started feeling a compulsion to take my wife myself, the men had Catherine up on her knees, and they all casually stood around her beating their cocks to orgasm, spraying their cream across her delighted face and her chest, grunting as they let loose all over her, and she giggled and cooed at the whole sexy mess of it.

And here I was.

I had to take off my clothes just so I didn’t get come all over them as I embraced my gorgeous, well-fucked wife. She helped me take them off, giggling at the desperation in me as I struggled to extricate myself from the bothersome clothing.

It was a little chilly to be naked, but then Catherine draped her arms over my shoulders and pressed her hot, sticky body against me, and I forgot all about the crisp November air.

We made our like teenagers who had snuck away from summer camp, laughing as we negotiated our lust for each other after four men had sprayed their come all over her.

I guess, to some degree, I was getting accustomed to the sensation of another man’s emissions smeared across my sweet wife’s smooth, soft skin. I had no interest in having sex with a guy, but the strange clamminess on Catherine’s body represented stark evidence of what she had just done with other men — so it proved a tremendous turn-on for me.

I was so hard as Catherine whispered to me, urging me to lie down so she could ride the beast she was currently working with her hands.

I sank, sitting on the towel while she remained standing over me. For a moment or two, I just wanted to gaze up at her freshly-fucked body and take in her incredible post-orgasm beauty in the gorgeous New England light.

She was about to sink down on my lap, but I put my hands on her hips and leaned into her pussy, which was positioned perfectly for me to apply my eager mouth. She moaned as she felt me kiss her there, my hot lips pressing at her sensitive sex, my tongue slipping inside her recently-fucked pussy.

I ate her ravenously, so buzzed at the state of her, her pussy so wet, the aroma of sex so strong around her, the smell of the other men who had fucked her, with that slight chemical tang of the condoms they had used to penetrate her.

She ran her fingers through my hair and gently stirred her hips as I lapped at her wetness, in ecstasy at connecting so intimately with the epicenter of her sexuality, the place she had taken all those men.

After a while, her legs were shaking too much to continue. She knelt down between my thighs and took my hard cock into her mouth, enjoying the full confirmation of how much she turned me on.

We were silent as she lifted up to straddle my thighs and take my manhood inside her adulterous sex. Just holding each other, gazing into each other’s eyes, invigorated by the incredible bond we felt, connected like that as she slowly moved over me, stirring my hardness within her soaking pussy.

We kissed, slowly sucking each other’s lips, slipping our tongues into each other’s mouths, sharing the lingering flavor of other men’s cocks in her mouth, both of us celebrating the wild adventure we were on.

So much in love.

Did she feel anything like this for Jack? Could she possibly?

Surely, all that was purely about lust, about spending time with an engaging, attractive new person. It wasn’t like this.

I sucked on her bare breasts as she rode me harder and harder, breathing in the scent of come smeared all over her chest. Feeling such unbelievably powerful desire for her — desire that was only made stronger by the sense that she was in so much demand from other men.

My conflict was this: I felt uncomfortable about her feelings for Jack, and yet it only made my own feelings for her more powerful, it made the desire I felt for her so much stronger.

When I lay flat on my back, and she rode me to orgasm, I was no longer thinking about the four men who had made her come just before me — I was thinking about the affair she was having with her young stud from the office.

I wanted her to stop seeing him. And yet the best sex we ever had was right after she had fucked Jack.

‘Oh God… Oh my darling…’ she cried out in the still New Hampshire air as her climax thundered through her.

‘Fuck me…’ I grunted, and then I was filling her with my hot cream.

My thoughts were already turning to what was going to happen when we returned to the city.


Chapter Twenty-Nine




The day after we got back, I was at work when she texted me to let me know she would be seeing Jack that evening.

I probably would have been surprised if she hadn’t wanted to see him the first opportunity she could when we got home. We had been away for a week.

And it made me feel good for the rest of the day at work, knowing that Catherine would see her co-worker and ‘affair’ partner that evening. It made my heart beat a little faster. It made my manhood semi-hard while I sat at my desk.

What you have to understand is that what she had with Jack was exciting to me at a completely different level from the times she enjoyed sleeping with random strangers — or with Oscar in the company of his beloved wife, Amy.

It’s difficult to describe the difference in how I felt about it.

I don’t want to downplay how incredibly hot it was to see my sweet, highly reputable, well-respected wife getting plowed by a whole group of naked strangers in the wilderness.

How much it turned me on to watch her sucking on a row of guys’ cocks in the darkness of a late-night truck stop.

What a buzz it was to see her perform, often wearing a mask if she wasn’t wearing her Clark Kent disguise, in front of a horny online audience with Oscar and Amy.

But when she was with Jack, it was like whacking up the volume dial on all the feelings I experienced. The fear and the insecurity when she was with him, when I peered through the telescope and saw her smiling at him, laughing with him, cuddling up against him, strengthened the desire I felt for my gorgeous wife.

Like adding hot chili powder to a spicy dish.

When it was date night for Catherine and Jack, the whole day and night I felt this tightness inside my chest that stemmed from anxiety and terror — and yet my stupid cuckold brain only seemed to mistake those feelings for more excitement. I guess the body reacts in similar ways to excited anticipation: your heart rate increases, you start to sweat a little more, you get hot under the collar.

The fear, the jealousy fed into my exhilaration about what they were up to together.

But it was more than just that.

When Catherine was with Jack, she was always having a good time.

I kept on thinking that at some stage, he’d tire of her, he’d feel that young man’s craving for new flesh. But he didn’t. He seemed besotted with her, and he was good at translating that into compliments and plenty of charm.

When my wife returned to me from Jack’s bed, she always came with a wonderful mood. She was so cheerful and bouncy and full of effervescent self-confidence — and it was sexy as hell. I guess that translated into pretty amazing sex between us, too. She might have had a terrible day at work, but then she spent an evening with Jack, he gave her a right royal fucking, and then she’d return to me as though she’d won the lottery and never needed to work again.

How could I possibly do without all that?
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‘She’s going to leave you, my friend.’

That was my buddy Rob, from work.

‘No, she’s not.’

‘She’s going to drop you like you’re Tim Tebow, man. Can’t you see that?’

‘Why would she? She has everything she wants and more. She gets to sleep with whoever she wants — ’

‘She wants him. His big cock. His ripped abs. His twenty-something stamina.’

My buddy Rob was constantly fascinated by what was going on between Catherine and me — even though I had never granted his wish to introduce him to her as a potential lover. But he was fun to hang out with on occasion when Catherine was in the dinner-and-a-movie phase of an evening with Jack.

‘The point is,’ I kept on having to explain to him, ‘she can have all that — the big cock, the abs, the stamina — without leaving me.’

‘She’s fallen for him.’

‘Doesn’t matter. She doesn’t need to leave me to keep on — ’

‘What matters is if she falls for him and he demands she leave you.’

I shook my head at that. ‘Why would he feel the need to end my marriage? He gets to see her whenever he wants.’

‘Maybe he wants more than just sex,’ Rob said.

‘Have you seen him?’ I laughed. I’d told Rob what Jack was like. Handsome, buff, alpha male.

‘Meatheads get older and want to settle down and have a family, too, you know,’ Rob pointed out.

‘Yeah, but — ’

Rob liked to play Devil’s Advocate in our conversations about Catherine. He liked to try to prove me wrong, whatever I was saying about her. I didn’t mind. It made things interesting. And, true, it pumped up my paranoia sometimes. But the strange thing about paranoia is that it gets the adrenaline flowing, and that only boosts the excitement levels.

Tonight, though, he delivered a true gut punch.

‘Have you ever considered the possibility that someday he puts the idea into Catherine’s head that she might want to have kids?’

I was silent for a moment.

Catherine and I had talked a lot about whether or not to have kids. I’d never been all that keen, though I would have agreed to it if my beloved had fervently wanted it. But Catherine had always been dead set against having children — her older sisters had all had kids a while back, and Catherine had seen all that and wanted something different.

What if she’d changed her mind, and it was Jack who had persuaded her? What if she believed I was dead set against having kids purely because I’d always agreed with her whenever she’d shared her views with me?

What if she was suddenly getting broody now she was heading for her 40s, and she saw Jack as the ideal father type, not me?

I thought about what Rob had suggested and suddenly felt like someone had carved a hole out of my chest with a space laser.

I think Rob saw how I felt about his suggestion and now felt like he had to walk it back.

‘I’m probably wrong,’ he said. ‘I mean… if Catherine had changed her mind about that stuff, she’d tell you, wouldn’t she?’

‘Why wouldn’t she?’

I felt nauseous at the thought that I might lose Catherine over an issue as random as whether to have kids. I hadn’t prepared myself mentally to defend myself against anything like that.

‘What I don’t get,’ Rob said, itching to change the subject, ‘is why Catherine still wants to spend so much time with him — and yet when she’s not, she’s out there banging your neighbors and random strangers in the wilderness…’

‘I’ve told you,’ I insisted. ‘She compartmentalizes.’

He shook his head. ‘But she’s a thrill seeker. She goes out there to flirt with danger. She wants sex with a side helping of Maybe-The-Cops-Will-Catch-Us. She wants to go out into the forest and get all her holes filled at once. She has you to settle down with and visit museums and shit.’

I said, ‘She didn’t get all her holes filled…’

He tilted his head. ‘It’ll happen soon, buddy. You’ll see. If not the next truck stop party, then the one after.’

‘Jack has a big cock. And stamina. I’ve told you — ’

‘She could get that anywhere. Why does she stay with him? Especially when there’s the chance that it gets discovered, and it affects her reputation at work…’
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I didn’t mind it when Rob stirred my paranoia, making me think about the danger I was putting my marriage in by letting Catherine continue seeing Jack. The fear made the excitement stronger.

But I didn’t like that he made me feel that there were things about Catherine I didn’t know.

That made me feel oddly insecure.

Catherine was good at compartmentalizing — but I had always felt that I, as her husband, had the key to all her compartments. I had a handle on every different aspect of her life. From the beginning, she’d told me she liked Jack more than just because of the sex. Why would she feel the need to hide anything else from me?

It didn’t help with my mental chaos that, as I headed back to our little apartment to wait for Catherine to finish her date and return to me, she texted asking whether it would be okay if she slept over with Jack that night.

I stared at her text message and felt my soul stretched and twisted by unseen hands, like dough kneaded before being baked.

This was an inevitable next step in their affair, wasn’t it?

I could hardly object to the idea when I’d been the one to encourage her to have an affair in the first place.

A dark part of me liked the masochistic pain that came with her request.

She was only across the street at the Public Hotel, wasn’t she? What harm could come?

I texted her back to say I’d allow it — on the condition that she somehow managed to see me before work in the morning. There wouldn’t be a whole lot of time, but at least we weren’t all that far from our respective offices — the commute would be minimal.

I let myself into the apartment, I made myself comfortable on our balcony. I watched through the telescope as Catherine and Jack entered their hotel room and began to

(make love)

have sex.

I watched the musclebound hunk thrusting that massive dick into my gorgeous wife over and over again. I pumped my own manhood while I took in every detail.

But I couldn’t let go of what Rob had said.

There was something that didn’t quite add up about Jack and Catherine.

Could my wife be persuaded to change her life entirely and have children with somebody like Jack? The thoughts whirled around my head. What if Jack promised Catherine the chance to continue her career as a lawyer while he became a stay-at-home dad to cope with their kids?

Damn it all.
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I watched them fuck. I watched them cuddle up with each other on the bed afterward. I watched them peruse the hotel TV for a while like a proper fucking couple.

Catherine texted me while I watched them like that. She asked me whether I’d been watching. Whether I’d been playing with myself.

I replied in the affirmative on both counts. I told her how hard it made me to see her with him. I asked her if he’d made her come. He had. She asked if I’d made myself come. I said no, not yet. She asked me to save it for her in the morning. I agreed.

I did not ask her whether she’d talked to Jack about the prospect of having kids.

What if she’d said yes?
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I watched them fall asleep together after a brief pre-sleep round of reverse cowgirl that I told myself was Catherine deliberately giving me a show.

I think, for the first time, I genuinely entertained the possibility that I could lose her.

For the first time, the danger didn’t feel like some vague possibility that I could tell myself had a low likelihood of coming true. I felt like I was losing control of all this. My erotic adventure with Catherine had too many moving parts. It was getting too complicated to fully keep tabs on. It was like computer software that had been given so many different components by so many other developers that no one quite knew how the whole thing worked anymore.

I should have told Catherine how I was feeling. I should have said we needed to take a breather to make sure everything was okay. But I assumed we were past that. There was no way she’d agree to stop seeing Jack.

I eventually drifted off to sleep, and in the morning, I was so tired I slept through the whole process of Catherine waking up in bed with Jack. The two of them fucking one last time before leaving the hotel.

I was woken up by the sound of our apartment front door closing.

I rubbed my bleary eyes to see Catherine waltzing in, wiggling her hips in triumph after a whole night of red-hot sex with her lover.

‘We only have half an hour or so, my darling.’

‘We do?’

‘I have an early meeting this morning,’ she said, stripping off as I propped myself on my elbows to take in the exhilarating sight of her freshly-fucked self.

Thoughts of sharing my various concerns with her soon went out the window as she revealed her sexy underwear — underwear she’d chosen to impress another man, underwear she’d soaked through during sex with another man.

I dutifully pulled off my sweatpants to show her how hard I was for her. She slid beside me on the bed, pressing her breasts to my face so I could inhale the aroma of semen sticky on her flesh.

‘Can you smell him on me, my darling? That last time, he came all over my chest…’

She knew how to push my buttons.

How could I resist? She was my goddess. I would agree to whatever she wanted. She rubbed herself up against me like a cat, drugging me with the powerful aroma of sex arising from her body. I had no choice but to agree to her request to bring Jack back to our home in Connecticut at the weekend.

Even though that was another big step in their burgeoning relationship.

‘Would you want me there at the same time?’ I asked, as she knelt up over my head, tugging her panties aside to stun me with the sight of her deliciously creamy pussy.

‘I think that would be so hot, don’t you?’ she said.

Telling me that Jack would be under the impression that I was out of town but that maybe I’d get the chance to hide somewhere and watch them together. That she’d somehow find a way to be with me during the night without letting Jack know I was there.

Hypnotizing me with her soothing, sexy words as she brushed her soaking pussy against my face, giving me firsthand evidence of her night of unfaithful passion with another man.

Distracting me from the thought that she was further strengthening her relationship with Jack by grinding her well-used pussy against my enthusiastic mouth.

Telling me, ‘He fucked me so many times during the night. I couldn’t believe how good it felt, my darling…’

How could I stop her? I was obsessed with her infidelity, I was hooked on her energy, I was addicted to that strange narcotic that was her freshly-fucked sex.


Chapter Thirty




Then there I was, hiding in the shadows of my own home as my wife brought her lover back to our house in Connecticut.

I stood behind a curtain by the front windows as I heard Catherine’s car pull up.

I felt like I’d died, and now I was a ghost, haunting the house as a new couple made it their home.

‘Is anything wrong?’ Jack said as they were coming in the front door.

‘My husband got the earlier flight — he just landed at Newark.’

Still dressed for work, Catherine had her phone clamped to her ear as though listening to a voicemail message I’d sent her.

But I hadn’t sent her anything at all.

Jack said, ‘I should go.’

‘You only just got here,’ Catherine said. ‘Anyway, this time of night, it’ll probably take him two hours to get here.’

I was watching with bated breath as the two of them just stood there for a moment in our hallway, taking in this new information that I was, apparently, on my way home already. I couldn’t understand why Catherine would make something like this up.

What if Jack suddenly decided to leave?

The truth was, she could have told him anything at all — because she knew I was already here at our home, hiding. We’d talked about this. Why would she suddenly give Jack a two-hour limit? In fact, it was less than two hours because Jack would want to be safely gone by the time I got back.

Jack believed that Catherine was cheating on me with him. In his eyes, I could turn into an enraged husband. And enraged husbands were known to do all kinds of awful things when discovering their wives had been cheating on them.

Jack said, ‘I’ll go if you want.’

Then Catherine said, ‘I want you to fuck me first.’

Lurking in the shadows behind one of the drapes in the living room, I was close enough to see both of them. I could see in their body language — just in the way they stood there — how desperate they were for sex.

Jack stepped toward her. ‘Okay. I guess we have time.’

Then Catherine said, ‘If you don’t… maybe I’ll have to try to persuade him to… but I’d rather have you fuck me.’

I felt a little pang of desire spark inside me when she told him that. I know she knew I could hear. I know she was pressing my buttons — she knew so well which buttons to press.

But my surprise came from hearing her playing him off me.

She was getting Jack going by appealing to his jealousy. She was role-playing the whole cheating wife thing in a way I just hadn’t expected.

Jack growled, ‘You don’t need to persuade him to do anything.’

Then, the young stud curled a hand around her neck and drew her in for a hungry kiss.

I was so close I could hear their heavy breathing, given an irregular staccato rhythm by their sheer desperation for sex. I could hear the rustle of their work clothes as their hands roamed over each other. I could hear the wet sounds of lips sucking on lips, tongues delving past tongues.

I could hear his little grunt as he picked up my wife while they continued to make out, and her little giggle as he carried her through to the damn kitchen as though she were no heavier than a blow-up doll.

I slipped out from the curtain and followed them at a distance — my socks helping me avoid making any noise as I went.

I’d mapped out all the hiding places. I knew which shadows would conceal me.

I watched as he laid my wife down on the kitchen counter, and she laughed, ‘So romantic…’

But when he said, ‘You want to go somewhere else?’

She replied, ‘No, I want you to fuck me in every room in the house.’

She lay back on the black marble, and I saw that what I had thought were pantyhose were actually thigh-high stockings. She must have worn them especially for him.

Jack pushed up her skirt and parted her legs, revealing her black thong — which he didn’t wait long to tug aside to expose her glistening pussy.

I envied him as he ducked down to taste her. I could detect the scent of her arousal in the air, and it made my mouth water. She panted and quietly moaned as he lapped at her pussy, her chest rising and falling like a stormy sea in the night.

But soon enough, Catherine was pushing herself up and off the counter, demanding Jack’s cock.

‘I want to think of it every time I’m in here,’ she said, with a mischievous grin, as she knelt before him and worked on opening his fly.

I caught my breath as that huge thing sprang free. I held my breath as I saw my wife take it in her hands and then stretch her lips around it.

I’d seen her do this with other men before, of course. But there was something in the air tonight that just wasn’t there those other times. A tension that crackled like electricity through a thunderstorm. A chemistry between Catherine and her lover that could not be replicated in experiments involving other men.

It wasn’t just that she felt something for him, though I’d always believed that was what it was.

I watched her suck his cock for a short while and then breathlessly pull herself to her feet, demanding that he fuck her up against the counter — her tone reminding him that they were short on time here.

‘Fuck me… come on… I want to think of you fucking me whenever I’m here cooking for my husband…’ she said.

She knew I was listening. She knew I was hearing every word. She knew she was tweaking that dark little part of me that wanted to be cuckolded.

But she was also pushing Jack’s buttons here.

Jack was the man who was stealing another man’s beautiful wife. Stepping in to give her the sex she deserved because her husband had grown tired and lazy and overfamiliar. Jack wanted the buzz of adultery, of taking something that was not his.

‘How much time do we have?’

‘Don’t worry. You can’t get back here from the airport in less than an hour, even if there’s no traffic at all.’

She leaned over the counter, and I watched him feed that enormous thing into her sex. She closed her eyes and exhaled as he squeezed it inside her. She moaned as he began to move it within her, and in next to no time, she was spurring him on to just go ahead and fuck her hard.

‘Fuck me… fuck me… please… I need it so badly…’

She was so wet it affected the sound of every thrust into her. He was so hard that she was yelping with every stroke of his length into her pussy. There was a hint of pain mixed in with all her pleasure. But she only wanted more.

But it wasn’t just because it was Jack fucking her — and me watching them — that had her going like this.

It took me a few moments to realize.

It was the ticking clock counting down the time they had left for sex. It was the fact that this was happening in our house. Supposedly right under the nose of her inattentive husband. They were rubbing her undeserving husband’s nose in their infidelity. They were risking discovery with every extra minute they spent here fucking each other.

My wife was a thrill-seeker, and the thrill she was seeking with Jack wasn’t just a mightily big cock.

She was getting off on the cheating.

Even though it was role-play as far as she was concerned, because she knew full well that I knew all about this affair of theirs, she was digging the tension that went hand in hand with the actual cheating.

‘Wait, wait, wait!’

He did as she asked and pulled back. Both of them were breathless.

‘I want you to fuck me in his study,’ she said. ‘He loves it in there. I want you to fuck me on his desk…’

I had to step back into the hallway to ensure they didn’t see me as they scurried out of the kitchen and over toward the study. But then I could watch from the living room as my gorgeous, cheating wife lay on my desk, opening her thighs to present herself for her lover.

I watched Jack slide his colossus back inside her and take her hard, right in the middle of my damn study.

I witnessed this semi-fictional performance of marital infidelity and realized that I’d misinterpreted how my wife felt about her handsome co-worker. She had some feelings for him, sure. She liked him, she enjoyed spending time with him.

But I’m not kidding: their whole relationship was formed around the concept of Catherine cheating on her husband. Somehow I was at the heart of their erotic adventure — Catherine pretending to get some kind of revenge against me for my sexual failures as a husband; Jack lauding it over me that he was fucking my wife.

I got the sense that Catherine had been working this role-play with Jack ever since they had started their affair — while they were together at work, as well as on their dates, and in the bed within that hotel — and my sweet wife was now deeply involved with this whole cheating scenario.

I’ll admit: as I watched them fuck on my desk before departing to the living room to fuck on our couch, I started feeling less threatened by Jack. He tore off her panties and fucked him like a stallion in the place I liked to sit and watch the Patriots suck like a bunch of vacuum cleaners since Brady had left. But it wasn’t about Jack now.

It was about the cheating.

What if my wife had a taste for it? What if she started wanting to cheat on me for real?

She was, as it turned out, a confirmed thrill-seeker. I could understand that something forbidden could be far more thrilling than something easily accessible, something permitted.

I watched them head upstairs so Jack could fuck Catherine on our marital bed. I picked up my wife’s abandoned underwear from the living room floor and inhaled the irresistible scent of her highly aroused sex. Now, I was worried that the dark little part of me deep inside might want Catherine to cheat on me.

God.

What would it be like to watch her having sex with somebody she wasn’t meant to be sleeping with?

What would it be like to watch her fucking someone when she didn’t know I was watching her?

I was so hard; it was insane.

The fear made the thrill that much more exciting. And the prospect of losing control of this adventure because my wife was cheating on me was terrifying.

But just because she cheated on me, didn’t mean I’d lose her, did it?

I stood in the darkness of the bedroom doorway, watching the handsome young Jack plowing my wife on our very own bed. I felt I could walk in there and conduct them like a damn orchestra. But it would be very different if she was cheating on me for real.

‘Wait… I need to get a drink,’ she said, breathless, pulling away from him. ‘Wait for me, will you?’

‘Sure,’ Jack said, lying on his back, covering himself with the bedsheet as though it might save him if the husband returned early.

I stepped back into the shadows as Catherine scampered in my direction toward the doorway.

She exited the bedroom and whispered, ‘Are you there?’

I felt safe enough to be able to step forward into a pool of moonlight from the window by the stairs so she could see me. She smiled, taking hold of my hand to lead me to the stairs.

Where were we going?

She stopped at the bottom of the stairs and pulled me to her, offering me a loving, excited smile.

‘Are you having a good time, my darling?’ she whispered, kissing me deeply.

I tasted their sex on her lips. My heart rate quadrupled.

‘Oh yes,’ I said, pawing at her sweaty body, copping a feel of her well-fucked self. ‘You turn me on so much, my sweet. Fucking him all over the house…’

I ducked down. I couldn’t help myself. I pressed my mouth to her unfaithful sex, tasting the infidelity that laced her soaking pussy. It was a drug, a class-A narcotic, and I couldn’t get enough.

She moaned quietly and pressed her hands to my head as I ate her at the bottom of the stairs.

When I finally tore myself away and stood up, knowing she couldn’t get away with being away from him for too long, she took my head in her hands.

‘I want you to make an appearance,’ she said.

‘An appearance?’

‘Pull up in the car outside, come into the house like you just got home from a long business trip. Call out to me, letting me know your home.’

‘Like the good-hearted but fully-unknowing husband.’

I couldn’t believe she was doing this. She hadn’t even finished fucking him. The poor guy hadn’t even come yet.

Catherine smiled. ‘Jack’s going to get the fright of his life.’

‘You want to get rid of him already?’

She laughed softly. ‘No, I’ll persuade him to stay. To hide somewhere you won’t find him.’

I said, ‘He’ll just run for it. Slip out the door and call an Uber.’

Catherine laughed softly. ‘I can be persuasive.’

I scratched my head. ‘You could have just told him I was away all night.’

Her eyes twinkled. ‘I want to fuck him while he knows you’re here somewhere in the house.’


Chapter Thirty-One




I was never much of an actor. But in this particular performance of ours, I was never going to be seen in close-up.

I opened the garage door and drove our hybrid SUV out under electrical power — silent running — and up to the end of our driveway before switching to the gas engine to return home.

Catherine had parked her Mercedes out in front of the house so that Jack wouldn’t see that we already had a vehicle in our garage, so he wouldn’t suspect I was home.

But now he would hear the garage door opening, and then a few moments later the gas engine of my SUV as I arrived back.

As I killed the engine, I imagined how Jack must feel to be in bed, in the middle of fucking my wife, when he heard me drive into the garage. It was a little cruel what we were doing to him. But then again, as far as he knew, he had been fucking my wife behind my back.

Pretending I was in absolutely no rush, I exited the vehicle and wandered into the house, the door from the garage leading into the rear of our kitchen.

Upstairs, the two of them had to be rushing around, trying to cover up the evidence of their affair.

Where would she hide him?

He would suggest sneaking out of the house, walking down the street before calling an Uber. She would tell him it would be too weird in this neighborhood to walk along the road at night. Somebody would call the cops on him.

He would agree to hide out somewhere. Maybe even sleep on the couch in the basement until morning, when Catherine would get up early to drive him back to the city.

I casually fetched myself a drink from the refrigerator in the kitchen, acting like a tired guy who had just come home from a business trip. Catherine hadn’t given me much direction in this particular performance. What did she expect from me? All I could do was try to behave like a typical returning husband who didn’t have a vivacious sex life with his wife.

I was sitting nonchalantly at the table snacking on a bunch of red grapes while reading the morning’s edition of the New York Times when Catherine came into the kitchen wearing a bathrobe.

Looking flushed.

‘Hey honey, you’re home early,’ she said, talking louder than two people alone in a house would ordinarily need.

‘Uh… yeah, they got me onto an earlier flight,’ I said, turning to smile at her politely but without any noteworthy energy, as though our marriage was stale and flat.

Silently, she stood in front of me and let her bathrobe fall open. She was naked underneath. From her body language, I felt confident I could assume she had Jack hidden away upstairs somewhere for now. I pulled her to me, kissing her stomach, breathing in the strong stench of sex from her body.

I trembled with desire for her.

‘Where is he?’ I whispered, looking up to find her smiling wickedly down at me, delighting in how much she could turn me on because she had just been fucking another man.

‘Upstairs in the back bedroom for now,’ she whispered as I reached up to suck on one of her stiff nipples. ‘I told him we hardly ever go in there. He could probably sleep the night there.’

She leaned down to kiss my mouth, and I tasted another man’s cock on her lips.

Jesus, she was so hot.

I know it was only role-play — at least as far as Catherine and I were concerned — but I still got caught up in it all. My wife was cheating on me, and I had come home early from the airport. I had interrupted their adulterous sex, and now I had her in my arms.

And her lover was still here, hidden away somewhere else in the house.

She moaned as our kiss extended, and one of my hands found its way between her thighs to find her searing-hot pussy. She whimpered a little as I slid a finger inside her, feeling her so wet and creamy.

‘You’re ready for bed already, honey?’ I said in that louder voice that might allow Jack to hear, even if it was just a general sense that I was talking with my wife down here.

‘I wasn’t feeling so well,’ she said. ‘I thought I’d turn in early.’

‘Sounds good. But I have a little work to do before bed…’

‘Of course, honey,’ she said, smiling so brightly at me for going along with this. ‘But don’t be too late. You need to sleep after your trip.’

‘I’ll try not to wake you when I come up…’

We kissed again, reveling in her infidelity. She was so unbelievably beautiful when she’d just had sex with another man. It was hard to quite capture it in words — it was like watching a movie on your phone and then switching to watch it on a giant high-definition TV screen.

Then she stepped away, offering me a mischievous smirk and a silent wave as she parted from me before scampering back upstairs to her secret lover.

I went into my study as though I had some work to do before bed.

The room still smelled faintly of sex from when Jack had fucked her on my desk. The whole house smelled faintly of sex, for that matter. Ordinarily, if a wife had been cheating on her husband and he returned home early like this, the scent in the air would have been a dead giveaway.

But I just sat calmly in my chair, breathing deeply, enjoying it. It was like I was meditating or something. Only, instead of emptying my mind and thinking calm thoughts, I was contemplating my wife going up there to the back bedroom to fuck her hidden lover some more.

They would have to do it quietly. But its forbidden nature would make it sexy as hell.

Jack would enjoy himself, even with the sense of danger that surrounded them.

I could already tell how much Catherine enjoyed merely pretending to cheat on her husband. I wondered how she would feel about cheating on me for real. Would that add another level of excitement to the sex?

I slipped my finger in my mouth, tasting her adulterous pussy.

If she was going to cheat on me for real, it would have to be with somebody else. It couldn’t be a continuation of what she had with Jack, because I knew she was sleeping with Jack.

Would it hurt if she cheated on me for real?

It wouldn’t be the sex that hurt. She knew I was happy for her to have sex with other men. I didn’t like the whole lying thing. I didn’t want Catherine to go behind my back, to deceive me. I wanted her to have the thrill of cheating on me, and yet I didn’t want her to lie to me. I didn’t like the sense of losing control that it would involve if she went off and cheated on me for real.
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I waited fifteen minutes, and then I crept upstairs.

The hardwood floors in our house had been put in relatively recently, so the place was blessedly free of creaking floorboards. I could glide silently in my socks down to the dark hallway outside our back guest bedroom, and nobody could tell I was there.

Before I even arrived outside the back bedroom door, which had been left open a crack as though it was supposed to be shut, I could hear them having sex. They were trying their best to be quiet, sure, but Catherine knew she didn’t need to achieve it entirely, and Jack was driven more by his cock than his head.

Just the sound of it made my hard-on throb like crazy.

Jack believed I was safely downstairs in my study. Catherine would have reassured him that I was a workaholic, that I would be immersed in my caseload, and I wouldn’t hear them anyway.

I stopped outside the door and could peer through the gap to see them on the bed, rutting like wild animals.

Catherine was on all fours on the bed, Jack standing on the floor, fucking her from behind. As he pounded into her, he reached forward to clamp a hand over her mouth to silence her. It only had a limited effect — thrusting that big dick into her soaking pussy with real force, she let out a whimper with every penetration.

I felt safe there in the shadows. I slipped my cock out of my fly to stroke it while I watched them.

I’d watched them have sex earlier that evening, of course. But now, there was a new tension between them, an urgency and a sense of fear that only enhanced the power of their sex.

Jack was going at her with renewed vigor, grabbing her hips and really powering into her.

It was as though knowing I was in the house — the cuckold whose wife he was stealing — enhanced his sense of male power. The presence of the beta boosted his alpha energy.

After a while, Catherine was lying flat on her front along the mattress, rocking back and forth as he plowed her. Both of them were flushed and working up a real sweat.

I watched Catherine turn onto her back, gazing up at him as he resumed fucking her hard. She made it seem very natural the way she directed their angle on the bed so that I could see his big, hard cock squeezing into her bare pussy each time.

I loved the frantic, frenzied energy between them. The way Catherine’s small but perky breasts shook each time he pounded into her. The panting, gasping for breath from the both.

I watched him using my wife like his own personal sex toy, and she was loving every moment of it.

How could a husband not want his wife to be this happy?
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She had to bury her face in the pillows when her orgasm hit, to stifle the yell.

If I’d been a vigilant husband, though, I would have long since heard the strange sound of the bed rocking back and forth.

He came inside her, his whole body flushing red as he hit his jackpot, every muscle in his ripped frame tensing up before his hips jerked once, twice, three times, four — and he shot his latest round of come deep into her.

I shivered at that conflict of feelings — the arousal of watching another man fertilizing my wife like that, along with the fear and revulsion of knowing that no form of birth control was one hundred percent effective.

I pushed away the negativity, concentrating on the look of pure bliss on my wife’s face.

Then I slipped away, leaving them to cuddle up after their furious bout. I wasn’t going to head back down for any more pretend working in the study. I quietly went to the main bedroom, into our marital bed, where I could pull the bedsheets over me and breathe in the scents of their earlier sex, still so massively aroused by what I’d seen that night.

It wasn’t all that long before Catherine slipped into the bed beside me, letting me know as I took her in my arms that her lover was now asleep.

I tasted him on her lips as I kissed her, and felt him in her sex as I slid my brutally hard cock deep into her soaking pussy.

Perhaps there was a little irony in the fact that we had to do our utmost to be quiet as we had sex there in our marital bed. We didn’t want Jack to wake up and hear anything going on. We didn’t want to spike his belief that Catherine and I didn’t really have sex anymore.

But as I reclaimed my gorgeous wife there in our own bed, our sex was nothing like the frantic, frenzied workout as she had fucked her co-worker in our guest bedroom. We moved slowly together, indulging in the feeling of closeness between us, and allowing time for us both to revel in her wicked infidelity, every sense jangling with the lingering evidence of her sex with another man, and the crazy eroticism of a husband who would let his wife sleep with other people.

And after everything that had come before, everything I had witnessed, everything I had considered, what she whispered into my ear just before her orgasm hit — and just before mine did, too — formed no surprise twist.

We held each other close, and she said, ‘I want to cheat on you, my darling. I want to be such a bad wife.’

I felt the strangest rush of losing control — like I was on some mighty rollercoaster plunging down a vertical incline.

‘I want to go behind your back and fuck someone, and you never know a thing until you taste him on my body…’

I couldn’t help but come, so hard, as she said it.


Chapter Thirty-Two




Catherine accepted that I wanted to think about it.

I could tell she was disappointed that I didn’t want to just jump straight in, however. That night, when we had Jack hidden away in a guest bedroom, and she first seriously proposed the idea of cheating on me, my body betrayed me. I was so hard when she told me she wanted to do it.

When I woke in the middle of the night, needing to use the bathroom, and she was no longer there in our bed beside me, I found myself thickening up thinking about her slipping out of our bed to creep down the hallway and into another man’s arms.

I knew she had her lover stashed away in our house. I knew her plan was to continue fucking him at various points during the night if possible, reveling in the sense of wickedness because her husband was also here in the house. I could have gone down there to see them at it — I was confident she’d leave the door open a crack for me to watch.

But I lay there in our bed, stroking my stiffening cock, persuading myself that she was already cheating on me.

Eventually, I heard her orgasm, even if she was pretending to keep quiet to maintain the charade with Jack that their sex was a secret. Then I heard her footsteps on the hardwood floor as she came back to me, slipped back into bed, reeking of him and of their sex.

She came back to me dripping with his come and found me hard and hungry for her.

She confessed to cheating on me with Jack while I sucked on her freshly-fucked pussy. As she lay over me in the classic soixante-neuf stance, she cooed and moaned at how engorged my cock was in her hands and how it throbbed when she spoke of her wickedness.

My body told her of my dark passion, my deviant fascination, my perverted arousal for the concept of her actually cheating on me. And it only fueled her own arousal.

In the morning, she fucked our guest one more time before escorting him to an Uber, insisting that I was fast asleep and Jack was safe and undetected. Then she sat on my face and watched my erection twitch and pulse with excitement as she promised how hot it would be when she came back to our bed, and I knew she’d genuinely been cheating on me.

I couldn’t deny how hot it was to make love to her when she had just been fucked by another man.

I slid into her well-used pussy from behind, and thought about all the various men she’d been with since we’d embarked on this depraved adventure. I just found her sexy when I thought about how naughty she was. How other men desired her and were granted limited access to her. How incredibly beautiful she was when I watched her have sex, rather than had sex with her myself.

I told her she would never be able to cheat on me for long because I would always be able to tell when she’d just had sex with another man.

I asked her how she’d feel when I confronted her and accused her of cheating on me.

And with that, she came, hard, her orgasm seeming to last an unusual length of time — as though I’d wired her up to the mains, and the electricity just kept on flowing into her body.

But when we calmed down, I told her that I needed to think about it.

She nodded her acceptance that this was probably the best thing to do, but I could see from her eyes that she had been hoping I’d just barrel into her latest fantasy without question.

I didn’t want to disappoint her, but I had to consider all the angles. I didn’t want to make decisions with my body still buzzing with post-coital endorphins.
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‘Why would you want to let her cheat on you?’ Rob said over a beer or three. ‘I mean… I get you two have had a wild ride recently… but to let her actually cheat…’

I sighed, feeling the conflicting forces of lust and fear pulling me apart.

‘I don’t know…’ I said. ‘It’s hard to explain. There’s this kind of energy around her when she’s pretending to cheat on me… when she’s banging Jack, that’s what it is. As far as he’s concerned, their affair has been real. And she’s really gotten into pretending she’s been cheating on me. And the effect on her… I mean, God.’

‘You thought she was in love with him,’ Rob nodded.

‘She started out by saying she had feelings for him.’

‘It’s better that she doesn’t.’

‘Sure. I’m relieved.’

‘But that’s not to say there won’t be somebody else…’

I nodded. ‘And if she genuinely cheats on me… keeps it all behind my back… I’d have absolutely no control over anything that developed with her new lover.’

Rob furrowed his eyebrows. ‘It’s not exactly fair, is it? I mean, I understand that she’s extra hot when she’s just been cheating on you, and when she comes back to you… but this whole thing started because you liked to watch her, right? I mean, that was the quid pro quo for you letting her be with other guys…’

I shrugged. ‘Now she feels she needs some independence.’

‘She should have thought of that before she got married.’

‘But I like how she is when she’s independent.’

‘You like watching her have sex. You like having sex with her, knowing she’s just been with someone else. If you let her cheat on you, she’s going to hide all that from you. She gets her side of the bargain, but she doesn’t let you have yours.’

I shook my head. ‘She’s never going to keep everything hidden from me. I’d figure out what she’s up to.’

‘So what, you’re going to examine her panties every time she comes home late from the office?’ he said.’ The point is, you have to get your kicks imagining her fucking other dudes, rather than watching it.’

‘Maybe I just have to work out how to watch her after all.’

Rob laughed. ‘You’re a lawyer, Kevan, not a spy.’

I shrugged. ‘It’s much easier to be an amateur spy these days than it used to be.’

‘Would you tell her you’re spying on her?’

‘If she’s not going to tell me she’s cheating…’ I said. I felt a sharp acid bite in my stomach just saying it. Hiding things from your spouse was hardly healthy for a marriage.

‘The flip side of the cheating wife story, huh? The suspicious husband. The stalker husband.’

‘This whole thing started because I like to watch her. If she cheats… maybe I get to watch a whole different side of her. Catherine, when she doesn’t know she’s being watched.’

‘The magnificent, exotic hotwife in her natural environment…’ Rob chuckled. ‘Roaming the plains…’

‘She wants the thrill of complete sexual liberation,’ I said, ‘then I get to enjoy the thrill of watching her.’

Rob nodded. ‘She wouldn’t disapprove even if she found out you were watching her. She likes you watching, right?’

‘Maybe she assumes I would at least try to see what’s going on.’

‘But if she knows you’re watching… it wouldn’t be like you’re observing her in the wild…’

‘If she knows I know she’s cheating, it wouldn’t really be Catherine in the wild.’

‘And it’s not really cheating if you’ve allowed her to do it.’

‘No. But there’s not much that can be done about that.’

‘Tell her she can’t cheat.’

I looked at Rob. ‘What, and hope she cheats anyway? The whole point about the cheating is I don’t want her telling me lies. Deceiving me. If I tell Catherine I don’t want her to cheat on me, she’s not going to want to cheat on me.’

There was a pause between Rob and myself, and I could hear my heart pounding. Was I hoping Catherine would be the type of wife who would respect my wishes if I told her not to cheat on me? Or that she would decide to go against my demands?

Rob said, ‘You could tell her not to cheat on you, and then drop little hints suggesting you’re really hoping she might anyway…’

I sighed. ‘If I dropped hints, she would get the idea I was okay with it — and it wouldn’t be cheating.’

Rob nodded. ‘And if you told her not to cheat… and somebody you knew well got in touch to let her know that secretly you do want her to cheat…’

I laughed. ‘She’d still be under the impression that I wanted her to cheat, only now I was telling her to do it via my henchman.’

‘Henchman!’ Rob said with mock outrage.

We sat there and silently sipped our beers for a moment or two. Then my friend said, ‘What if… you tell her adamantly that you don’t want her to cheat. That it would be bad for your marriage. But then someone you know well goes to her and says he’s spoken with you, and he suspects that although you’re dead against cheating… perhaps you secretly want it to happen.’

‘I guess that could be the nearest we get…’ I said cautiously.

‘Maybe… someone you know well… could ask her out on a date… claiming they just know you’d be okay with it if you ever found out…’

I looked at my friend, my heart rate actually picking up at the thought that he would seduce my wife out from under me like that. And maybe act as my informant along the way.

‘Your friend might be able to persuade her that if you ever found out about her cheating with him… you’d be okay with it. More than okay.’

‘That person I know well could tip me off about their dating plans…’ I suggested.

What could I say — Rob had had a crush on my wife for ages. And right now, he looked so eager. It was almost cute.

With a wry smile, I said slowly, ‘Now, where might I find somebody I know well enough…’

Rob grinned and held up his hand. ‘I volunteer as tribute!’
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But first came my rejection of Catherine’s suggestion.

She was in bed when I returned from my night out with Rob. I told her I’d been thinking about the whole cheating thing and that I had come to the conclusion that perhaps it would be a step too far for us. That I wasn’t comfortable with her hiding things from me, deceiving me, lying to me.

‘I wouldn’t have to lie to you,’ she insisted. ‘If you ever came out and asked me about it…’

I shook my head. ‘Maybe… I’m just not ready for something like that.’

She gazed at me, motionless for a long moment. I could tell how disappointed she was. Devastated, almost. It really made me feel awful.

Then she nodded. ‘If that’s how you feel.’

Accepting my decision. Just not being particularly happy about it.

Then, sounding as though she was turning the page, changing the subject, moving on, she said, ‘So… you had a good time with Rob?’

‘Uh… yeah. He’s a lot of fun,’ I said. ‘I get to just be myself when I hang out and it’s just the two of us. You know, no pretensions.’

She nodded. ‘That’s nice. God, it reminds me I haven’t talked to my friends from college for a while.’

‘You should call them,’ I suggested. I lay beside her on the bed, kissed her cheek, a hand on her shoulder that hinted at my desire for something to happen between us. I said, ‘Are you seeing Jack sometime soon?’

But she gently turned her back to me, indicating that she wasn’t in the mood for anything.

‘I think I might take a break from all that,’ she said, in the kind of casual tone that tried to make it sound as though it wasn’t connected to the fact that I’d just rejected her big sex fantasy.

‘You have been overdoing it recently,’ I said, lying back in a deliberately relaxed manner.

There was a tension between us that I didn’t like. I felt irritated that she would push our limits and then turn her back to me because it made me uncomfortable. She was disappointed in me for not automatically going along with whatever filthy scenario she proposed.

But my irritation with her wasn’t completely sincere.

I had a secret plan to make her fantasy come true and spy on her when it did. I was going to help my friend seduce my wife, supposedly behind my back. She would get to cheat. I would maintain control. I felt a little guilty — who would be the biggest deceiver here?

But how hot would it be to watch my wife actually cheating on me?


Chapter Thirty-Three




Things were strained between Catherine and me for a while.

I thought at first that she was punishing me for refusing her wish to cheat on me. It seemed ridiculous that she would — and I was quietly angry for her for being that way. We got into arguments about it, mainly when I reacted to her giving me the quiet treatment, continuing to be cold toward me, refusing sex.

‘I never told you that you couldn’t see other guys,’ I said.

Catherine went bright red and insisted, ‘I know. It’s nothing to do with that.’

I said, ‘I don’t even have to be there when you do see other guys if that’s really how you want to do it. I just want to know what happens. I want to be a part of it.’

She pursed her lips and sighed, as though I was missing something obvious, but she wasn’t going to tell me what it was — I was supposed to just know.

I barked, ‘Any normal husband would have divorced you a long time ago.’

And with that, she burst into tears and walked out on me.

There’s this philosophy in long-term relationships that you’re not supposed to let the sun go down on an argument. But I did. It felt like there was a brick wall between me and Catherine. How could I possibly just end the conflict?

As far as I was concerned, I had given her so much — almost everything she’d ever wanted from me. I felt a huge injustice — I mean, the typical husband wouldn’t even conceive of allowing his wife to touch another man, let alone get involved in the kind of entanglements Catherine had been in recent months.

But when I expressed such sentiments, it might end an argument, but it usually involved her walking out on me.

Damn it.

We were not having sex. We were not even being affectionate.

Our marriage was broken.

I talked to Rob about it, and he advised me to try to keep calm and just let things go. Maybe she was dealing with something that I couldn’t understand. Perhaps she just needed time to manage whatever was going on in her head. I took his advice and stopped reacting to her lack of engagement.

We became like roommates, except we usually slept in the same bed.

Sometimes, though, we didn’t even sleep in the same bed. I’d be back home in Connecticut after work — or so close to home that I couldn’t face turning around to return to the city — and Catherine would text me, letting me know she was working late and too tired to face the commute. She would be spending the night in our Lower East Side apartment.

One thing I came to realize was that she wasn’t punishing me for refusing to make her latest sex fantasy come true. She was embarrassed about asking me in the first place.

I could see it in her eyes. I could see it when I looked at her, and she averted her gaze slightly. The faint flush in her cheeks when she did so.

She had gone out on a limb to move our adventure into darker territory, and I had made her feel she’d gone way too far. I’d humiliated her through my rejection. The moment I realized how I’d made her feel, I felt powerful guilt — the whole reason I’d kept my secret fantasy to myself until she’d discovered my late-night masturbation sessions was because I was frightened that my wife would reject me, think me some kind of deviant. And when you were married, that kind of fear was about the prospect of many years of a loss of respect from your spouse.

I’d made Catherine feel that way. And she was such a well-respected, virtuous, highly professional person whose reputation was everything to her.

And yet, still, I couldn’t talk to her about all this. I couldn’t find the words. I feared I would only make her feel even more embarrassed to bring it up.

I talked to Rob, who hid well his disappointment that our whole cheating subterfuge now seemed like a non-starter, and he persuaded me to just give it time and give Catherine space.
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She had become my roommate, and that’s not necessarily rare for a marriage that’s years down the road. Things between Catherine and me relaxed, the tension eased, and we seemed to be moving forward and away from the cold resentment and silent blame game.

She even seemed to appreciate that I wasn’t pressuring her for sex. I accepted that she had mental issues to deal with, and was giving her the space to do that.

But the thing was, while Catherine had lost her libido, I hadn’t.

My wife had become my roommate, but I happened to live with a very beautiful roommate. I harbored an enormous crush on my roommate.

I had to keep my hands off her and treat her with respect, but I couldn’t help stealing glances at her when she was back from the gym, or from a run, wearing skin-tight clothing. I couldn’t help ogling her when she was getting dressed, and she thought I had my back turned, or that the bathroom door was closed enough to keep me from seeing.

I could lie in bed with her and get an erection from a glimpse of her shoulder.

It would keep me awake, of course. Lying there, breathing in her light, sweet fragrance, unable to keep from recalling those occasions when I’d watched her stripping off and toying with other men.

The insomnia was back. I was back to hanging out in my study in the middle of the night, or in the living room in front of the TV, releasing my sexual frustration with some solitary masturbation. I didn’t need pornography, though. I could close my eyes and bring to mind images of my dark sexual fantasies — but the images were from my memory, not my imagination.

I had become a secret pervert again. Jesus. Stealing her underwear from the laundry basket to indulge in her intimate scent as I fantasized about her.

I even fantasized that she had been cheating on me.

I told myself that her sudden loss of libido and lack of interest in sex was because she really was finding it elsewhere.

I mean, what if it was true? What if she’d decided that whatever I said to her, she was going to do it anyway. She knew that whatever I told her, the prospect of her cheating was arousing to me.

I searched for evidence, but of course, there was none.

I grilled Rob.

‘I swear, man! I am not sleeping with your wife!’ he insisted.

I believed him. And if Catherine was going to cheat on me, there were probably easier people for her to cheat with. Rob sympathized with me, though.

‘The concept of cheating’s been put out there,’ he said. ‘But you were right: if you’d given her permission to cheat, it wouldn’t be cheating. And if she wants to experience the full dark thrills of cheating on you, it wouldn’t even work to have some kind of intermediary to make sure you were both on the same page with this one. That wouldn’t be cheating either.’

‘Jesus,’ I said, feeling anxiety twanging my nerves like someone playing a bass guitar. ‘What if she really is cheating on me?’

My heart was hammering in my chest.

I had a goddamn erection.

Stupidly, that dark part of me deep inside wanted this to be true.

I started coming up with strategies to discover her cheating. I started researching technology to bug our house. To track her car. To watch what was going on at our city apartment.

On nights when she was staying alone in our apartment — or, heavens forbid, out of the city on a business trip — I lay in bed jacking off to the fantasy that, at that very moment, she was hitting on some guy, seducing him, inviting back to her bed.

The trouble was, I had no real outlet for these fantasies. I couldn’t reclaim my wife, enjoying her wicked, cheating body. We weren’t having sex at all.

My paranoia started driving me to the belief that Catherine really was cheating — I mean, someone like her, someone who had become such a thrill seeker, could not just suddenly switch it off, surely? She couldn’t suddenly become a nun.

I decided to check up on her.

I bought surveillance equipment, for God’s sake. I rigged up hidden cameras in our city apartment — in a couple of electrical outlets, in a phone charger, within the bedroom light shade, and even in the medical cabinet in the bathroom.

Now, when she engineered a solitary stay in our city apartment while I was at home in Connecticut, I could see what she did when she got there.

Curiously enough, I felt deeply disappointed when I sat in front of my laptop, monitoring all the cameras. When Catherine entered the apartment, she was alone.

‘You’ve got to tell her you want her,’ Rob advised me, thinking that now I was going too far by setting up spy cameras in our own apartment. ‘When did you last say to her, ‘Look, I know we’ve been through a rocky patch, but I want to have sex with you’?’

I raised my eyebrows. ‘Very romantic.’

‘Sometimes you have to be pragmatic.’

‘Were you pragmatic when your three marriages came to an end?’ I said, exasperated.

Rob nodded, accepting that his advisory credentials might be thrown into doubt by his record of three failed marriages. ‘I know I came to a point where it was all over. Multiple times. And one of them was just, you know, a catastrophe. But I took two of my wives to marriage counselors. Maybe that’s what you need to do.’

I sighed. Nodded.

That night, I watched my wife getting into the apartment. She was still alone.

This time, though, I could watch from various different angles as she stripped off her work clothes and showered, then put on her nightwear. I stroked my cock while I spied on my own wife, recording scenes of her getting naked, soaping up.

Was I the bad guy here?
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I decided to confront my wife. It was time to do something about our sexual malaise.

My decision came after a boozy meeting with new clients. Catherine had texted me to let me know she would be staying in the apartment that evening — I hadn’t told her I was still in the city; she had assumed I was already back in Connecticut.

I was too drunk to drive home. I couldn’t face the train.

I had to go over to the apartment. It was destiny.

When I turned up, she wasn’t there yet. I guessed she was probably working late. I joked to myself that maybe she really was out in some hotel, sleeping with someone else.

It was midnight when I heard the key in the lock.

When she came in, I was sitting on our couch waiting for her like some mafia assassin.

‘Where have you been?’ I said.

‘What’re you doing here?’ she said.

‘I’m here to tell you I’m not taking it anymore.’

‘Taking what? Are you drunk, my darling?’

‘You cheated on me,’ I said.

She stepped up to me, amused at the state I was in. ‘So what?’ she said. I was totally taken aback by her calm amusement. ‘You haven’t exactly been performing recently.’

She stood with a hand on her hip, all Girl Power.

‘Me not performing?’ I was aghast. The injustice was palpable.

‘You can’t expect someone like me to go from tons of sex to absolutely nothing without so much as a by your leave,’ she said.

I was speechless.

‘There’s a guy I’ve been seeing recently…’

I was hard as a fricking rock.

‘…but tonight I thought maybe it was time to end all that, find someone new.’

She looked like she’d just come straight in from work. She didn’t look like she’d just slept with someone. But I was drunk.

I said, ‘You fucked him tonight?’

She grinned, removed her jacket. God, she looked gorgeous. I was melting inside. ‘Well, I thought maybe one last time might be good for both of us, you know?’

I took her by the wrist. Her eyes flashed at my uncharacteristically brusque treatment.

‘You cheated on me,’ I hissed.

‘What’re you going to do about it?’ she said.
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MaxSebastian.net/his-crush-on-my-wife

You May Kiss The Bride

Young newlyweds have problems in the wedding bed, and need the help of friends to prepare the bride to fully consummate the marriage…

MaxSebastian.net/you-may-kiss-the-bride

Marriage 2.0

Couples rekindle their passion for each other through a high-tech service that arranges erotic adventures based on their personal fantasies…

MaxSebastian.net/marriage-2-0

My Best Friend’s Wife

A struggling novelist asks his friend to have an affair with his gorgeous wife so he can understand what his novel’s protagonist is going through.

MaxSebastian.net/my-best-friends-wife

A Lockdown Affair

A husband discovers his wife has been having an affair during the Pandemic, but when he investigates, he finds her infidelity strangely arousing…

MaxSebastian.net/a-lockdown-affair

His Week With My Wife

An unfaithful wife must confess all to her husband when one of her lovers invites himself to stay with her for a week — and to turn him down could mean losing her job.

MaxSebastian.net/his-week-with-my-wife

And there’s plenty more at MaxSebastian.net
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