
        
            
                
            
        

    

















I took one look at her when she came through our condo front door, and I knew right away. She did it again. I didn’t even let her make me wade through her usual waves of denials and obfuscations this time.
“Again?” I sank my head forward on my neck and jammed my fists into my waist. My wider waist, albeit — I was not the highly-tuned professional athlete she married five years ago, not since my forced retirement from concussions, anyways. But nor was she the bashful and soft-spoken Iowa State Homecoming Queen I married at the zenith of my professional career. I applauded her skill at rapidly turning her association with me into, ultimately, a position as marketing director at one of the biggest sports clothing companies in the country.
Candace flopped to the floor like she’d lost all strength and leaned against the bank of windows in the French doors that lead to my office off our vast living room. Candace and I — we were the most visible power couple for several states around, me for the charity and addiction awareness work I now devoted myself to, and she for the splashy and industry-shaking marketing she directed at what was quickly becoming our state’s biggest employer. When she was pushed forward as the model for the alumni’s idea of the perfect native Iowan corn-blonde girl, she learned the role and executed it to perfection. Now, she was being put out there as the mid-west’s model for the powerful, independent, glass-ceiling-smashing modern executive woman of the new quarter century, and she was proving herself skillfully adept at learning that role equally well. Everybody thought I was the luckiest bastard alive. But they didn’t know about her debilitating illness.
Like a lot of icons, me included, she had a fatal flow. “I guess I really am addicted,” she said from the floor still her in her black business pointy pumps and short, black power-woman pencil-skirt dress. She hiccuped with a chuckle and failed to cover her grin with her hand. “Addicted to risk, if not to sex exactly,” she clarified, swinging her sallow face over to me where I sat on the middle of the sectional with my arms widely out to my sides like a man trying to balance himself on a tipping, sinking boat. She squinted and closed one eye and looked down her gun finger at me as though trying to steady her aim at the centre of my eyes. “Little different,” she hissed.
I had my flaws too, or at least, it could look like that from the outside, if anyone knew what she was doing to me without any apparent protest coming from me. Only, I really did believe it was a mental health issue that made her do it time and time again. As an advocate on addiction, I knew a little bit about which I spoke. I’m the one who identified it for her as an addiction in the first place, an addiction that worked as incessantly as any dripping vial of acid does on the most metallic of character cores.
In any event, I could hardly divorce her over it. Our divorce would be the biggest story of the year, and all she would have to do is use that word — “addiction”— and I’d be sunk, financially and professionally.  How could the most outspoken advocate for mental health and addiction cruelly divorce his own wife over her mental health and addiction struggles? I had a lucrative if short athletic career and I knew a lot about the fickleness of fans. And of course, there’d be nothing she could do that would match what I used to do, and that any number of people could talk about, having witnessed me do it.
My wife’s proclivities were already the state’s worst-kept secret, to which I had a career of currying favour with the media to thank for keeping it on the down-low so far.  She wasn’t exactly the most secretive of cheating wives. But if a divorce filing came out of it? The unofficial embargo on the news of her constant philandering, and mine, in the past, would end even with my closest friends in media, as they already assured me. And the stories about my cruelty to her would not be far behind. My wife could play any role you gave her. Playing victim would be no sweat.
“Where this time?” I said to Candace. I needed to know if there were a few phone calls I had to make, a few media careers to enhance with my presence and my interviews.
“You mean the bar?” She looked at me with dark-lined glassy eyes that still, despite it all, revved me.
“Which bar, Candace?”
“Do you mean O’Callaghan’s?” She bit her fingertip and gazed either through me or in front of me, it was hard to tell with her eyes focusing and un-focusing like some automatic camera lens.
“Okay, O’Callaghan’s,  I think I actually know that place, I think I know the owner, if that’s the one down on West 10th.”
“I didn’t fuck anybody there, if that’s what you’re thinking,” she rolled her eyes at me and hung an exaggerated frown. But she grinned like a girl with a secret and hiccuped a couple more chuckles again.
“I wasn’t thinking that,” I assured her. O’Callaghans was no night club or sports bar. It was an elegant business-class Irish-style pub with probably the highest money-deals per square foot of any real estate in that part of the country. Which did make me wonder — “What did you do there then?”
She laughed and flung herself over at 90 degrees and folded her legs and reached her arms straight out in front of her over the floor like she was attempting some twisted yoga move. She inhaled her laughs like someone reminiscing about things they got away with.
“What did you do, Candace?” I repeated myself. I smiled too — it helped her remain open to me, to keep telling me the details that I needed to carry out my inevitable clean up. I had to tip-toe around her lest she shut down in a fury of judged feelings.
“You don’t condemn the mentally deranged!” she shouted at me the last time I made that mistake. “A bad, bad look for Big Cal, so-called friend of the sick!”
“I didn’t do anything!” she pulled herself up and shrugged and bugged her eyes out like it was me who was mystifying her and not the other way around.  “It’s what he did to me . . . “ she grinned and looked away at the glass in the door.
“Who, baby?”
“Search me,” she replied as though my questioning had become so tiresome. “Some guy. I didn’t get a chance to get his name. He was too busy.” She erupted in skirmishes of laughter again. “Under the table,” she snorted with her shoulders pulling up around her ears.
“He was under the table?”
“In the corner, not in the middle of the place. Do you think I have no class at all?”
“Okay,” I tried to calm her. “Under the table in the corner. At O’Callaghan’s.”
“At O’Callaghan’s, right!” she squinted one eye and pointed her finger gun at me again, scoping me down the length of her finger.
“What was he doing under the table?”
She stared at me with a suddenly blank expression and her head swam unsteadily atop her rubbery neck. She smacked her lips and examined her nails and raised her eyebrows at me. “Why, he was eating me out, dear,” she finally announced flatly.
I let it sink in a moment. I cleared my throat and ran my tongue against my cheek, between my bottom teeth and my lip, and out to my other cheek. I smiled at her and, a few stalled moments later, she smiled back at me.
“He was up inside your dress?” I asked her.
“Oh yeah, right up in there good.” She gripped the bottom hem of her skirt and yanked it up around her hips, rocking on her butt to pull it up to her back behind her. She twisted sitting on the floor to face me and pulled up her knees and fell back on her elbows. She scrunched a hand into the delicate art nouveau fabric of her olive-green satin panties — nothing but the height of fashion for her, both over and under — and she repeated herself, “Right up in here, baby.”
I considered her again and took my time forming my next question. She groaned and grimaced and rubbed herself with her legs falling open wider. She revelled in her ability to provoke me, but she wasn’t going to win this time. “And your panties, is he over or under those?”
“Oh, those?” she laughed. “I haven’t seen those since then, and you know,” she made the point emphatically with a pointed finger, “I really miss them too! They were sexy!” she grinned crookedly.
“You lost your panties there?”
“There, in the elevator, in the alley, who knows,” she shrugged with an exaggerated drooping mouth. “But that’s where they came off I guess.”
I made a note of it. It would be the kind of thing an enterprising staff member would pocket and sell to any number of national news outlets, legit or otherwise.
“So how did you meet him? You obviously didn't know him, did you?”
She pushed herself up long enough to shrug with her arms widely out to her sides, before falling back down on her elbows. She pushed her curled-up fist back under her panties. “Some guy at the bar, we just started talking. Oh!” she sat up again. “I remember! I had done the presentation to the army brass earlier that afternoon, and you know, I think,” she tapped her finger to her lips and tilted her head to the side, “I wonder if he was one of those guys in that room. He might have been one of those guys,” she said with a nod.
“A guy from the army?”
“Green?” she shrugged and laughed and lowered herself back onto her elbows before lying fully on her back. Between her pulled up legs, the front of her panties moved in lumps as her hand slipped back under the waistband. “Green. So probably Army. But he wasn’t in his fatigues anymore at the bar.”
“How did you end up in the corner? And which corner?”
“How do I know which corner, it was dark. Jesus,” she moaned. She rubbed herself in full view of me sitting in front of her on the couch, staring at the ceiling like she was watching a movie of herself. “I said something about what a girl really wants, and he said ‘What’s that?’ and so I told him. ‘A blow job.’ And he says, ‘You want to give me a blowjob?’ and I said, ‘No, silly, I want you to give me one.’ And he said ‘Where?’ and I said, ’Right over there, under that table by that gorgeous painting,’ and it really was a gorgeous painting. A peasant couple dragging their hoes over the dirt.”
The Paul Henry. I knew it. The Potato Diggers. So I now knew the table where it happened. “So how did it happen?”
“I sat down, he sat down,” she gestured with her hand turned up like it was an ordinary business trip. “I said to him, ‘Get to work, boy,’ and he slid down under the table and I pulled my dress up around my hips, I opened my legs, and he proceeded to blow me.” She shrugged like it ought to have been obvious to me.
“People around?”
“People around.”
“No one noticed?”
“I wouldn’t know. I wasn’t exactly noticing if people were noticing me or not.” She pushed her chin down to her chest with her straight finger. “If you know what I mean,” she said with exaggerated coyness and a big grin.
She rolled over and ended up on her hands and knees. She crawled toward me where I sat on the couch and pulled herself up to a kneeling position between my legs. She rested her elbows on my knees and lifted her face up to mine and looked at me through strands of hair that had fallen messily over her face.
“He turned out to be very expert, darling,” she said before curling her lips tight together with a slight grin like she had inadvertently revealed a secret.
I didn’t want to ask but I had to. I had to know what staff there might have seen. “How expert?”
“He, you know,” and she rolled her eyes back and and fluttered her eyelids.
I swallowed and breathed in long and slow and exhaled, counting to five. “He made you cum?”
She reached into my crotch and scrunched her hand around my cock and balls and lowered her chin to the cushion between my knees. “He did.” She snorted out her nose and began to pull and tug at the shoulders of her dress before she sat back on her calves and pushed the buttons out one by one going down her chest.
“So you’re sitting at the table and you’re having an orgasm.”
She dropped one shapely and shiny shoulder back and down to pull the dress off one side and then the other, so that the top fell down around her slim and toned body and she contorted herself as she rose back up to kneel forward and to start tugging at the tail of my belt. “It was a big one too,” she groaned with a grin. “And fast!” she widened her eyes and looked at me with wonderment on her face. She fed the tail of my belt through the buckle and pulled hard to free the pin. She fed the button of my pants through its  buttonhole and she tugged the panels of my pants open and pressed then down hard onto my hips to make them stay open.
“And after?” I said trying to ignore how she was attempting to distract me.
“After?” she frowned with vague bewilderment. She fished my cock out from the slit of my boxers and stood it up in front of her face. “My dinner came of course.” She raised herself on her knees and held her face over my cock, pulling her hair out of the way. “Steak coq au vin, I think.” She played her tongue out and pushed her lips around the head of my cock and sank down over me, rubbing and massaging the underside of my cock with her tongue. She came up off of me and looked up to my face with her hand wrapped tightly around my cock where she slowly, rhythmically, pumped me. “But that wasn’t who I fucked at all,” she said, before plunging her face back down over my cock so far, I could feel the back of her throat with the head.
She bobbed up and down even while she pulled her arms from the sleeves of her slinky black dress and rocked on her knees to pull it down the rest of her body and off her legs. She maintained a perfect and steady rhythm sucking me off now dressed only in her aqua lace full cup bra, her low-rise hipster panties, aqua lace too, her pointy shoes, a pearl necklace, real of course, and a pierced belly button — her one little fashion nod to rebellion.
She pulled off me and caught her breath and pushed my cock against her cheek and jaw and licked at it, kissed it, and pushed her head all over it as though she couldn’t get enough of it, as though she worshipped it. “Don’t you want to know who fucked me, baby?”
I gripped the forward edge of the couch cushions and watched the top of her blonde head as she dove back down on me shoving me through and down a portion of her throat.
I tried to ignore her provocations but my mind swirled. “Was it the same night?”
She lifted her face off my cock and laughed languidly. She knew me I think better than I knew myself. “It was,” she said in a guttural and low tone. She knew I would have to ask. She licked at my cock as she locked her eyes on mine. “I am such a dirty nasty girl, aren’t I.”
I was beginning to think that maybe she was. “Where did you do it?” I always had to start with the location — who might have seen it, where I might need to go, who might I need to call.
She stood up in front of me and kicked off her shoes, sending them flying she knew not where or cared. With her feet and knees pressed tightly together, she pressed her hands into her hips and rotated them over her swaying thighs, circling her hips and knees and jutting her pelvis toward me. When I raised my eyes from her ankles to her hips to her stomach and on up to her chest, her neck, her mouth, and finally her eyes, she snorted lightly and smiled with her eyes fluttering closed. She reached up behind her head, pulled her hair over her face, and pushed her hands over the top of her head. She danced for me between my knees, turning around and pushing her pretty ass out toward my face.
“In the alley this time,” she said breathily.
“In the alley. What alley?” I said unable to take my eyes off her mesmerizing ass.
“The one near the hotel of course,” she said. She pushed back harder until her panties touched my chest. I continued to hold the edge of the couch tightly. She danced and brushed her ass against my chest and stomach.
“Going which way?”
“To the nightclub, silly,” she said. She lowered herself until she was sitting on my lap with her long, toned back to my chest.
“Which club was that?”
She began to lap dance on me. “The one around the corner,” she groaned like my questions were a burden. She pressed her hands into my knees and hovered her panties over my cock that stood up and glistened from her saliva.
“Was it not a bit risky, outside like that?”
She twisted around and sneered at me. “It’s like you don’t understand the first thing about me,” she said, and she leaned back to press her back into my chest. She slid her hips back and forth and rubbed the fabric of the crotch of her panties up and down the top of my cock. “It’s all about the risk, I thought you knew that,” she exhaled.
“Was it dark at least?” I lost stability in my neck and became mesmerized by her scent and hair and shoulders rubbing all over me.
“Of course it was dark,” she groaned. “What do you think I am?” She leaned forward and pulled her hair up off her back and over the top of her head. It was her way of asking me to unclasp her pretty aqua lace bra. She wavered on my lap, swaying to the music and rubbing herself against my erection.
I unhooked it and she shook her body til the shoulder straps fell limply down her arms and she caught her bra as it fell from the front of her body and flung it lightly with her elongated fingers to the side of the couch. She pressed her palms into her breasts and she squeezed herself and tugged her nipples with a groan. “His cock was bigger than yours, but don’t worry,” she suddenly spun around. “That doesn’t threaten you does it?” She wore an exaggerated expression of concern and stopped froze on me.
“No, it doesn’t,” I assured her. She was being ridiculous.
“It went deeper than your cock goes,” she said, still twisted around, still studying my face with her own serious expression. “Even when you do me from behind.”
“Is that so,” I stroked her shapely back and she began to start moving again on me.
“It almost hurt,” she chuckled, falling back so her head rested on my chest. She looked up through her hair to the underside of my chin. “Maybe it bothers you as a man too much to hear how your pretty wife fucks other men who are bigger that you.” She continued to tug and massage her breasts lying on top of me.
“Who was it?”
“A man.” She wavered and squirmed on me. When I wrapped my hands around her and took her breasts in my hands, she reached up and over her head and held the back of my neck, stretching her body out on top of me.
“I figured that. Where did you meet him?”
“He was walking toward me.” She danced nearly horizontally on top of me. Her body writhed under my eyes and her lips parted and her eyes closed.
“Just a guy walking toward you on the sidewalk?”
“Uh-huh,” she rocked her ass hard into my crotch. “He looked at me in that way. You wouldn’t understand — you’re not a woman.” She reached under her body and pushed my cock out from under her so it rose up between her legs.
“What way was that?”
She pressed her fingers up and down along the underside of my cock pressing it against the crotch of her panties. “Like he was thinking about how it would be to fuck me.”
“Is that all it takes now?” I tried to control my breathing but she could feel my lungs fill and empty more rapidly under her head.
“No,” she guffawed. “But he looked nice. He looked married. Not a stray. He was looked after.” Her body opened up and writhed on mine. She snaked her ankles around my calves and contorted herself and squirmed on me. She used my cock to rub herself.
“So he’s walking past you?”
“We looked at each other. It’s like there’s a code, there’s a look, and you just know, they’re one of them.”
“One of who?”
She twisted around and looked up into my eyes from below like she was shocked she had to explain something so elemental to me. “People who love to fuck, honey. People who have to fuck.” She pressed her shoulders and heels down and lifted her hips enough to work her panties down her legs, and she wriggled her feet until they fell off and landed on the floor. “The addicted ones, like me,” she grinned and snorted to herself.
“So then, what?”
“I gestured with my head up the alley.” She giggled and tickled her stomach and her sides with her lightly stroking fingertips. “He grinned like the Cheshire Cat.”
“Right there, in plain view?”
“No, dummy,” she said, rolling over on my body and resting her chin on her sideways fists planted on my chest. She pushed her face down to kiss my neck. “Behind the dumpster.”
“There was a dumpster?”
“It was dirty.” She licked my jaw and kissed under my ear. She pulled her body up my body so that my cock sprang up behind her ass between her legs.
“In it or against it? On it?”
She laughed and shook her head. “What do you take me for, baby?” She pushed up further and kissed my lips and moaned. “Against of course. I’m a classy fucking whore, I’m not a trashy kind of slut. I was wearing my new clubbing outfit, too. I didn’t want it to get dirty.”
“Of course.”
She reached over her back and down below her butt and she scratched her fingernails lightly along the underside of my cock. “He made me face away from him and bend over.”
“He made you?”
“He was forceful.” She pushed my cock between the cheeks of her ass and ground her hips down. “He used his feet to make me spread ‘em, Dano,” she tittered. “I had on my very tight sequinned miniskirt so I had to tell him to just wait a sec and I pulled it up to my waist.
“Were you wearing panties?”
She pulled herself up and settled her face directly above mine. My cock, stiff and big, was standing up against her pussy that she slid up and down over. Her knees fell into the cushion of the couch on either side of my hips. “I already told you,“ she kissed me. “I lost them at the pub — at O’Callaghan’s. “
“You didn’t go up and get another pair?”
She wrapped my head up in her arms and pushed her breasts into my face. “I wanted to go dancing in my shortest skirt with no panties.” She gasped as she slid her pussy up my cock and played with the head of it poking at her lips. “Just to see what would happen.”
“What happened?” I swallowed hard and wrapped my hands around her ass.
“I didn’t even get there!” She uncurled her hips and the head of my cock poked inside her like some kind of release button was pressed. She sighed and opened her mouth in a wide smile of bliss.
“The alley.”
“The alley,” she nodded dreamily. She slid her pussy down my shaft and curled her hips in to sink herself fully onto me. “I braced myself grabbing the top edge of the dumpster with cars and people going by twenty feet away and he just . . . ” she bit her lip and shook her body.
I gripped her ass and squeezed. I pushed her up and down on my cock like I was masturbating myself with her body. “He just what?”
She grunted and arched her back and shoved her breasts against my mouth and face. “Fuck, baby,” she cried to the ceiling. “. . . he just fucking rammed me like I was a dog, like I was an animal!” She began to slide faster up and down against me. “He fucked me cruelly, baby. He fucked me too hard!” She made the sounds of someone crying, but she was grinning too. She started to snort repeatedly out her nostrils like a bull getting ready, and she grabbed the back of the couch over my head and started to frantically buck her body harder against mine. “He was rough,” she said with her eyes closed. “He was big,” she whimpered. “He pulled my hair and he slapped my butt and when I tried to get away,” she twisted my skin in her fingers and she ground her pussy so hard down against my hips she hurt me, “he grabbed me by the hips and lifted me right off the ground. Oh fuck!” She cried.
“Did he,” I said barely able to breathe. Her hips moved on me more in a vibration than a fucking motion, and her whole body pumped maniacally on mine.
“Fuck baby, he just held me up like I was some sort of fuck toy for him,” she bit my ear and cried out. “I was like a rag doll in his arms.” She fucked me wildly. “All my limbs just swung freely, I was like nothing but a wet pussy to him. I swear to god I could feel his cock shoving my guts around.”
She began to fuck me harder and she made grunts and groans. “He came inside of me, too, the pig.”
“With nothing on?”
“Don’t be silly,” she barely winced out. “I stuck a condom on him.” She cried out to the ceiling and ceased all movement. I could feel my cock become squeezed inside her and her muscles seemed to grip and release me. She had the most extraordinary pussy. You could feel it like a hand pulling on you, milking you to make you cum inside her. That was her having an orgasm.
She pushed off of me and stood up to extend her hand to me. She turned as though she wanted to lead me to the bedroom.
“Was that the end of it then?”
She rolled her eyes and gasped like I was such a bore. “I went to the club, didn’t I tell you? And the guy!” She squealed and covered her face with her hands. “He was in there too! Isn’t that hilarious!”
“I thought you said you went back to your hotel room after the alley.”
She turned around stood there naked staring at me. “Do you want to shoot your cum over my tits this time? I’m going for a shower anyway. You can.”
“Was there something that happened at the club?”
“Or my face? Do you want to shoot your hot cum all over my pretty face?” She stroked her face with her fingers enticing me.
“Is that a yes or a no?”
She hung her arms loosely at her sides and searched the ceiling through the corners of her eyes and twisted her lips together like a kid thinking. “Umm,” she said emphatically. “The club?”
“The club.”
She looked sideways. “The club is kind of a blur, yeah,” she nodded.
“You remember nothing?”
“They guy, I remembered him.”
“And nothing else?”
“He had some friends. We were sitting at his table.”
“There were other couples?”
“Just male friends I think,” she said quietly like that part was secret.
“You’re at a table with a few guys?”
“Did I say four guys?”
“It was four guys?”
“Sometimes.”
“What do you mean, sometimes?”
She shrugged. “It was a blur. People coming and going.”
“What exactly were you doing there?”
“He made me!”
“He made you what?”
She pursed her lips, looked down, and grinned sheepishly.
“He made you what?”
“He made me blow them.”
“Jesus Christ. All of them?”
She just nodded.
“How?”
“Under the table.”
“How many guys?”
She searched the ceiling with her wondering eyes a long time before looking at me and shrugging. “I lost count. He kept bringing his friends over.”
“Did you swallow them?”
“Uh-huh!” she affirmed as thought it were a point of pride. “All up! Just like you taught me how!” she smiled. I had done that.
It was worse than I thought. “Did you fuck any of them?”
“I might have fucked a man on the elevator.”
“There was an elevator at the club?” I thought I knew which club she meant, but I didn’t recall an elevator.
She pulled her shoulders back and twisted her fingers together behind her back. She swung her leg back and forth on the ball of her toes. “Not at the club.”
“The elevator at your hotel?”
“Not the hotel, no.” She looked down and pulled her hair over her face. I saw a tiny grin emerge across her face.
“Which elevator, Candace?”
She kept looking down but she nudged her head to the side.
“I don’t understand, which elevator?”
She raised her face to me just enough to see her eyes through her strands of blonde. She more emphatically gestured with her head toward our front door.
I squinted at her. She came back toward me and dropped back to her knees. “Come on, do you want it on my face, baby?” she said, and she stroked my cock in front of her eyes and opened her mouth invitingly.
“Not our elevator,” I retracted my chin to my chest as though encountering a sour stench.
She wrapped her lips around my cock and moaned noisily on me, sucking hard and slithering her tongue around the underside with enthusiasm.
“Our elevator?”
She just moaned harder and gripped my cock in both her hands. She lifted her lips from my cock and held her mouth open ready to catch my cum.
“Just before you came in the door?” I said louder.
She stroked me harder and faster and brought her open pink lips over the top of the head of my cock. “Cum baby,” she said. “Cum all over your pretty little wife.”
“Candace, did you fuck someone in our own elevator? Just before you came in the door?”
“I want you all over my face baby! Cum for me!”
“Candace, who did you fuck?”
She laid her tongue out and gripped me harder. She arched up and pressed my cock between her breasts and bounded up and down, fucking me with her tits.
“You fucked someone in our building?”
“Cum on your pretty wife’s tits, baby, cum for me.”
“Who was it?” I tried to hold off until she at least told me. But she sank her mouth down over the head of my cock again and I spurted in her warm, wet mouth and she moaned and cried and milked me of every drop, swallowing it all.
She pulled off and licked up what remained. She stood over me, put her hands on my knees, and leaned down to kiss my mouth. “Rick,” she said.
“Oh my fuck,” I gasped.
She tittered and walked away toward our bedroom. I heard the shower go on moments later. Rick was my business partner and at one time, was even my teammate. He was our neighbour a few floors up. He still played. His wife was one of the people I made a mistake with back in the day. Well, not so far back, in my last pro year, when I was at home a lot rehabilitating, or trying to, anyway.
She came down and fucked me a lot of times. I had that guilt hang over me and it tempered my reaction to most of Candace’s stories. But fucking Rick? In our own building, in our own elevator? I wasn’t sure I could let that pass. Did it mean Rick knew I fucked his wife silly?
I went to our bedroom suite and found Candace in front of her mirror at her dresser. She had on long silver earrings and black underwear. She was drawing a subtle matte pink lipstick around her lips.
“You’re going out?” I was surprised. “I think we have to really talk about this.”
“Not going out,” she shook her head. She got up and went into her closet. She came out wearing a tight short skirt. She struggled to pull up the tiny side zipper at her hip.
“You look like you’re dressing up. We have to talk more about this one.”
“Don’t you think I look good?” she smiled. She pulled on a short sleeve red blouse top over her tight black skirt.
“What’s the occasion? Where are you going? I thought maybe we could just sort of strategize about this. It seems different. I think it’s a problem.”
She did up the buttons and checked herself in the mirror. “It is different!” she said with a smile. She sat on the bench at the end of our bed and bent far over to do up the straps on her spike heel peep-toe platforms. She looked incredible. She stood up and threw her arms around my neck. “This is one I just have to fuck again!”
She went out the bedroom and flicked the light out even though I was still in there. “You can’t be serious.”
“You don’t get to watch, if that’s what you’re getting all excited about.”
“Candace, you can’t do this.”
“And yet,” she shrugged and picked up her small purse.
“You’re going up to fuck Rick? Right now?”
She leaned over, pressed her hand softly into my chest, and kissed the tip of my nose. “His wife is out for the night.” She kissed me hard on the mouth. In a tiny, sad voice, she said, “You know me, baby, I’m addicted, aren’t I!”
She stopped at our front door and looked over her shoulder at me. “No need to wait up,” she said. “I’ll see you in the morning?” She threw her head back and laughed. I could still hear her laughing as the door glided closed behind her.
I knew I had to do something. But what exactly could I do? She would take half of everything and then sink me after that. I went online and looked up more websites about sex addiction.
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My wife told me everything about her affair. And I only wanted more details. An erotic short story.


Serial Adulterer by Dylan Chase
He knew his wife was cheating on him with everyone she met. But he let her do it anyway. An erotic short story.  
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