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    Chapter 1 
 
    “Jim, you can’t be serious.” Annie eyed her husband with a look of incredulity. She pushed her wire-rimmed glasses nervously back up her nose. In the 10 years they had been married nothing he had ever said to her had ever surprised her half as much as the words she had just heard. 
 
    “But I am.” 
 
    “Baby, that’s crazy! I… I can’t do that!” She shook her head and looked out the window at the traffic creeping past the little diner where they were having lunch. Her heart pounded, and her head felt light. “And here, I thought you might actually give me some good advice.” 
 
    “Annie, I have,” he said quietly, reaching across the narrow table and taking her small hands in his own. “Don’t you see? It’s the perfect solution. The perfect solution to everything. Let him look. Show him a little skin. Flirt with him, then come home to me. It’ll be hot!” 
 
    “Hot?!” she snorted. She met his eyes and hers were wide and moist, pleading with him. “I’m a 35-year-old mother of two. You and I, we’re married. I can’t… we can’t…”  
 
    Annie looked around the empty diner nervously. The young waitress was busy flirting with the cook in the back. Other than that, the place was deserted. Even so, her voice was scarcely above a whisper when she leaned across the empty plate in front of her. “This was supposed to be just a fantasy. It wasn’t something that was ever going to take place in real life!” Her piercing blue eyes glared at him over the top of her glasses. 
 
    “I know. I know,” her husband held up his hands. “I never planned on taking it any further either.” He was silent for a moment, thinking. “I’m not telling you to have sex with him, just tease him a bit. Have a little fun with it.” 
 
    She shook her head. “Teasing is how it starts, Jim! It’s a slippery slope. One minute it’s teasing and the next…” 
 
    “It’s all fun and games until someone loses an eye?” he grinned crookedly. 
 
    “Exactly!” she laughed. God, he was good at defusing a tense situation with a well-timed wisecrack! 
 
    He nodded. She was right. This was a risky path he was suggesting, and one without road signs to warn you when it was time to stop and turn around. Still, he couldn’t quite shake the quiver of excitement that tied knots in his stomach when he thought about Annie flirting with another man. 
 
    “Look,” Jim continued. “Don’t feel pressured. I’m not trying to talk you into anything, and I definitely don’t want you doing this just because you think it’s what I want. All I’m saying is that you should think about it. It might be kind of fun for you to do a little light flirting with him. And if things go a little further than that… well, I guess we’ll just have to cross that bridge when we get to it.” 
 
    “Cross that bridge? Cross that bridge?!” She caught herself getting louder and raised her eyes to find the waitress looking her way. She lowered her voice again. “You must be crazy!” 
 
    “I’m not saying that’s what I want to happen, but it’s also not like we’re virgins. If something were to happen, it wouldn’t be the end of the world.” 
 
    Annie picked up her glass and took a sip, letting herself cool off while her husband’s words sank in. She couldn’t deny that the idea was exciting, but was she really ready to risk so much for their kinky sex game? “I don’t know, baby. Something like this could blow up a marriage in a heartbeat. Just think about what happened with Joe and Candice.” 
 
    “That’s different. That’s totally different. Candice cheated, baby. She was running around on Joe with a used car salesman, doing it behind his back. Not exactly a recipe for marital bliss. Of course, that ruined their marriage. How could it not? That’s not what we’re talking about.” 
 
    “But I’d still be…” 
 
    “Not the same thing,” Jim interrupted. “Not even remotely. First of all, we’re just talking about you dressing sexy and batting your eyes at your boss, not meeting him for a late-night hookup in a used car lot. And secondly, you wouldn’t be doing it behind my back, because I’d know about it. And you’d have my permission.”  
 
    He got to his feet, retrieving his ball cap from the seat next to him and pulling it down to his ears. “Listen. I’ve got to get back to the job site. We’ll talk about it more tonight, once the kids are in bed. All I’m saying is, don’t just dismiss the idea out of hand. I think this could be a good thing.”  
 
    Jim picked up the check from the table and kissed his wife on the cheek before making his way to the cash register. He gave her one final wave as he stuffed his wallet back into his faded blue jeans, then disappeared through the tinted glass door. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    Annie spent the rest of the day thinking about her lunchtime exchange with her husband. When she had told him about her boss hitting on her, she had expected him to be angry, or at least annoyed. The last thing she had expected was for him to suggest wearing a shorter skirt tomorrow! He had actually been open to the idea of her responding to his advances! 
 
    Maybe it shouldn’t have come as such a surprise to her. After all, they had been exploring some pretty wild fantasies in the bedroom over the past few months. And scenarios involving Annie with another man had become more and more frequent. 
 
    It had all started about a year ago, when they had gone out to a nightclub for their anniversary. Jim had been getting their drinks when a well-dressed man had walked up to her and struck up a conversation. If he saw her ring, he definitely didn’t let it bother him. Instead, he had poured on the charm and actually convinced her to dance with him. 
 
    Over his shoulder, she had caught sight of her husband, standing beside a pillar, watching her. She raised her eyebrows at him and shrugged, and Jim gave her an unconcerned wave. 
 
    By the time the song was over, Annie had found herself pressed tightly against the stranger’s body, his arms encircling her waist. As she thanked him for the dance and turned to go, the man had gently caught her wrist and pressed a business card into her hand. 
 
    “Call me,” he had whispered. 
 
    When Annie and Jim got home that night, they had paid the babysitter, checked on the kids, and then quickly retired to their room. Their lovemaking had been out of this world, urgent and passionate. As they lay panting in each other’s arms, she had asked Jim just what had gotten him so excited, and to her surprise, he admitted that seeing another man flirt with her like that had done something for him. 
 
    After that night, they had slowly begun to explore this idea of Annie with another man. And to her very great surprise, Annie discovered that it turned her on as much as it did her husband. 
 
    She began to tease him about flirting with some random stranger on the way to work or about wearing a certain dress to attract potential admirers. While doing the laundry one day, she had come across the card the man had put in her hand. That evening, she had shown it to Jim and playfully asked him whether he thought she should give the man a call.  
 
    He had nearly passed out from lust. That was the first time since the kids had been born that he had pushed her to the carpet and fucked her right there on the floor. In the weeks that followed, it would not be the last. 
 
    It had shocked her to see just how profoundly her husband was affected by her little tease. The idea of her setting up a date with another man had seemed to light a fire in him. It had shocked her even more to feel that familiar little shiver of arousal run through her body at the thought of actually making that call. 
 
    Gradually, bit by bit, their teasing became bolder and wilder, until one day, they began to roleplay. Jim would be a man she brought home from a club or a delivery guy with a big cock. They fantasized about anything and everything. And it all worked. It was all good. Day by day, their inhibitions melted away, and the whole time, they fucked like newlyweds again. 
 
    But those were just fantasies, Annie reminded herself, shaking her head in dismay as she refilled the paper in the office printer. Harmless, private fantasies. They were something she and her husband shared in the bedroom, just a way to spice things up between them. They were never supposed to become reality.  
 
    What Jim was proposing was something else entirely. If she flirted back with her boss, there was a very real chance that she would wind up sleeping with him. But when she had pointed that fact out to Jim, his only response had been, “Worse things could happen.” God! How could he say such a thing? She was his wife, not some cheap whore!  
 
    She walked briskly past Mr. Ferguson’s office, holding her breath and praying that the door wouldn’t open. The warm, masculine tones of his deep voice coming through the solid oak caused an involuntary shiver to creep along the back of her neck. He was on the phone, she realized. Good. That should keep him busy for a while. With any luck, she could make it through the rest of the day without bumping into her boss again.  
 
    Annie didn’t want to see him, not yet anyway. Not until after she’d had a chance to talk things over with her husband. Not that there was much point in that! Whatever crazy scheme Jim was hatching, she was having no part of it. Flirt back! How idiotic! She reached her desk, fuming inwardly at the idea of her husband trying to set her up with her boss, but when she took her seat, she felt how damp her cotton panties had gotten. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    Annie wasn’t the only one distracted that afternoon. Jim was having one hell of a rough day on the construction site. Three times, he’d cut a board an inch too short and had to do it again. Once, he made it all the way up to the second floor of the building they were framing, only to realize he had left the nail gun laying on the tailgate of his truck. His thoughts were in a turmoil. It was bad enough that his boss noticed. 
 
    “You feeling all right, Jim?” he asked, placing a grizzled hand on his shoulder. “You don’t seem like yourself today.” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m fine. Sorry. Just got a few things on my mind.” 
 
    “Well, you better get your head in the game, son. I don’t want you zipping off your thumb with the Skilsaw like that Jackson kid last year. Annie would never forgive me if you got maimed!” 
 
    His boss had a point. A construction site was no place to be distracted. Still, it was funny to hear the old man call him ‘son’. At 37, Jim had been with the company longer than just about anyone. Except for the old man, of course. 
 
    Jim had reached that weird age, where he wasn’t yet old, but he couldn’t really claim to be young either. It had been years since anyone had carded him when he tried to buy beer, and if he went a couple of days without shaving, his whiskers showed even more gray than the sparse streaks that had begun to weave their way through his hair.  
 
    He had noticed, too, that it no longer bothered him to be called a ‘kid’. A day was coming, he knew, when that would stop. Not tomorrow, not the next day, but that day was coming, just as sure as the sun came up in the east. 
 
    And maybe that’s what had started this whole thing. It wasn’t a mid-life crisis. Not really. Jim wasn’t the type for that kind of yuppie nonsense. He was a practical working man, who built houses for a living, not some pampered desk jockey who needed to buy a convertible and talk about his feelings just because he was no longer 21 years old. 
 
    Nevertheless, it was hard to argue the fact that his life had become pretty routine lately. In fact, if pressed on the matter, he would probably have to say it had gotten more than a little boring. Day in, day out, earning a living, raising kids. It all took its toll. And after 10 years of marriage, things between Annie and him weren’t as incandescently hot as they once had been.  
 
    When he thought about it, he realized that their sex lives had slowed down considerably, more than he cared to admit. Where they had once had sex at least a couple of times a week, their jobs and responsibilities had caused that number to dwindle to a couple of times a month. Factor in two small children who were constantly coming down with one bug or another, and there had been a few months when they hadn’t managed to have sex at all. Yeah, he thought bitterly, his love life had definitely been circling the drain for the past couple of years. Until that fateful trip to the nightclub changed everything. 
 
    Jim was jotting down some measurements when he once again found his thoughts straying to that evening in the club. He could vividly remember the searing heat of jealousy that had welled up inside him as he watched his wife dancing with that handsome stranger. And hot on its heels came a wave of arousal more powerful than any he had ever known, turning his cock into a steel railroad spike. It had been a bewildering, disturbing experience. 
 
    For days afterwards, he had tried to shake that memory from his mind. He told himself it was just the booze, but he knew that was bullshit. He had been stone cold sober when he stood there on the edge of the dance floor, watching his wife glide across the hardwood floor with another man, his heart rattling against his ribs like a worn-out air compressor while his cock threatened to poke a hole in his blue jeans. The drunk part had come later. 
 
    A few days after their trip to the club, Annie had fallen asleep on the couch after a particularly stressful day filled with children’s activities, leaving Jim to fend for himself. He understood. He knew how tired she was, but he had been hoping for a little ‘quality time’ after the kids were in bed. Looking at her sleeping face, he knew that was not going to happen tonight. Once she was out, she was out. 
 
    With a sigh, he resigned himself to his fate. He laid a blanket over his wife, kissed her forehead, then went upstairs to masturbate in the master bathroom before going to bed alone. He had been mortified when the image of Annie in the arms of that handsome stranger from the club popped into his head at the moment of climax. 
 
    Two nights later, the same thing happened. What the fuck was going on with him?! The really disturbing thing was just how hard he came each time it happened.  
 
    The next night, he had laid down on the bed and closed his eyes. With his dick in his hand, he had imagined an entire scenario where Annie was seduced and had sex with the man. His brain formed the most exquisite image of his wife spreading her legs as the stranger took his place between them. That night, he came so hard he saw stars.  
 
    Immediately, he felt guilty. Cleaning himself up in the bathroom afterwards, he looked at his reflection in the mirror and shook his head in disgust. “What the hell is the matter with you?!” he asked the face staring back at him. His guilt lasted 48 hours. Then, he did it again, enjoying a mind-numbing orgasm as he pictured his wife being taken from behind by the stranger from the nightclub. He couldn’t’ explain what was going on with him, but something sure was. 
 
    When he had finally mustered enough courage to talk to Annie about that night, he was surprised to find that she had apparently been as turned on as he by the whole episode. From what she told him, she had been thinking about it a lot, too. Relieved to find that she was not alone, she had begun to tease him with it and their previously lackluster sex life had suddenly been propelled into the realm of white-hot passion.  
 
    Overnight, they went from roommates who occasionally had sex to total horndogs. Each night, as soon as the kids were put down, they were all over each other. Her teasing was something new, something she’d never done before, and he liked it. But, he nearly lost his mind when she started pretending to have sex with other guys. 
 
    Looking back, he realized now that the roleplaying had been the turning point for him, molding what had once been an occasional naughty fantasy thought into a full-fledged obsession. He burned at the thought of her spreading her legs for another man, longed to watch her, his beloved wife, writhe in ecstasy on a strange cock. Just thinking about it gave him an instant boner. 
 
    This desire of his had troubled him at first. For months, really. He had absolutely no explanation for the way he felt. It wasn’t natural. What man in his right mind wanted his wife to fuck another dude? But that didn’t change the fact that he did. As the months rolled on, the feeling only got stronger. He finally accepted that, natural or not, he really did want to turn these fantasies into reality. But how? There just didn’t seem to be a way. And then, Annie told him about her boss. 
 
    For the tenth time in the past two hours, he thought about his lunchtime conversation with his wife. When he had encouraged her to be flirtier with her boss, he hadn’t been totally honest with her. He hadn’t lied. Not really. He had just bent the truth. 
 
    “Just a little flirting,” he had told her. Deep down, though, he secretly hoped that it would develop into more, but for all their shared kinks, he still wasn’t sure just how she would react if she knew just how fervently he wished they could live the scenarios they acted out in the bedroom. 
 
    It had, however, been the pure, unvarnished truth when he had said that he hadn’t expected their fantasies to spill out beyond their bedroom. Even now, it seemed like too much to hope for. But that didn’t mean it wasn’t his heart’s innermost desire. For him, it always been a question of logistics.  
 
    He had been wracking his brain for months now, trying to come up with a way to get Annie together with another man, to somehow make that obsessive fantasy of his real. But, none of the scenarios he thought of seemed practical. Now, for the first time, he had a glimmer of hope. It was a long shot. After all, flirting was miles away from having sex with another man, but maybe, just maybe, it might someday actually be possible. 
 
    The more he considered it, the more it seemed like the perfect opportunity. Annie’s boss, David Ferguson, was a very successful businessman with a small chain of hotels scattered across the central plains. He was a strikingly handsome man, a widower who was not yet 50 years old. He was suave and charming and kept himself in the same shape he kept his hotels. As far as anyone knew, he had not dated since his wife’s passing, five years ago. And though she would never admit it, Jim knew his wife was attracted to him. 
 
    Oddly enough, through all of his perverted fantasies, Jim had never really given any thought to Mr. Ferguson. He was her boss. That was all. Jim had never considered that the man might make sexual advances toward Annie. Now, that seemed like an incredible oversight.  
 
    There hadn’t been time for her to tell him the full story at lunch. All he knew was that Ferguson had had suddenly begun flirting with her a few weeks ago, and that this morning, he had bumped it up a notch. Annie had been scandalized. She had also been turned on.  
 
    Oh, she would’ve denied it, vehemently, probably. But a husband knew. Beneath her surface anger, her eyes had held that certain little twinkle as she told him about it. Her pupils had been dilated, her cheeks flushed. No doubt about it. Annie had been excited by whatever her boss had done or said. 
 
    As he walked back to the truck, Jim mulled it over in his mind. Annie’s boss was a classy, well-educated man who knew the meaning of discretion. If something were to happen, he wouldn’t be the kind to blab about it. Yes, he decided, as far as potential lovers went, David Ferguson would do nicely. Now, he just had to figure out a way to sell it to Annie. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    The timer on the oven had just gone off when Annie heard her husband’s pickup pull into the driveway. 
 
    “Kids!” she called as she switched off the oven, “Daddy’s home!” 
 
    “Daddy! Daddy!” two tiny voices cried in unison. The floorboards of the old house rumbled under their running feet as they hurried to the window. 
 
    When Jim opened the front door, they leapt into his arms, showering him with kisses. “Hi, guys!” he smiled. “How was your day?” 
 
    “Good,” Simon replied. He was always like that, ready to talk your leg off if it was his idea, but ask him a question, and he clammed up. 
 
    “Mommy’s makin’ fith shticks!” Johnny proclaimed. 
 
    “Fish sticks? That sounds yummy, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Uh huh!” the little guy nodded, beaming from ear to ear.  
 
    They proceeded to give him a rambling, excited account of their days and, in spite of his aching back, Jim listened attentively. Annie watched them from the kitchen, peering over her glasses as she tugged on her oven mitts, and she felt her anger at her husband melt away. She had always marveled at his boundless patience with the children. Tonight was no exception. Most men she knew would have lost their minds with all the chattering. But not Jim. She had to admit, she had married a man with a heart of gold.  
 
    Movement in the kitchen caught Jim’s eye and he looked up from the children just in time to see his wife bend over to pull a steaming baking sheet from the oven. She was still in the dress she had been wearing in the diner today and he knew she was unaware of what she was doing, that her posture was purely practical, but that didn’t change how good she looked with the thin fabric drawn taut over her shapely ass as she bent at the waist.  
 
    Annie closed the door of the oven and turned around catching his eye. Immediately, she knew he had been watching her, and she found herself smiling inwardly. What woman didn’t like to be noticed? “Better wash up,” she smiled. “Dinner’s ready.” 
 
    “Come on, guys,” he said to the kids. “We don’t want to keep mama waiting!” 
 
      
 
    When Jim walked into the bedroom, he found his wife already in bed, freshly showered and reading one of the paperback romance novels she never seemed to be able to get enough of. Her big, wire-rimmed glasses perched on her nose, making her look like an accountant. She wore a comfortable cotton gown, not exactly frumpy, but still a far cry from the lacy lingerie she had worn for him in the early days of their marriage.  
 
    She hadn’t heard him come in, and he didn’t say anything. Instead, he stood just inside the doorway studying her for a moment. In a way, that gown she had on was a metaphor for what their lives had become. Annie now saw herself more as a mom than the attractive woman he knew she was. But even her mommy gown couldn’t hide her sensual curves. 
 
    The soft light from the lamp on the bedside table cast a warm glow across her even features. She really was stunning, he thought, even if she didn’t know it. Her high cheekbones and little upturned nose were in perfect proportion to her full lips and long eyelashes. A mass of long blonde curls tumbled down across her shoulders and fell onto her full breasts, giving her a classic sex kitten look, in spite of her less-than-stylish glasses and stubbornly demure attire. No wonder Ferguson had taken a shine to her! 
 
    He cleared his throat and grinned at her when she looked up, startled. He began to unbutton his shirt. “Man, those two sure were wound up tonight,” he sighed. “I thought they were never going to go to sleep.” 
 
    “Thanks for putting them down,” Annie said. “They really wanted you to read them their bedtime story tonight.” 
 
    “Sure. I was glad to do it.” He slipped off his shirt and wadded it into a ball between his muscular hands. “But now, I really need a shower!” 
 
    “Okay,” she said quickly. A little too quickly. 
 
    She returned to her story. Jim couldn’t be sure, but it seemed to him like her eyes were following him over the top of the book as he walked toward the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    Annie was still reading when he returned with his towel tied around his waist. He walked to the dresser and got himself a pair of sweatpants, watching her out of the corner of his eye. No, he realized, she wasn’t reading. She still had her nose buried in the book, but she was busy chewing on her bottom lip, a clear indication that she was either nervous or thinking about something. And Jim was pretty sure that in this case, it was a little of both. 
 
    At the sound of him sliding the drawer back into place, she looked over the top of her glasses at him. “So, how was work?” she asked. 
 
    “Fine. Fine. You?” 
 
    “Um… Yeah. It was great.”  
 
    Her eyes darted back and forth, unable to hold his. She opened her mouth to say something, then thought better of it. With a nervous smile, she straightened her glasses, then licked her lips and turned her attention back to her book. She was now chewing her lip frenetically. 
 
    Jim smiled to himself as he pulled up the sweatpants. When he was finished, he sat down next to her on the bed. 
 
    “So, no more problems with Mr. Ferguson?” 
 
    He saw her shoulders stiffen at his mention of her boss’s name. Had she really thought he was going to let her off that easy? With a sigh of resignation, Annie folded her book and laid it on the bedside table, before meeting his gaze. There was a pleading in her eyes, with just a hint of fear. 
 
    “You know, you never did tell me just exactly what happened today.” 
 
    “Jim!!” she complained, her voice a high-pitched, nasal whine. “Do we have to talk about that?” 
 
    “I think we do. God knows, I want to. And something tells me that, deep down, you do too.” 
 
    “No, I don’t!” she insisted. 
 
    “Okay. Okay. Just tell me what happened, and we’ll take it from there.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s it? That’s all? He massaged your shoulders and told you that you looked nice today? That was the big ‘unwanted sexual advance’?” 
 
    Annie’s face turned scarlet. She didn’t like Jim making light of her story. “You weren’t there! You don’t understand! It wasn’t so much what he did, but the way he did it.” 
 
    “And here, I thought you were going to tell me that he tried to knock you out with a stapler and drag you into the broom closet!” Jim chuckled. 
 
    “It’s not funny, you bastard!” Annie hissed, getting mad now. “I’ve been around long enough to know when a man is hitting on me, and I’m telling you David Ferguson was hitting on me!” 
 
    “All right. All right,” Jim chuckled, holding up his hands in surrender. “I’m sorry, baby. Don’t be mad. So, your boss has started hitting on you. I guess the question now is: what are you going to do about it?” 
 
    “Do about it? I don’t know. What can I do about it? I guess I’ll probably have to quit. Find myself a new job somewhere else.” 
 
    “Not necessarily.” 
 
    “What do you mean? I can’t keep on working under a guy who’s constantly trying to get me in bed.” 
 
    It was a common enough turn of phrase, but Annie’s use of the words “under a guy” caused an obscene image to pop into Jim’s head. It probably hadn’t helped matters that she had immediately mentioned him getting her into bed. 
 
    “Why not just go with it?” he offered. 
 
    “Go with it? Go with it?! I’m not some piece of meat, Jim! It’s sexual harassment!” 
 
    “Okay. Maybe it is. And I’m not trying to piss you off. But you know the one thing that was missing in this little story of yours?” 
 
    “A pair of handcuffs?” She asked, her voice oozing sarcasm. 
 
    “Well, that too! But, no. That wasn’t what I was talking about.” 
 
    “What then?” she asked, folding her arms angrily across her chest. 
 
    “Not once, when you were telling me about how Mr. Ferguson touched you and hit on you, did you say anything about the experience being ‘disgusting’ or ‘degrading’. In fact, I don’t remember you ever mentioning that it was unpleasant. You were more focused on how ‘wrong’ or ‘bad’ it was. And do you want to know why?” 
 
    He waited for her reply, but she said nothing, so he forged ahead. “I think it’s because deep down, you liked what happened. Oh, maybe it was unexpected, maybe even unwanted. But I think it was also exciting for you. I think you liked the way he looked at you. You liked how desirable it made you feel.” 
 
    Annie stared at her husband, blinking. She wanted to protest, to insist that none of that was true, but she couldn’t. Dear God! Was he right? 
 
    He reached for her hand and brought it to his lap. Beneath the soft fabric of the sweatpants, his cock was a granite pillar. “It’s exciting for me, too,” he said. “Just imagining you flirting with him, him placing his hands on you. Wow! It’s like that guy you danced with at the nightclub.” 
 
    “But he’s my boss! He’s not just some faceless stranger we’ll never see again. I have to go to work with him every single day. This is such a bad idea!” 
 
    “It’s just a little harmless flirting,” Jim shrugged. He leaned forward and planted a gentle kiss on her neck. 
 
    “Hey! That tickles,” she giggled pushing him away playfully. “Harmless my foot! You and I both know how men are. If I flirt with him, he’s going to want more. He’ll see that as an open invitation.” 
 
    “I doubt that. Besides, you can always tell him no if that happens. He’s a nice guy. He’ll respect that.” 
 
    “I guess…” 
 
    Jim didn’t push the matter any further, letting her convince herself. The excitement was there, simmering beneath the uncertainty. Her rapid breathing was proof enough of that. She just had to let it come out. 
 
    He gently removed her glasses, folding them and placing them on the bedside table beside them. Then, his hand came up to stroke the side of her face while he bent to kiss the warm skin of her collarbone just above the neck of her gown. He was rewarded with a happy sigh. Slowly, he planted a series of butterfly kisses up the length of her slender neck, stopping at her ear to nibble on her earlobe. 
 
    “But why?” she whispered, her small hands coming up to cup the back of his head. “Why do you want this? Why does it turn you on when other guys notice me?” 
 
    He lifted his eyes to hers and pursed his lips. It was the one question he wasn’t prepared for, the one question he couldn’t even answer to his own satisfaction. Just why the fuck did it turn him on so much? “I don’t know,” he replied honestly. “I really don’t know. But it does. God, Annie! It’s the hottest thing, knowing that another man wants you like that!” 
 
    Annie shivered at his words. There was something so primal, so visceral in his reply. She could practically feel the desire in his voice, and it struck a chord with her, forcing her to recognize that same feeling in her. She was only dimly aware that his lips had once again began to nibble at her sensitive neck. 
 
    If she were honest, their recent pillow talk had turned her on more than she was comfortable admitting. In the beginning, she had played along because it seemed to turn Jim on. But there was no denying that her own orgasms had been stronger and easier to obtain since they had started their naughty role-playing game. 
 
    “I guess I could,” she murmured, slowly letting go of her reluctance. As she warmed to the idea, she began to actually see the possibilities. I might actually be pretty exciting, turning her boss on, making him want her so badly, like Jim wanted her now. 
 
    Her hand roamed down her husband’s flat abdomen to the waistband of his sweatpants, then dipped inside, seeking his hard cock as though it had a mind of its own. A soft moan escaped her lips when her fingers closed around his warm rod. She could feel the thick veins crisscrossing the shaft beneath the buttery soft skin. He was so hard! Hard for her. It never failed to excite her, this physical manifestation of a man’s desire. Lips and tongues might lie, but a hard cock always spoke the truth! 
 
     “Maybe, I could… I don’t know, wear something a little sexier tomorrow. I… I mean, it’s not like Mr. Ferguson is going to fire me for being friendlier to him.” 
 
    “No. No, I doubt that very much!” Jim laughed.  
 
    A thrill of pleasure shot through his groin as his wife’s warm little hands began to slowly pump up and down his throbbing shaft. He lifted his butt eased his sweatpants below his hips, then pulled his legs out and let the garment fall soundlessly to the floor beside the bed.  
 
    “Come on, Mr. Ferguson. Don’t keep me waiting!” she teased, her eyes dancing with excitement. 
 
    “Oh fuck, Annie!” her husband hissed, hunching at her hand.   
 
    Annie smiled and released him. With a broad sweep of her arm, she threw the comforter back and opened her legs in a silent invitation. Yes, she decided, seeing the look of unbridled lust on her husband’s face, this might just turn out to be a lot of fun. 
 
    Jim needed no more prodding. As if her brief handjob weren’t stimulating enough, Annie’s mention of her boss had him rampant with desire. With a low growl, he rolled atop her soft body. Her long legs came up to caress his sides as their lips met in a frantic kiss. 
 
    His hand darted beneath the hem of her nightgown and ranged up her thighs to her crotch. He could feel the heat of her arousal through the thin fabric, which was already soaked through with her juices, and that inflamed his passion even more. As their tongues dueled, he slid his middle finger along the outline of her labia, before curling his fingertip beneath the material and sliding it into her warm, snug wetness. 
 
    Annie gasped, her blue eyes glowing like a pair of flaming sapphires. He brushed her blonde curls away from her face and locked his lips on hers as he drove his finger farther up her moist tunnel. She shuddered and moaned into his mouth, long and low, and he felt her hips curl upwards, welcoming the intrusion of his finger, searching for more. 
 
    “Oh yes!” she said, her voice shuddering. 
 
    He fingered her for several minutes, showering her long neck with kisses as he did so. As usual, the sound of her arousal drove him crazy with lust. Tonight, however, as he pleasured her with his hand, delighting in her familiar moans, he found himself wondering just what it would be like to hear her make these sounds for another man, and felt his cock turn to carbon steel. 
 
    He slid her nightgown up her tender thighs until her panties came into view. Gray with a narrow band of pink stitching along the edges, they were full-coverage briefs, thoroughly practical and decidedly unsexy. That was the norm for Annie these days. Granny panties. But, Jim was beyond caring at this point. In fact, he didn’t even bother to remove them.  
 
    With a haste born of his carnal urgency, he tugged the crotch to one side, revealing her pink pussy. The delicate lips were swollen and red, slick with her dew. 
 
    “Are you ready?” he asked with a grin. His voice was gravelly and breathless. 
 
    “God, yes! Oh God, yes!” came her reply. 
 
    Jim shifted his weight, moving up her body until the head of his cock nudged her warm hole. Annie’s hand appeared as if by magic, seizing him at the root and pulling him toward his goal. She rubbed him along her slit, wiping the thick head of his cock through her damp folds, wetting him with her juices. Then, she positioned him at her opening and arched her hips up at him, capturing the head just inside her feminine threshold. 
 
    As he slid inside her, Jim marveled at how hot and wet his wife was. It felt like he was sticking his dick into a mug of coffee. He clenched his butt and leaned in, sinking his torpedo into her all the way to his balls in one determined thrust. God, what a glorious feeling! 
 
    Annie shuddered when his big balls slapped against her ass, moaning and writhing beneath him with her head twisted back into the pillow. Her mouth hung open, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Jim slowly began to move his hips, withdrawing his cock until just the head remained inside his wife, before sheathing himself in her once more. 
 
    In and out, he moved, trying to pace himself, to take his time. He was too excited, and he knew it. He couldn’t remember the last time he had been this aroused. If he didn’t somehow regain his composure, he would be cumming in no time.  
 
    Unfortunately for Jim, Annie didn’t want it slow. She was burning up with desire and needed to be fucked and fucked hard. She bit his shoulder and wiggled her hips up at him. “Fuck me!” she growled at him. “Fuck me hard!” When he resisted her urging, she added, “Make me your little slut, Mr. Ferguson! Fuck me like my husband can’t!” 
 
    Damn! He couldn’t believe she was going there! It was more than poor Jim could take. In an instant, his self-control evaporated, and he found himself brutally slamming his hips into his wife, punishing her with his cock for her impudence. And Annie loved every second of it. 
 
    “Aaah! That’s it, David! Give it to me!” 
 
    Her bare heels drummed against the backs of his thighs as she opened her legs as far as she could, giving herself to him completely. The nightgown had worked its way up under his slow thrusting, to bunch around her waist. Jim reached beneath her and grabbed her soft butt, clutching her tightly against him as he pummeled her wet sex for all he was worth. So much for pacing myself, he thought. 
 
    Annie’s orgasm came as a surprise, crashing over her with the force of a tsunami. Her entire body went rigid, her back arching up into space as the pleasure shot through her from one end to the other. Under Jim’s continued thrusting, her gown slid up over her ribcage to her neck, allowing her large breasts to heave free, jiggling wildly. 
 
    Jim gritted his teeth, trying hard not to cum as his wife spasmed around his thrusting cock. His hand automatically closed around one of the plump breasts thrust suddenly into his face, squeezing it tightly through the thin fabric of her gown.  
 
    Fuck! This was the most turned on he’d seen her in months, maybe ever. All because they were talking about teasing her boss. He held her, fucking her rapidly while she came down from her orgasm, and couldn’t help but wonder whether she was just saying all of this for his benefit, or whether, in her mind, she really was being fucked by David Ferguson. The idea exploded inside his head like a hydrogen bomb and sent him hurtling over the edge. 
 
    With a final, desperate jab, he buried his head in her shoulder and groaned as his balls clenched tight. That familiar burning sensation radiated out from the root of his cock and engulfed his entire being as ropes of white-hot semen shot out of his dick. His penis pulsed and jumped inside her with an intensity just this side of painful. He came so hard he could have sworn he could hear the sound of the individual spurts echoing in his ears as he emptied his balls into his wife.  
 
    “Aaargh!” he growled. The tendons stood out on the sides of his straining neck like steel cables drawn taut beneath the skin. “Oh God! Take it, you dirty slut!” 
 
    “Oh yes!” Annie responded. “Give it to me! Cum in meeeee!” 
 
    Her eyes rolled back in her head as she came again, this time more powerful than before. She was like a bucking bronco beneath him, lurching and twisting as if she were trying to escape his spurting cock. 
 
    Finally, the contractions in his groin slowed and Jim felt the tension melt from his muscles, to be replaced by a delicious warmth. He relaxed, easing himself down onto his wife’s limp and trembling form. They lay in the afterglow of their lovemaking for some time, tangled in each other’s arms amidst the wrinkled sheets.  
 
    “Wow!” Annie breathed. “That was… wow!” 
 
    “Yeah!” Jim chuckled.  
 
    He rose up onto his elbows and planted a kiss on her lips, causing his spent cock to slurp out of her. As he rolled to the side, Annie’s hand came down and adjusted the crotch of her panties, snapping the fabric back into place over her used pussy before tugging her nightgown down. Jim felt the movement and knew what she had done. Even though she was on the pill, it always gave him a perverse sense of pleasure to think of her sleeping next to him like that, with her panties trapping his semen inside her. 
 
    “So,” he said, “I guess this means you’re in?” 
 
    Her brow wrinkled in confusion for a split second before she got his meaning. “You’re really serious about this? You want me to flirt with my boss?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Trust me, it’ll be hot!” 
 
    “All right. Fine. If that’s what you want, I’ll do it.” She reached over and turned off the lamp, plunging the room into inky darkness. “Just remember, though… you asked for it!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    The next morning, there was no chance for them to discuss what had taken place last night. Annie was already busy making breakfast for everyone when Jim came down the stairs. The children were getting dressed, gathering together their books and backpacks, arguing with each other over some trivial nonsense. It was the usual morning chaos that marked the beginning of every weekday. And, aggravating as it sometimes was, Jim loved it all more than anything on earth. 
 
    “G’morning Daddy!” Johnny shouted when he caught sight of his father. His brother immediately echoed him. 
 
    “Morning,” Jim nodded to them both. “You guys getting all your stuff ready?” 
 
    “Yep!” Johnny proclaimed, puffing out his chest. “I’m all ready for school!” He had just started preschool, and couldn’t have been prouder if he had been nominated for astronaut training. 
 
    “Have you seen my math book?” Simon asked him. 
 
    “No,” Jim said, looking around. “Have you checked the coffee table in the living room?” 
 
    Without bothering to reply, Simon marched off to look. “I’ll he’p you, bubby!” Johnny shouted, trotting after his older brother. 
 
    Smiling to himself, Jim turned toward Annie. She had the door of the refrigerator open, retrieving the milk for the kids’ cereal. When he saw what she was wearing, his heart skipped a beat. She’d said last night that she might wear something a little sexier today, but this… God! She looked good enough to eat! 
 
    Normally, she was a very conservative dresser. “I’m a mommy,” she was fond of reminding him whenever he complained about it. Today, he found absolutely nothing to complain about.  
 
    The dress she was wearing was a black and red plaid number, tight and form-fitting. The hem was a good two to three inches shorter than the dresses she usually wore, and the difference in the amount of leg it showed was striking. The effect was heightened by the three-inch heels she wore. It wasn’t that she looked cheap or slutty, but compared to her usual attire, it was pretty bold. Jim was certain this wouldn’t be the last time someone gave her a double take today. 
 
    She felt his eyes on her and glanced back over her shoulder at him without rising. Shooting him a naughty grin, she wiggled her hips seductively. Before Jim could say a word, the kids came running back into the kitchen and clambered into their chairs at the table. 
 
    Jim had a hard time taking his eyes off Annie as they ate breakfast. When she took her seat opposite him, he immediately noticed that her lipstick was brighter than usual. It wasn’t over the top, but it was a couple of shades redder than the muted color she normally wore, and it complemented the red in the dress she had on. It looked good on her. 
 
    As she listened to the kids talking about the cartoon they had watched a couple of days ago, her hand strayed absently to one of the large hoop earrings that she wore. He had given her those earrings for Christmas two years ago, with a gold necklace that matched. His eyes wandered down to her cleavage and found it there, nestled between her two heavy breasts. 
 
    When he looked back up, she was watching him over the top of her glasses, and a smile curled the corners of her mouth when their eyes met. She gave him a sly wink that told him she knew exactly where his eyes had been, and she liked it. Jim blushed and smiled back, picking up his coffee cup and taking a long, grateful draft of the steaming-hot liquid. 
 
    He tried to contribute to the disjointed conversation that swirled about the breakfast table, to feign interest in whatever the kids were talking about, and he hoped they wouldn’t notice just how distracted he was, but the truth was: Annie and her plan to tease her boss was the only thing he could think about. 
 
    She looked beautiful. Not that that was anything out of the ordinary. Even in her ‘mom duds’, Annie was a stunningly attractive woman. But now, every time he looked at her, he imagined Mr. Ferguson enjoying the same view and felt an icy stab of jealous excitement shoot through his gut. 
 
      
 
    “All right, kiddos!” Annie announced, picking up her soft-sided briefcase and taking her keys from the glass bowl on the little table next to the door. “Hop in the car. It’s time to go.” 
 
    Jim stepped to the side to avoid the mad scramble that he knew would ensue. Sure enough, like everything else they did, the children’s arrival was a cacophony of stamping and banging, laughing and shouting. He gave them each a kiss, wished them a good day, and opened the door for them. 
 
    As they ran down the walkway to the car announcing their excitement to the neighborhood, Annie stepped close to her husband and planted a kiss on his cheek. His breath caught when he felt her hand cup his crotch. His eyes darted toward the car, but the kids were too busy fighting over who got to ride in the front seat to notice anything. “You have a nice day, too, husband of mine!” she breathed. Then, she gave his manhood a soft pat and, with a smile that was half sweet, half mischievous, she whirled on her heel and stepped through the door, closing it behind her. 
 
    Jim stood there staring at the closed door. Part of him struggled to believe what had just happened. Annie was an intensely private person, particularly around the children. Their interactions in public were limited to hand-holding and the occasional kiss, certainly nothing like what had just happened. God! Annie had just groped his crotch, standing in the open doorway where anyone might have seen! 
 
    He shook his head and grinned. Maybe this whole thing was a better idea than he’d imagined! She was obviously worked up by their naughty little plan. And her clothes today? Huge improvement over her normal wardrobe! Yeah, this was looking good! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Surprisingly, Annie actually got to work early that day. Traffic had been a breeze and when she got to the school, the usual snarl of vehicles that inevitably turned the drop-off lane into a nightmare was nowhere to be seen. She only had to wait on a single SUV before pulling right up to the door and letting the kids out. For once, she thought as she turned the car back onto main road, the fates actually seemed to be cooperating. 
 
    When she pulled up in front of the unassuming, brick office building she worked in, the lot was completely empty. A quick glance at the digital clock on the radio showed that she was a good 20 minutes early. No wonder the place was deserted. Not even Mr. Ferguson came in that early. 
 
    She found a space near the door, locked the car, and made her way up the chipped concrete steps. Out of habit, she dropped the keys into her purse, which meant that she had to stop at the door and fish around to find them again. It had been ages since she had actually used her key to the front door. In fact, she honestly couldn’t remember the last time. Usually, there were a dozen people there by the time she got to work. 
 
    As a result, she almost forgot to deactivate the alarm. She had put her keys back in her purse and was headed toward her desk when she suddenly remembered. Sure enough, when she hurried back to the keypad next to the door, the red numbers on the display were counting down: 12, 11, 10, 9… She hurriedly typed in the code, then punched enter. Incorrect. 7, 6, 5… Shit! She’d forgotten the 6!  
 
    With her heart pounding a million miles an hour in her chest, she retyped the number, including the missing 6, and hit the enter button just in time to see the display turn to a glowing red 1. The number froze. She held her breath. Did it always take this long? After what seemed like two eternities, the numeral 1 blinked three times, then turned green and disappeared. She had done it! Crisis averted! And with no time left to spare! 
 
    She chuckled to herself as she turned away, taking a deep breath and allowing herself to relax. It was just like in the movies. The bomb always counted down to 1 before the hero managed to disarm it. Why was that?  
 
    As she switched on the overhead lights, she realized she was tiptoeing. It was ridiculous, she told herself, but honestly, the place felt a little like a tomb with no one there, and Annie felt like an intruder. She wound her way through the other workstations and plopped her purse down on her oak desk. 
 
    Her station was located just to the side of the heavy wooden doors that led to Mr. Ferguson’s office. As his personal assistant, he wanted her close, just in case he had some urgent task for her to handle. 
 
    Mr. Ferguson! God! With all the excitement with the alarm system, Annie had forgotten all about her boss and the plan she and her husband had hatched last night. Was she really going to go through with this? Would he like her new outfit? Would he even notice at all? In the stillness of the empty office, her doubts seemed to echo in her head like thunder. Shit! She was getting nervous now. She decided to take a quick trip to the ladies’ room and check her appearance one last time before everyone got there.  
 
    The reflection that greeted her in the mirror when she switched on the bathroom light was markedly different from the one she had looked at in this same mirror yesterday afternoon. Her hands came up instinctively to pat her hair into place, but in reality, it was perfect. She frowned, her brow furrowing as she turned her face slowly from side to side and studied her features. 
 
    Maybe she shouldn’t have worn so much makeup, she thought, and why had she chosen a dress that had such a plunging neckline? That lipstick! It was too bright. It made her look like a slut! Damn! Damn! Damn! This was a mistake. Why the hell had she let her husband talk her into this crazy scheme in the first place? Hell, for all she knew, she had misinterpreted her boss’s actions yesterday. He probably wasn’t even interested in her. Of course, he wasn’t! She was just a middle-aged secretary. 
 
     She made up her mind then and there. She’d been about to make a fool of herself. To hell with this idiotic fantasy! She would get rid of the lipstick and replace the harlot red with her usual shade of peach. Then, she’d have to see what could be done about her outfit. But first things first. The lipstick. Her hands went to her side, but her purse wasn’t there. Damn! She’d left it on her desk.  
 
    Grumbling under her breath, she hurried through the office back to her desk. Her purse was on the other side, but she didn’t want to walk around. Instead, she leaned across the smooth wooden surface, stretching to retrieve it. There was a slight tremble to her hands when they closed on the straps and started to pull it toward her. At that moment, she heard a soft whistle from behind her. Whirling around, she found herself face to face with David Ferguson. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    Jim’s day seemed to drag on forever. When he got to work, his boss informed him that the roofing materials had come in, and he would have to spend all morning unloading bundles of shingles and rolls of tarpaper. It was hot, heavy work, and by lunchtime, he knew that his back would be aching, but it had to be done, so he rolled up his sleeves and got to work. 
 
    No matter how much he tried to throw himself into his work, he could never quite shake the image of Annie in her red dress. He remembered in vivid detail the way the fabric had hugged her narrow waist and how the neckline provided a generous view of her cleavage. The memory of the way her hips swayed when she walked on the black heels she had been wearing was enough to make his heart beat faster. 
 
    Glancing at his watch, he saw that it was almost 9, just about the time that Annie usually started work. Right now, at that instant, in an office across town, her boss was most likely getting his first look at her sexy outfit. 
 
    For the briefest of nanoseconds, he wondered whether Mr. Ferguson would like it. As soon as the thought formed, Jim smiled to himself and shook his head. It wasn’t even a question! You’d have to be dead not to find it appealing, particularly on a woman with a figure like Jim’s wife! 
 
    Unsurprisingly, he felt himself getting hard thinking about this other man surveying his wife’s body. Ferguson would be impressed. He would definitely like the way Annie looked. Of that, Jim was absolutely sure. That presented a slew of other questions. Chief among them was just what he would do about it. 
 
    David Ferguson was a gentleman. Old school. He wasn’t the kind to get slapped with a sexual harassment suit. So, Jim knew he wouldn’t do anything outrageous. At least, not without a whole hell of a lot of encouragement! 
 
    As for encouragement, just how far was Annie willing to take things? Not too far, Jim was sure. Not yet. But if she got comfortable with her boss looking at her, maybe touching her occasionally, who knew? Perhaps his fantasy of watching her with another man might eventually materialize. Man, he thought, if only! 
 
    But for now, he knew, there was very, very little chance of things going that far. No, the most he could hope for was that Annie would wiggle her butt a little and maybe give her boss an ‘accidental’ peek down her dress. Even that idea, however, caused Jim’s blood to boil with excitement. 
 
    He looked at his watch again and headed back to the truck to grab another bundle of shingles. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
     “Oh! Mr. Ferguson! Good morning, sir,” Annie stuttered. She jerked bolt upright, nervously straightening her glasses on her nose. She felt the heat in her cheeks as they turned the same color as her dress. “I… uh, I didn’t hear you come in!” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you,” he said. His eyes traveled up and down her body, and Annie felt a little thrill of excitement. “Wow, Annie! Forgive me for saying so, but you look amazing today.” 
 
    “I… th…thank you, sir. Thank you very much!” She didn’t know what to do with her hands, so she reflexively touched her hair. 
 
    “Not at all. Not at all,” he smiled. He opened the door to his office. “That dress really is quite becoming.” With that, he stepped inside and was gone. 
 
    For the longest time, Annie just stood there, staring at the closed doors. She couldn’t say that her earlier tension was gone. In fact, she was still so nervous she could scream, but she no longer had that panicked feeling of self-doubt that had made it so hard to breathe. No, the tension she felt now was a nicer sort of tension, more excitement than terror. 
 
    She walked around her desk and took her seat, lifting her purse and depositing it on the floor beside her. When she switched on her computer, she’d forgotten all about changing her makeup. 
 
      
 
    As the day wore on, Annie became more and more comfortable with her new look. Two of the girls from the secretarial pool had commented on her dress, and one of the IT guys had done an obvious double take when he met her in the hallway. That same guy had been walking right past her for two years now and had never so much as smiled at her, but he sure smiled today! 
 
    It was a new experience for her, being noticed by everyone in the office, and it was not an unpleasant one. But of all the people paying attention to her, none of them gave her more notice than David Ferguson. 
 
    As his personal assistant, Annie was accustomed to being called into his office. Sometimes, he needed her to take some notes for a project he was working on or to make some travel arrangements on his behalf. Just normal, everyday personal assistant tasks. It might not have been an everyday occurrence, but there were some days where it happened two or three times. Today, it was five times. Was it a coincidence? Annie doubted it. 
 
    The first time, he asked her for a telephone number he could’ve easily looked up himself. The second, he was just reconfirming an appointment he had asked her to set up last week. When she was alone with him, she noticed he was especially attentive, sitting on the edge of his desk before her while they talked and never taking his eyes from her. When she glanced up, his eyes held hers, and she saw in them a hunger that set loose a whirlwind of butterflies in her stomach. 
 
    When she had chosen her outfit this morning and imagined how her day would go, she had told herself that she was doing all of this for Jim’s benefit, just something to add a little bit of excitement to their pillow talk. Deep down, she had been more than a little doubtful that her boss would even notice, and she had imagined coming onto her husband and making up some story to get him going. Not that she cared, she told herself. 
 
    Now that it was actually happening, the truth was quite different. Mr. Ferguson had noticed, and to her surprise, Annie discovered that she did care. She wanted to look pretty for him, wanted him to notice. His wolfish, hungry eyes on her caused a shiver of fear to race down her spine, but they also made her feel infinitely desirable. 
 
    It was a feeling she hadn’t had in some time. Oh, it wasn’t like Jim didn’t tell her that she was attractive, that she was desirable and sexy, but he was her husband. He had to say those things. At this point, 10 years into their marriage and with two little ones, his words had lost their impact. She had begun to feel like an old woman, more a mommy, less a babe. This felt like the opposite of that, and Annie liked it. 
 
    For most of the afternoon, she found herself watching the twin oak doors, straining her ears for the sound of his step on the plush carpeting, hoping with baited breath that he would call her into his office again. When the others weren’t looking, she took out her compact mirror and checked her hair, reapplied her lipstick where she had smudged it drinking her coffee. She wanted to look her best if Mr. Ferguson summoned her again. 
 
    When closing time came around, she caught herself watching the clock, willing the hands to move more slowly. But, as they say, all good things must come to an end. The clock struck five and everyone started packing up their belongings and heading for the door.  
 
    As she gathered her things, Annie realized that for the first time in a long time, she had actually enjoyed her workday. She thought of her husband waiting for her at home, and her heart beat faster. She sure hoped he was feeling amorous tonight, because the looks she had been getting from her boss all day had started a steady smolder between her thighs. 
 
    She had just turned off her monitor and was pushing her chair back when a shadow fell across her desk. Looking up, she saw David Ferguson standing across from her, his cool gray eyes watching her appraisingly. 
 
    “Nice job today, Annie,” he said. “I really appreciate all the hard work.” 
 
    “Th… thank you, Mr. Ferguson,” she stammered, getting to her feet. 
 
    He moved to intercept her and placed a muscular hand on her shoulder that seemed to send an electric shock straight to her belly. “Please,” he said in a warm, friendly voice, “we’ve known each other for a long time. Call me David.” 
 
    “Yes sir. Er, David.” Reflexively, she pushed her glasses up with a slightly trembling hand. 
 
    “See you tomorrow, Annie,” he smiled taking his hand from her shoulder. 
 
    She heard the door to his office close behind him as she walked down the hallway toward the entrance. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    There was no one home when Jim walked through the front door. He tossed the day’s mail onto the kitchen table, then sat down to take off his boots.  
 
    The clock on the stove showed that it was 5:30. Annie would be picking up the kids at the sitter’s right about now. It would be another 10 minutes before she pulled into the driveway, before he could ask her about the day’s events. 
 
    He rifled through the motley stack of mail in front of him. Nothing but gaudy flyers and several unsolicited mail order catalogs. Junk mail. He drummed on the wooden tabletop with his fingers, then shoved the stack of paper away from him and got to his feet. Stalking to the window, he peered out the blinds at the driveway where his pickup truck stood alone on the broad expanse of asphalt. No Annie. Not yet. He sighed and turned back toward the kitchen, looking around for something to do. 
 
    He could cook supper, he thought, glancing at last night’s stainless-steel pots still propped precariously on the dish rack next to the sink, where Annie had put them after washing them. The only problem was, he wasn’t much of a cook. The kids would be fine with hot dogs and macaroni and cheese. Hell, they’d probably be thrilled. Annie, on the other hand… No, he decided, better to wait and see what she had planned. 
 
    He bent and snatched up his heavy leather boots. He carried them to the back door and placed them neatly along the wall on the linoleum entryway, then tromped up the narrow stairs to the master bedroom. If he hurried, he’d have enough time to grab a quick shower before Annie got home. 
 
      
 
    He had just turned off the water and was reaching for his towel when he heard the downstairs door open and the frantic pitter patter of the children’s feet as they went from room to room, looking for him. He smiled at the telltale creak of the door leading to Annie’s sewing room. Now, why in the world, he asked himself, shaking his head at his reflection in the steamy mirror, would they think that I’m in there? 
 
    “I think daddy is upstairs taking a shower,” Annie’s sweet voice drifted up to him. Immediately, the stairs rumbled under four running little feet, until Annie stopped them. “Wait. Just wait. He’ll be down in just a minute.” 
 
    “Aww!” two little voices complained. “But Mommy!” 
 
    “I know. I know. But you two need to be patient. Give daddy a chance to get dressed first. When he comes back down, you can tell him all about your day.” 
 
    He loved the way they were always so excited to greet him, but as he put on a fresh t-shirt, he had to admit, it wasn’t really the kids’ day he was interested in hearing about. But that, of course, would have to wait until the little ones were in bed. For now, he put on his best ‘dad face’ and went down the stairs. 
 
      
 
    Jim expected to find Annie already in bed when he walked into the room, but the bed was empty, the comforter still undisturbed. Her romance novel lay unopened on the bedside table. The sound of running water came from the bathroom. Realizing he still had the children’s book in his hand, he laid it carefully on top of the dresser and pulled the shirt over his head, tossing it on the chair in the corner. 
 
    He hoped she wouldn’t be long. He was dying to know what happened at work today. As expected, Annie hadn’t mentioned a thing all through supper. And her silence had caused his imagination to run away with him. Once again, he felt his cock stiffen as he pictured Mr. Ferguson’s eyes roaming her succulent curves. 
 
    He had begun to unbuckle his pants when he heard the bathroom doorknob click behind him. He turned to look. When he did, he nearly choked. 
 
    Annie stood in the doorway, with one arm leaned against the jamb. She was wearing a satin chemise, it’s shiny, dark blue fabric molding to her body like a coat of paint. As lingerie goes, it was fairly conservative, covering her to mid-thigh. But, it was still a far cry from the ankle-length nightshirt she had worn to bed last night. 
 
    Before he could say anything, she was on him like a hungry bear, tugging at his pants and pushing him backwards toward the bed. When the backs of his knees hit the edge of the bed, he collapsed onto the comforter with a loud plop. Before the sound even faded, she had his cock out and in her mouth. Good God! he thought. This is new! 
 
    He couldn’t really say that Annie had ever been a cold fish in bed. In fact, he always enjoyed their sex life. But in all these years, he could count on one hand the times she had been this aggressive. She had yet to tell him what had happened with her boss, but one thing was certain: it definitely had her turned on! 
 
    “Oh God!” he moaned. His hands automatically grabbed the back of her head and pulled her down farther on his throbbing cock. Her only reaction was to suck harder. 
 
    Her small hand reached between his thighs and seized his testicles, squeezing them hard enough to make him suck air through his teeth. Fuck! Just how excited was she? 
 
    Just when he thought he was going to have to tell her to be careful, she released him and crawled up his body to straddle his hips. Without so much as a word, she reached between them and, grabbing his cock, placed him at her opening and sank down on him, taking his full length in one determined plunge. 
 
    “Shit, Annie!” he hissed, curling his hips up to meet her. “What’s gotten into you?” 
 
    “Later!” she growled. “I’ll tell you about it later! Just fuck me. Please, Jim. Just fuck me now!” 
 
    Jim didn’t have to be told twice. His hands came up to clutch her narrow waist as he began to hammer his cock up into her welcoming pussy. 
 
      
 
    “So,” Jim said between gulps of air, “what exactly happened today?” 
 
    Annie was lying on her side, snuggling against her panting husband with a satisfied smile on her face. Her head was resting on her husband’s bicep, with her blonde curls falling in disarray across his shoulder. A long, smooth leg was thrown haphazardly across his hips. She could feel his softening member beneath her, could feel a warm trickle of his sperm making its way lazily down the inside of her thigh. She couldn’t remember ever feeling more content. 
 
    “Did Mr. Ferguson notice your new look?” he pressed. “Did he say anything?” 
 
    “Mm hmm. He noticed. He said I looked ‘amazing’.” 
 
    “Amazing, huh?” Jim stroked her hair. “He’s right, you know. You do look amazing.” 
 
    Annie was silent, thinking. “Would it be okay if I got new glasses?” 
 
    “New glasses? Sure. It’s probably almost time for a new eye exam anyway. Go ahead.” Jim was suddenly aware that Annie had left her glasses in the bathroom. He hadn’t realized their absence until she mentioned it. Normally, she never went anywhere without them. 
 
    “I was thinking about maybe looking at some of the designer frames this time, if you don’t mind.” 
 
    Designer frames? Annie always bought the most economical eyewear she could get. He had tried and tried to convince her to pick out something a little more stylish, but she had always insisted that it would be an unnecessary expense. If she wanted to pick out something nice, Jim damn sure wasn’t going to say no! 
 
    “No, I don’t mind. Of course, I don’t mind. You know I want you to be happy. Besides, a pretty girl like you should have a nice pair of glasses.” He kissed her forehead. 
 
    “You always tell me how pretty I am,” she said with a happy smile, “and it’s sweet. But…” She stopped. 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. We’ve been married so long. I’m used to you saying those things. Sometimes, I wonder if you’re just saying it because you feel like you have to. I guess it just feels different, when it’s someone else.” 
 
    “Different how? Annie, I really do mean it when I tell you how beautiful you are. You know that, right? I’m not just saying it. You really are the most beautiful woman I know!” 
 
    “Aw, thanks sweetie! You know what a woman likes to hear!” His words filled her chest with warmth. She lifted her head and kissed his jaw, feeling the stubble beneath her lips, so rough and masculine.  
 
    “But hearing it from him was different?” 
 
    “It’s just… Well, the idea that other men find me attractive...” She struggled to find just the right words, to explain what she was feeling. She didn’t want to hurt her husband’s feelings. “Getting that kind of attention from other men makes me feel good. It makes me feel sexy.” 
 
    “You are sexy.” 
 
    “Flattery will get you everywhere,” she smiled. She let her finger run across the hard muscles of Jim’s chest, tracing lazy little circles through the curly black hairs. She wondered briefly whether David Ferguson had hair on his chest. 
 
    “So, he told you that you looked amazing,” Jim said. “A sentiment I wholeheartedly agree with, by the way! Is that why you’re considering new glasses, so you can look nice for him?” 
 
    “Not just for him. But, I have to admit, I liked the way he and everyone else in the office looked at me today. I could get used to being the ‘pretty girl’.” 
 
    Jim chuckled. “I’m sure you could! So, what else happened?” 
 
    “Not too much, really. Although he did call me into his office several times today.” 
 
    “Oooh! Called into the boss’s office. Sounds promising!” He raised an eyebrow suggestively. 
 
    “Oh stop!” she slapped his shoulder, laughing. “Nothing like that happened! Although…” She purposely let her words trail off, teasing him. It worked splendidly. 
 
    “Although what?” Jim lifted his head to look at her more closely. 
 
    “Well, he kept staring at me. All day. Anytime I looked up, his eyes were on me.” 
 
    “And how did that make you feel?” 
 
    “It’s strange, you know? Most of the time, it’s annoying when men stare at you. It makes you feel like a piece of meat.” 
 
    “But this didn’t feel like that?” 
 
    “No,” she shook her head. “Not at all. There was something strangely flattering about it. Instead of a piece of meat, I felt more like… I don’t know, like a fine painting, being studied by an art critic. It was like I could feel his eyes traveling over me, taking in every detail. It made my heart beat faster, made me feel self-conscious. But it also turned me on.” 
 
    Suddenly, her eyes darted up to his, wide with alarm. She’d gotten caught up in her story, letting the words flow out of her without any attempt to filter them, and now she was afraid she’d gone too far, said too much. But to her relief, she saw a burning hunger on her husband’s face. For the first time, she realized that his cock was once again hard beneath her leg. 
 
    He rolled her onto her back and slid between her thighs, his cock slipping into her with no resistance. “I told you it would be hot!” he whispered in her ear as he began to fuck her again. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    Five days later, Jim awoke to the sound of his wife muttering in the walk-in closet. It was still dark, the only illumination provided by the naked bulb in the closet, sending its harsh glare into the bedroom through the half-open door. He stretched his arms above his head with a tired groan, then rubbed the sleep from his eyes.  
 
    “Aargh!” his wife’s voice growled from the closet. “No. No. No… Damn!” He could hear the distinctive sound of the plastic hangers scratching along the rod as she looked through her clothes. 
 
    He reached for the lamp and flicked it on, then looked at the clock. Damn! He still had another 15 minutes before the alarm went off. Why the hell was Annie up so early? 
 
    Jim pushed back the comforter and swung his feet to the carpet. He took a deep breath and reluctantly got to his feet, still trying to figure out just what she was doing. When he got to the sliding doors of the closet, Annie almost ran over him when she came storming out clutching a dress in each hand. 
 
    “Oh!” she exclaimed, rocking back on her heels to avoid a collision. “Sorry! Good morning.” She gave him a quick peck on the cheek, then bobbed her head toward the two hangers in her hands. “I’m trying to decide what to wear.”  
 
    She spun away from him and slid the mirrored doors closed again so she could look at herself. Jim watched her thoughtfully as her eyes went from one to the other. He knew immediately what this was about. David Ferguson. It had been years since he had seen her fret this much over her attire. Suddenly, it was important to her again. And that was because of her boss. 
 
    She was dressing to impress another man. The thought made him lightheaded. It was the strangest sensation, equal parts jealousy and excitement. This was the naughty fantasy that had haunted his dreams for months now. Okay, so maybe she wasn’t going to seduce him, but the amount of effort she was going to was certainly a big step in that direction. 
 
    “Which do you prefer?” she asked him over her shoulder, breaking his train of thought. “The green dress…” She held the garment in front of her and turned slightly to the left and right. “Or the blue…” She repeated the procedure with the other dress. 
 
    She wore a short black chemise, apparently the new normal. Ever since they had begun this little game with her boss, Annie had been dressing sexier in bed, and Jim, for one, wasn’t about to complain about that! Watching her, he couldn’t help but admire the smooth curve of her thighs when her motions caused the fabric to bounce, providing just a hint of what lay beneath. She looked good. Damn good. Maybe there was time… No. The kids would be getting up soon. He drove the thought from his mind and forced himself to focus on helping her choose an outfit. 
 
    The green dress, he remembered well. Short and cute, she’d bought it years ago to wear to a St. Patrick’s Day party one of their neighbors was holding, along with a white pair of stockings with tiny green bows in the back that, even after all these years, were still burned indelibly into Jim’s mind. In the end, she had chickened out and opted for something more conservative, and the dress had been hanging unworn since that day. Interesting, that she was considering it now… 
 
    The blue dress was similar, with a hem maybe an inch or two longer. Although it didn’t show as much leg as the green one, it had a neckline that plunged to the center of her chest and the amount of cleavage it revealed was enough to stop traffic. As his eyes darted from one dress to another, Jim felt his cock swell. Whichever one she chose, Mr. Ferguson was going to get an eyeful today! 
 
    “Maybe the green one,” he nodded toward the dress on the right. 
 
    She wrinkled her brow and held it at arm’s length, scrutinizing the garment as though it might be contaminated with the plague. “No,” she said at length, shaking her head rapidly, “I think I’ll go with the blue one.” She looked up at him and blinked demonstratively. “Brings out my eyes. Besides,” she said as she disappeared back into the closet, “I have the perfect pair of shoes for it.” 
 
    “Okay, then,” Jim smiled to himself and shook his head. Secretly, he had also been in favor of the blue dress, but he’d had a sneaking suspicion that she would go with the opposite of what he suggested, so he had picked the green one. 
 
    Someday, he thought as he pulled on his jeans, someone should write a book about the role of reverse psychology in marriage. Then again, the guy who wrote that would probably find himself sleeping on the couch for the next 15 years! Best to leave that thankless task to some other poor schmuck!  
 
      
 
    Annie had been right. The blue shoes she wore were a perfect match for her dress. With heels almost too tall to be practical, they sculpted her calves into works of art. Jim had been getting the children’s breakfast ready in the kitchen when she came down the stairs, and when he saw her, he nearly spilled an entire carton of milk all over himself. 
 
    As good as the dress had looked on the hanger earlier, seeing it on her was something completely different. Like the outfit she had worn to work a couple of days ago, this one was tight in all the right places. It hugged her hips and showed off her narrow waist. And the neckline! When she reached across the table for a napkin, Jim caught a glimpse of black lacy bra peeking out of the narrow V between her breasts. Oh yeah! Mr. Ferguson was definitely going to like this! 
 
    As his gaze swept back up to her face, he noted again what a marked improvement her new glasses were. Where her previous pair had obscured her pretty blue eyes, these seemed to draw your attention to the them. They were sleek and trendy, with thin plastic frames, gloss black to match everything in her wardrobe, and they instantly transformed her from a dowdy accountant to a sexy librarian. Jim absolutely loved them. 
 
    “You know,” Annie said casually as she sat down, “I’ve been thinking. Maybe it’s time I started jogging again. You know, get in shape, lose some of the flab.” She took a bite of her toast and chewed thoughtfully. “Would you mind picking up the kids from the sitter’s after work? I think I’m going to pick up a new pair of running shoes. My old ones have had it.” 
 
    You could’ve knocked Jim over with a feather. He’d been trying to get his wife interested in running again for years. It had been her favorite hobby before the boys were born, something she had truly been passionate about. But anytime he had brought it up, she had simply shrugged and reminded him that a mother of two small children didn’t have time for something like that. Now, she apparently did have time for it.  
 
    He opened his mouth to ask what had brought this on, when it suddenly dawned on him. Jim was pretty sure he knew why his wife was suddenly interested in getting in shape again. It was the same reason she had purchased new glasses. She wanted to look good for David Ferguson.  
 
    He studied her as she ate, taking in her soft, womanly curves and the fine lines around her eyes and mouth, lines that hadn’t been there 10 or 15 years ago. She wasn’t 20 years old anymore. The thing is, Jim liked that. He liked the character that the intervening years had given to her face. They made her more interesting, sexier. 
 
    “Flab,” she’d said. He had to bite back a grin. That was hardly the word he would use to describe her. Oh sure, she wasn’t as hard and fit as she had been all those years ago, but her stomach was still pretty flat and her waist trim. There was a little more flair to her hips, a softness to her butt, but she was still a very sexy woman. 
 
    On the other hand, getting fit never hurt anyone, and if Annie wanted to start running again, he’d be more than happy to help make that happen. “Sure,” he replied, nodding. “I’d be glad to pick them up.” 
 
    “Yay! Daddy! Daddy’s gonna pick us up!” The kids were ecstatic. 
 
    Annie laughed at their enthusiasm and looked at her husband with a twinkle in her eye. “Thanks. You’re the best!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    True to her word, Annie began jogging again the very next morning. It was hard for her at first. God, was it hard! Especially in light of the fact that she hadn’t done it in so long. Her fitness level horrified her. Here she was, a woman who had comfortably run several marathons in her twenties, and now she had to stop and walk after running three blocks! It was ridiculous! How had she managed to let herself go so badly? 
 
    But, far from discouraging her, her lack of fitness served as a goad that drove her to push herself. She was determined, relentless, a force of nature. As a result, she made quick progress. Three weeks after she had bought her new shoes, she could easily go a mile before having to stop and catch her breath. Two weeks after that, it was two miles. 
 
    Now, midway through October, she was steadily working her way toward three miles. And she was gaining on it. Not even the unexpected cold snap that had driven temperatures almost to the freezing point could keep her from making her daily run. Yes, she thought to herself as she paused on a street corner with her hands clasped behind her head, gulping in lungfuls of crisp, cool autumn air, things were coming along nicely. 
 
    Her endurance wasn’t the only thing improving. For the first time in ages, she was pleased with what she saw in the mirror when she got out of the shower. Her long legs, already shapely, had gotten harder and more defined. She’d had to take her belt up a notch, and the fat was literally melting away from her backside, leaving in its place a firm, well-rounded butt that would have been the envy of a woman ten years her junior.  
 
    She had gained a cup size when the boys were born; she was now firmly a C. It was noticeable now that she was running again. Her sports bra struggled to contain her heavy breasts. Oddly, she didn’t seem to be losing weight there. Most women did, she knew. If anything, with her waist getting slimmer, her breasts now seemed even larger. 
 
    Another couple of weeks of this and I’ll probably have to buy new clothes, she thought as she took a deep breath and started toward home. In an attempt to eliminate clutter, she had thrown out most of the clothes that had gotten too small for her a few years ago. At that time, she had simply resigned herself to the fact that she would never be able to wear those things again. Now, with her clothes getting looser by the day, it was beginning to look like that might have been a hasty decision. Although, she grinned, it would make for a darned good excuse to update my wardrobe a bit. Maybe some things that were a little more adventurous… 
 
    The changes in her body had not gone unnoticed. All around her, men gave her appreciative glances. It had become a daily occurrence for one man or another to blatantly stare at her as she jogged by on her morning runs. Sometimes, she changed her route to take her past the new house being built down the hill by one of her husband’s competitors. She could always count on getting a few wolf whistles from the burly construction workers, and their attention gave her a guilty little thrill. 
 
    “Men don’t make passes at girls who wear glasses.” That had been one of her mother’s favorite sayings when she was a girl. As a result, she had always been self-conscious about her appearance. But the attention she now got on a daily basis had her thinking that this might be just one more of the many things her mother had gotten wrong. 
 
    The more other men looked at her, the more her confidence grew, and the more she realized, they had good reason to look. She had started out wearing a baggy sweatsuit on her runs, but had quickly decided it was just too hot. Another trip to the sporting goods store saw her properly attired in a sporty top that left her belly exposed and a matching pair of stretchy shorts that the woman behind the counter assured her was all the rage. 
 
    The new outfit had made her feel horribly uncomfortable at first. It was too revealing; it felt like she was running around naked, and she hated it. She hated it until she saw the effect it had on the men she passed. God! She could still see the looks of lust they had given her as she bounced past them. After that, she decided that perhaps showing a little more of herself might not be such a bad idea. 
 
    At home, her husband was more attentive than he had ever been, constantly paying her compliments, and things in the bedroom… Well, she couldn’t remember the last time they had had so much sex. Not even as newlyweds. Jim couldn’t get enough of her. Not all of that was due to her new physique, though, she knew. The man had become obsessed with the idea of her flirting with her boss. Sometimes, in the throes of passion, he even hinted at her doing more than just flirting. 
 
    As far as her boss went, Mr. Ferguson – David, she called him now – had also taken notice of her more athletic figure. “Have you been working out, Annie?” he had asked her just a week ago. “You look good.” She smiled to herself as she remembered her boss’s compliment and the way his gray eyes had roamed over her body appreciatively. 
 
    Once she had gotten over her initial reticence, she had discovered just how delightfully fun it could be, teasing David. She liked the sense of power it gave her, knowing that she could turn this successful businessman on like that. And the fact that it sent her husband over the moon the way it did… well, that was just amazing! 
 
    Sometimes in the evenings, she and Jim would think up new ways to tease David. Twice this week, she had ‘accidentally’ dropped her pen on the way out of his office and had to bend over to retrieve it.  
 
    They had practiced that particular move for almost an hour after Jim suggested it, with her strutting across their bedroom carpet in her heels, making sure she bent over just right, legs straight and back arched to give her boss a perfect view of her ass. “Be sure and wear a nice pair of panties,” Jim had told her with a smile. “Just in case.” They both had gotten so worked up from their practice session that they made love twice that night. 
 
    And when she had tried it the next day in his office, it had been a total, resounding success. With her legs as straight as marble pillars, she had peeked back at him over the top of her glasses as she reached for her pen and seen his eyes devouring her luscious derriere with an intensity that made her heart flutter. She felt so delightfully wicked as she left the office, putting an extra swing in her hips as she strutted through the door.  
 
    That was the first time in her life that she had actually gone to the bathroom and masturbated while she was at work. It would not be the last. 
 
    A couple of days later, her pen fell again. This time when she looked back, he had met her eyes and given her a knowing smile. He knew exactly what she was doing. In spite of her embarrassment, that somehow turned her on even more, and once again she had to excuse herself for a quick trip to the bathroom. 
 
    Then, a week after that, came the incident that first made her realize just how attracted she actually was to her boss. Annie swerved to jog around an enormous pothole, while her thoughts drifted back to that day. 
 
    She was in his office, showing him a set of blueprints for a hotel building he was thinking of purchasing, when David came up behind her and looked over her shoulder. It was difficult for her to concentrate on the sheaf of papers in front of her with his body so close to hers. She could feel his presence, smell his aftershave. His hot breath on her neck gave her goosebumps, and she felt her breathing quicken. 
 
    When she folded back the top sheet of paper to reveal the one beneath it, she inadvertently took a half-step backwards and bumped into him. She immediately felt his cock against her firm backside. He was hard, and he was big. God! Why did that fact make her so happy? 
 
    Annie surprised herself a little by not moving away. It was bad, she knew, but somehow it just felt right, standing there with his erect penis nestled into the crack of her ass while they discussed the blueprints on the desk in front of them. David, too, made no move to disengage, to take a step back or turn aside. He stood firm, and Annie was glad that he did. 
 
    She felt herself moisten, felt that familiar tingle between her legs. For just a moment, she wasn’t a married woman, wasn’t Jim’s wife. She was simply a woman, alone with a man. And that man wanted her. 
 
    Just as she caught herself imagining what might happen next, the phone rang, and David stepped away to answer it. The moment was gone, the magic broken. She gathered up her papers and made her escape with his deep masculine voice ringing in her ears.  
 
    That night, when her husband had stumbled in too exhausted for sex from a day spent hanging sheetrock, she had tossed and turned beside his sleeping form for an hour and a half, unable to sleep. Finally, she had quietly slipped from the bed and tiptoed into the bathroom. There in the darkness, she leaned against the edge of the counter and masturbated. As the waves of pleasure welled up in her, she closed her eyes, and for the first time, she saw David Ferguson’s face when she came. 
 
    The next night, she had told her husband all about it, about the blueprints, her boss’s boner, even about the way she had surreptitiously masturbated while thinking about David. God, that had been hard for her to admit! But, she had to tell him. It had all made her feel so guilty. This game of theirs was starting to have a strange effect on her, and he needed to know.  
 
    Even now, her husband’s reaction to all of this baffled her. Completely. Jim hadn’t been angry. Not at all. In fact, he had been thrilled by her story. That night, she barely got a wink of sleep. Her husband was a raging bull and she literally lost track of how many times he fucked her. 
 
    Surprisingly, her boss had been all business since that day. He had been as warm and friendly as ever, but there was no mention of what had happened between them and not once did he attempt to get  her alone. It wasn’t that he avoided her; he still came to her for all the matters he usually did. It was just that, well, he treated her just like he always had. 
 
    To tell the truth, Annie was a little confused by Mr. Ferguson’s restraint. Although he no longer made any effort to hide his staring, he had not touched her. Not really. Sure, there had been the occasional hand on the shoulder, and once, he had brushed her hair away from her ear, but she had really expected him to try something more, especially after the episode with the blueprints. 
 
    Instead, he had been a rock, unmoving, seemingly untempted. And strange as it seemed to her, Annie had to admit that it bothered her a little. Maybe more than a little, now that she thought about it. It was disappointing, irritating; it made her feel she somehow wasn’t good enough. There was a defiance there that rankled, injured her feminine pride. 
 
    She had puzzled over it for weeks now. Why hadn’t he made a move on her? Didn’t he find her attractive? His eyes told her he did, but why then didn’t he try something? Did she want him to try something?  
 
    Nah, she told herself, jogging in place at an intersection while she waited for the light to change. She shook her head. No. She was only doing this to tease her husband, to bring a little spark of excitement back into their relationship. She was a happily married woman. Happily married women didn’t want their boss’s making passes at them.  
 
    Then again, most happily married women probably didn’t practice bending over in front of their bosses to most effectively show off their asses, she smiled to herself. Or fantasize about fucking them! Not to mention having a husband at home egging them on! 
 
    As she rounded the corner and saw the house come into sight, she made her decision. She was going to up her game. After all, her husband had been pushing her to be bolder for weeks. If that’s what he wanted, she decided, why not? Besides, she had had quite enough of David not paying adequate attention to her.  
 
    She would accept this unspoken challenge of his. And she would win. Maybe it was the newfound confidence that her new body had given her, or the months of pent-up tension from teasing him, or the nights of insanely dirty pillow talk with her husband. Maybe it was a combination of all of those factors. Whatever the cause, Annie made up her mind on her evening jog to break David Ferguson, to make him want her like he had never wanted a woman in his life. 
 
    A plan began to form in her head. She would start by buying herself some new clothes. Nice clothes. Clothes that fit well and showed off her new, svelte body. She knew just the place.  
 
    Then, maybe a trip to the hair salon. She ran her hand across the ponytail bouncing along the nape of her neck. It’d been a while since she’d had a trim. Maybe she’d try something different this time, something a little more daring.  
 
    The more she thought about it, the more her new plan made sense. She vowed then and there to make herself so irresistible that her boss would have to try something. We’ll just see how disinterested he’ll be then! she thought with a smile. 
 
    Annie slowed to a walk with three more driveways to go before her own, giving herself time to cool down a little before she got home. Thinking about her plan, she confidently told herself that she would immediately tap the brakes when David did finally give in to temptation, that she could handle him, but a small voice in the back of her mind wasn’t so sure. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    David Ferguson was going to have a fucking heart attack, Jim was just certain. The outfit his wife was modeling for him in their bedroom was so far beyond anything he had ever seen her wear that he was honestly a little worried that her boss might have a coronary event. 
 
    “You’re going to kill the man,” he stated flatly. “No shit, Annie. Wearing that thing to work tomorrow is the same as murder.” 
 
    “Oh stop!” she giggled, turning back and forth in front of the mirror. “It does look good, though, doesn’t it?” 
 
    Good was the understatement of the year. She was a vision. Every man’s fantasy. A walking wet dream.  
 
    When she’d asked him to pick up the kids from the sitter’s again yesterday so that she could get a haircut and do a little shopping, he had been understanding. The effect of her new jogging regimen on her figure had been dramatic, and even he could see that her wardrobe was beginning to look a little loose on her more athletic frame. She needed new clothes. But honestly, when she said she was going to buy some new outfits this was not quite what he had expected! 
 
    She had on a sweater dress with a cowl neck that gaped open just enough to provide a hint of her tantalizing cleavage, charcoal gray with three broad black stripes running horizontally around her body. It was sleek and sexy, and it was short. Fuck, was it short!  
 
    From where he was sitting, Jim estimated that the hem was no more than four inches below the crotch of her panties. God only knew how you were supposed to move around in that thing without flashing your goods to the entire world! Jim swallowed hard when it occurred to him that maybe that’s exactly what his wife intended to do. 
 
    A chain of large gold loops encircled her waist, breaking the monotony of the black and jingling seductively with each movement. The chain perfectly matched the hoop earrings that dangled from each ear, the ones he had given her as a gift.  
 
    Her brand-new knee-high leather boots sported four-inch heels and fuzzy tops that forced you to stare at her legs. They were the final touch, the piece de resistance that took the entire ensemble into the realm of exquisitely erotic while judiciously avoiding looking cheap.  
 
    He’d been a little hesitant when she mentioned cutting her hair. After all, she’d had long hair since they had met, and he liked it. But, when she had walked in earlier, after her trip to the salon, he had to admit he’d been wrong. 
 
    It wasn’t exactly short now, still falling to her shoulders, but it had a rounder, bouncier form without the extra weight pulling her natural curls straight. And, oddly enough, it made her look younger, sassier, more adventurous. 
 
    The overall effect was stunning. She was a classy sex kitten, just begging to be touched. Even in the bedroom, Jim had never seen her look so appealing. And the thought of her wearing this in public made his mouth feel like cotton and his pulse race. 
 
    He had never actually read the company’s dress code policy, but Jim wasn’t entirely sure this outfit of hers would meet the requirements. He was quite certain, however that David would not be complaining. 
 
    “Good?” he said, voice hoarse with desire, “Baby, you look more than good! You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen. If he doesn’t have a heart attack, don’t be surprised if he rapes you!” 
 
    She half turned and stared at him for just a moment, a crooked smile turning up the corner of her lips. Then, she shot him a wink. “What was it you always said in college? ‘Can’t rape the willing!’”  
 
    Her quip caused all the air to go out of his lungs. Before he could regain his composure enough to reply, she turned back to look at her reflection. 
 
    “But, um… aren’t you worried about what the other people in the office will think? I mean, don’t get me wrong; you look delicious! But, don’t you think this is kind of bold for the office?” 
 
    “It probably would be, yeah,” she said without turning to look at him, “and I might worry about what my coworkers would think… if we were going to be in the office tomorrow.” 
 
    “Huh? What do you mean? Why wouldn’t you be in the office?” 
 
    “We have to drive to Daltonville tomorrow.” 
 
    “Daltonville?” His mind raced, trying to make sense of her words. Daltonville was a medium-sized town about two hours away. But, he couldn’t remember ever hearing Annie mention it before. “What’s in Daltonville?” 
 
    “David is buying a little motel there. He’s going to add it to our chain. But first, we have to go down and inspect it, see what changes we need to make, see if the wiring is up to code, that sort of thing. And sign the final papers. He’s going to pick me up in the morning. We’ll probably be gone until after dark. Will you be okay picking up the kids?” 
 
    “Sure,” he nodded, the cogs spinning ever faster inside his head, “no problem! So, it’ll be just you and him?” His stomach had tied itself in knots and he hoped his voice didn’t sound as tense as he felt. 
 
    Annie turned to look at him, her brow furrowed. “Yes. Is that a problem?” 
 
    “No. No problem. Just seems kinda weird that you hadn’t mentioned it before.” 
 
    “I just found out two days ago. And nothing was really certain until yesterday.” 
 
    “Right about the time you were buying this outfit?” As soon as the words left his lips, he regretted them. He sounded petulant, like a child who hadn’t gotten his way. 
 
    Her lips were pursed as she studied him from under lowered eyebrows. “You’re jealous,” she said. She waited for him to reply, and when he didn’t, she folded her arms across her chest angrily. “This whole thing was your idea, Jim, the teasing, the flirting, all of it. It was all yours, this crazy plan. And now you’re jealous. I told you it was a bad idea!”  
 
    “No,” Jim said. “I mean, yeah, but…” He didn’t know what to say, didn’t understand how he was feeling. She was right; he was jealous. He was insanely jealous. But that wasn’t all there was to it. He was also excited.  
 
    The idea of his wife alone with her boss on a road trip, wearing this insanely hot outfit drove him crazy. With jealousy, sure, but also with lust. This fantasy he had harbored for so long flared to full flame within him when he looked at her. In his mind, he saw those sexy boots of hers pointing skyward as her boss rutted between her gorgeous, toned legs. But how could he tell her that?! 
 
    She shook her head angrily, and he could see the hurt in her eyes. “Damn it, Jim, I told you it was a stupid idea!” She spun on her heel and stalked toward the bathroom, tilting her head on its side as she removed an earring.  
 
    Fuck it! he decided. In two long steps, he caught her arm and spun her around toward him, folding her in his arms and drawing her tight against his chest. His lips found hers and he kissed her with a passion that made her go limp in his arms. 
 
    When he came up for air, the words poured out of him. “Yes!” he hissed, his face inches from hers. “You’re right! I am jealous!”  
 
    Her eyes went wide with fright. She’d never seen her husband like this. He was like a wild animal. Her heart pounded in her chest like a snare drum. 
 
    “Yes! You bought that dress for another man! For him! And that kills me! The thing is,” he reached for her hand and moved it to his crotch, “it’s also the hottest fucking thing you’ve ever done!” 
 
    She moaned when she felt the iron hardness beneath the fabric of his blue jeans, glancing down to where her hand cupped his manhood before her eyes returned to his. She was confused. “Hottest thing? You… you like that? You don’t mind me wearing it? You’re not mad?” 
 
    Jim shook his head. “No. I’m not mad. It kills me to think of you spending the day with him, looking at you, the way you look right now. And it makes me so horny I can hardly stand it!”  
 
    “Oh really?” She purred with a smile, running her fingernails up and down the side of his neck. “Jealous, but horny… that sounds kind of interesting! Weird, but interesting.” 
 
    “I know it’s weird. I don’t understand it myself, but there it is!” 
 
    Annie shook her head in wonder. “My husband gets off on other men looking at his wife,” she whispered teasingly. She kissed his cheek. “Pervert!” 
 
    “You know he’s going to want to do more than look, don’t you?” Jim growled into her ear. He scarcely trusted himself to put into words the thoughts that were racing through his head. “He’ll want to do a lot more!” 
 
    “Mm hmm!” she hummed, her eyes clamped shut and her lips drawn into an excited grin. “Probably. I’ll have to be on my guard. If I don’t stop him…” 
 
    “Don’t.” 
 
    “Don’t? Don’t what?” Her voice was little more than a whisper. 
 
    “Don’t… don’t stop him.” 
 
    Annie’s eyes flew open, the twin blue orbs burning with an unholy light as they darted rapidly back and forth, searching his eyes, trying to decide if he was saying what she thought he was saying. “Do you mean…?” She stopped, unable to complete the question. It was too much, too crazy. Surely, he didn’t mean that! 
 
    “Yes!” Jim said. He nodded once quickly. “If it feels right. If you want to. I’m okay with it.” He was having trouble controlling his breathing, and his heart was pounding so loudly that he could scarcely hear her reply. 
 
    “You’d be okay with that? If… if things went further? If he…? If we…?” 
 
    She hadn’t said no. She hadn’t slapped his face, called him a pervert, stormed out. Maybe he wasn’t the only one who’d been thinking about this. 
 
    “Yes. I told you when we started this that we’d cross that bridge when we got to it.” 
 
    “So, this is the bridge?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I guess. If you want it to be. I’m not trying to tell you what to do. I’m just saying that if this is something you want…” He shrugged and reached for her hand. “I know that you were mostly doing this to make me happy in the beginning, but now…? I think we both know something has changed. You like the attention he gives you. You like the way it makes you feel, knowing that he wants you.” 
 
    Annie was silent, chewing on his words. She should have been horrified by what he was suggesting. She knew that. The problem was, he was absolutely right. She did like the way men looked at her now. Especially David. And recently, she’d begun to think more and more about her husband’s perverted fantasy. Was it really such a crazy idea? 
 
    “Your hair, your new glasses, these clothes,” Jim continued, gesturing toward her. “Tell me it’s not to look good for him. Tell me it’s not so David will notice you.” 
 
    She was silent. There was no way she could claim that those things were unrelated to her boss. 
 
    “I’m not judging. I’m okay with that. I want him to notice you, too. I like the changes. I like this new you, this sexy, vibrant, sensual woman you’ve become. My God, Annie! You’re gorgeous! You look better at 35 than you did at 20. And this little game of ours is a big part of that. 
 
    “And it’s not just the way you look. You’re more confident, more assertive. Our sex life is hotter than it’s ever been. And you and I both know it’s because of him.” 
 
    Annie touched her glasses, her eyes darting to the floor nervously. “I… I guess.” 
 
    “There’s no ‘guessing’ to it, Annie. Every time something happens with him, you come home hotter than a firecracker and fuck my brains out. It’s not just my fantasy anymore. It turns you on to think about, too.” 
 
    “That’s just a fantasy,” she protested weakly. Her glasses jiggled adorably on her nose when she shook her head. 
 
    “Yeah. A fantasy that we both share. A fantasy that makes you as wet as the Nile. You’ve thought about it, haven’t you? Wondered what it would be like, with him?” 
 
    She opened her mouth to speak, but he forged ahead. 
 
    “I think about it all the time now. When you have to work late, I fantasize about what you might be doing with him.” 
 
    “I’d never go behind your back, Jim! You know that! I’ve been completely honest with you, told you every detail of everything that has happened since the very beginning.” 
 
    “Yes,” he smiled waving his hand in front of him. “I do know that. And I trust you completely. The thing is, it turns me on to imagine you being naughty, doing bad things with him. And if you were honest, I think that idea turns you on more than you care to admit!” 
 
    She swallowed, staring back at him with her blue eyes wide. She nodded and gave a little shrug. “Yeah. I guess. Maybe it does.” 
 
    “So, if it turns me on, and it turns you on, why not just go with it?” 
 
    “Go with it?! Baby, you’re talking about your wife fucking another man!” 
 
    “Yes! That’s exactly what I’m talking about. And just talking about it has me hard as a fucking rock right now! What about you? I suppose you’re immune to it? If I stuck my hand down your panties right now, what would I find? Ten bucks says you’re wet!” 
 
    With a grin, he darted forward with his hand outstretched and Annie shrank back from him, her breath catching in her throat. Her hands darted to cover her crotch and her cheeks blossomed crimson red. 
 
    Jim smiled knowingly and nodded. “That’s what I thought.” 
 
    “Okay, fine!” she laughed. She put her hands on her hips and strode toward him.  “You’re right. I’m excited. It’s a sexy thought. But do you really want to go down that road? Do you really want me to seduce my boss?” 
 
    “Only if that’s what you want. I just want you to know how I feel about it.” 
 
    “And how do you feel about it, exactly?” she asked, putting her arms around his neck. “I need to hear you say it. What exactly do you want to happen between me and my boss?” 
 
    His answer was immediate, his voice clear and strong, “I want you to fuck him, Annie. I want you to fuck David and then come home and tell me all about it!” 
 
    A shudder ran through her frame at his words. God! Were they really going to do this? Even as she asked herself, she knew it was a rhetorical question. Jim was right. All of this had been leading up to this, the exercise, the glasses, the hair, all of it. And she wanted it, too! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    “Wait,” Annie whispered as she felt her husband’s hands tugging at her new dress. “Let me put these things away.” She put her hand on his chest and gently pushed him away. “After all, as you so aptly pointed out, I didn’t buy them for you!”  
 
    She enjoyed teasing him like this, enjoyed the mixed emotions of hurt and lust that played across his handsome face when she did. With a sly wink, she undid the gold chain that encircled her waist, dropping it to the floor. Then, she crossed her arms in front of her and lifted the sweater dress over her head. It made her feel warm inside to hear his sharp intake of air when he saw the new lingerie she was wearing. Black and lacy, it showcased her fit new body perfectly. 
 
    “Oh my God, Annie!” he groaned. “You look amazing!” 
 
    “Thank you,” she beamed. She stooped and snatched the chain from the carpet before turning and disappearing into the walk-in closet. 
 
    Once inside, she hastily slipped the gray dress onto a hanger, then tugged off her boots. She struggled to unclasp her bra; her hands were shaking. Jim wasn’t the only one turned on by this little discussion of theirs.  
 
    He’d been right about her being wet. In fact, as she stripped off her panties, she realized that she would have to wash them in the sink if she planned on wearing them tomorrow. They were soaked with her arousal. 
 
    When she exited the closet, she was pleased to find that Jim had also taken the opportunity to get rid of some clothes. He was just turning back the bedspread when she returned, unaware of her eyes on him.  
 
    His cock was already erect, jutting out from his groin at a 90-degree angle. She had never really paid it much mind, but now she took a good long look. Her husband’s penis was six, maybe seven inches long. It was a little bigger around than a broomstick. Average, from what she had read. Annie had always found it attractive, with its pink, strawberry-sized head and smooth shaft. Though, to be fair, she didn’t have much to compare it to. 
 
    She had met Jim in college, and while neither of them had been virgins when they met, he was only the third man she had ever been with. Three. That was the sum total of the penises she had seen in real life. Not a big number these days. 
 
    One had been slightly shorter than Jim’s, one slightly longer. Both had been about the same thickness. Average. Annie would have been hard pressed to say that she had noticed any real difference between the three. 
 
    Gazing at her husband’s erect member, she found herself wondering for the first time what sex would be like with a man who had a large penis. When David’s erect member had been pressed against her backside, she could tell that he was big. How big, she had no idea. But she knew what her husband’s dick felt like when he came up behind her, and this was different. Possibly a lot different. She smiled to herself at the thought. 
 
    “See anything you like?” Jim asked. 
 
    Her eyes shot up from his crotch to meet his. She blushed furiously. Busted! “Um. Just lookin’,” she said with a shrug as she walked toward him. 
 
    “Look all you want! I’m not shy.” He straightened up and put his hands on his hips, puffing out his chest in his best superhero pose.  
 
    Annie couldn’t suppress a giggle. “You’re an idiot. You know that?” She sank to her knees before him and took his hard cock in her mouth. 
 
    “Hey,” he said as his hands found the back of her head, “if this is the reward for idiocy, I’m not about to argue!” 
 
    She sucked hard, cupping his balls in her small hand and cutting off any further witty banter. His cock jumped in her mouth and she saw his abs flex. “Fuck, you’re good at that!” he hissed. “Mr. Ferguson is going to love you!” 
 
    Annie felt like she was going to faint at Jim’s mention of her boss. Is that really what he wanted her to do? To suck another man’s cock? A few months ago, the idea would have horrified her, but now? Now, it lit a fire in her belly and filled her head with a series of crazy, explicit images. Images of David Ferguson and his hard cock. 
 
    She let him slip from her mouth, holding the tip of his dick between her fingers as she nibbled her way down the underside to his balls. Capturing a plump testicle in her mouth, she gently sucked and began to stroke his cock. When she looked up at him, he was gazing down at her lovingly. 
 
    What would it be like, she wondered, doing this for her boss? Could she make him moan like this, make him lose himself to the sensations she gave him?  
 
    She let his nut pop loudly out of her mouth, then immediately engulfed his dick once more. Her hand strayed down between her legs and she began to rub small, slow circles all around her engorged clitoris. In her mind, she was no longer sucking her husband. It was David Ferguson’s cock in her mouth. 
 
    “Oh God!” Jim groaned. “Baby! Wait. Stop. I’m going to…” He was panting, and his legs were shaking. “Oh fuck! I’m gonna cum!” 
 
    She knew. And she wanted him to. Tonight, she would finish him off with her mouth. Her pussy she would save for tomorrow. Tomorrow, when she would give herself to her boss.  
 
    She sucked harder and bobbed her head ferociously, traveling the full length of his member and using every trick she knew. Jim seemed to surrender to his fate, and his hips began to hunch in time with her motions, urgently fucking her face. 
 
    Her finger was now a blur on her clit and she closed her eyes, feeling the first warm waves of orgasm begin to engulf her body as her husband’s cock swelled in her mouth. She came, came harder than she had in months as Jim’s hot, salty sperm shot across her tongue. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    The bravado Annie had felt last night when she had made the decision to seduce her boss had waned somewhat by morning. She closed the closet doors and stood with her hands on her hips, studying her reflection. A stranger stared back at her. The new dress and sexy knee-high boots were so unlike her usual attire. That girl would never have worn something so bold and daring.  
 
    That did not, however, mean that the outfit wasn’t working for her. She looked good. Better than good, looked like a movie star! Her hair and makeup were a model of perfection. No way in hell would David be able to resist her today.  
 
    At the thought of her boss, Annie felt her stomach clench into a nervous, tight knot. Was she really going to go through with this? It was crazy! 
 
    For a split second, she considered scrapping the whole plan. She’d just put on one of her old blouses and a long skirt, wipe off some of this makeup, and go back to being the old Annie, respectable, dependable… boring. 
 
    Fuck boring! The words flashed angrily through her brain like a bolt of lightning. She gave her head a little toss and smiled at the way her shorter hair bounced on her shoulders. She’d spent too much time being boring. Besides, Jim had made it pretty clear over the last few months that he wanted this. 
 
    Truth be told, she wanted it too. The more they had played with the idea, the more she found herself obsessing over the idea of having sex with her boss. It had been so long since she had been with anyone other than her husband. So long since she had even considered such a thing. The thing was, now that she was considering it, now that it had actually become a distinct possibility, she was nervous. 
 
    What if David rejected her? What if he didn’t want her that way? A great hot wave of panic welled up in her, making it hard to breathe. It was unbearable, the thought of how humiliating it would be to offer herself to him and be spurned. But her panic passed just as quickly as it had arisen. She shook her head with a smile. That was just her old, foolish insecurity, rearing its ugly head. 
 
    David Ferguson might not have laid a hand on her these past few months, but the look in his eyes spoke volumes. He wanted her. He wanted her badly. Annie straightened her designer glasses and blew the mirror a sultry kiss. And today, he was going to have her. 
 
      
 
    There was no time to discuss the matter again at breakfast. The kids were always around, making conversation impossible. But when she had caught her husband’s eye and given him a questioning glance, he had silently nodded and given her a warm, reassuring smile. He still wanted her to go through with it. 
 
    Today, Jim would be taking the kids to school. Annie’s boss was going to pick her up at their house and they would be making the drive from there. It only made sense, really. The office was located on the other end of town from the highway that led to Daltonville. Why should they both drive to the office only to turn around and drive back in the opposite direction? 
 
    With the meal over and the kids dressed warmly in their puffy jackets, Jim held the door open for them and unlocked the car. As they trotted down the sidewalk, he turned back to Annie. “Have fun today,” he murmured, wrapping his arms around his wife and kissing her cheek. 
 
    “You’re sure?” The words tumbled out hurriedly. “This is what you really want?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Whatever you decide.” He squeezed her butt then turned and closed the door behind him. 
 
    Annie heard the pickup start and listened to the change in pitch as her husband backed slowly out of the driveway. From the street, the big engine gave a throaty rumble when he put it in gear and then grew progressively quieter with the increasing distance, until her ears lost it. She was alone. 
 
    With everyone gone, the house was eerily still. The mantle clock above the fireplace ticked steadily along, sounding as loud as a metronome in the empty room. She could hear her own heart thumping pitter-patter in her chest, quick and strong, daring her to deny the excitement that coursed through her. 
 
    She glanced at the clock. 7:24. David had told her last night that he would be there to pick her up at 7:30, but she knew he could arrive any minute now. 
 
    Annie crouched and checked her appearance one last time in the little mirror next to the door. She patted her already perfect hair, then got her coat and slipped it on. Slipping her purse over her shoulder, she leaned across the kitchen table to retrieve the blueprints for the hotel they were going to inspect. As she did, she noticed that her hand was shaking. Just slightly, but it was shaking. 
 
    She peeked through the blinds. Nothing. Not so much as a bicycle. The street in front of the house was completely empty. Stealing another look at the clock, she saw that it was 7:26. Had it really only been two minutes?!  
 
    Annie took a final look around, making sure she wasn’t forgetting anything. Purse, coat, blueprints. That was it. As she turned her eyes to the street once more, she saw her boss’s dark sedan round the corner and start down her street. This was it. She took a deep breath and opened the door. 
 
      
 
    David’s car, like the man himself, was elegant and refined. Sleek and black, everything about it exuded a sense of money and power, from the rumbling of the oversized engine to the darkly tinted windows. He brought it to a smooth halt at the end of the walkway and put it in park. 
 
    When he leaned across the center console and opened the door for her, her nose immediately caught the foreign odor on the warm air that rushed out at her. The interior of his car smelled of leather with a slight hint of the expensive cologne he always wore. It was a warm, manly smell that enfolded her body like a blanket when she closed the door. She liked it, liked the assertive masculinity of it, liked that it was his smell.  
 
    The back of her hand absently caressed the mahogany paneling of the door, and she thought about the way her husband’s vehicle smelled. The aging pickup had its own aroma, equally masculine, but different from this. Its smell was an earthy mixture of freshly sawn pine and coffee and supermarket aftershave, more down-to-earth, more grounded. And infinitely more familiar. The conflicting scents of the two men in her life, she thought with a grin. 
 
     “Good morning, Annie,” David said warmly. His deep, resonant voice tore her from her reverie. “You’re looking lovely as ever!” 
 
    “Good morning, David. Thank you.” 
 
    Annie shrugged out of her coat and folded it carefully, then leaned over the seatback to lay it on the back seat along with the blueprints. She stretched across and placed her purse on the floor behind the driver’s seat.  
 
    Sneaking a peak from the corner of her eye, she saw her boss staring appreciatively at her ample cleavage through the open neck of the sweater dress, just inches from his nose. The way she was twisted over the console, she imagined he could see all the way to her navel, and the thought gave her a naughty thrill.  
 
    She lingered there, letting him look, pretending to adjust the position of her purse on the floor behind him. When she turned back around and sank into her seat, David was busily adjusting the radio as though that was what he had been doing the whole time. He looked up at her and raised his eyebrows. 
 
     “Wow! Did you get a haircut?” 
 
    “Yes, I had a little trim yesterday,” she beamed, nervously touching her bouncy locks. It gave her a warm feeling inside that he had immediately noticed the change in her appearance. Most men wouldn’t have picked up on it. David Ferguson was not most men. 
 
    “Well, it looks absolutely amazing! Stunning. Really. Your husband is a very lucky man.”  
 
    “Thank you,” she said. He was going to make her blush. She’d hoped he’d like it, but this was more than she’d expected. “I’m glad you like it!” 
 
    “Very much! So, are you ready?” 
 
    Annie noticed that his gray eyes darted to her legs before he caught himself. She returned his smile when he looked back up. “Oh yes,” she said, her eyes locked on his and her voice dripping with innuendo. “I’m more than ready.” 
 
    His smile faltered for just a second, a momentary flash of uncertainty flickering in his eyes before he recovered his usual poise. “Umm. All right then,” he said. “Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    The two-hour drive to Daltonville was uneventful. Traffic was sparse, and the sunny weather meant that the roadway was clear and dry. David set the cruise control on 70 and they sailed along the blacktop, chatting casually while Annie watched the trees zip past the window. 
 
    By the time they passed the ‘Welcome to Daltonville, Population 21,568’ sign, Annie’s earlier tension had all but melted away. David had been his usual, charming self the whole time, friendly and respectful, but Annie had learned over the past few months to watch for the little signals he gave off, for instance, the furtive glances he constantly stole at her legs while he drove. 
 
    He didn’t exactly stare. His looks were brief and guarded, and he did his best to hide them. But from the corner of her eye, Annie could see the movement of his eyes as they swept her legs from foot to ass. He obviously liked what he saw, a fact that immediately boosted her confidence. 
 
    David’s eyes weren’t the only ones roaming during the long drive. It was impossible for her not to look at him. In his meticulously tailored suit, with his perfectly coiffed salt-and-pepper hair and his strong jawline, he was a genuinely handsome man. She’d known that all along. After all, she wouldn’t have even considered going along with her husband’s crazy flirting scheme if she hadn’t been attracted to him. 
 
    But now, trapped in such close proximity to him for such an extended period of time, Annie began to realize just how much this man turned her on. Her attraction to him was different than the one she felt for her husband. In many ways, the two men were polar opposites of each other, one of them rough and rugged, the other suave and refined. And perhaps, she thought, that’s what made the thought of this so exciting. 
 
    In her mind, she could picture him undressing, could see his broad shoulders come into view as his dress shirt slid open. Would his chest be smooth or hairy? Either way, the thought of his strong pecs and his flat abs made her mouth water. And that bulge in his pants. Would he be as large as she had imagined in all those late-night masturbation sessions? She could hardly wait to find out. God! They were already in Daltonville. Not long now. Not long at all. 
 
    Now that the time was approaching, she realized that she had yet to work out the logistics of this plan of hers. Plan. Maybe that wasn’t the right word for it. She’d told her husband that she was going to seduce her boss today, but in truth, she had no idea how she was going to accomplish that. It had been many, many years since she had given any thought to just how she would get a man into bed. 
 
    From the looks he’d been giving her on the trip, she knew she had his attention. Even she had to admit that she looked positively scrumptious in her new outfit. Her intention now was just to ramp up her flirting game and see where things went.  
 
    A little wiggle here, some eyes batted there. It wouldn’t be that hard. He was a man, after all, and Annie was pretty sure his stoicism had its limits. She’d break him, get him to make a move. One way or the other. Exactly how things might play out after that, she didn’t have a clue. Maybe he’d invite her back to his place when they were done inspecting the property. That would work. 
 
    “Here we are,” David’s voice jarred her back to reality. 
 
    Annie looked up to see a large neon sign looming in front of a long, squat building of rust-colored brick. She recognized it immediately as the newly purchased hotel they were here to inspect. 
 
    Late 80s, Annie guessed, judging by the building’s lines. Nothing spectacular from an architectural point of view, but at least it was in good shape. The sign out front could have used a fresh coat of paint, and a little landscaping around the front office wouldn’t have hurt things, but the roof looked new and the neat row of matching doors lent an air of orderly propriety to the structure. Not a bad investment, she decided, especially considering how little he had paid for it. 
 
    A maroon SUV was parked in front of the office. Annie recognized the man leaning against its door with his shoulders hunched against the cold and both hands thrust deeply into the pockets of his overcoat as Jonathon Browne, the realtor she had negotiated with over the phone when David was making the purchase. Browne looked just like he did in the pictures she had seen on his website, a tall, thin man with a shock of thick dark hair. He was wearing a neat gray suit and a striped tie beneath a heavy black wool coat.  
 
    When David’s long, dark sedan pulled into the hotel’s parking lot, he pushed himself upright and gave them a big wave and an even bigger smile, flashing a row of perfectly straight, brilliantly white teeth. This was a man who was genuinely glad to see them. 
 
    And why wouldn’t he be? From everything Annie had learned, the motel had been on the market for several years and David’s company had been the only one to make a serious offer. Even at the rock bottom price they were paying, Mr. Browne stood to make a pretty chunk of change off his commission.  
 
    Mr. Browne. The realtor. Damn! In all her excitement, Annie had forgotten about him being there. How the hell was she supposed to make a move on her boss with some other guy hanging around? Maybe she’d have to make it a threesome, she thought jokingly. The fact that such a crazy thing had even popped into her head was enough to make her blush. God, what an idea! Two men! Wouldn’t that be something to tell her husband? No. She wasn’t quite ready for that. Not yet.  
 
    This grand scheme of hers was falling apart rapidly. She wondered just how disappointed Jim would be when she came home without a naughty story to tell him. From the look he had given her this morning, he seemed almost as excited about the idea of her sleeping with David as she was. Shit! She really hadn’t thought this one out too well. 
 
    “Hello there!” the man gushed the moment David’s door opened. “Welcome to Daltonville!” He grasped the hand David offered him and shook it like he was trying to kill a rattlesnake. “You must be Mr. Ferguson. Browne’s the name. Jonathon Browne. But you can call me Jon.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Jon. Please, call me David. And this,” he gestured toward Annie, “is my personal assistant, Annie.” 
 
    Jon hurried around the long hood of the car to shake her hand, thankfully somewhat more gently than he had David’s. “Nice to meet you, ma’am. I believe we spoke on the phone a few times.” 
 
    “Yes. Yes, we did. It’s nice to meet you, too.” 
 
    In person, Jonathon Browne was even more handsome than in his online pictures. Tall and dark with a square, lantern jaw, he had kind blue eyes like deep pools of water. As she held his hand and gazed at those perfect, liquid orbs, Annie could imagine herself falling into them, and she felt her pulse quicken. 
 
    “Did you bring the keys?”  
 
    David’s voice broke the spell and Annie snatched her hand back to her side like a schoolgirl caught with her hand in the cookie jar. She met her boss’s eyes over the top of the car and felt immediately guilty. What the hell was wrong with her? Had she gotten herself so worked up imagining her boss naked that she was ready to throw herself at any man that came along? 
 
    “Oh, yes. Sorry,” Jon stuttered, turning to face him. “I have them right here.” 
 
    Nodding, he pulled a heavily laden ring of keys from the pocket of his overcoat and strode around the back of the car to where David waited.  
 
    “Thank you. Why don’t you show us around a bit?” He gestured toward the building behind him. 
 
    “Of course. My pleasure.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Browne knew all there was to know about the property, from when it was built to when the next fire inspection was due. He went through the same pitch Annie had heard from him over the phone a few weeks ago, then showed them the office, the pool out back (covered with an enormous blue tarp at this time of the year), and a few of the rooms on the ground floor.  
 
    It all looked good. Better than good. It was spotless. Vacuumed, beds made, windows washed. Clearly, someone had gone to a lot of trouble to make the place presentable when the new owners came to take possession.  
 
    David was planning on keeping a lot of the present staff when he took over, simply folding them into the company. In fact, Annie knew without a doubt that he had already been in contact with most of them and had contracts ready for their signatures, pending finalization of the purchase. For them, it would mean a better dental plan and a 25-cent raise, but judging by the condition of the rooms they had inspected, they were worth it. 
 
    As they made their way through the building, Annie was aware that the hotel rooms weren’t the only things being checked out by David Ferguson. Though he asked plenty of questions on their brief tour, every time Annie stole a glance at him, she caught him looking at her. Knowing he was looking boosted her confidence, and every time the realtor was looking the other direction, she gave her boss a warm smile.  
 
    She dropped her pencil in one of the double rooms on the ground floor, and when she bent at the waist to retrieve it, she found her boss staring openly at her ass. With a hem that short, she had little doubt that he had been able to see her panties. To her chagrin, she met Jon’s eyes and realized that he had also turned around just in time to catch her little show.  
 
    It made her blush to think that the realtor had seen her undies. She hadn’t done it on purpose, but she couldn’t really say that it bothered her all that much. In fact, it was oddly thrilling. So bad, so naughty, so unlike the sedate mother of two she had been for the past few years. What Jim would think of all this? She could hardly wait to tell him all about it. 
 
    When they started up the stairs to the upper level, Annie made sure to put some extra shimmy in her stride. David was walking behind her, and she knew that the short hem of her new sweater dress was giving him one hell of a view of her long, toned legs. Unfortunately, her new boots, while undeniably sexy, had a bit too much heel to be practical, and just short of the landing, she missed a step. 
 
    David was walking right behind her, and when she slipped, she fell against his chest. He caught her easily, his strong hands closing on her slender waist just above the swell of her hips. When their bodies made contact, she felt the warmth of his body, the solidity of his muscles, and the insistent bulge of his cock pressed against her backside. 
 
    He was hard. And he felt big. Bigger than she remembered from last time. God! Was that all him? It couldn’t be. No sooner had she bumped his erection, than he eased her forward back onto her feet. 
 
    “Thanks,” she muttered, embarrassed. She tugged the hem of her dress down reflexively. 
 
    “No problem,” he said. There was a husky overtone to his voice, low and visceral, that sent a shiver down her spine and made her glance back over her shoulder at him. 
 
    Even after feeling the tactile proof of his arousal, the look on his face surprised her. Half smile, half snarl, it was the look of a wolf nearing its prey, hungry and predatory. Involuntarily, she gave a little gasp and felt her heart skip a beat to see the unbridled desire in those cool gray eyes of his.  
 
    The rooms on the second floor were just as clean as those on the ground floor. When Jon disappeared inside room 208, David remained in the hallway, surveying the interior through the open door. Annie nonchalantly bent to pull up the furry top of her right boot. It didn’t really need it, but it gave her the perfect opportunity to show off her long legs. A sidelong glance proved that the effort hadn’t been wasted. Her boss had noticed. 
 
    With Jon present, she couldn’t flirt with him as shamelessly as she had originally planned, but by the time they reached the end of the long hallway on the second floor, it no longer seemed like David was paying attention to the rooms at all. His gaze was firmly locked on her. He wanted her, and as the day wore on, it looked like he was less and less interested in hiding that fact. 
 
    “And finally, the honeymoon suite,” the realtor announced when he opened the door to an enormous room at the end of the second story. “As you can see, the previous owners spared no expense when they renovated it last year.” 
 
    He was right; it was impressive. Luxurious, floor-length curtains, plush bedspread, padded headboard. The ceiling was mirrored, and the in-suite bathroom had a hot tub that looked like it would accommodate a basketball team. It was a room made for sex, for a recently married couple to really get to know each other. 
 
    “Yes,” David nodded, stroking his chin as he took in the spacious room. “This will do quite nicely. I usually expect to do some pretty extensive redecorating when I buy a new building, but this one… I don’t think we’ll have to change much. Maybe some new carpet in a couple of the units and some drapes, but really, I’m quite impressed.” 
 
    “I’m glad you’re pleased. I really think this will be a sound investment for you.” Mr. Browne gave a deferential nod and gestured toward the door.  
 
     “Looks good,” David announced when they had returned to the office. “Do you have the papers with you?” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure. Just let me get them out of my briefcase.” Jon hoisted the leather briefcase onto the reception counter and rifled through the papers inside until he found what he was looking for. “Here we go. If you’ll just sign here and here, and then initial pages 5 and 8.” 
 
    Annie handed David a pen, and he thumbed briefly through the papers, more out of habit than from a real desire to read what was written there. He knew what was in the contracts. He had been poring over them with his lawyers for the past two weeks. With a satisfied nod, he scratched his signature in each of the spots Jon had indicated, then slid them across the counter to him. 
 
    “Okay then! Congratulations, Mr. Ferguson. You are now the proud owner of the nicest hotel in Daltonville.” He handed David the keys and shook his hand. 
 
    “Thank you. Thanks for all your work on this, Jon. I really appreciate it.” 
 
    “No. Thank you. Can I do anything else for you today?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. Annie and I just need to take a few measurements, then I’ll lock up and head home. I have a guy coming tomorrow to cover the sign with a temporary banner until we can have it changed. I’ve already spoken to the manager. She’ll reopen the day after tomorrow and it will be business as usual.” 
 
    “Sounds good. Well, all right. I guess I’ll head out, then. You two have a nice afternoon.” 
 
    “You too, Jon. And thanks again!” 
 
    At the door, David shook his hand again, then closed the door behind him. He stood gazing out through the glass as Jon’s car pulled out of the parking lot and disappeared from sight. “Annie,” he said as he turned around, “if you’d be so kind. I think we need to take another look at the honeymoon suite.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    Jim had had some stressful days in his life, some downright awful days. Days that made you wonder why the fuck you even bothered to get out of bed in the morning. But none of those days had been as bad as this one. 
 
    It started off okay. He managed to keep his mind off Annie and her boss while he was dropping the kids off at school. Their incessant chattering and the city traffic had kept him well distracted. But as soon as he reached the job site, all the external stimuli stopped, and the little cogs in his head began to turn. As the day wore on, those cogs turned faster and faster. 
 
    He'd been distracted all morning. Horribly so. It was like his brain had turned to mush. His thoughts kept turning back to his wife. He fought it, or at least he tried, but it took all the effort he could muster just to focus on the task at hand. And it was a battle he was losing. 
 
    Ten minutes after starting work, he had found himself standing in front of the mirror in one of the downstairs bathrooms they were finishing, staring uncomprehendingly at his reflection. He was holding a tape measure and a Phillips screwdriver and had no earthly idea why. For the life of him, he couldn’t remember what he was there to do.  
 
    He stayed in that damned bathroom for a good ten minutes, looking around him in bewilderment, like a pig reading a Chinese menu. No clue. Finally, he just gave up and went off in search of something else to do. It wasn’t until his boss asked him an hour later about the toilet paper holder in the bathroom that he realized what it was he had forgotten. He’d had to sneak back in and quickly mount it before anyone noticed his absentmindedness. 
 
    Try as he might, it was impossible not to think about Annie and David. And every time he did, it made his head spin. He felt like he was in a dream, an impossible, crazy dream. His beautiful wife was on a road trip with her wealthy boss, dressed like a hooker and with every intent of seducing him.  
 
    Would she go through with it? He hoped she would. At least, he thought that’s what he hoped. For the past few months, he’d jerked off several times a week to the thought of Annie spreading her legs for David Ferguson. Now, he felt a twinge of doubt. 
 
    The more he thought about it, the less ideal this whole situation seemed to him. After all, he reasoned, an extramarital affair wasn’t exactly a risk-free venture. Did it really make any difference if the woman’s husband knew about it beforehand? Were the chances of a happy outcome any greater? The seeds of doubt took root in his mind and quickly spread. 
 
    For the first time since they’d started down this crazy path, Jim felt fear. Cold, stony dread wrapped its icy tendrils about his heart like a vine, choking him with a feeling of despair. Oh God! This had been a mistake. All of it. An awful, dreadful mistake. 
 
    They’d taken things too far. He should’ve listened to her. Annie had been right all along; this fantasy of theirs should’ve stayed just that, a fantasy. Now, she was out with another man, a man she was going to fuck. Who knew? Maybe she had already! And he had encouraged the whole thing!  
 
    Fuck! What the hell had he done? This couldn’t happen! He couldn’t let this happen! What the fuck was he going to do? No, no, no! He had to tell her to call it off! 
 
    With shaking hands, Jim sat down on the temporary wooden stairs that led up onto the newly poured, concrete porch and fumbled in his pocket for his phone. He had just begun to type out a message to his wife when the new kid on the crew came walking up behind him. Shit! That’s just what he needed! If Chad caught a glance at the screen, he’d blab it to everyone on the job site. Jim quickly tapped the cancel button and thrust the phone back into his pocket, looking up just as the young man came to a stop next to him. 
 
    “Hey Bill,” Chad said. “We’ve got a little problem with the master bedroom. Would you mind coming and taking a look?” 
 
    Bill stood up, discreetly shifting the erection he didn’t realize he had had to a more comfortable position in his blue jeans. “Sure. What’s the problem?” 
 
    “Well, it’s kind of hard to explain. I’m not sure. But there’s something wrong with the new closet doors we ordered?” 
 
    “Really? Should be a pretty easy install. I’ve got the same ones in my house. I mean, mine aren’t quite as fancy. No oak frames, but the track system is the same.”  
 
    Jim tramped up the stairs behind him. Jim knew this kid was green, but couldn’t the guy even figure out how to hang a pair of closet doors? Maybe there was something wrong with the doors. He decided he’d wait to see just exactly what the problem was before declaring him a total idiot. 
 
    “Well, it’s not so much installing them that’s the problem,” Chad said over his shoulder. “Come look at them, and you’ll see what I mean.” Chad led Jim into the master bedroom and gestured toward the closet. 
 
    Two mirrored doors with oak trim hung side by side across the opening to the walk-in closet. They looked fine. Better than fine. Hell, the kid had done a better job installing these doors than Jim had installing the ones in his own house. 
 
    He stepped forward and tried the door on the right. It moved easily, silently sliding back and forth on its tracks. The left-hand door was the same. What the hell was the problem? He turned to Chad and shrugged. “Seems fine to me.” 
 
    “Yeah. I thought so, too. But watch this.” He reached for the switch next to the closet and flicked it on. In an instant, the mirrors disappeared, and Jim was looking at the empty interior of the closet. He could see the shelves and hanger rods as plain as day, with only a slight haze to indicate it wasn’t a normal, everyday pane of glass. 
 
    “What the hell?!” he exclaimed, taking an involuntary step backwards. 
 
    “Right? I don’t know what’s up with them. You ever see anything like that?” 
 
    Actually, he had. Way back when he was in high school, Jim had worked in a Mexican restaurant. The boss had been paranoid about the employees stealing from the cash register and he had had a one-way mirror installed in his office that let him keep an eye on the peons. And when anyone turned on the office lights, you could see through the damned thing. Just like this. 
 
    “It’s called a one-way mirror, Chad.” 
 
    Chad’s face was blank. He had no earthly idea what Jim was talking about. 
 
    “You can see through from one direction, but not the other. As long as one side is dark and the other light. They’re used in interrogation rooms, banks, anywhere somebody wants to watch something without being seen.” 
 
    “Oh…” A shocked expression came to the young man’s face as he jumped to the most obvious conclusion about the one-way mirrors in a bedroom. “Do you suppose…?” 
 
    “No,” Jim chuckled. “I don’t. The couple building this house is in their 70s. I doubt very seriously that this is what they wanted. This is most definitely a screw-up of some sort. Why don’t you grab the blueprints and let me take a look at them. I’m sure there’s a perfectly good explanation for this.” 
 
      
 
    30 minutes later, the mystery was solved. Someone had transposed two numbers when they ordered the glass a few weeks ago. The result: a pair of closet doors with one-way mirrors. A quick call to the glass place confirmed it. 
 
    “Hey boss,” Jim said, spreading the blueprints out on the hood of the old man’s pickup. He unrolled the receipt from the glass order on top of it. “We got a little problem here.” He explained the whole thing. 
 
    The old man shook his head. “Well shit!” he said. “Don’t suppose there’s any way to return them.” 
 
    “Nope. They said that once the glass is cut to our specs, it belongs to us.” 
 
    “Yeah. I figured as much. I guess that’s only fair, seeing as how it was our fuckup, not theirs. Actually, I’m pretty sure I’m the one who called the order in, so technically it’s my fuckup. Well, call ‘em back and reorder. Shouldn’t take ‘em more than a couple of days to get the new ones to us.” 
 
    “What do you want us to do with the doors upstairs?” 
 
    “Shit, I don’t know. Take ‘em back off the tracks and lean ‘em up against the wall for now. I’ll try to think of something. Maybe I can sell them on the internet or something and get at least part of my money back.” 
 
      
 
    From the time Chad came to get him to the placement of a new order for mirrored glass, two hours passed. If there was a good side to the closet door debacle, it was the fact that it took Jim’s mind off Annie and David. For a while, he forgot all about it, but he had scarcely ended the call with the glass shop when it all came flooding back to him again. 
 
    He looked at the phone in his hand. He’d been interrupted earlier, just as he was about to fire off an urgent text to his wife, telling her to scrap the whole idea. His eyes darted to the left and right. He was alone. Now was his chance. But he hesitated, his finger poised an inch above the touchscreen. Was that really what he wanted, to tell her to stop? 
 
    Two hours ago, it had been. Most definitely! He’d been two inches away from a heart attack, losing his mind at the thought of Annie actually going through with their dirty fantasy. He had been adamantly, passionately convinced that he had to put a stop to it. Now, that urgency seemed to have faded. And deep down, he could feel the old excitement returning. 
 
    For weeks, he had thought of nothing else. Annie and David, David and Annie. He and his wife had played the scenario through a dozen times in bed. It was his ultimate fantasy; the dirty, nasty, white-hot idea that made him so hard it felt like his dick would break off. Even now, he felt his cock immediately stiffen at the thought of the two of them together. He didn’t want to stop it, not really. He had waited too damned long for this. 
 
    What had happened before was nothing more than last-minute nerves, he realized. Like a bull rider who, in that split second before the gate opens, wishes more than anything that he were back home watching TV on the couch or a skydiver who in that brief instant before he steps into empty space asks himself why he doesn’t just take up stamp collecting like a normal person, Jim had panicked, blinked, just for a moment. But the moment had passed, and now that old familiar fire of perverse desire welled up inside him once more, causing his cock to throb. 
 
    He looked at his watch and realized that the delay had probably already decided the matter anyway. Annie and her boss would’ve arrived in Daltonville hours ago. If anything were going to happen between them, chances were it had already happened. It was too late for him to take action either way. 
 
    Sending her a text now, asking her not to go through with it, would be foolish at best, disastrous at worst. Suppose she had already slept with him. How would it make her feel, getting a text like that from her husband, when it was already too late? No, he decided. He couldn’t do that to her. 
 
    He’d had plenty of chances to back out over the last few days, and he hadn’t taken any of them. And for one very simple reason: he wanted his wife to be fucked by another man. It had all been leading up to this, and now it was too late to change his mind. Sure he was nervous. How could he not be? But nervous wasn’t the same as not wanting it to happen. 
 
    With a shrug, he thrust his cell phone back into his pocket and slung his heavy tool belt around his waist. No sense worrying about it now, he supposed. It would either happen or it wouldn’t. Fuck, this was going to be a long day! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
    As soon as Annie entered the honeymoon suite, David spun on his heels and slammed the door, then seized her by the waist and drew her swiftly to him. “What’s your game, Annie?” he snarled, his face scant inches from her own.  
 
    Annie’s eyes went wide. “M…my game?” she stuttered, taken aback. “I… I don’t know what…” 
 
    “Don’t play dumb with me!” he snapped. His gray eyes blazed. “You’ve been teasing me for weeks now. Short skirts, high heels, always touching me, flashing me. Did you think I hadn’t noticed?” He didn’t wait for her to reply, and he didn’t release the grip he had on her waist. “And did you honestly think I wouldn’t do anything about it?” 
 
    She opened her mouth to speak, and David kissed her. Fiery, passionate, it was a kiss that took her breath away and made her melt into his arms. She felt his big right hand slide up her ribs to grasp her breast and moaned into his mouth. 
 
    He turned her around and moved her backwards across the room, pushing her with his body until the backs of her knees hit the edge of the bed, then following her down as she fell across the mattress. His heavy body crushed her tiny frame, knocking the air from her. Instinctively, she spread her legs for him. 
 
    The room was spinning. Everything was happening so fast, so breathtakingly fast. She felt like she was drunk, unable to react quickly enough to the everchanging situation around her. David’s hands seemed to be everywhere at once, tugging the hem of her dress up around her waist, groping her big tits, sliding up under her dress to tear her panties down her long legs.  
 
    Annie struggled to catch up, panting with excitement at her boss’s unexpected forcefulness. God! This wasn’t at all how she had envisioned this moment. David had always been so reserved, so gentle and caring. Now, he was like an enraged bull. And to her surprise, she liked it!  
 
    “Is this what you wanted?” David’s voice growled in her ear. Her only reply was a deep moan. She was dimly aware that he was unbuckling his pants and she hurried to help him, tugging them open and reaching inside. 
 
    “Oh my God!” she gasped when her hand closed around his hard cock. It felt like she was holding a beer can.  
 
    David pushed his pants down to his knees and rose up on his arms, sliding forward until the head of his cock nudged Annie’s pussy. She felt a jolt of lightning shoot through her groin when the thick head pressed against her opening, seeking entry. When she looked down at the cock in her hand, the sheer size of him nearly made her heart stop. He was even bigger than she’d imagined! 
 
    She blinked as she tried to comprehend what she was seeing. David’s cock was the biggest she had ever seen, jutting from his groin like a great, flesh-colored tree trunk. Heavy veins crisscrossed the shaft below a slightly purple head that was easily the size of a ripe plum. Unlike her husband’s penis, his had a distinctive curve, like that of a banana, arcing up toward her.  
 
    It was long and tapered, and so thick at the base that when she grasped him there, her small hand wouldn’t close around it. At least five inches of his shaft extended beyond the point at which she held him. And at that moment, Annie thought it was the most beautiful, desirable thing she’d ever seen. 
 
    She pulled his penis toward her aching pussy. For so long, she had dreamt of this moment, brought herself to orgasm fantasizing about this wonderful cock of his. And now, the time had come. An inch more and he’d be fucking her. David Ferguson would be fucking her! Finally! Oh God! 
 
    Only he didn’t fuck her. Instead, he moved his hips in a slow circle, lazily rubbing the meaty head of his penis against her slick folds, tormenting her. Annie whined in frustration and arched her hips up at him, trying to capture him inside her, but David pulled back with a sadistic smile. For all his urgency, the frantic need she saw burning in his gray eyes, he was letting her know that he was very much in charge of what was happening.  
 
    “Tell me, Annie. Tell me to put it inside you!” His breath was a hot flame against her neck, causing goosebumps to pop up on her skin. “Beg me to fuck you! Beg me to fuck your married pussy!” 
 
    Annie couldn’t remember the last time she was so turned on. She was panting, her heart racing. She was desperate to feel this big cock inside her. At this point, resistance wasn’t even an option. 
 
    “Yes! Please! Give me your…ungh!” 
 
    Before she could finish her sentence, David leaned forward and sank his cock into her. Not all the way, but enough to knock the air from her. Fuck he was big! And thick! Good Lord! Would she be able to take the whole thing? 
 
    David pulled back then surged forward again, burying an additional two inches in her. The sensation was like nothing she had ever known. She was so full, so stretched. It felt like he was tearing her apart, but at the same time it was good… so fucking good! 
 
     “Oh God, yes! More!” she said, her voice trembling with excitement. 
 
    David was more than happy to oblige. He sawed in and out of her, using the weight of his body to slip more and more of his cock into her with each stroke. 
 
    Annie was in heaven, writhing on the comforter in ecstasy. Her smooth legs lifted on either side of his thrusting body, caressing his ribs and opening her slit to his relentless onslaught. David hadn’t been inside her for more than 30 seconds, and already she could feel an orgasm building. Maybe it was her pent-up desire for him, or the morning she had spent teasing him, or maybe it was just the fact that it felt like he was fucking her with a rolling pin; whatever the reason, she was about to cum. And it felt like a big one. 
 
    “What would your husband think, if he could see you now?” David demanded. “What would he think of his pretty little wife fucking her boss?” 
 
    Annie had to bite her lip to keep from smiling at that one. If her husband could have seen her at that moment, chances were he’d be stroking himself like an overwrought bonobo. God, she wished Jim were there. More than anything. How perfect that would make this whole situation! Oh, if only! 
 
    “Oh fuck!” she grunted as David’s insistent thrusting finally brought his crotch to hers. Her hands found his clenching ass cheeks and she pulled him in, grinding her clit against his pubic bone. She had done it, had taken his whole cock. She felt an obscene pride at her accomplishment, commingled with the strangest, most amazing feeling of carnal pleasure. 
 
    There was an incredible sense of fullness, of being stuffed full of cock, stretched to her limit. Her clitoris seemed to vibrate with each beat of her heart, surging and pulsing with arousal. And when David began to move again, she thought she’d lose her mind, so intense was the friction. 
 
    “God, that’s good!” he murmured in her ear. “So tight. So fucking tight. I can’t tell you how badly I’ve wanted you, these past few months. And now, you’re mine!” 
 
    His words sent sparks through her brain, making her eyes flutter. “Yes!” she whispered. “Fuck me! Make me yours!” 
 
    With a triumphant smile, he pulled back until only the tip of his cock remained inside her, and Annie actually felt a momentary sense of loss, an aching emptiness, a longing to be filled again. But before she could complain, he eased slowly forward, sheathing himself in her wetness once more. The relief was immediate, the pleasure of his penetration greater than any she had ever known. 
 
    Like a leaf in a gale, she trembled around him, clutching at his arms and tossing her head from side to side on the oversized pillow. There wasn’t enough air in the world for her at that moment. Her mouth hung open in a silent scream. She was close. So, so close! Every molecule in her body seemed to burn with need. 
 
    Two more of her boss’s slow, languid thrusts sent her crashing over the edge, tumbling headlong into the abyss of erotic pleasure. It was a strange, savage orgasm, unlike any she had ever known. She arched her back hard, only touching the comforter with her head and her ass while waves of almost unbearable pleasure sliced through her board-stiff body.  
 
    It was a good thing that the hotel was empty. Had it not been, the piercing scream that her climax tore from her throat would most certainly have had the other guests calling the front office to complain about the perverts in the honeymoon suite. 
 
    David gave her just a moment’s respite to recover from the bone jarring orgasm that had shaken her body, then began to thrust again. Now that she had taken his full length, he increased his pace until he was slamming his dick into her pussy with a force that took Annie’s breath away. It was forceful, animalistic, urgent. He hammered her over and over, his thrusts growing more savage by the second. 
 
    Almost immediately, she came again, not quite as hard as before, but intense nonetheless. This time, David never paused; if anything, he fucked her more intensely as her slender form quaked beneath him. 
 
    His strong hands found hers and pulled them above her head. There, he gathered her wrists and held them, pinned tightly in place as he fucked her with all his might. She was trapped, unable to escape, forced to take everything he was giving her. 
 
    This was her punishment. David was punishing her for her flirtation, for the evenings she had sent him home with blue balls after prancing around in front of him all day at the office. Punishing her with that beautiful, massive cock of his. She knew she deserved it, and she loved every insane second of it. 
 
    Annie had never thought of herself as submissive, but something about being held down like that, being ravaged and used so aggressively stroke a chord deep inside her soul. It was so unlike the way her husband made love to her. If someone had asked her about it yesterday, she would have said that she had absolutely no interest in being dominated by a man, but faced with the reality of it, she discovered that it turned her on more than she could ever have imagined. 
 
    Incredibly, David increased the pace of his thrusting even more as he held her down. His hips now crashed into hers at a dizzying pace and with a force that made her big tits ripple crazily beneath the sweater dress that had now worked its way up to her navel. He fucked her like a man possessed, fucked her like he was trying to stuff his entire body up her pussy, and Annie felt another, more powerful orgasm building inside her. 
 
    “Aaah, fuck!” he growled. “I can’t take much more of this, Annie! I’m gonna cum!” 
 
    It was like someone striking a gong inside her skull. With no warning, her orgasm was upon her, searing down her spine like a lightning bolt, tearing through her spasming flesh and spreading through every limb. “Oooh! Oh, my God!” she shrieked, feeling her eyes roll back into her skull. “Oh FUCK!!!” 
 
    This wasn’t an orgasm, it was an out-of-body experience, the kind of thing you only read about in dirty magazines. It was too good, too much, way too much. She wanted to get away from him, to escape the painful intensity of the sensations that were burning out every synapse she had, but she couldn’t. David held her too firmly. He was killing her, fucking her literally to death. She screamed again. 
 
    Through the fog of her erotic agony, Annie heard her boss grunt, then her clutching pussy was flooded by something warm and wet. He was cumming in her. David Ferguson was cumming inside her. The thought flared inside her mind, then everything went dark. 
 
      
 
    “Annie. Annie,” a faraway voice called to her. “Sweetie, wake up. Are you okay? Annie!” There was a familiar ring to it, but she couldn’t quite place it. Someone shook her. “Annie!” 
 
    Her eyes snapped open and she took a giant breath of air, like a diver reaching the surface again. A large, warm hand caressed her cheek gently. Blinking away the fog, she saw her boss’s handsome face mere inches from her own, so close she could see the beginnings of a five o’clock shadow on his chin. His eyes held a look of genuine concern. 
 
    “Are you all right? I didn’t hurt you, did I?” 
 
    She was confused. Where the hell was she? And what was David doing there? 
 
    Suddenly, the clouds parted and it all came rushing back to her, the trip to Daltonville, the hotel, the honeymoon suite… the fucking of a lifetime! She blushed and smiled. “Yes, David. I’m fine. More than fine, I’m wonderful!” She craned her head forwards and kissed him on the lips. 
 
    “Thank God! I didn’t know what had happened there for a moment. You’re sure you’re okay? I’m sorry I was so rough. Guess I got a little out of hand. I don’t know what came over me. I’m so sorry!”  
 
    He got to his feet and quickly tucked his flagging cock back into his pants, then held out his hand to her. The dominant conqueror was gone, replaced by the same kind, caring David Ferguson she had known for years. 
 
    She took his hand and slid to the edge of the bed, pulling her skirt down over her hips as she did so. Looking up at him with a broad smile, she shook her head. “Don’t be sorry, David. It was amazing!” 
 
    “But we… I mean, I shouldn’t have. You’re a married woman. I… I’m sorry.” 
 
    She rose and kissed him again, taking both his hands in hers. “Don’t you dare be sorry! It’s what I wanted to happen. Don’t you know that?” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess. But…” 
 
    “No ‘buts’. Besides,” she grinned mischievously, “we’re here to check everything out, and now we can say for certain that the bed in the honeymoon suite works just like it should!” 
 
    David’s face broke into a huge smile. “I guess that’s true enough!” he chuckled. “But, what now?” 
 
    “Well, now I’m going to try out the shower before we start back.” She dropped his hands and grabbed the hem of her dress, pulling it off over her head. She tossed it onto the mussed bed behind her, then stared into his eyes as she reached behind her back to unsnap her bra. Flinging it onto the bed as well, she started toward the bathroom, totally naked now, except for her high-heeled boots. She paused in the doorway and looked back at him. 
 
    “You know, as the head of the company, it might be best if you gave it a good once over, too. You know, just to make sure everything is in order.” She winked and disappeared inside. 
 
    “Fucking cocktease!” he growled as he began to tear off his clothes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
    It was already getting dark by the time they locked up the hotel and got in the car. Their little session in the shower had taken considerably longer than anticipated. It had also required another shower afterwards. 
 
    The trip back home started off awkward. How could it not? After what had happened on the bed in the honeymoon suite, not to mention the shower… 
 
    Annie could see it in his eyes; David was worried. She could practically hear the doubts bouncing around inside his skull: What would the day’s events mean for his future working relationship with his personal assistant? What about her husband? Her kids?  
 
    “Hey,” she said softly after fifteen minutes of silence. “Talk to me.” 
 
    “Sorry,” he muttered. 
 
    “You keep saying that, David. I told you, there’s nothing for you to be sorry about. I’m a big girl and what happened today was awesome. To be honest, I was starting to think maybe you weren’t attracted to me. I’ve been practically throwing myself at you for weeks now.” 
 
    “Believe me, it wasn’t because I wasn’t attracted to you. You’re… well, you’re about as perfect as they come. It took every ounce of strength I had to resist you this long!”  
 
    Even after what had transpired between them, his candor caught her off guard. She felt herself blush at his words of praise. When she stole a glance at him, he was staring resolutely at the road ahead of him. Suddenly, he shook his head.  
 
    “I just…” he started to speak, then clamped his mouth tightly shut, thinking. “I don’t know, Annie,” he said at length. “You’re married. What about your husband?” 
 
    “My husband,” she said, laying her hand on his arm, “is a wonderful, kind man, and I love him very much.” 
 
    “But today…” 
 
    “Today had nothing to do with my husband.” 
 
    “Didn’t it?” 
 
    Annie had given this question a great deal of thought over the past few weeks. After all, it was inevitable that David would ask it. She had considered telling him the truth, coming clean and telling him that Jim knew all about what she has planned, that he supported her decision to fuck her boss, that they had, in fact, been fantasizing about it for months. But it would have been too weird. There was no way David would understand this fucked up, perverted fantasy of theirs. Hell, she barely understood it. He’d think they were a couple of freaks.  
 
    No, better for him to think that she was doing this behind her husband’s back. In fact, the more she had pondered it, the better it sounded to her. It was like an extra little slice of kinkiness thrown into an already impossibly sexy scenario. She would play the part of the cheating wife, the naughty office slut who was fucking her boss. Then, she would go home to Jim and tell him everything while they made love. It was a wicked, exciting idea. 
 
    “No,” Annie said in reply to his question. “Nothing at all. This was…” 
 
    “Just a little fun?” 
 
    “Would that offend you?” 
 
    “No,” he answered, the corner of his mouth curling into a lopsided grin. “It wouldn’t. I suppose it bruises my male pride a little that you aren’t so enamored of me that you want to throw away the life you have with your husband. But honestly, I’m glad you’re not looking for more. You’re easily the most attractive woman I’ve ever been with…” he paused. 
 
    “But…?” 
 
    “But I’m pretty satisfied with my domestic situation too. I’m not looking for any complications at this point in my life.” 
 
    “So, we keep it simple,” Annie nodded. “Fuckbuddies. Isn’t that what they call it?” 
 
    “Jesus, Annie! You’re incorrigible!” 
 
    “Are you complaining?” 
 
    “Not at all,” David said. “Not at all!” He thought a moment, then asked, “So, this is going to happen again?” 
 
    “If you’d like...” 
 
    “Oh, I definitely think I’d like that! No question!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
    The kids were in bed when Annie got home. Jim was in the kitchen putting away the dishes. After tucking the kids in, he had washed all of the supper dishes, just to have something to do. He turned to look at her when she entered, his eyes full of questions. 
 
    She gave him a meaningful nod and said, “Let’s go upstairs, and I’ll tell you all about it.” 
 
    Jim nearly broke a leg running up the stairs to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    “So, what was it like?” Jim asked. He pulled Annie to him and kissed her neck. He could smell Mr. Ferguson’s aftershave on her. 
 
    “Oh baby!” she sighed. “Honestly?” 
 
    “Yes. Tell me all about it.” His hands grasped the fabric of her dress and pulled it up. He stopped when her carefully groomed landing strip came into view. “Annie! Where are your panties?” 
 
    “Yeah. Forgot about that,” she smiled. She raised her arms toward the ceiling and pulled her dress off over her head. “Gone, I’m afraid. They sort of got ruined in the heat of the moment.” 
 
    “Ruined?” Jim stripped his own clothing off and led her to the bed. 
 
    Annie pulled her hand from his and pushed him to a seating position on the edge of the bed, then knelt before him. “Yes. I’m afraid Mr. Ferguson got a little excited.” She sucked his already erect cock into her warm mouth and smiled to herself when Jim gasped. 
 
    “After the way you’ve been flaunting your charms at him, I’m sure he did.” His words were strained, his cock pulsing with excitement in her mouth. 
 
    “Mmm,” Annie hummed around his cock.  
 
    She moved up and down his shaft with her eyes locked on his. Jim gazed down at her and wondered if David Ferguson had been treated to this exact same view earlier. He felt a shiver run down his spine at the thought. 
 
    “So…” he prodded. “Let’s hear it. What happened?” 
 
    “Everything,” she smiled coyly, taking her sweet little mouth off his cock briefly, then immediately engulfing him once more. 
 
    ‘Everything’… God, what a dreadful tease she’d become! Her one-word reply was maddening. It told him nothing, no details, but it hinted at so much. His curiosity and his arousal both bumped up a notch. 
 
    Jim hooked his hands beneath her armpits and hauled her to her feet, pulling her onto the bed with him. He was enjoying her blowjob, but in his current state, if he didn’t get that talented mouth off his cock, he wasn’t going to last long enough to hear about ‘everything’. And that was one story he really didn’t want to miss. 
 
    “Enough,” he said as he laid her back on the bed and moved between her legs. “I want it all. Tell me every fucking detail!” 
 
    Smiling from ear to ear, Annie reached for his firm ass and pulled him into her steaming pussy. Her lips found his ear, “Well, husband of mine, the first time was in the honeymoon suite…” 
 
    Jim established a steady rhythm, fucking her with long, slow strokes as the words poured from her lips. The scenes she described for him made his heart beat like a jackhammer against his ribs. It was unexpectedly intense, knowing that this time it was no longer a game, that the things she was describing had actually happened, like someone had taken his fantasy and poured hot sauce all over it. 
 
    His eyes roamed her beautiful body, searching for any physical evidence of her tale, some mark to indicate that she had been used by another man, but he found none. Perhaps her pussy was a little looser than normal, maybe a touch slicker than it usually was, but he knew that that was most likely all in his head. The woman writhing beneath him was the same as always, his sweet, loving Annie. And in a way, that lack of a visible change made her tale all the dirtier. 
 
    Jim lifted her legs high and hammered her pussy while she told him about David taking her on the bed in the honeymoon suite, about how demanding and forceful he had been, how he had held her down and fucked her, and about how much it had thrilled her. He was forced to slow his thrusting to keep from cumming when she got to the part about passing out from the pleasure her boss’s enormous cock had given her. 
 
    “He was that big?” he asked, his voice cracking. He dreaded her answer while at the same time craving it. 
 
    “Yes. Jim, he was huge!” 
 
    “And you liked that, huh?” An involuntary shudder shook his frame. 
 
    “Oh God! It was the best, the most amazing thing I’ve ever felt!” 
 
    The way her eyes lit up when she gushed about the size of her boss’s cock made Jim feel queasy inside. Hot, wild-eyed jealousy coursed through his veins like green-tinged acid. But her lust for David’s cock also aroused him more than he was comfortable admitting to himself. He felt his dick spasm and had to flex every muscle in his body and hold his breath to keep himself from cumming. 
 
    Once the crisis had subsided, he pulled out and rolled her onto her belly. She lifted her ass in invitation, and he slipped effortlessly back into her, snuggling up against her back and reaching beneath her to cup a heavy breast in his hand. He began to slowly work himself in and out of her, feeling her hard little ass bounce against his stomach with each measured thrust. 
 
    Annie loved to be taken from behind, but really, the position change was just Jim buying time, trying to regain control of his body, to delay the orgasm that was churning in his swollen balls. He wanted to hear the rest of his wife’s dirty story, and he didn’t want to cum. Not yet, at least. 
 
    She told him about the shower she had taken with David, about him pushing her to the floor and ‘forcing’ her to suck his huge prick back to life while the scalding water of the shower streamed over them both. He was nearly too big to fit in her mouth, she told him, and again, her eyes glowed. Once he was ready, he had pulled her to her feet, spun her around and pressed her against the tiled wall of the shower. There, he had fucked her again, taking his time and causing her to lose track of the orgasms he gave her. 
 
    Her description was detailed and vivid. Jim could practically see David ramming his long cock up his sweet wife with her arms held firmly over her head. In all the years they had been married, he had never imagined that his pretty blonde wife would get off on being dominated like that. He gritted his teeth. So close! But he had one more question. 
 
    “Where did he cum?” The words tumbled out of him like a sack of marbles spilled on the carpet. He held her hips still, afraid to move as he waited for her answer. 
 
    “In me,” she said simply. 
 
    An image flashed into his head, a heart stopping vision of Annie impaled on David’s huge cock, being held down while he poured his seed into her. Searing jealousy stabbed him in the guts, and Jim’s cock leapt. He felt the familiar heat well up from his balls and knew that there would be no stopping it this time. 
 
    With a grunt, he began to pound his wife for all he was worth as his long-overdue orgasm overtook him, spewing liquid fire up into her body, where it would mingle with that of his rival. It was the most intense orgasm he had ever experienced. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
    Twenty minutes later, Jim and Annie were snuggling in bed, both of them freshly showered. 
 
    “So, your okay with it? With everything that happened?” Annie asked softly. 
 
    “Yeah. Actually, I think I am. I’m still trying to get used to the idea that we’ve actually done it, but yeah, I’m okay.” He smiled and brushed her hair away from her face. “More than okay. It’s the hottest thing ever. In fact, if I think about it too much, I might have to go another round.” 
 
    She slapped his shoulder playfully. “Well, in that case, stop thinking about it. I’m starting to get a little sore!” 
 
    “I can only imagine. All right, rain check then.” 
 
    “Rain check.” 
 
    “What about you? I mean, it sounds like you had a good time, but how do you feel about it all? Now that the fantasy has become a reality. Is it something you’d ever want to do again?” 
 
    Her eyes flitted away from him and her smile fell. “Would that be okay? If I wanted to do it with him again?” 
 
    “If you want to. God knows, it turns me on! Yeah. If you want to fuck him again, I don’t see why not.” 
 
    “I’m so glad to hear you say that!” she gushed, flashing her gorgeous teeth. “Because I sort of already told him I would.” 
 
    “Oh really? Slut!” Jim smiled. 
 
    “Hey! You’re the one who talked me into it!” 
 
    “Okay, you might have a point there. So… does he know that I know?” In their fantasies, they had talked about him watching. He wondered just how much Annie had told her boss in the heat of passion. 
 
    “Uh-uh,” she shook her head. “That seemed like too much. I don’t want him to think we’re crazy.” She knew what he was thinking. She’d had the same thoughts too. 
 
    “Yeah. You’re probably right not to tell him. At least not at first.” 
 
    “I just wish there were some way you could be there. I think it would be so hot if you could watch.” 
 
    Jim was silent, thinking. “You know,” he said after a moment, “there may actually be a way to make that happen.” 
 
    “Really? Without him knowing?” 
 
    “Yes. I think so. Annie, the strangest thing happened at work today. Tell me, how would you feel about a new set of closet doors…?” 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Monday morning. Back to the daily grind. Annie stopped at the door and stooped to look into the small mirror on the wall. As she teased her already perfect blonde hair into place and adjusted her designer glasses, she couldn’t help but think back over the past few months. The sex kitten staring back at her in the mirror wasn’t the same woman who’d been there all these years. 
 
    Her hair was shorter now. Not a lot, but enough that it was noticeable. And her recent return to running had done wonders for her figure. She looked good. She really looked good. Heck, her stomach was as flat as it had been when she had met her husband back in college, maybe flatter. Not to mention what it had done to those long legs of hers. 
 
    Her new dress was another change. The hem was several inches shorter than the ones she had worn just a few months ago, and the cleavage it showed could stop traffic. The old Annie would never have felt comfortable in something so revealing. 
 
    But some of the changes couldn’t be seen. Oddly enough, those changes were the really dramatic ones. She studied her face for signs and found none. No one who looked at her would be able to tell that she had given herself to another man three days ago. 
 
    It still didn’t seem real. After 10 years of marriage, she was an adulteress.  
 
    Well, maybe not an adulteress. While the term might technically fit, it failed to express one very important nuance: Annie’s husband Jim knew all about her infidelity. More than that, he had encouraged it. 
 
    When she first told her husband that her boss, the handsome widower Mr. Ferguson, had been flirting with her at work, she had honestly expected him to be angry. Instead, Jim had been turned on by it. He had even gone so far as to suggest that she reciprocated. 
 
    The plan had been for her to simply tease her boss a little, to give her husband and her a secret little thrill, something to giggle about while they were making love. She and Jim had both been turned on by the idea of another man lusting after her, wanting her so badly. But, it was just a game. She would never take it any further than flirting. At least, that’s what she had told herself at the time.  
 
    Looking back, Annie wondered if she had ever really believed that. From the beginning, she had known that they were playing with fire, yet she had boldly forged ahead anyhow. Jim had made it clear at that time that he would be okay with things going further. Naturally, she had protested vehemently. No way in hell she would ever do something like that! But deep down, the idea of having sex with another man had thrilled her more than she had cared to admit, even to herself.  
 
    When things finally came to a head Friday, she had been on a business trip with her boss, in the town of Daltonville. As luck would have it, they were there to inspect a hotel he was purchasing, and they had had the whole place to themselves. It was there that the months of teasing had reached the boiling point and Annie wound up on her back with David Ferguson between her legs.  
 
    The sex was beyond anything she had ever imagined. Mr. Ferguson – David, as she called him now – had been a veritable force of nature. Fit and strong, he had also been blessed with a cock like a horse, the biggest Annie had ever seen. 
 
    The surprise she felt at seeing the size of David’s cock, however, was only the first of many that she would have that day. In bed, the kind, caring man she had worked with for years had transformed into a dominant, aggressive sexual dynamo. He had held her down and ravaged her body like a barbarian raider, fucking her to within an inch of her sanity, and to her complete and utter shock, Annie had loved every brutal, degrading second of it. 
 
    Now that it had happened, Annie found it difficult to define just how she felt about it. She wasn’t afraid of her boss. Not for a moment had she felt that she was in danger, that he might in any way hurt her. She had enjoyed herself thoroughly. Nonetheless, she was more than a little disturbed by what had happened, mostly by her own reaction to it.  
 
    She’d thought about it all weekend, analyzing it, replaying every second in her mind. Never in a million years would she have thought that she would enjoy being dominated by a man in that way, but every time her thoughts strayed to that day, a flush of heat surged up her neck and she felt her panties dampen.  
 
    What did that say about her? What kind of woman was she? 
 
    Annie slipped on her coat and opened the door. Time to go to work. She didn’t want to be late. David wouldn’t like that. David. She hadn’t seen or spoken with him since their little tryst in the honeymoon suite.  
 
    Like her, he had had three long days to think about things. She wondered if it would be awkward, facing him now. Would he treat her differently at the office after what had happened between them? How could he not? A nervous tremble ran through her body as she locked the front door. This was bound to be an interesting day! 
 
    The bright yellow sun was just peeking its head over the horizon when Annie walked down the stairs, its wan rays filtered by the starkly naked limbs of the leafless trees that lined their street. It was a crisp fall day, and the air had a bite to it that foretold the coming winter. As her heels clicked down the walkway, Annie’s breath formed little clouds that were almost instantly plucked away by the breeze. 
 
    Annie started her car and backed out of the driveway. There was no traffic on their quiet little street. It was the main reason they had decided to buy a house where they did. They both enjoyed the peaceful little suburb they lived in.  
 
    She was excited, keen to see David again. She was also nervous. He had shown her a side of herself that she had never known even existed, and that frightened her a little. It also made her as hot as a tin skillet. The man himself turned her on like no man ever had. No man, but my husband, she reminded herself sternly. 
 
    She put the car in ‘drive’ and tried to force the thought of David from her mind, but it was futile. He consumed her thoughts. She needed to concentrate on driving. No sense having a wreck because you’re distracted by thoughts of your new lover, she smiled to herself.  
 
    Lover? God! The idea was still so unbelievable. But that’s what David was now, her lover. Her handsome, well hung, wealthy lover. The thought was so wicked, so deliciously naughty. Annie felt her heart flutter. 
 
    Beneath it all, however, there was also a lingering sense of uneasiness, of uncertainty. Like she’d done something terrible and was just waiting for punishment to be meted out to her. After all, an extramarital affair was a huge taboo, a line not meant to be crossed, and yet she had broken that taboo with a smile on her face.  
 
    Jim had been okay with it, with everything. After she’d told him about her frolic with David, he’d been all over her all weekend, fucking her over and over, like he had OD’ed on male enhancement drugs. He liked the idea of her having a lover, crazy as the idea seemed to her. 
 
    She wasn’t really sure that her husband was the voice of reason in this situation. Like most men, he often let his dick do the thinking for him. No, she decided as she turned onto the street that led to the office, she would have to be the one who kept a level head as they moved forward. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Jim’s boss noticed the bounce in his step the moment he saw him. “Boy, you look like somebody who just got laid!” he grinned. 
 
    Jim gave him a pretentious little bow. “Guilty as charged, sir!” he said. If you only knew! he thought. 
 
    “Well good! That’s good for a young man.”  
 
    Jim’s boss had a habit of calling him ‘young man’ or ‘kid’. Actually, he did it to everyone. When you’re pushing 80, Jim thought, maybe everybody starts to look like a kid to you. There had been a time when it had annoyed him, but the more gray he discovered in his hair, the less odious it seemed. There were worse things in life than being thought of as young. He returned the old man’s smile. 
 
    The entire crew was gathered around the open tailgate of the boss’s pickup, while the old man assigned the day’s tasks. Jim waited patiently until the others had moved away before stepping forward and tapping him on the shoulder. 
 
    “Say boss,” he said quietly. “I’ve got a quick question for you.” 
 
    “Sure,” the old man said, turning to face him. “What’ve you got?” 
 
    “You know those closet doors? The ones from the master bedroom?” Jim tossed his head toward the half-built house behind him. 
 
    “The ones I screwed up the order on? Yeah. I haven’t forgotten those. They’re leaned up against the wall, right where we left them. The new ones aren’t ready yet. It’ll be a couple of days.  Damn! I’m still trying to figure out a way to make some of my money back on that deal.” 
 
    When the new guy on the crew, Chad, had installed them last week, they had discovered that the doors, which were supposed to be mirrored, were actually one-way mirrors. No one had noticed it until they were in place and someone turned on the light inside the closet. Then, the mirrors disappeared, and the doors had been as clear as glass until the light was turned off again, when they were once again reflective.  
 
    One-way mirrors were most definitely not what the elderly couple that was building the house had ordered, despite the coarse jokes some of the other guys had made about them. No, it was a simple mistake. Jim’s boss had transposed two numbers on the order, and now he was going to have to eat the cost of reordering them. 
 
    “Actually, I might be able to help you out on that. What if I had somebody who was interested in buying them?” 
 
    “Really? That’d be great. Give me their number, and I’ll give ‘em a call.” 
 
    Jim kicked the ground with the toe of his boot. “Well, actually, I was sort of thinking about buying them from you myself.” 
 
    “You?” his boss frowned. “What the hell do you want them for?” 
 
    “Uh…” Shit! Jim hadn’t thought this through well enough. When he was hatching this plan, he hadn’t expected the old man to question him about why he wanted them. He was just going to pay him for the damn things and put them in the back of his truck. Now, he needed a cover story. Think! he told himself. Think, dammit! 
 
    “Well, you see…” Jim stammered. His boss was looking at him closely now, those piercing eyes of his making him more nervous than he already was.  
 
    “The kids!” he blurted. “Yeah. The kids have… or I guess had… doors just like that on the closet in their room. Same track and everything. And they… Well, they got to playing pretty wild Saturday morning. I’ve told them a million times not to, but you know how kids are.”  
 
    “Yeah. I know that well enough. Raised three of my own. Way back when. Nearly killed me. Not that I would’ve traded one second of it!”  
 
    “Right. Anyway, so they were roughhousing, throwing their toys and stuff and… well… Somehow, they managed to break the mirror out of one of their doors. Tossed one of those yellow metal dump trucks right through the sucker. Glass everywhere. Lucky nobody got hurt.” 
 
    It wasn’t true of course. It was just the first thing that popped into Jim’s head. Oh, the part about them roughhousing was true enough. Hell, that was an everyday occurrence in their household, the price of doing business when you have two little boys. But the little tykes hadn’t broken their mirror. In fact, the closet in their room had no mirror at all. It was a simple, narrow, wooden door.  
 
    The only closet doors in Jim and Annie’s house that had mirrors on them were the ones in their bedroom. And those were the ones Jim wanted to replace with the one-way mirrors. But no way in hell did he want to tell his boss that! So, he decided a little white lie was his best option. 
 
    “Oh boy!” His boss chuckled, shaking his head from side to side. “Can’t say I miss those days! But one-way mirrors? You sure you want those? I mean, don’t you want to replace them with regular mirrors?” 
 
    “Actually, I was thinking the kids might get a kick out of it. You know ‘spy mirrors’ or ‘magic mirrors’ or something like that. Boys eat that sort of stuff up. They’ll think they have the neatest bedroom in the whole wide world.” 
 
    Once his mind started working again, the words just rolled from Jim’s lips. He had to admit, it was actually a pretty convincing story. In fact, if the kids ever got a good look at them, they’d probably want him to get them a new door for their closet. 
 
    The old man’s grizzled face cracked into an enormous smile, and he slapped his knee. “By gosh, you’re right! That’s pretty clever. I hadn’t thought of it like that. Sure make playing ‘hide and go seek’ a lot more fun, wouldn’t it? Heck, I’d have given my eyeteeth for something like that when I was a kid. Sure! You can have the doors. How does 50 bucks sound?” 
 
    “50? Nah! That’s not enough. You’ve got more in ‘em than that. Surely. I’m not trying to take advantage of you.” 
 
    “Hell, Jim. I know that. But if memory serves me correctly, money was kind of tight around our place when our kids were little. I doubt it’s much different for you and Annie. And honestly, the thought of all the enjoyment your kids would get out of them makes it worth it.” He patted Jim’s shoulder and gave him a knowing wink. “Besides, nobody else in their right mind is going to want to buy those damn things.” 
 
    It was times like this that Jim realized just how lucky he was to work for a nice guy like his boss. He felt a little twinge of guilt for lying to the old man, but there was no way he could tell him what he really had in mind. “Gee, thanks!” Jim said. “I really appreciate that!” 
 
    “Don’t mention it. Glad to help. I’ll have the new kid help you carry them down to your truck.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Annie wasn’t really nervous until she switched off the engine. She was parked in her usual spot, in front of the office building where she worked as David Ferguson’s personal assistant. She sat in the car for just a moment, staring at the building. He was in there. His long sedan was parked by the door. The same sedan they had taken to Daltonville. Oh God! Daltonville. 
 
    It was ridiculous. She knew that. But some part of her was absolutely certain that every single one of her coworkers would know what she had done. It mortified her, the thought of walking the gauntlet through the office, with all those accusing eyes staring daggers at her. Made it hard to breathe. 
 
    And what about David? How would she be able to exchange her normal morning pleasantries with him after what had happened between them? She would betray herself. She just knew it! Shit! 
 
    She touched her glasses nervously, then took a deep breath and opened her door. She couldn’t sit in the car all day. At some point, she had to go inside and face him. Might as well get it over with. 
 
    When she pushed open the door, she was surprised that no one looked up. She’d half expected them to be lying in wait for her. And as she made her way through the office, she saw nothing but the usual, friendly smiles and nods. It was just like any other day, any normal, uneventful day.  
 
    They didn’t know. Of course, they didn’t know. How could they have known? There was no way David would have mentioned what happened to anyone. He had a reputation to uphold. He wasn’t going to go bragging about nailing his personal assistant. And God knows she had no intention of doing so. Her secret was safe. She breathed a quiet sigh of relief and felt the tension melt away as she reached her desk. 
 
    “Annie!” Her boss’s deep voice caused her to jump. “Could you step in here for a moment?” 
 
    “Sure,” she nodded, getting to her feet. Her heart immediately began to pound in her chest. “Right away, sir.” Sir? Goddammit! Why was she calling him ‘sir’ now? Were they in the Marines? Play it cool, Annie! she scolded herself. 
 
    “Would you mind closing the doors?” he said as she entered his office. “We have a couple of sensitive details to discuss regarding the new hotel in Daltonville.” Mr. Ferguson didn’t look up. He was busily studying a stack of papers that he had spread out across his broad desk. If he was playing it cool, he was certainly much better at it than Annie was. 
 
    Annie had always loved David’s office. It was traditional, grounded and deeply masculine, smelling faintly of wood and old books, Scotch whisky and expensive cigars, with just a hint of cologne. Everything about it exuded the same strength and taste that David himself possessed.  
 
    His antique oak desk was a massive, old-fashioned affair with elegantly turned feet and a heavy, quartersawn top that was scarred from many decades of use. An imposing row of matching bookcases lined the two long walls, laden with an eclectic assortment of titles on topics ranging from accounting to physics to Jane Austen.  
 
    These weren’t the typical rows of color-coordinated books that adorn the offices of lawyers and executives around the globe, bought by the yard for no other purpose than to impress the casual, empty-headed observer. They were real books, honest books, mismatched and worn from use and kept by their owner out of genuine reverence. Their purpose was not to be seen, not to impress, but to be read by a man who loved them and the knowledge they held. 
 
    When she turned and closed the two heavy, oak doors, she couldn’t help wondering about that last statement. Why was he telling her what they were going to discuss, instead of simply discussing it with her once the doors were closed? Unless… maybe a little extra clarification had been added for the benefit of her coworkers.  
 
    Her assumption proved correct. When she turned around from closing the doors, David was standing right in front of her, his cool gray eyes staring into hers. She hadn’t heard him get up. One second he was seated behind the desk, the next he was so close she could smell his cologne. 
 
    Before she could speak, David reached for her, catching her by the waist and pulling her against his muscular chest. His warm lips found hers and he kissed her with a passion that took her breath away. 
 
    As a married woman, Annie’s first instinct was to resist him, to push him away, but the heat of his kiss melted her resolve and she kissed him back, her arms encircling his neck, pulling his lips against hers. His tongue fluttered into her mouth, causing her to groan with desire. So much for awkward greetings! 
 
    When David broke their kiss, Annie could see the fire of desire burning in his eyes. It was the same look she had seen at the hotel, when he had fucked her so hard she passed out. God, that look excited her! 
 
    “Mmm! I’ve missed you, Annie.” 
 
    “M…me too,” she whispered. Her heart was hammering against her ribs like it was trying to escape. 
 
    “How are things? At home, I mean.” 
 
    At home? It took a split second to realize what he was asking. David wanted to know if her husband suspected anything after their little trip to Daltonville. As far as he knew, she was doing this behind her husband’s back. She was a cheating wife, plain and simple. 
 
    She had debated telling him the truth, but only briefly. It was too difficult to explain. How exactly do you explain that your husband is fine with you having an affair with your boss? No, she would let him think that she was a cheater. Much easier that way. 
 
    “Good,” she answered. “Fine. No problems at all.” 
 
    David smiled broadly, crossing his arms as he leaned back against his desk. “Excellent. I’m glad to hear that. We’ll have to do everything we can to make sure things stay that way.” 
 
    David Ferguson was a commanding presence, a manly man who seemed always to be in charge of every situation. It had always been that way, as long as Annie had known him. But in light of what had passed between them, today he seemed somehow even more dominant than usual. Annie’s pulse refused to slow down. 
 
    God, he was handsome! It wasn’t like this was the first time that she had noticed, but maybe she was seeing him through different eyes now. His square jaw and perfectly combed hair, peppered with just the right amount of gray; the flawless fit of his designer suit. He was easily one of the most delicious specimens of masculine flesh Annie had ever laid eyes on. And she had seen him naked! She nearly swooned at the thought. 
 
    The fact that he was talking about keeping their affair secret from her husband filled her with joy to the tips of her toes. He hadn’t reconsidered. He wanted her again. And she wanted that more than anything else in the world.  She nodded. “Thank you. I’d appreciate that.”  
 
    “Did you enjoy our little trip Friday? More specifically,” he lowered his brow and pierced her with his cool gray eyes, “did you like the way I fucked you all afternoon?” 
 
    Annie’s breath caught in her throat, and she blushed furiously at his openness. Her hand came up automatically to push her new glasses back up her nose. When she met his eyes, they were steady, never leaving hers. If any part of what he was asking embarrassed him, he was hiding it masterfully. 
 
    “Yes,” she squeaked, looking at the floor in front of her. She clasped her hands in front of her, her fingers squeezing each other so tightly that the knuckles went white. 
 
    “And you want it to happen again? You want me to fuck you again?” 
 
    Annie was silent, her breath coming in ragged little pants. She’d die from embarrassment if she spoke. What was he doing? His frank, demanding words weren’t at all what she had expected. This wasn’t the sweet, caring boss she was used to seeing around the office. This was the assertive, slightly frightening man who had held her down on a hotel bed and fucked her like a ragdoll until she passed out. 
 
    “If that’s not what you want, we won’t speak of the matter any further. You can go back to your desk and we’ll pretend the whole thing never happened. If, on the other hand, you do want me to fuck you again, I’d suggest you answer my question. Do you want me to have sex with you again, Annie?” 
 
    An involuntary shudder ran through her body. Something about his tone struck a chord in her, a deep, hidden corner of her psyche that she hadn’t even known existed a week ago. She didn’t want to forget it. At that moment, she wanted him more than she had wanted anything in years. When she opened her mouth to speak, her words came out as an aroused moan, “Yes sir.” 
 
    It just slipped out automatically, the ‘sir’. She hadn’t meant to say it. It was a knee-jerk, Pavlovian response to her boss’s assertiveness. It was a slight, almost imperceptible recognition of her submission to him. Maybe he wouldn’t notice. 
 
    David Ferguson had not gotten to where he was in the business world by not picking up on subtle clues in his negotiation partners. He cocked his head, studying her with a bemused, vaguely sadistic smile. “Sir… Hmm… I kind of like the sound of that. Yes. Call me ‘sir’ from now on. I really think that would be best.” 
 
    “Yes sir.”  
 
    “I’m sure you’ve noticed by now; I have a bit of a ‘Jekyll and Hyde’ personality. And the bedroom, in particular, is where Mr. Hyde comes out to play. Now, I don’t want you to be frightened of me. You need to know that I will never hurt you, although I can’t guarantee that I won’t tie you up and administer a light spanking from time to time.” He gave her a playful wink. 
 
    Tie her up? A light spanking? What the fuck? Was he serious? Jim had never given her so much as a slap on the butt during sex, and now her boss was talking about spanking her. And more disturbingly, why wasn’t she telling him to get lost? 
 
    “I don’t want you to ever do anything that you don’t want to do, and if, at any time, you tell me to stop, I will. But if we continue with this affair, I can guarantee you that you won’t be bored.” His smile was warm and rakish. 
 
    “No sir.” She believed him. Boredom was the furthest thing from her mind at this point. 
 
    “I think we need to establish a few ground rules for this little game of ours.” 
 
    “Rules?” 
 
    “Yes. Just a couple. For now, anyway.  
 
    “Everything in life runs according to rules, from football to the legal system. Why should sex be any different? And I have certain needs that are, well, shall we say ‘unorthodox’.” 
 
    It was a strange, foreign thought for her. Rules for sex? Unorthodox? That word covered a lot of territory. What exactly did David have in mind? 
 
    “Rule number one we have just established. You will use the honorific ‘sir’ when you address me.” 
 
    Annie nodded. This entire situation was hurtling out of control. She felt like she was in the midst of a contract negotiation and hadn’t been given an opportunity to read the contract beforehand. 
 
    “I can’t hear you, Annie.” 
 
    “Yes sir.” It felt good, made her girl parts tingle to submit to him so overtly. What the fuck was wrong with her? 
 
    “Much better. Now, the second rule is easy: if I ask you to do something, see rule number one. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes. I mean, yes sir.” 
 
    “Excellent! See? You’re already getting a handle on it. I think we’ll leave it at that for now. Just two rules: you call me ‘sir’ and you do as I ask. We may add more rules if they become necessary, but for now, I think those two will suffice.” 
 
    Annie’s head was spinning. What the hell had she just agreed to? Before she could reach an answer, Mr. Ferguson spoke again. 
 
    “Let’s give them a try, shall we?” Seeing the puzzled expression on her face, he explained, “The rules. Let’s give them a try.” Without waiting for an answer, he reached for his fly and unzipped his pants. Annie watched in shock as her boss pulled out his thick cock and said to her simply, “Suck it.” 
 
    She blinked at him. “What?” 
 
    “Suck my cock, Annie.” He nodded toward the half-hard lump of male flesh waving in front of him and spread his hands on either side of him, grasping the edge of his desk. 
 
    There was the briefest flicker of hesitation, then Annie swallowed and sank to her knees. With his cock at eye level, she marveled again at the sheer size of him. Long and thick, his cock looked like it belonged on some mythical beast rather than a man. And the balls that swung low beneath it were easily as large as hen’s eggs. She knew from experience that they produced a ponderous amount of cum. 
 
    As if in a trance, she leaned forward and grasped his penis with one hand. The other reached for his oversized nuts and cradled them lovingly. She licked her lips and brought him to her mouth, opening wide to take him inside. 
 
    “No hands,” he commanded.  
 
    Annie peered up at him, the head of his cock still in her mouth.  
 
    “No hands,” he repeated, his steely eyes boring a hole into her very soul. 
 
    Annie’s hands released their hold on him and instinctively moved to the small of her back. David’s smile told her that he was pleased, and that pleased her. Annie closed her eyes, relishing the warm feel of him on her tongue. The thick shaft quickly began to stiffen in her mouth and a surge of happiness welled up in her. She sucked harder, gliding along his swelling shaft with more vigor. 
 
    She bobbed slowly at first, tentatively, trying to adjust to the unfamiliar technique this required. It was strange, not being able to use her hands, more difficult, but also somehow sexier. David’s word from earlier sprang into her head: ‘unorthodox’. It took some getting used to, but once she found her rhythm, Annie realized that she liked it, liked the way it made her feel, being forced to service him with only her mouth. 
 
    Annie’s new designer eyeglasses slipped down her nose, making her look even cuter than before. Ordinarily, she would’ve pushed them back into place, but David had told her not to use her hands, so she let them remain where they were, concentrating on the task at hand.  
 
    He was in charge. She was his to use, there to please him. Just like it had been in the honeymoon suite. It was vaguely humiliating, like she was his property, and her lack of resistance confused and shamed her. And just as it had in Daltonville, it turned her on to the very center of her being. Her emotions swirled within her, conflicting, yet feeding off one another, ratcheting her excitement ever higher. 
 
    She’d never really drawn that much pleasure from sucking cock. With Jim, and certainly with the boyfriends she had had before her husband, oral sex had always been a bit of a chore. At least, that was the way Annie had viewed it. You sucked a man’s cock until he was hard enough for penetration, then you got down to business. This was not like that. This was not like that at all! 
 
    “Wow!” he sighed. “Amazing. Your husband is a lucky man, Annie. Too bad he’s not here to see what a good assistant you are.” 
 
    His mention of her husband sent a reflexive stab of guilt through her heart. Her poor, sweet Jim. No sooner had the idea formed than she realized how ridiculous it was. Her husband was no victim, and she wasn’t doing this behind his back.  
 
    If anything, Jim was more into this whole thing than she was. Hell, it had been his idea. And as far as him seeing her like this… she was pretty sure he’d like nothing better. But still, she had a lingering uneasiness. She was new to this whole ‘hotwife’ thing, and a lifetime of training told her that what she was doing now was wrong, even if it felt so right. 
 
    “Oh yes,” David murmured. “That’s it, baby. Suck that big cock. So sweet.” He caressed her cheek affectionately with the back of his hand. 
 
    His praise caused her guilt to evaporate in an instant, replaced by a crazy, perverse sense of pride. She wanted to please him, to make him feel good, and she liked knowing that she was succeeding.  
 
    The more she turned it over in her mind, the more she found herself wishing Jim really were there at that moment, watching. How sexy that would be, her loving husband sitting in a chair, watching her service her well-hung boss. She could just picture the fire of jealousy in his eyes. He’d be hard. Of course, he would. Hard for her, his naughty, unfaithful wife. Annie felt a growing warmth between her legs and closed her eyes. God, that would be sexy! 
 
    With David’s heavily veined rod now at peak hardness in her sucking mouth, Annie moaned in pleasure. He was so thick that the corners of her mouth hurt. She could fit no more than a third of his length in her mouth.  
 
    Fuck, she was turned on! Her panties were damp, soaked through with her juices, and she longed to reach between her legs, to play with her aching pussy, but David hadn’t told her to, so she clasped her hands tightly behind her and redoubled her efforts, which were rewarded almost immediately by an appreciative groan from the man in her mouth.  
 
    On and on she sucked, as though she were trying to pull his balls out through the end of his dick. She liked sucking him, liked the look of pleasure on his face as she worshiped his long cock. It was glorious, feeling with every fiber of her being the effect she was having on him. She felt his body tremble, his big cock grow even harder, and knew he was getting close. For the first time in her life, she didn’t want to stop. She desperately wanted to taste his manly essence. 
 
    It wasn’t that she didn’t want her boss to fuck her. She definitely wanted that. God, to have that thick slab of meat buried inside her once more! Just the thought of it made her want to cum. But in that moment, she didn’t want to release that wonderful cock. She wanted nothing more than to please him, to kneel before him and offer him her mouth, nursing on his thick length until he finished. 
 
    “I’m going to cum now,” David announced, his voice as calm and dispassionate as if he were informing her that he liked Chinese food. “You are going to swallow everything I give you. Do not spill any. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Mmm hmmm!” she hummed frantically around his cock. She put even more energy into her efforts, massaging the underside of his cock with her tongue and struggling to draw enough air through her distended nostrils. 
 
    “Good girl,” he said.  
 
    David stood, and his hands moved to the back of her head, his fingers tangling themselves in her blonde curls, and he began to fuck her face with short, urgent jabs. Thirty seconds later, he held her firmly and growled deep in his throat. Annie felt the head of his cock swell in her mouth, then pulse strongly.  
 
    A thick, hot jet of salty liquid splashed against her tonsils and she closed her eyes and swallowed greedily. A second pulse blasted even more cum into her mouth than the first, followed by a third. Annie’s eyebrows shot up in surprise when the torrent didn’t let up. Again and again he shot, blasting powerful spurts that filled her mouth so quickly that she struggled to keep up, gulping noisily.  
 
    Not until he was finished did his hands release their vise-like grip on her head. David slumped back against the desk, blowing out a long, ragged breath through pursed lips. His long shaft bobbed in front of him, slick and shiny with her saliva. “Very nice,” he sighed. “Very nice.” 
 
    Annie smiled sweetly at him, genuinely proud of herself, and rose to her feet, pushing her glasses daintily back up her nose with her index finger and licking her teeth before wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. The scent and flavor of his cum filled her senses. It was different than her husband, stronger and saltier, with a slightly sweet twang. She liked it. More for what it meant than for the flavor itself. 
 
    Pushing himself forward, David stretched to his full height and tucked his flagging penis back carefully into his slacks. He looked down and zipped his fly, nonchalantly turning to retrieve the stack of papers on the desk behind him as though nothing out of the ordinary had occurred.  
 
    “If you don’t mind,” he said, “could you have a look at these renovation bids? Some of these estimates seem a little high to me. Call back the contractors and see if you can’t negotiate a little on the prices.” He was apparently back to business as usual. The kindly, sensible Dr. Jekyll had returned. 
 
    “Sure,” Annie said, holding out her hand for the documents. 
 
    “What was that?”  He pulled the papers out of her reach and glared at her sternly. 
 
    “Yes sir,” she said with a smile. 
 
    “Excellent. See? This is going to work out just fine.” He looked at his watch, then leaned against his desk with his arms crossed while she straightened her hair and tried to repair the damage to her lipstick with the aid of the mirror in the back of his liquor cabinet. “Just one more thing, Annie.” 
 
    She straightened up and turned to face him. “Yes sir?” 
 
    “I’m going to need you to take off your panties.” He held out his hand expectantly. “Give them to me.” 
 
    Annie gave an amused little snort. “You want my…?” The question died on her lips when she caught sight of his face. David wasn’t kidding. His head was cocked to the side, his gray eyes watching her from beneath lowered brows. It was the same look her father used to give her when she tried to argue with him as a kid. “I… I mean, yes sir!” she said quietly. 
 
    She reached beneath her skirt and hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties. Her butt wiggled from side to side as she worked them over her hips, then slid them down her long legs to her new black pumps. When she stepped out of them and straightened back up, she found David watching her with a smut grin on that handsome face of his. Without a word, she placed the wadded up, slightly damp scrap of fabric in his hand. 
 
    “Thank you very much.” He inclined his head toward her and closed both eyes in an exaggerated, deferential gesture. 
 
    She watched as he spread them out and held them up in front of him. “Black lace,” he commented. “Very, very nice!” She nearly fainted with embarrassment when he brought them to his nose and inhaled her scent, his eyes locked on hers. Then, he dropped them into his shirt pocket and dismissed her with a wave of his hand. “That will be all for now.” 
 
      
 
    Annie stepped back into the main room and glanced around nervously. No one was paying her any mind; everyone was busy with their own work, oblivious to what had taken place right under their noses. 
 
    The building was actually a little chilly without her underwear. Not terribly so, but it was noticeable. She smiled to herself. This was fun! This was really fun. A naughty little secret that she shared with her boss, though perhaps not quite as naughty as what she had just done in his office. 
 
    She really needed to go wash out her mouth and fix her makeup. Maybe she should pick up a travel toothbrush on the way home to stash in her purse, just in case this got to be a regular thing. For now, the chewing gum she always carried would have to do. She put the papers on her desk and grabbed her purse, then headed toward the ladies’ room, delighting in the sexy, wicked feel of the cool air on her bare little snatch. 
 
    Suddenly, she had an idea. She slipped her phone from her purse and quickly tapped out a message to her husband. “I have a very naughty story to tell you tonight!” it read. She bit her lip in excitement as she pressed ‘send’. She knew that that cryptic message would drive him crazy for the rest of the day. Perfect. 
 
    By the time she made it to the door, she had decided to go into one of the stalls and rub out a quick orgasm. David might have cum, but she was still on pins and needles. Fuck, she was so horny she could scream! If she had ever needed to cum, this was the time! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Annie spent the rest of the day watching the doors to her boss’s office. “For now,” he had said when he dismissed her earlier. That meant he’d be calling her back in to his office, didn’t it? She sure hoped so. 
 
    Her little trip to the ladies’ room had helped to damp the fire that burned between her legs. A little, anyway. But masturbation never really seemed to provide the kind of relief that full-on sex did. In particular, it paled in comparison to the level of ecstasy she knew David could give her with that beautiful, enormous cock of his. 
 
    And so, at 4:30 in the afternoon, she found herself sitting on her desk, twirling her blonde hair with her index finger, and glancing at the heavy oak doors every few seconds. She’d finished her work for the day already, not that there’d been that much to do anyway, and that was making it worse. She literally had nothing to do but wait. 
 
    David Ferguson hadn’t been out of his office all day. From time to time, Annie had heard him through the thick doors, talking on the phone. Lawyers and accountants mostly. More than once, she heard him raise his voice. 
 
    There was a problem with one of the hotel managers, a rather seedy character whom David suspected of skimming from the company’s profits. From what she had seen, he was right. It wasn’t common knowledge yet, but Annie knew that her boss was busy collecting evidence to have charges filed against the man. That’s why he was stuck in his office, playing phone tag. He was too busy to think about any kind of tomfoolery with his personal assistant. 
 
    Annie had resigned herself to the fact that nothing more was going to happen between them today (after all, it was almost closing time) when the doors suddenly opened, and his handsome face appeared. “Annie,” he said, “I could use your help with a couple of things. If you have a minute.” 
 
    “Sure. Be right there.” Finally! 
 
    Annie got up and pushed her chair in. This time, when she walked into David’s office, she didn’t need to be told to close the doors behind her. Like before, her heart immediately began to beat faster. 
 
    When she turned back around, she half expected to find David right in front of her, ready to pounce on her, but there he sat, behind his heavy oak desk, looking at his computer monitor and typing. He didn’t even look up at her. Annie stood patiently waiting, wondering what she should do with her hands. 
 
    Just when she thought she couldn’t stand the tension anymore, David pushed the keyboard away and stood up. He came around the desk and held out a hand toward her. “Well,” he said, “I’m afraid we don’t have time for me to do everything I wanted today, so we’ll just have to make this a quickie.” 
 
    With a predatory smile, he pulled her to the desk and swept the papers that littered the dark wood surface onto the floor. Then, he pushed her forwards over the desk. The desktop was cool against the soft skin of her cheek. She waited, trembling, for his next move, willing him to touch her eager flesh.  
 
    Annie gasped when she felt his fingers on the back of her left leg, starting in the middle of her calf and tracing their way slowly up the back of her knee. She squirmed and grabbed the edge of the desk. It tickled. Upwards and onwards the fingers came, exploring her supple skin until they reached the hem of her dress. Annie gave a little yelp of surprise as the hand suddenly yanked her dress up over her ass. She was fully exposed to his eyes, her bare ass and glistening slit on full display, and the thought drove her insane with lust. 
 
    David’s strong hand pressed against the small of her back, flattening her big tits against the desktop, holding her in place, preventing her escape. Her straining ears caught the sound of his zipper being eased down. Without warning, he gave her naked ass a playful slap. The sound of it was loud in the big office. 
 
    “Oh God, yes!” she said, the sound somewhere between a hiss and a whine.  
 
    Instinctively, her ass arched up at him like it had a mind of its own, begging for his manhood. She wanted him so badly, wanted to feel him penetrating her again, wanted him to hold her down and use her body for his own pleasure. 
 
    She didn’t have long to wait. With an aroused growl, David leaned forward, and Annie felt the spongy head of his cock pressing urgently against her opening. It lasted but an instant; she was wet and ready, had been all day, and her pussy blossomed around his invading shaft, allowing him to slip easily inside her. 
 
    It took him several strokes to sink his full length into her. She helped him, slamming her hips back at him until his belly mashed against her round little ass. A shiver of happiness ran down her spine when she felt his entire cock inside her.  
 
    He was big. God, he was stretching her! She had almost forgotten just how intense the feeling was. It felt like he was ripping her apart. At the same time, it felt good. Oh, it felt so fucking good, so right! 
 
    “Mmm,” David groaned in her ear. “You are so tight! God, Annie! Your pussy’s like a vise around my dick.” 
 
    She made no reply. She couldn’t. The pleasurable sensations running rampant through her quivering body made it impossible for her to think, let alone talk. 
 
    He rode her there, bent over across his desk, fast and hard, like a wild beast. There was no gentleness to his thrusting, no finesse. This wasn’t making love, this was fucking – unrefined, unvarnished fucking. And it was exactly what Annie wanted at that moment. 
 
    She could feel the excitement and frustration that had been building inside her all day building to a crescendo. She was going to cum and cum hard. Finally! And it wasn’t going to take long! Annie arched her ass back up at him, taking his long cock all the way to the root on each stroke, feeling his thickness stretch her and his heavy balls slap against her sensitive clit. 
 
    Annie closed her eyes in anticipation of her impending climax, when David’s lips were suddenly at her ear again. “Don’t cum, Annie. Not yet. Not until I tell you,” he commanded. 
 
    She gulped. Don’t cum? But she was soooo close! Oh God! She nodded frantically, “Y… yesss sssirrr!”  
 
    She fought it. Oh, how she fought it, gritting her teeth against the desperate, painful intensity of his fucking as she tried to hold back the deluge of pleasure that seethed and churned inside her. It felt like she was on fire. Her spine was an iron rod. Inside her high-heeled shoes, her toes curled so hard that the arch of her foot cramped. Her entire body was as taut as the strings on a violin, vibrating with sexual tension. 
 
    And through it all, David Ferguson sawed in and out of her trembling cunt with the regularity of a steam piston. In and out that thick cock moved, an engine of torture inflaming every nerve in her overstuffed pussy until she thought she would die. Dear God, how much longer could she hold out? 
 
    Annie could feel her sanity cracking under the strain. Her unseeing eyes fluttered as all thought of her loving husband and kids at home evaporated from her fevered, twitching brain. Nothing else existed in the universe for her, save the dreadful, exquisite sensation of her boss’s relentless cock stretching her to the breaking point and her hopeless attempt to follow his command. 
 
    Just when she thought she couldn’t take it anymore, his deep bass voice rumbled in her ear again, “Cum for me now, Annie. Cum while I fill you with my seed.” 
 
    Oh, thank God!! She blew out the breath she had been holding and gave in. 
 
    When she let herself go, the bone-jarring orgasm that tore through her body was insane, easily the most powerful one she had ever experienced. She came so hard it was actually painful. Her sapphire-blue eyes rolled back into her skull, and her head snapped back to throw her blonde locks across her shoulder blades.  
 
    David held her down firmly, ignoring her flailing limbs and fucking her through her orgasm. His fingers dug painfully into her back as his own excitement got the better of him, and she felt him get bigger and harder, swelling as he began to shoot inside her. 
 
    Even though this was his second orgasm of the day, the amount of cum he shot inside her shocked Annie. Through the fog of her own ecstasy, she was aware of his log-like cock pulsing and jumping inside her again and again, hosing down her insides like a firehose, putting out the flames that burned in her belly. 
 
    When it was over, David slumped across her back, his hot breath tickling the back of her neck as he tried to regain his composure. After a moment, his weight lifted from her, and she started to rise, only to feel his hand push her back down. “No,” he ordered her. “Stay there.” 
 
    Still reeling from her orgasm, his stern command caused a convulsive shiver to run through her body. She heard him zip his pants up again, then his hands slid down her legs.  
 
     Annie was puzzled to feel him lift first one of her feet, then the other. What was he doing? She glanced back, but could see nothing. Something encircled her ankles. Fabric of some sort, gauzy and light. A scarf? She couldn’t quite place it. Was he going to tie her up now? 
 
    Then, David began to slide the mystery fabric up her calves and she suddenly knew what it was. Her panties! Her black lace panties. The ones he had taken earlier. He slid them carefully into place, trapping his sperm inside her, then patted her bottom affectionately. 
 
    “There we go,” he said. “After all, we can’t have you leaking all over your car seat on the way home, can we?” 
 
    He kissed her neck and folded her dress back down over her butt before stepping away and letting her rise.  
 
    “If you wouldn’t mind tidying up a little before you leave,” he nodded toward the papers he had swept to the floor earlier, “I’ll see you tomorrow.” And with that, he turned on his heel and walked out of the office. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Jim was glad that it was almost quitting time. He’d been watching the clock since he had received Annie’s text, checking every few minutes, only to find that it was still an eternity until he would see her. The curiosity was killing him.  
 
    “A naughty story,” she’d said. That was pretty vague. It could mean almost anything, but whatever it meant, Jim was reasonably certain that it involved David Ferguson. He’d done something, or maybe she’d done something. But whatever the details might be, they’d done something together, and thinking about it, Jim caught himself repositioning his boner for the nth time that day. 
 
    To make matters worse, it had been a pretty slow day. He’d been assigned the thoroughly boring job of assisting the electricians who were wiring the house. That meant that after he carried a couple of spools of wire up to the second floor for them, most of his time had been spent waiting around, with an occasional trip back to the truck to retrieve some tool they needed. All of that time on his hands meant that his brain had been working overtime. 
 
    Why did it turn him on so much? Most normal men would fly into a fit of rage at the thought of their wives fucking their bosses. Not Jim. Just the thought of her being naughty with David Ferguson gave him an immediate hardon. Why? Why was he different? It was a question that had been nagging at him for months now, ever since he had watched his wife dancing with a strange man at a nightclub. 
 
    Nothing had really happened that night. It was a harmless dance. Just some random guy who approached her while Jim was getting their drinks. He’d asked her to dance and she had been too nice to turn him down. Things like that happened all the time. What didn’t happen all the time was Jim’s reaction.  
 
    Instead of being annoyed, instead of cutting in and taking his wife back, he had held back in the shadows and watched. It had moved him, seeing her like that, gliding across the dance floor in the arms of another. She looked so sensual, so beautiful. It was like he was seeing her for the first time, and his dick had gotten insanely hard. His arousal had puzzled him. What kind of guy pops a boner watching his wife dance with another dude? Hell, he still couldn’t explain it. But facts are facts, and the fact was that seeing his wife with a strange guy turned him on. 
 
    That was the start of it all. After that, he could scarcely look at her without imagining her with another man. And in his mind, that did more than dance. His fantasies started fairly tame, but gradually he found himself picturing her in all sorts of debauched situations.  
 
    Jim had never been particularly good at keeping secrets from her, so after some soul searching, he had told her about his fantasies and, to his surprise, she confessed to having similar thoughts. They were two peas in a pod, and with their newfound mutual kink, things in the bedroom immediately got a whole lot more interesting.  
 
    The games they played behind the bedroom door took them to new heights. They fantasized, and they roleplayed. She loved to tease him, and he loved being teased. Annie and another man. Sometimes it was men. Something about the whole idea hit a nerve with both of them. It all was so wrong, and so crazy hot. It was like a whole new world of eroticism had opened for them. But it wasn’t until her boss, Mr. Ferguson, began to flirt with her in the office that they took their first steps toward making this dirty fantasy of theirs a reality.  
 
    It didn’t start out that way. Not at first. They didn’t intend for things to go that far. Their plan had been for her to tease him a little, to push back in a way. She’d wear tighter clothes, make sure he got an occasional glimpse down her top, bend over, that sort of thing. But eventually, the inevitable had happened. Annie had fucked her boss, and now that it had happened, there was no taking it back.  
 
    Not that Jim wanted to. He had been a walking hardon ever since she returned from her business trip. This was exciting, even more exciting than their perverted pillow talk. It was no longer just a fantasy; it was actually happening. His beautiful Annie was having an affair with her boss. 
 
    It was all he could think about now. Anytime his mind wasn’t occupied by a specific task, it immediately returned to thoughts of Annie and David. It had become his default setting. 
 
    He could see them together. In his mind’s eye, he saw his lovely wife on her knees in the shower, sucking David’s enormous cock with the enthusiasm that people normally reserved for ice cream cones. He saw her on the bed, her long, muscular legs spread wide as David settled between them, saw her mouth stretched into a wide O as he penetrated her. These and a million other images flooded his consciousness every time he had a moment of quiet. They were all imagined of course, the pictures playing out inside his head. After all, he hadn’t been there. He hadn’t seen any of these things. All he knew was what Annie had told him afterwards, but in all fairness, she had told him a great deal. 
 
    The last two days had been passed in a sort of erotic interrogation. Anytime they weren’t fucking, he was asking her questions about what had happened in Daltonville, and once she realized just how much it turned him on, Annie had been all too happy to share with him every glorious detail. By the time he left for work that morning, Jim felt like he had a pretty good picture of the fucking her boss had given her on their business trip. And he had never been more aroused in his life. 
 
    It wasn’t that he wasn’t jealous. There was jealousy aplenty, as green-eyed and savage as any he had ever known. After all, another man had been inside his wife, taking what was supposed to be his. How could he not be jealous? The strange thing was that that jealousy somehow heightened his arousal. It was like the final stropping of a freshly honed razor, giving it that last measure of exquisite keenness. That’s what Jim’s feelings of jealousy did for him: making his erections just a little bit harder, his orgasms more intense. 
 
    The sudden buzzing of his cell phone in his pocket tore Jim from his reveries. A text. His heart soared. Was it another text from Annie? God, he hoped so! His hands actually shook as he fished out his phone and tapped the screen. 
 
    It was a text from his wife. He opened it quickly and his heart nearly stopped at the image that appeared before his eyes. Annie had held the phone beneath her desk and snapped an upskirt picture of her crotch. Jim stared at the image closely. There was a large wet spot covering the crotch of his wife’s panties. He swallowed hard, then glanced down at the message below it. 
 
    “Two naughty stories,” it said simply. 
 
    Oh God! It was like tossing a cupful of gasoline on a flame. He had only thought he had a boner before. Now, the fucking thing could have scratched glass! 
 
    His eyes darted back up to the picture. God, it was nasty! Was that her own wetness he was seeing or… No, that wasn’t from her. The wet spot was too big. That left only one logical conclusion: David had fucked her. Fucked her at the office?! Surely not. But the more he looked at the picture in front of him, the more undeniable his conclusion appeared to be.  
 
    He looked at the clock in the corner of the screen. Still another 15 minutes until quitting time. Fuck! 15 minutes. And that was assuming there weren’t some last-minute chores to take care of before they left the jobsite. It seemed like forever, almost more than he could bear. 
 
    “Hey Jim,” his boss’s voice called from the corner of the house. “Why don’t you help the electricians put their stuff back in their trucks, and then we’ll call it a day?” 
 
    Thank God! At least he wouldn’t have to stay late. He hurried to gather up all the tools, trying not think about his cute blond wife impaled on her boss’s cock. And failing spectacularly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    It was Jim’s day to pick up the kids from the babysitter’s after work. It was a chore they shared, alternating days. Just the same, his old pickup truck was already sitting in the driveway when Annie got home. Tidying up her boss’s office had taken a little longer than she had hoped. 
 
    She immediately noticed that he had backed up the driveway. Usually, he just drove up and parked in front of the garage. ‘Workshop’ he called it; it was too full of woodworking equipment and junk to be used for its intended purpose. It was just one of those things that came with being married to a carpenter. 
 
    She put her car in park and killed the engine, then grabbed her purse and got out. As she passed the pickup, she noticed the tailgate was down. Apparently, Jim had brought something home with him. Probably a door that needed trimming or a slab to be milled into a mantelpiece. He was always bringing one project or another home with him. 
 
    The aroma of cooking food greeted her when she opened the door. Well, ‘food’ might have been a bit of an overstatement. Jim was making hotdogs and macaroni and cheese again. The boys were at the age where that was all they wanted to eat. Annie tried to make sure they ate healthy food, vegetables and fruit, things like that, but it was a constant struggle.  
 
    Jim, on the other hand, took the path of least resistance and made something quick and easy and, most importantly, something he knew the kids would eat without pitching a fit. Oh well, she thought, smiling to herself as she slipped her winter coat and shoes off and put them in the closet, he is trying to be helpful. Besides, at least I don’t have to cook tonight.  
 
    The kids caught sight of her as she was closing the closet door and ran, shrieking like wild monkeys, to tell her all about their day. Jim turned from the stove and gave her a little wave as she listened to the children. Once she had been properly briefed, the boys wandered off to watch TV, giving her a moment alone with her husband. 
 
    “Hey baby,” she said, kissing his cheek. 
 
    “Hi.” Jim looked up from stirring the macaroni, glancing to where the kids were engrossed in the latest episode of their favorite cartoon, something about a duck who was always getting into trouble. When he saw they were safely out of earshot, he looked at her and said, “So, from your texts, it looked like you had a pretty hard day.” 
 
    Annie couldn’t help but giggle at his double entendre. “Yeah, you could say that. In fact, you might say it was ‘rock hard’.” She moved in closer and ran her fingers along his zipper. “And very thick!” She gave him a wink and pulled away, heading for the stairs. “I need to go freshen up a little. I’m feeling a little sticky, if you know what I mean. Call me when supper is ready.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Supper seemed to take forever. Not that it was boring. Meals hadn’t been boring in their household since Jim and Annie had decided to have kids.  
 
    First, Simon managed to spill his milk all over the tablecloth before Jim had even put the food on the table. (Thank God, they had long since learned to use a vinyl tablecloth.) Then, little Johnny slipped while trying to cut his hotdog with his knife and fork and sent it sailing across the kitchen. Naturally, he was heartbroken. It took a good ten minutes of consoling and persuading to get him to stop crying and accept another hotdog to replace the one that wound up on the kitchen floor. 
 
    After that, things went fairly smoothly. Once the hotdog crisis was forgotten, the two boys chattered merrily, jumping from one topic to another without warning. Both Jim and Annie found it difficult to concentrate. They were thinking about something else. 
 
    Each time their eyes met across the table, both of them blushed. Jim was so turned on and so curious about what she had done with her boss that it took all of his self-control not to simply scoop her up in his arms, carry her upstairs, and fuck the living daylights out of her. 
 
    For her part, Annie would’ve liked nothing better. The day’s naughty adventures had done little to quell her arousal. If anything, she was now even hornier than when she had left the house this morning. She forced a smile and made small talk with the kids, watching the maddeningly slow clock on the stove with one eye as she did. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    After supper, the kids took their baths and put on their pajamas. Then, Jim read them a bedtime story, tucked them in, and hurried down the hallway to where his wife was waiting in the master bedroom. 
 
    As he rounded the corner, he saw that the comforter had been pulled back. He had expected to find Annie already in bed, reading one of those silly romance novels she loved so well, but the bed was empty. 
 
    “Annie?” he said as he walked into the room. 
 
    “Be out in just a second,” her voice came from the walk-in closet. 
 
    “Take your time. I need to grab a quick shower.” 
 
    As he walked past the open closet door, his eyes caught a quick glimpse of his wife’s pale body inside. She was naked, standing in front of the chest of drawers built into the wall of the closet, going through her lingerie. Oh yeah! This night was about to get interesting! 
 
    When he emerged from the steam-filled bathroom five minutes later, Annie was sitting with her legs crossed on the edge of the bed waiting patiently for him. A huge grin stole across her face as Jim stopped and stared, his mouth hanging open. The lingerie she had chosen couldn’t have been sexier.  
 
    She had on a virginal white lace negligee, see-through along the sides of her slender ribs and with a frilly, vestigial skirt that drew the eye to the swell of her hips. God! Her new jogging regimen was really starting to pay off. She had the body of a goddess, long toned legs, large breasts, and a slender waist that would make a swimsuit model green with envy. She sure didn’t look like the typical suburban mother of two small children, that was for certain. He felt his cock immediately begin to rise. 
 
    She patted the bed next to her. “Want to hear a story?” she teased. 
 
    “Fuck yeah!” Jim nodded. He dropped his towel to the floor and strode toward her, his growing erection bobbing comically in front of him with each step. 
 
    “Mmm,” she gave him a wicked grin as she slid to the floor in front of him. “That’s the second one of these I’ve seen today.” 
 
    “Oh? Do tell.” 
 
    Annie ran her fingernails along the underside of Jim’s scrotum, causing a shiver to race up his spine, then began to tell him about her day. She punctuated her story with well-timed licks and sucks, tugging at his cock while she did her best to relay every detail. By the time her story was finished, Jim’s dick was as hard as she’d ever seen it. It throbbed with excitement, its purple head staring angrily at her while a thick droplet of precum oozed from its slit. Staring into his eyes, she swiped it away with her tongue, then rose to her feet and eased herself back onto the bed. 
 
    She carefully folded her glasses and placed them neatly on the bedside table. “Come on, Jim. I really need you to fuck me now!” It was true. God, how true it was! Her blowjob confession had fanned the smoldering flames of lust inside her into a raging inferno that threatened to consume her very being. She spread her long legs wide in invitation and smiled at him. 
 
    Jim crawled onto the bed with her, dipping his head between her legs to return the favor, but Annie didn’t want that. She needed him inside her, needed his cock, and she couldn’t wait any longer. “Fuck me!” she hissed, pulling him up. “Please, just put your cock in me and fuck me!” 
 
    Oh my God! Who was this woman? Her words were a shock to him; Annie never talked like this. At the same time, it made his dick jump with excitement.  
 
    His addled brain was already buzzing with his wife’s story. It felt like someone was holding his head under water. He couldn’t believe all the things she had told him, the things she had done and had done to her today. It was so unlike his shy, demure wife, dirtier than even his most depraved fantasies, and oh so exciting.  
 
    Jim moved up her body and settled between her legs. He felt one of her hands grasp his shaft and pull him toward his goal. His ears heard the faint ‘pop pop’ of the snaps as her other hand tore open the crotch of her negligee. The painfully sensitive head of his cock bumped her crotch and he immediately felt the moist heat of her pussy.  
 
    Annie swiped his cockhead back and forth through her sopping folds like a paintbrush, wetting his dick for penetration. When she was satisfied, she positioned him at her opening and rolled her hips up at him. With a sound that was half groan, half growl, he leaned forward and pressed his glass-hard cock into her. 
 
    Her hands shot to the cheeks of his ass and pulled urgently, her head thrown back into the pillows. Jim felt her nails bite into his skin as he sank into her scalding depths up to his balls with a single stroke. He gasped. It was like heaven, like sticking his dick in a bowl of melted butter. Fuck, she was wet! The perverse thought that it might not all be from her made his balls tighten. 
 
    “Aaagh!” Annie sighed. “Yes! Fuck me, baby! Fuck your naughty wife!” 
 
    Jim didn’t answer. He couldn’t. It took all of his concentration not to immediately blow his load. He gave a tentative stroke, moving his hips as slowly as he could, painfully aware that too much friction at this point would spell the end for him. After her description of the masterful fucking she had received at the hands of David Ferguson, the last thing he needed was to ejaculate prematurely. No. He needed to take it slow. 
 
    Annie writhed beneath him, squirming and thrusting her pelvis up at him angrily. She didn’t want it slow. “Go on, baby,” she whined. “Fuck me! Faster. Harder.” 
 
    Ignoring her urging, he slowly worked his throbbing cock in and out of her molten pussy, trying not to lose it, to control the arousal that burned inside him. He took a deep, slow breath and tried to think of something else, anything else, just for a moment, just until he could settle down, but his wife’s warm, supple body beneath him was impossible to ignore. 
 
    Try as he might, the only thing he could think about was Annie and her boss. God, the images that ran helter skelter through his mind! He felt like he was losing his sanity. Was David really as large as she claimed? Fuck! Was she even now comparing him to the man who had fucked her earlier today? And why had her eyes sparkled so brightly when she talked about how he had ‘forced’ her? Since when did Annie like that? 
 
    Another long slow stroke, another 10 seconds without cumming. It was a small victory, but at this point, Jim would take anything he could get. Damn, he was close! He felt like a virgin again, overstimulated and overexcited. He was holding his breath and his dick felt like it was vibrating.  
 
    Maybe, just maybe, he could stave his orgasm off long enough to make her climax. If he could only get David Ferguson out of his fucking head! He needed it all to go away: Annie’s flirting, the trip to Daltonville, the handless blowjob, and most definitely the image of her being bent over her boss’s desk. 
 
    “David wasn’t this gentle,” she whispered in his ear.  
 
    So much for thinking about other things! The treacherous little slut! Jim rose up on his arms and his eyes met hers, two sapphire orbs staring back at him, burning with excitement. Taunting him. She knew. She knew exactly what was going on inside that head of his, knew why he was moving so slowly. And she was thoroughly enjoying his torment. 
 
    Without thinking about it, Jim began to move a little faster, falling prey to her goading in his own innate need. The marvelous slickness that surrounded his penis seemed to magnify with each increasingly fast thrust. Jim could feel the familiar warmth building in his groin. He wasn’t going to last long.  
 
    “Aaagh! That’s it! Faster!” She grinned. Her hips were slamming into his now, fucking him back. Her mouth hung open in an excited snarl, just inches from his face. “Fuck me like he did!” 
 
    Shit! Her teasing was too much to bear. His hands wrapped over the top of her shoulders, pulling her down onto him as he slammed his cock up into her. 
 
    “You’d better hurry and make me cum, or I might have to call David. I’m sure he’d be more than happy to come over and give your wife what she needs!” 
 
    Her words were like a hand grenade tossed into his skull. “OH FUCK!” Jim shouted, his whole body stiffening in a last-ditch effort not to cum. His balls drew up tightly against his shaft. He fought it, fought hard, but it was too late for that. The damage had been done. 
 
    “OH FUCK!” he said again through gritted teeth, this time his words coming out as a long, drawn-out sob. Then, his penis gave a mighty spasm and began to shoot his pent-up semen into his wife’s willing body. 
 
    “Ooooh!” she cooed in his ear. “There we go! Let it all out! Cum for me, Jim! Show me how much you like being married to the office slut!” 
 
    Her dirty words seemed to shift his orgasm into a higher gear. Jim clutched at her body, climbing up her, trying to force as much of his cock inside her as possible as wave after wave of pleasure racked his frame. 
 
    Through it all, David was there, inside his brain. Lost in a fog of ecstasy, Jim could clearly see Annie’s boss, riding her round white ass as he fucked her from behind, holding her down on his expensive wooden desk. And in reply, his traitorous cock jerked again, spitting another thick rope of sperm into his cheating wife’s pussy. 
 
    As he came down from his orgasm, Jim knew that Annie hadn’t cum. It bothered him. A lot. David had made her cum. She had been quite clear on that point. His big cock had fucked her to new heights of ecstasy. He had given her something Jim had not. 
 
    Now, as he lay on top of her, his wilting dick still inside her, he felt her hand reach down between them and begin to move rapidly in a circular motion. It took him a second to realize what was going on, but then it hit him: Annie was rubbing her clit. If he couldn’t get it done, she was going to do it herself. The most intense feeling of shame rippled through him. 
 
    Her other hand clamped onto his ass, firmly preventing him from pulling his deflating cock out of her sloppy pussy while she rubbed herself to orgasm. She gave him a wicked smile. “You know,” she teased, “I didn’t have to do this when David fucked me. He didn’t need any help.” 
 
    With a fiendish laugh, she threw her head back and closed her eyes. Jim felt her body tighten, felt her claws dig into his backside and her hand begin to rub more frantically on her clit. She grunted softly as her climax overtook her.  
 
    Her words mortified him, and he felt his cheeks burn with embarrassment. At the same time, he was shocked to find his cock stiffening once more. Sure enough, by the time she came down from her orgasm, he was as hard as steel inside her. 
 
    Payback time! he smiled to himself. Without waiting for her to catch her breath, he began to saw his cock in and out of her slippery snatch. Almost immediately, his efforts were rewarded with a little yelp as he forced an orgasm from her. 
 
    Jim rolled her onto her back and entered her again. Savagely, vengefully. With his strong hands wrapped around the tops of her shoulders, he pressed her into the mattress. His cock flew in and out of her pussy, his hips no more than a blur as he fucked her for all he was worth. 
 
    He lowered his lips to her ear and snarled, “Is this how he fucked you? When he bent you over his desk and used you like a slut? Was it like this?” 
 
    “Y…yes!” she hissed. Jim could tell from the way she trembled that she was teetering on the brink of yet another orgasm. “Only he was bigger!” 
 
    Her taunt struck a nerve. He slapped her upturned ass, causing her to cry out in surprise. “You dirty little whore!” he snarled. His words were punctuated by rough jabs of his cock. 
 
    “Yes!” Annie squeaked. “I am a whore! I am! I’m David’s little office slut! Aaagh! That’s it! Fuck me like I deserve. Punish me with your cock!” 
 
    He pounded her then with absolutely no thought of her pleasure. This time, he wasn’t making love to his wife; he was fucking a wanton slut who liked it rough. Again and again, Jim slammed his hard cock up into her, delighting in the way her pale ass cheeks rippled with each of his powerful thrusts and the squelching sound her sloppy sex made. 
 
    Annie stiffened and came, long and hard, much more powerfully than she had before. She bit the pillow to keep from screaming while her long, slender fingers wadded up the bedsheets. Pleasure surged through her taut body until she nearly lost consciousness. The whole time, her husband fucked her mercilessly.  
 
    Feeling his wife trembling in the throes of orgasm, Jim also lost it. Holding her waist with both hands, he curled his muscular body up over her cute little ass and clenched his eyes tightly shut as he began to spew another load of cum inside her. “Oh fuck!” he groaned. It was like liquid fire, rocketing up from his balls to shoot out the end of his spasming cock. On and on it went, he groaned and pulsed, pulsed and groaned, until at last, he slid from her to lie by her side in the tangled sheets. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    They slept like dead things, insensate until the pervasive sound of the alarm clock tore them from their exhausted slumber. When they opened their eyes, they found themselves lying in each other’s arms, the overhead light still blazing brightly above the bed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Tuesday was absolutely nothing like Annie expected. She’d skipped her early morning run. But that wasn’t such a tragedy, she told herself. After all, she’d gotten plenty of exercise yesterday! 
 
    On her way to work, she couldn’t keep a smile from her face. Even getting stuck behind a truck going half the speed limit couldn’t put a damper on her mood. She felt like a kid on Christmas morning when she pulled up in front of the office building and locked her car. What would David Ferguson have in store for her today? She couldn’t wait to find out! It took all her willpower to walk slowly up the concrete steps. 
 
    What had happened between David and her yesterday had been amazing. Beyond amazing! It had been the most eye-opening sexual experience of her life. The funny thing was, the night she had spent with her husband had been even more so! Yeah, this was going to be an interesting day! 
 
    Except… well, it wasn’t. It wasn’t interesting at all. In fact, it was downright boring. If she hadn’t known better, Annie would’ve sworn that the last few days had been nothing more than a dream. It was business as usual.  
 
    David barely glanced at her when she walked into the office and his lack of interest stung. She knew she looked good. She had made certain of that. The dress she wore was tight and formfitting, with a neckline that really showed off her cleavage. It was a manstopper if ever there was one. All the same, David went about his business as though nothing had ever passed between them. 
 
    About 30 minutes after her arrival, he called her into his office and Annie felt her heart begin to beat faster. This was it! Finally.  
 
    When she got up from her desk, she ran her hands down the sides of her dress, smoothing it into place, then glancing around to make sure nobody was watching, she cupped both of her heavy breasts and gave them a last-minute adjustment. Perfect. Now she was ready. With a smile on her face, she strode into her boss’s office. 
 
    But to her surprise and disappointment, Mr. Ferguson had done nothing more than ask her a couple of mundane questions about the funding for the recently purchased hotel in Daltonville. And once she had provided him with the answers he was looking for, he had dismissed her coolly with a wave of his hand. 
 
    “Oh, and Annie?” he said when she reached the door. “Would you mind closing the doors for me?” 
 
    Back at her desk, she tried to make sense of what had just happened. Had she done something wrong? Was he just too busy today? What the fuck was going on? She pulled her compact out of her purse and checked her makeup. It was immaculate. That definitely wasn’t the problem. She looked good enough to eat. So why hadn’t he? 
 
    As she was trying to puzzle it all out, the phone rang. It was the manager of one of their big hotels in the South. Apparently, they were unable to reach the catering supply company that they had been working with for the past 15 years and wondered if the main office knew what was going on. Annie promised them she would look into the matter and get back to them. 
 
    Out of curiosity, Annie quickly ran down the list of today’s emails and counted at least three from managers in the same area. Sure enough, when she opened the emails, they were complaining about not being able to get a hold of the company. Strange. Suddenly, all thoughts of her wounded pride melted away. Something was up. It was her job to find out what. 
 
    An hour later, she had her answer, although she was fairly certain it wasn’t one that was going to make anyone very happy. The catering supplier, a large company that always enjoyed a good reputation in the hotel world, had filed bankruptcy Friday evening without even the slightest hint of warning. Its doors were shuttered, its people sent home. And of course, nobody, absolutely nobody, was answering the phone. Mr. Ferguson needed to know about this. 
 
    Annie reached for the phone on her desk and dialed her boss’s extension. He picked up on the second ring.  
 
    “I’m sorry to bother you sir, but we have a bit of the situation on our hands. I’m hesitant to use the word ‘emergency’, but if you have a minute, I think it’s something you should see.” 
 
    “Really?” he replied. “Well then, I guess you’d better come in.” The voice on the phone was friendly, but strictly professional. 
 
    “Yes sir. Be right there.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    After she had explained the matter to Mr. Ferguson, it took Annie almost 2 hours to rectify the situation. Calls were placed to attorneys and accountants. Then, she set about finding a replacement company.  
 
    In all, five of the company’s hotels were supplied by the now-defunct catering supplier. That meant five hotels that would soon be running out of everything from paper napkins to salt to ketchup if other arrangements couldn’t be made. And there was no way in hell that David Ferguson was going to allow that to happen in one of his hotels, let alone five of them. 
 
    A quick Internet search quickly narrowed her selection down to three possible companies. These three were all centrally located, making it possible for them to supply all five of the hotels in question. The others were all either too small or too far away or too expensive.  
 
    Of the three, Barton’s Catering Supplies stood out. The company’s website was impressive, the range of services and products offered extensive. They’d been in business since the year 2000, so they weren’t some ‘fly-by-night’ operation. But the real clincher was the company’s customer ratings: 4.8 stars out of 5.0 from a total of 2187 customers. Pretty good. Pretty damn good! So, Annie gave them a call. 
 
    Barton’s turned out to be a good choice. They couldn’t have been more helpful. Once Annie had explained their predicament and what the hotels would need, Barton’s immediately contacted the hotel managers of the five hotels and arranged to make deliveries the very next day. It was perfect.  
 
    Mr. Ferguson had asked her to keep him apprised of the situation. Now that it seemed like she had found a suitable solution, it was time to let him know. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Excellent!" David smiled when Annie told him the good news. “Crisis averted.” 
 
    “Yes, I think so. It’s too early to be sure, but it looks like this will work out.”  
 
    When she met his steady, unapologetic gaze, it made her blush. She could practically feel his steel-gray eyes devouring her body. “Will that be all then? Or is there something else you need me to take care of?” She cocked an eyebrow at him, hoping he would pick up on her suggestive tone, but again she was disappointed. 
 
    “No. No, I think that will be all.” His voice was flat, emotionless. He turned away from her, picking up an envelope that was lying on his desk. 
 
    Annie stared at his broad back for just a moment before turning to go. Suddenly, his deep voice rumbled behind her, “Actually, there is one more thing.”  
 
    She spun around, cursing inwardly at herself for looking too desperate. “Yes?” she hoped that her voice sounded casual. 
 
    David held out his hand. “Your panties.” There was no ‘please’, no smile. This was an order, a command, plain and simple. And it was one he fully expected her to obey. 
 
    Her heart immediately began to race again, and she felt her nipples turn to marbles inside the lacy bra that struggled to contain her large breasts. “Yes sir,” she smiled. She reached beneath her dress and hooked her thumbs into the waistband, then stripped them down her legs in one fluid motion. Annie smiled sweetly as she deposited them in his big hand. “Whatever you want, sir.” 
 
    This was more like it! After all, a man didn’t ask a woman to take off her panties if he didn’t have something fun in mind. But just as she began to run through the imaginary list of debauched acts he might order her to perform, he gestured toward the doors. 
 
    “Thank you. Thank you very much. That will be all.” 
 
    In spite of the keen stab of disappointment she felt at his dismissal of her, something about his strict formality excited her. It was old-fashioned and bossy, an extra little turn of the screw, him letting her know that he was in charge. And as much as she absolutely hated to admit it, some part of Annie was terribly turned on by it.  
 
    She put an extra bit of swing into her hips as she left David Ferguson’s office, enjoying the now-familiar feeling of the cool breeze against her bare bottom. She never looked back, but she could feel his eyes on her swaying ass. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    The house was empty when Jim got home, all the windows dark. The boss had let everyone go 15 minutes early today. And since it was Annie’s day to pick up the kids from the babysitter, that meant she wouldn’t be home for almost an hour. Perfect. That would give him just enough time. 
 
    He parked his pickup in the driveway, then went inside. He tossed his keys on the kitchen table as he walked past and headed toward the garage. The fluorescent overhead lights buzzed and flickered to life, pushing back the darkness in the tangle of disarray that Jim called his shop. 
 
    The bluish light revealed thick-topped benches along two of the walls, with a large table saw dominating the center of the room. A shop-built router table on locking casters was parked in one corner, right next to an oscillating spindle sander. Every inch of wall space was covered by pegboard, home to a dizzying array of hand tools, everything from combination squares to mortise chisels to dovetail saws.  
 
    A welded steel lumber rack on one side held a mismatched assortment of hardwood scraps, carted home from the job site because they were too precious to go to the landfill, while a shelf at the front held Jim’s most prized possession: a fully restored set of Stanley bench planes, numbers three through seven. 
 
    A large mound of cutoffs littered the floor beneath the chop saw, and a thick layer of sawdust blanketed everything in sight. The state of his workshop had been a matter of contention between Annie and him as long as he could remember. She was always after him to clean it up. He was always too busy. Maybe next weekend... But right now, he was on a mission. 
 
    Jim walked around the table saw, stepping over the little chunks of wood on the floor, and stopped in front of a large rectangular object leaning against the wall. Tall and narrow, it was covered against the dust by a stained and threadbare old blanket. With a smile, he pulled the blanket aside to reveal the two new closet doors he had brought home yesterday. 
 
    “Awesome!” he grinned to himself. He bent and picked up the first door, then gingerly made his way through the cluttered shop and into the house. 
 
    A helper would’ve been handy. It was no easy task maneuvering the long doors up the stairs and into the master bedroom, but this wasn’t the first time Jim had done a job like this, so he just set his jaw and got it done. 15 minutes later, he had both doors lying on the bed. 
 
    He had measured them last night, so he knew that the new doors were the same height as the old. If you looked past the one-way mirrors and the expensive oak frames, they were virtually identical. Hanging the doors was going to be a snap. The metal rail along the top of the door opening was already installed, after all. Jim simply unscrewed the guide on the floor and lifted the old doors out of the track. Then, he checked the hardware. As expected, the rollers were identical.  
 
    One after the other, Jim angled them into the track and let them tilt back into place. Before he replaced the floor guide, he slid them back and forth, testing to make sure they moved freely and didn’t bump into each other. Once he was satisfied, he put the guide back into place and screwed it down tightly.  
 
    After that, it was a simple matter of removing the door handles from the old doors and transferring them to the new. The cordless drill made quick work of that. When the final screw was drawn down tightly, he took a big step back and sized up his work. Wow! The oak frames were a major improvement, more so than he would have imagined. Annie was going to like this upgrade; of that, Jim was certain.  
 
    He flipped on the light switch and, just like last time, the mirrors immediately disappeared. He could see Annie’s clothing hanging neatly in a row. The new dresses she had purchased were clearly visible. When he flicked the switch down again, they disappeared, replaced by what appeared to be a perfectly normal mirror. 
 
    That was the trick, dark inside, light out. Although ‘trick’ wasn’t really the right word. Jim had been curious as to just how this worked, so he had researched it on the Internet. It turned out, there was a super-thin coating of aluminum on the glass that was reflective when the mirror side had greater illumination than the see-through side. They recommended a ratio of at least 8 to 1, although Jim had no real idea just what that meant in practical terms. The main gist was, the brighter the area being observed, the better. 
 
    Whatever the science behind it, it was remarkable. With just the table lamp on, if he looked closely, he could make out vague, nebulous shapes through the silvered surface. That wasn’t good. But if he turned on the overhead light, too, it was just as reflective as any other mirror. It was something to think about. 
 
    Jim slid the door open and stepped inside the dark closet. He closed the door and turned around. It was pitch black inside when he closed the door. Sure enough, he had an unobstructed view of the bedroom through the one-way mirror. Oh yeah, he smiled, just as advertised. 
 
    He opened the door and stepped out of the closet, back into the bright light of the room. A glance at the alarm clock on the nightstand brought a smile to his face. The whole thing had taken him 30 minutes. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Even with all the cleanup, carrying the old doors back downstairs, and putting away his tools, Jim still had time to take a hot shower before his wife got home. And after a long day at work, he needed one. 
 
    He thought about the new mirrors while he was soaping up. He thought about them when he was drying off. When he slid them open to get dressed, it was utterly impossible not to think about them. It was then that he realized he was starting to have second thoughts. 
 
    Buying them from his boss had been a whim, a crazy idea. When Annie had come back from her first time with her boss, she had made some offhand remark about wishing that he could have watched them, and he had instantly thought of the crazy doors his boss had ordered incorrectly. 
 
    It seemed like the perfect solution, the ideal way to watch without David knowing about it. Now that they were actually hanging in his closet, Jim wasn’t so sure. Looking at them, it all seemed a little bit crazy. Had he just wasted 50 bucks on a set of see-through doors he would never have the opportunity to use? 
 
    For one thing, everything that had happened between Annie and her boss had happened somewhere else, not here. Not in their house. The first time, it had been in Daltonville. Then yesterday, he had fucked her in his office at work. If memory served him correctly, Annie’s boss had never even been to their house. If he were to get a chance to use his new closet hiding place, that was the first issue they would have to deal with. 
 
    They’d need an excuse, a reason for him to come there. Then, they’d have to come up with a reason why her husband wasn’t there. A business trip? No, that was idiotic. An out of town project seemed more likely for a man who made a living building houses. Yeah, that might work. 
 
    And then there were the kids. If anything were to happen there in the house, they would have to be somewhere else. Not that that would be much of a problem; there were two sets of grandparents not 20 minutes’ drive from their home, who liked nothing better than babysitting their grandsons. Either of them would be more than happy to take them for the evening or for the weekend, if it came to that. 
 
    It was just a question of logistics. He knew that. It was nothing insurmountable. But at the same time, it also wasn’t exactly simple. This was real life. Their real life. It wasn’t one of those cuckold porn movies, where even the most improbable setup inevitably led to the husband getting a first-class peep show.  
 
    No, Jim smiled to himself. If this were going to work, if Annie were going to lure her boss back here so her pervert husband could watch them from his secret hiding place in the closet, it was going to take some major planning. And, if he were perfectly honest with himself, Jim hadn’t yet figured out just how they were going to accomplish it. 
 
    He was no closer to an answer, just pulling on a fresh t-shirt, when he heard the front door open. Immediately, the house was filled with the raucous sounds of two small, very excited children. Annie was home with the kids. Annie. What would she think about the new, see-through closet doors? And what would she think about him watching, now that it was an actual possibility? 
 
    She’d been all for it when he mentioned the doors, but deep down, he knew that her comment about wanting him to watch had most likely just been one of those off-the-cuff things people said in the heat of the moment. Fantasy and reality were two very different concepts. They were in uncharted territory here. She might claim to find the idea exciting, but was she really ready for her husband to watch her spread her legs for another man? 
 
    He reached for his favorite old pair of sweatpants. Was he ready for that? Hearing about her exploits had been the most exciting thing he ever could have imagined, but watching it happen? He turned toward the mirrors and ran his fingers through his still-damp hair. Just imagine, he said to himself, sitting behind that glass, watching the love of your life being fucked by another man… His dick began to inflate at once. Well, he grinned at his reflection, at least one part of my anatomy knows what it wants! 
 
    He turned off the bedroom lights and headed downstairs to say hello to Annie and the kids. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Jim didn’t get a chance to show Annie his handiwork until after the kids were in bed. 
 
    “Come on,” he said as they closed the door to the kids’ room. “I’ve got something you need to see.” He jerked his head toward the bedroom down the hall. 
 
    Annie giggled playfully. “I’m pretty sure I’ve seen it before!” 
 
    “Funny. Very funny. No, that’s not what I’m talking about.”  
 
    Now her interest was piqued. “Hmm. Lead on.” 
 
    He led her down the hallway and flicked on the light. “What do you think?” he asked, then stood back, waiting for her response. 
 
    Annie let her blue eyes roam the room. What was he talking about? She took in the bed, the same old comforter atop it. Same chair, same bedside tables, same annoyingly loud alarm clock. She even looked up at the light fixture, thinking maybe he had finally gotten around to installing that ceiling fan she had always wanted, but no dice. For the life of her, she couldn’t figure out what he had changed. She turned back toward him. 
 
    Jim could tell from her wrinkled brow and the puzzled look in her eyes that she hadn’t seen it. He felt the slightest twinge of irritation flare up in him, then immediately caught himself. This was a good thing. This was a very good thing. Annie had seen this room every day for the past 10 years, and she didn’t notice anything different about the closet doors. There was no way in hell a stranger would notice anything out of the ordinary. 
 
    “The closet,” he said helpfully, nodding toward it. “The closet doors.” He moved in from behind and wrapped his arms around her. 
 
    “Oh! Sorry,” Annie blushed. She leaned back against his muscular chest. 
 
    The closet doors. Of course. They had talked about this. Jim had told her the whole story about how his boss had ordered the wrong glass. He’d said he was going to ask his boss about them, see if he couldn’t buy them from him. With everything going on between her and David at work, she had completely forgotten. 
 
    Looking closer now, she couldn’t believe she hadn’t noticed it earlier. The frames surrounding the reflective panels were obviously different, much fancier, more expensive than the old ones. The darkly stained and varnished oak lent the entire room a more sophisticated air. But surely these weren’t the doors Jim had been talking about. Those doors were supposed to have one-way mirrors in them, while the mirrors in front of her were nothing more than ordinary mirrors. 
 
    “Wow!” she smiled. “These are nice, honey! But these aren’t the ones you told me about. Didn’t you say that those had see-through mirrors? These are just normal…”  
 
    The sentence died in her throat when Jim’s hand reached out and switched on the closet light. Her reflection disappeared, and Annie was looking at her clothes, hanging neatly on their hangers. 
 
    “Holy shit!” she gasped. It was crazy, like looking through a windowpane. She could see everything inside. She shook her head in astonishment. “Wow! Just… Wow!” 
 
    “I know, right?” he murmured in her ear. “I was thinking about taking one of the folding chairs from the card table and putting it in there.”  
 
    He reached forward and flicked the light inside the closet off again. Annie was immediately greeted by a reflection of herself, wrapped in her husband’s strong arms. Gone were the rows of dresses and shirts that she had seen so clearly but a moment before. 
 
    “Amazing,” she whispered. “It’s amazing!” 
 
    Jim went through the whole explanation, reciting everything he could remember from his Internet search. It made him feel a little like a salesman, pitching some harebrained new product. Annie listened with interest, asking the occasional question and walking back and forth in front of the mirrors. 
 
    “So, dark inside, light outside, basically?” she asked when he was finished. 
 
    “Pretty much. And apparently, the brighter the light, the better.” 
 
    “Hmm,” she grunted, sliding a finger thoughtfully down the polished wood frame of the door. “This could make things interesting…” 
 
    “Yeah. Now we just have to figure out a way of getting David Ferguson into our bedroom.” 
 
    Annie was silent, gazing with unseeing eyes at her reflection in the new doors. She brought her left hand up to adjust her glasses, then cupped her cheek and began to tap her jaw with her index finger. Jim knew that look well. The wrinkled brow, the pursed lips. He’d seen it on her face a thousand times. His wife was thinking about something.  
 
    More than anything, he wanted to know what was going on inside that beautiful head of hers, but he’d been married long enough to know that asking her would be futile. Whatever she was mulling over, she would tell him when she was good and ready. Until then, he’d just have to wait. 
 
    Annie was still wearing her work clothes. With dinner and bedtime stories, there’d been no time for her to change. Looking at her in the mirror, Jim couldn’t help but marvel again at the change that had taken place in his wife over the past few months. 
 
    Gone were the frumpy ‘mom clothes’ that had made up the bulk of her wardrobe for so many years. Now, her dresses were tight and trendy, borderline revealing. She was fitter now and paid more attention to the way she looked, from her new, designer glasses to her stylish haircut. It was like looking at a totally different woman. 
 
    And perhaps that was as it should be. After all, this Annie was quite different from the one he had been married to for the last 10 years. This Annie was exciting, adventurous, and naughty as fuck. And that woman completely fascinated him. 
 
    “So,” he whispered, stroking the side of her neck with the back of his hand, “did anything interesting happen today?”  
 
    His other hand swept slowly up her bare leg to the hem of her dress, then delved beneath searching upward. The thin fabric rose inch by inch, marking his progress. 
 
    Annie blinked, taking just a second to digest the words, then shook her head. “No. Not today.” 
 
    Jim’s hand traveled up and up along her toned leg to glide across the swell of her hip, the smooth skin uninterrupted. His eyes went wide with shock when his hand failed to find her panties. 
 
    “They’re in my purse,” Annie explained. “David made me take them off and give them to him this morning. Then, as he was leaving the office, he dropped them in my lap. Bastard!” This last word came out as an angry hiss. “He didn’t touch me all day. Just teased me. Made me walk around all day with no underwear. I’m so fucking horny I could die!” 
 
    Her words brought his already stiffening cock to full mast. God! How far they’d come in a week’s time! Here he was, feeling his wife up while she complained about her new lover’s lack of attentiveness. It was fucked up. The kind of thing you only read about in men’s magazines. The crazy thing was, it actually seemed to be working for them. 
 
    “Well, we certainly can’t have you dying!” Jim grinned. He slid a finger between her smooth thighs and was pleased to find her swollen and damp. 
 
    Annie sighed and closed her eyes, leaning back into his chest as he rubbed his finger back and forth across her weeping slit. “Mmm!” she murmured. “No. I guess you’re right.” 
 
    Then, to Jim’s utter bafflement, she stepped quickly away from him and tugged her skirt back down into place. “Actually, why don’t you go get one of the folding chairs right now.” she said. “I have an idea.” 
 
    “But…” Jim stuttered. 
 
    “No Jim. No ‘buts’. Just go get the chair,” she said sharply. Her piercing blue eyes seemed to stare straight into his soul. Something in her voice brooked no argument, quelling his protest before it started. There was an unfamiliar sternness there that caused his heart to skip a beat.  
 
    She saw the shock on his face and softened, placing an affectionate hand on his chest. “This’ll be fun. I promise!” she smiled. 
 
    He nodded and went to retrieve the chair from the garage. When he returned with it, the closet doors were open, and Annie was inside, stretching to retrieve something from the top shelf. 
 
    “Here we go,” she said. “I knew it was in here somewhere.” She pushed a pile of old sweaters to the side and slid something forward. A second later, she came out of the closet triumphantly carrying a large white box that Jim couldn’t remember ever having seen. 
 
    “What’s that, baby?” he asked. 
 
    “Just a little present I got at my bachelorette party. A joke, really. Just something silly my maid of honor, Jill, gave me to embarrass me in front of the other girls. And God, did it work! I thought they’d never stop teasing me about it.” 
 
    Annie shook her head, thinking back on that day. Then, she strode past him to the bed and plopped the box down on the comforter. It gave a dull thud, muted by the sound of crinkling paper. There was obviously something inside. Jim took a closer look. It was a cardboard box, a little more than a foot long and about half a foot wide and covered all over in shiny white paper, with a baby blue lid that was tied on securely with a broad, silver ribbon.  
 
    The colors were immediately recognizable. Everything at their wedding, from the tablecloths to the helium-filled balloons, had either been white or baby blue. Apparently, the bachelorette party had adopted the same color scheme. 
 
    Jim burned with curiosity. A gift to embarrass her? What exactly was in the box? Why had he never seen it before? And why was she bringing it out now? And most importantly: what the fuck did this all have to do with the new closet doors? 
 
    “It wasn’t something I’d ever planned on actually using. I mean, that was kind of the whole point of the joke, the thing that made it so funny; I wasn’t that kind of girl,” she said as she began to untie the ribbon. “If you know what I mean.” 
 
    He did know. Well, kind of. He was well aware that the Annie he knew 10 years ago had been a bit of a prude. But he still had no idea what this mystery gift might be. Was it lingerie? Something slinky and sleazy? If so, why hadn’t she ever worn it for him? After all, she hadn’t been that big of a prude. No, probably not lingerie. Some sort of sex toy? The box was awfully large for that. 
 
    As he watched her small hands tugging clumsily at the knot that hadn’t been opened in a decade, the tension was almost more than he could bear. What the hell was inside that damn thing?! 
 
    Just when he was about to offer his assistance, Annie managed to get the knot undone. She bit her lower lip and pried the top up. Jim strained his eyes to see what secret lay within, but all he could see was a confusion of glittery white tissue paper.  
 
    Annie’s hand disappeared into the nest of paper, feeling its way beneath the surface. “But now,” she smiled at him, “I’m starting to think maybe that’s precisely the kind of girl I am.” She gave him a playful wink. “Ah! Here we go!” she said and lifted her objective from its resting place. 
 
    Jim gasped. Not metaphorically. He actually gasped, the sudden intake of air deafeningly loud in the stillness of the bedroom. 
 
    “I know, right?” Annie giggled. “I felt the same way when I unpacked it at the party!” 
 
    In her hand, she held the biggest dildo he had ever seen in his life. It was a deep chocolatey brown in color and long, about 12 inches by the look of it. It was made of silicone and realistically shaped, with a plum-sized head and a heavily veined shaft that looked to be the size of Jim’s forearm. It even had a set of massive balls incorporated into the base of it, along with a large suction cup for attaching it to whatever smooth surface happened to be available. 
 
    “Apparently, it’s molded from a porn star. Jake Takem. At least, I think that’s what Jill said his name was. Pretty sure that’s a stage name.” She held the big cock up in front of her and jiggled it suggestively. “God! Can you imagine? I mean, seriously! Have you ever seen a real human being with a dick this big?” 
 
    Jim swallowed and shook his head. “No,” he said. It was true. He hadn’t. Not that he made it a habit of checking out other men’s cocks. But like most guys, he had seen his fair share of porn, and this dildo dwarfed any of the guys he had ever seen. It was hard to believe that somewhere on this planet there was actually a man walking around with a thing like that in his pants. “No,” he repeated. 
 
    “Even David isn’t this big,” she murmured.  
 
    Her voice was low and throaty, excited by the sheer size of the artificial penis and, apparently, also by her thoughts of David Ferguson. Jim felt a stab of jealousy pierce his heart at her mention of her well-hung boss. At the same time, he felt his already-hard cock pulse in his pants. 
 
    Annie’s eyes gazed adoringly at the thick black cock she held as she absently ran her other hand along its improbable length in a loving caress. She realized what she was doing and quickly snatched her hand back down to her side, blushing slightly as she met her husband’s eyes. “Anyway,” she smiled, “I was thinking ‘Jake’ here could help us give the new closet doors a test run.” 
 
    “A test run?” 
 
    “Yeah. You know, make sure everything works like we think it will. It would probably be a good idea to get all the details figured out before I invite David over. Make sure there’s enough room for both you and a folding chair, for example. Then, we need to figure out just exactly which lights need to be on for you to see us without us seeing you. Stuff like that.”  
 
    “But how is… that,” he nodded toward the oversized dildo and his wife’s hand, “going to help us?” Jim couldn’t bring himself to call the dildo ‘Jake’. He was missing something here. He knew he was. And that fact made him feel like a fool, but he still hadn’t figured out where she was going with all this. 
 
    She giggled and rolled her eyes. “You know, Jim, for a smart guy, you can be a little dense sometimes! You’re going to take your little folding chair into the closet there, and then Jake and I are going to put on a little show for you.” 
 
    Jake and I… His eyes moved automatically to the still-open door of the closet behind her. Put on a little show… Now it all made sense: the chair, the dildo, the closet. It seemed so obvious. 
 
     He was curious to see just how well the one-way mirror worked, and her little comment about figuring out the details actually made a lot of sense. From everything he’d read, the lighting was crucial to getting it to work properly. And if she were really going to bring her boss here for him to watch, they would need to know these things. 
 
    He looked back at his wife and saw that she had begun once again to run her fingertips lightly over the surface of the dark-colored cock, this time cradling it between her large tits. Jim swallowed. He had to admit that he was also more than a little interested in seeing just what his wife would do with that enormous thing.  
 
     “You do want to watch, don’t you?” she asked in her best ‘schoolgirl’ voice. A taunting smile curled the corners of lips. Holding his eyes, she raised the silicone cock to her face and planted a gentle kiss on the huge black tip. “Don’t you?” 
 
    Jim’s mouth was dry, his pulse pounding in his veins. The sex toy was too realistic, too much like the genuine article. His mind filled to overflowing with depraved thoughts. “Okay. Let’s do this!” he announced hoarsely. 
 
    He picked up the chair and moved towards the closet, unfolding it as he walked. They needn’t have worried about the space. The closet had room to spare. Jim was able to position the chair far enough back that he had room for his legs, and he still didn’t have to move any of the clothes hanging on the rack behind him.  
 
    “Okay,” he said when he was satisfied with the position. “First, let’s try it with the table lamps and the ceiling lights all on. Everything. Just to get a feel for things. Then, we’ll switch off the overhead light and see what that does to it.” He reached around the doorjamb and flicked the light off, then slid the door closed and took a seat. 
 
    He watched as Annie tossed ‘Jake’ unceremoniously onto the comforter. She switched on one lamp, then made her way around the bed and turned on the other. Then, she stood for a moment, staring at the closet where he sat. With both lamps on, plus the overhead light, Jim could see her clearly through the closet door.  
 
    “That makes it totally opaque,” he heard her say. The sound was muffled by the intervening door. 
 
    “Good,” he said. “Now, let’s try it with just the lamps.” 
 
    She nodded her understanding and walked to the door, where she killed the light on the ceiling. The intense brightness of a moment before disappeared, and the room was bathed in a soft, muted glow from the two shaded lamps. It might have been his imagination, but the image he now saw seemed a little hazier than before. He could still see everything in the room, just not as sharply. 
 
    Annie walked to the foot of the bed and sat on the edge, looking at him. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The lighting really does make a difference, Annie thought as she gazed at the closet doors in front of her. Only a moment before, when she had checked with all the lights on, the mirrored surfaces had been completely reflective. Now, with only the illumination provided by the twin bedside lamps, she could see through them. 
 
    It wasn’t as if they were completely transparent. Not at all. She could still see her own reflection quite clearly. But behind that, she could make out the dim form of her husband sitting on a chair, particularly if he moved at all. 
 
    “No,” she said, shaking her head. “That won’t work. I can see you. It’s not enough light.” 
 
    “Okay,” Jim’s muffled voice came from behind the mirrored panel. “So, the overhead light has to stay on.” 
 
    Annie got to her feet and strode to the door, quickly flicking on the light switch again, before turning around. That was it. She could no longer tell that the panes in the sliding closet doors were anything but normal mirrors. She nodded toward her hidden husband. “That’s good,” she confirmed. “I can’t see you at all.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he replied. “I guess the big light has to stay on.” 
 
    Annie returned to the foot of the bed and took a seat, staring hard at the glass. But try as she might, she could make out no trace of her husband. “What about from your side?” she asked, blowing a seductive kiss toward the glass. “Can you see well enough?” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s actually really clear with all the lights on.” 
 
    It was strange, not being able to see him, but knowing that he was watching her. She bent forward at the waist and grabbed her calves, staring hard at the spot behind the door where she had last seen him while she rotated her arms inward, sandwiching her big tits between her upper arms and pushing them forward. She slowly ran the tip of her tongue along her upper lip. 
 
    Annie heard him groan behind the glass, but she couldn’t see him. Nothing. As far she could tell, she was simply looking at a mirror. But he was there. His eyes were glued to her. And from the sound of it, he was enjoying himself already. It was so strange, but it was delightfully exciting. 
 
    Slowly, ever so slowly, she straightened up, letting her fingers slide along her firm calves up to her knees. Her sapphire blue eyes continued to stare straight ahead, taunting and seductive, teasing her unseen voyeur. She leaned back on the bed, coming to rest on her elbows, and her fingers traced a slow path up her tender thighs, taking the hem of her dress with them. 
 
    Watching her reflection in the mirror, Annie was surprised by her own sensuality. She looked good. No wonder she was able to drive David and Jim crazy. Hell, Annie was about as straight as a woman could be, but looking at herself, reclining back on the bed with her hands between her legs, even she couldn’t tear her eyes away from the sexy vamp on the bed! 
 
    She laid back on the comforter, pulling her dress to her navel, and spread her long legs. As she did, something cool and hard jostled against her cheek. She opened her eyes. It was ‘Jake’, the big black dildo. For a moment there, she’d actually forgotten about him. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    By the time his wife reached for the dildo, Jim had decided that he couldn’t take anymore. He thought about getting up, opening the closet door, joining her on the bed, but something made him pause. It was actually kind of fun, being relegated to the closet, being a voyeur, rather than part of the action. And to be honest, the scene playing out on the bed in front of him was just too good to interrupt. Instead, he pushed his sweatpants to his knees and wrapped a hand around his rock-hard cock. 
 
    When his eyes returned to Annie, he had to bite back a groan. She was holding ‘Jake’ in the air above her open mouth with both hands, slowly bringing him down. Jim watched in fascination as her little pink tongue flicked out to tease the tip, then began to enthusiastically swab the oversized head as it neared her mouth. Fuck! He knew it wasn’t a real cock, but still! The sight made his cock pulse in his slowly stroking hand. 
 
    With disbelieving eyes, he watched her open wide to take the head of the cock in her mouth. There was no way she could get her mouth around that monster… was there? But she did. ‘Jake’ filled her mouth completely, stretching her lips to the breaking point as inch after inch slid inside.  
 
    To his utter amazement, he saw one of her hands leave the dildo and slide down her belly to her pussy. God! he thought, surely she’s not going to... Before he could finish his thought, her slender middle finger traced its way through the center of her labia, coating itself in her juices before suddenly disappearing inside her dripping pussy. 
 
    Jim froze, instantly on the verge of blowing his load. His dick pulsed excitedly in his hand as he stared at the finger plunging in and out of her snatch. Annie had always been so shy and reserved. The few times he had suggested it, she had flatly refused to masturbate for him. Dildos, likewise, had been out of the question. And yet, here she was, flat on her back with the biggest dildo he had ever seen slowly making its way into her sweet little mouth, while she flagrantly played with her pussy.  
 
    It was the sexiest thing he had ever seen. Jim blinked, took a deep breath, and allowed his hand to resume its slow up-and-down motion in his lap. 
 
    Annie began to work the enormous, black dildo in and out, sucking it like she was drawing nourishment from it. Jim unconsciously stroked himself in time with her movements. Gradually, she worked more and more of the thick shaft into her mouth, until a little more than half of it remained untouched. 
 
    Jim knew from experience that that was as much as she would be able to take. From what he could see, the head of the dildo must now be pressing against her tonsils. End of the road, he smiled to himself. But a second later, he found out just how wrong he was. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Annie felt the thick cockhead touch the back of her throat, and groaned in frustration. There was still half a foot of cock to go. Damn it! Her nostrils flared wide; there could be no question of breathing through her mouth, stretched as it was around the giant silicone cock.  
 
    Once she had gotten started, she had quickly discovered just how much it turned her on, knowing that Jim was watching her from the closet. She could feel his eyes on her, could imagine him playing with himself as well. That thought burned inside her brain like a hot coal. Her husband watching her. Fuck, that turned her on! 
 
    Annie couldn’t remember ever having actually made a conscious decision to play with herself. One moment, she had been holding the dildo with both hands, the next, she had a finger buried to the knuckle inside her aching pussy. And oh my God, was it good! She added another finger and began to work them in and out as fast as she could. 
 
    Oddly, she felt no embarrassment. Probably because she couldn’t see him behind the mirror. It came as a total surprise to her, but she actually liked performing for Jim. It made her feel desirable and sexy, knowing that he was under her spell, knowing how much he wanted her at that moment. 
 
    So, when she felt the dildo bump her tonsils, it irritated her. She wanted to take more of it. She wanted to please the unseen man watching her, wanted to put on a show for him, one that he would never forget. She closed her eyes and pushed the dildo against the back of her throat. 
 
    There was a sense of fullness, a pressure she had never known, bringing tears to the corners of her eyes. Then, suddenly, something yielded, and her throat opened up. She swallowed and was surprised to feel the dildo begin to work down her throat. Another gulp gained her another two inches. The hand between her legs was now frigging her clit at a manic pace. She could feel the excitement building inside her. 
 
    When she felt the molded balls of the dildo bump her chin, her eyes flew open. Had she really taken the entire length? She had! As she suddenly realized the enormity of what she had accomplished, her orgasm crashed over her. With a strangled cry, she turned half on her side, rubbing her clit through the searing pleasure as she climaxed with a foot of artificial cock lodged in her throat. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Holy fuck! Jim thought as he watched his wife’s orgasm. Who the fuck is this woman?! 
 
    To say that he had been surprised when Annie began to deepthroat the dildo would have been a massive understatement, like calling the Grand Canyon a ‘ditch’ or saying that lava is ‘pretty warm’. In truth, nothing he had ever witnessed had shocked him quite so much. 
 
    Of course, he knew what deepthroating was. Hell, he’d seen it done dozens of times in porn movies. But those were porn stars. It wasn’t something just anyone was capable of. And it certainly wasn’t something Annie did. Until it suddenly was… 
 
    The sight of his wife with that enormous black cock stuffed down her throat nearly blew Jim’s mind. He came when she did, spurting his semen in a lofty arc that spattered all over his chest. His eyes remained glued on her writhing form as he spurted again and again, turning his clean black t-shirt into an impossible mess. 
 
    “Aaaah!” he moaned quietly. He slumped back in the chair, breathing like he had just run a marathon, and closed his eyes for a moment. He loved that moment, right after sex, when the urgency had crested and given way to that delicious warm feeling that seemed to drive every last ounce of tension from his body. It was like heaven. 
 
    He heard the bed creak and opened his eyes. Annie was probably getting up to go take a shower. But when he leaned forward, he realized she had something quite different in mind. 
 
    She had rolled over and was now on her knees with her ass in the air facing the mirror and her chest lying on the comforter. The dildo that had just traveled down her throat halfway to her stomach was now poised to begin its next voyage of exploration. 
 
    Jim stared wide-eyed at the enormous dildo, its ebony surface still slick with his wife’s saliva, as she brought it to the swollen lips of her soaked pussy and began to push. Her pink lips resisted the intrusion at first, before blossoming around the bulbous head of the dildo. To his surprise, he felt his cock immediately surge back to life. 
 
    He couldn’t see her face, but he heard her soft whine when the thick head popped inside her. And if he needed any additional proof, the trembling of her inner thighs was more than enough evidence of just how aroused she was. 
 
    The spectacle before him was obscene, with his wife’s sweet, round ass thrust skyward as her tight little pussy struggled to take the enormous black dildo. All the while, she grunted and gasped like a steam engine building up a head of steam before a steep hill. It was the most lewd, depraved sight Jim had ever seen, and it was nothing less than glorious! Instantly, his cock turned into carbon steel once more. 
 
    For just a moment, he considered joining her there on the bed, doing more than just watching from the closet. He could rise from his chair, slide the door open, and in three short steps he would be on her, in her. He could pull ‘Jake’ out of her, throw him on the floor, and take his rightful place inside his wife, give her a proper fucking like any normal, red-blooded husband would. But he didn’t.  
 
    Really, it was never anything more than a fleeting thought, a momentary idea that ran flashing through his mind and was gone. What they were doing was far too exciting to be abandoned for the sake of normal, vanilla sex. It was just his brain telling him what he should be doing, what a normal man would do. What he wanted to do was a different matter entirely. So, he stayed where he was, on his chair in the closet, the voyeur husband watching his naughty wife. Eyes locked on her insanely stretched pussy, Jim’s hand found his sticky cock and he began to stroke.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Annie’s progress was slow. As she had remarked earlier, ‘Jake’ was a good deal bigger than her boss. Now, she was finding out just how true that was. 
 
    Even through the tortured fog of her orgasm, she had heard her husband lose himself in the closet. It was a sound she had heard thousands of times over the past 10 years of their marriage. But this time, it was different. This time, it was so, so much more exciting. He was getting off from watching her! 
 
    Her pussy gushed with excitement and the added lubrication allowed another couple of inches to slip inside her. The feelings that coursed through her lower body were amazing, so intense they were practically painful, but at the same time breathtakingly pleasurable. Why had she waited all these years to give this thing a test run? 
 
    It was just like being fucked by David, she mused. Well, maybe not just like that... There was the same sensation of impossible stretching, the same buzzing sensation in her clit, and the same dull, aching fire building deep within her belly. But now, it was more so. ‘Jake’ was huge, ridiculously large, and because of the tapered shaft, the more she stuffed inside her, the more he stretched her. The more he stretched her, the more excited she got. 
 
    God! That bastard David had really done a number on her today. She was so fucking horny she would have fucked anything with a pulse. And right now, this big dildo was doing an excellent job of getting her to where she wanted to be. 
 
    Annie wiggled her ass back at the invader forcing its way into her, prying apart her tender slit and burrowing deep into her core. It hurt. But oh fuck, it hurt so good! Her pussy was absolutely gushing with arousal. She could only imagine the view she was presenting for Jim. And she knew it was driving him crazy. 
 
    She still had a good four inches of the black dildo outside her body when her orgasm hit her like a surprise uppercut. It hit her hard, knocking every bit of the air from her lungs and ripping an excited squeal from her throat. Fuck me! she thought as the pleasure rippled up her spine. As good as this giant dildo felt, what the hell would it be like to be fucked by an actual man with a cock like this? 
 
    But as her orgasm waned, Annie was gripped by the sudden realization that it wasn’t just the size of the dildo that had her so turned on, just as it hadn’t been David’s charm alone that had led her to drop her panties for him. It was more than that. It was so much more, so much deeper and more convoluted. Concealed by the mirrored doors behind her was the man she loved, a crazy, perverted man who encouraged her to explore her naughty side, who stood by her and actually got off on her being a wanton little slut. And it was the fact that he was in there watching that drove this entire situation to new heights. 
 
    Without removing the big dildo, Annie rolled onto her back and took ‘Jake’ in both hands. She lifted her legs high in the air, opening herself wide, and began to force more of the exquisite black shaft inside her. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    If Jim thought watching Annie suck ‘Jake’ was hot, watching her fuck herself with him was out of this fucking world. Twice, he had to stop stroking and release his dick, or he would have lost it. When she orgasmed just minutes into her little performance, he nearly died. It was official: these one-way mirrors were the best 50 bucks he had ever spent! 
 
    Once again, he half expected her to be finished once her orgasm subsided. After all, it was her second of the night, and from the looks of it, it had been a bone shaker. But, when she rolled onto her back and began to stuff even more of the big black dildo into her already distended cunt, he came to the sudden realization that he had seriously underestimated his wife’s libido. 
 
    Jim had never considered himself much of a voyeur. He’d always been more of a ‘hands on’ kind of guy. But now, he was going to have to reconsider that. Watching his wife pleasure herself on their bed was an experience so far beyond anything he could ever have envisioned. He could only imagine how much more intense it would be watching her with a real man. With David. 
 
    His eager eyes drank in her gorgeous body as she tugged even more of the dildo into her overstuffed pussy. Sitting in the stygian darkness of the closet, he watched her beautiful, pale face toss from side to side on the comforter. Fuck, she was beautiful! 
 
    The sounds emanating from her were like none he had ever heard before, midway between a grunt and a squeal. Her mouth hung open in erotic agony as she fought to take the last few inches of the sex toy. 
 
    There was no way, Jim thought. Just no fucking way! That damned dildo looked like it would reach past her bellybutton. No way she would be able to fit the whole thing inside her tight little slit.  
 
    But Annie was determined. More determined than he could remember seeing her. He could almost feel her gritting her teeth. Her shapely hips came up off the bed, fucking back at the phallus in her hands. In and out it went, each time making incremental progress. It was slight, but Jim could see the big balls at the base of the dildo inching closer and closer to her body. 
 
    When the heavy molded testicles finally kissed her throbbing clit, Jim blew out a long, deep breath that he hadn’t realized he had been holding. Where the fuck had the whole thing gone? It seemed impossible that it could all fit inside her, but the proof was there, right in front of him. And the effect on her was amazing. 
 
    She held the artificial cock firmly inside her with both hands, letting herself get used to the feeling, but it was impossible for her to remain still. Annie squirmed, her hips rotating angrily, making urgent little circles around the thick member that had impaled her like a giant railroad spike. “Oh my God!” he heard her groan. Then, as he watched, she began to slowly fuck herself. 
 
    Jim’s hand was a blur in his lap as the big cock began to seesaw in and out of her poor, abused little pussy with ever increasing speed. Her back arched in pleasure, she plunged the dildo into herself like she was trying to rearrange her insides. He saw her big tits bouncing crazily in the glare of the overhead light. 
 
    He could feel the old, familiar tingling in his balls and knew he wasn’t going to last long. He didn’t try to fight it. Not this time. Even though he had cum not 15 minutes ago, he needed this. He needed to cum, to empty his balls and release the awful sexual tension that was burning like a torch inside him. 
 
    When he saw his wife’s body tense, he knew she too was about to cum, so he stroked faster, determined to time his orgasm to coincide with hers. 30 seconds later, he succeeded. Her wails echoed in his ears as he closed his eyes and felt his iron-hard cock begin to pulse in his hand. He spurted hard, adding another series of sticky streaks to those that already stained his t-shirt. 
 
    The intensity of this orgasm was even greater than his first. It felt like he had shot out his soul. Jim slumped on his chair, exhausted. When his heart no longer felt like it was going to explode, he opened his eyes and saw Annie lying motionless on the bed, utterly shattered. She was still on her back, but her hands had relinquished their hold on the thick dildo that was still lodged in her obscenely stretched pussy. It was a crazy, filthy scene of complete destruction. 
 
    Jim rose from his chair and slid the door aside, tiptoeing across the carpet to join her on the bed. He brushed the hair gently away from her face, and she opened her eyes. “Hey,” he whispered. 
 
    Annie’s eyelids rose reluctantly. “Hey yourself,” she smiled. 
 
    His hand roamed down across her flat, trembling belly, brushing across the downy hairs of her trimmed little bush before it found her stretched pussy lips. He grasped the thick dildo and eased it from her. Annie’s swollen labia clung reluctantly to the ebony shaft, making an obscene slurping sound when it finally popped free. A soft gasp escaped her lips, and a tremor ran through her body. 
 
    With a weak smile, Annie glanced down at the object in his hand. “Honey, would you mind taking that to the bathroom and washing it for me?” she asked. “Please? I don’t think I have the strength to stand up.” 
 
    Jim nodded and kissed her cheek, then took the dildo and disappeared into the bathroom. When he came back with the freshly washed ‘Jake’, Annie was sound asleep atop the comforter. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    The morning air was as cold as ice, burning Annie’s lungs as she turned and headed back toward home. It was well before dawn, her favorite time for a run. 
 
    The streets were empty, but that wasn’t much of a surprise. Everyone else had enough sense to stay in bed on such a bitterly frigid morning. Everyone but Annie. She needed this. Needed the exercise. Needed the solitude. Needed time to think. 
 
    It wasn’t that she was worried. Not exactly. Although, she probably should have been. She knew that. Any normal person would have been terrified at the radical changes that had taken place in her life and in her marriage. But Annie was rapidly coming to terms with the fact that she wasn’t what you would call ‘normal’. No, she wasn’t really worried, but that didn’t mean there wasn’t plenty for her to think about. 
 
    The past two weeks had been amazing. There was no denying that fact. Things with David had gotten even more interesting. Once she had begun to let go of her preconceived notions of who she was and what was wrong or right, her newfound freedom allowed her to explore her sexuality in a way she would never have thought possible. And she loved it.  
 
    Happily, her relationship with her husband had also improved. He couldn’t keep his hands off her. Just the thought of what she might be doing with her boss on any given day seemed to inflame his passion. And his arousal fed hers. She was horny all the time now. Several times, she’d had to resist the urge to put the kids to bed an hour early just so she could jump her husband’s bones.  
 
    ‘Jake’ had also become a regular fixture in their love life. Sometimes it was Jim’s idea, sometimes hers. Once she had gotten over her initial reticence, she had to admit that she thoroughly enjoyed putting on a show for her husband. Who’d have thought that she would be an exhibitionist? Certainly not she. Or that her husband was a closet voyeur (in this case literally!). It was strange, discovering these things about themselves. It was also hot as fuck! 
 
    If someone had asked her to define herself a few months ago, she would have told them that she was shy, reserved, a mother, a faithful wife, something like that. Now, if asked the same question, her answer would be totally different. She was a slut, a size queen, an adulteress, a submissive, and, as she had recently discovered, an exhibitionist. What a difference a few months can make! 
 
    David still had no clue about Jim. As far as he knew, Annie was cheating on her husband. They were carrying on behind his back. It was an office affair, an extramarital sexual liaison, plain and simple. Never in a million years could he have guessed that Annie’s husband knew all about the things she did in David Ferguson’s office. 
 
    If anything, Jim seemed just as excited as she was about what was happening between her and her boss. The fact that he had installed one-way mirrors in their bedroom closet was a pretty good indicator of that, Annie smiled to herself. And ever since that first night watching her with ‘Jake’, he had been talking about her bringing David home with her, so he could watch. But was that really something she should attempt? Annie wasn’t sure. 
 
    It wasn’t that she didn’t want Jim to watch her fuck her boss. Hell, the mere thought of that had her creaming her panties. Yeah, she definitely looked forward to putting on a little live sex show for her husband. The thing was, she was more than a little nervous about just how Jim would take the whole thing. 
 
    They had talked about it for months, in bed, and it never failed to supercharge their lovemaking. They had fantasized again and again about Jim watching her being taken by a well-hung lover. But was he really ready to watch her with an actual, flesh and blood man? Annie wasn’t so sure. 
 
    Even though she had told him in great detail everything that had happened between her boss and her, Annie felt a lingering doubt about her husband’s understanding of just what it all meant. This was a side of her that Jim had never seen, a side of her she herself hadn’t known existed until recently. 
 
    There had been a common thread throughout her relationship with her boss, one that she wondered if her husband would be able to understand or accept. David was the authority figure, the one who was always in charge. She submitted to him. He dominated her. And that turned them both on. 
 
    If he wanted a blowjob, he ordered her to give him one, and Annie hit her knees. If he thought she should be pantiless beneath her dress, he simply told her to take her panties off, and Annie complied. But the thing was, it was always his decision. Always. And though she had yet to fully come to terms with the reasons behind it, Annie liked this dynamic. She craved it like an addict. 
 
    But would Jim be as enthusiastic about his wife’s slavish devotion to her authoritarian boss? Deep down, Annie was nervous about her husband seeing just how far she was willing to go for David. How would he react when he saw that side of her? 
 
    It was a question Annie honestly couldn’t answer. Maybe it would push all the right buttons for him, catapulting him into a heretofore undreamt-of realm of sensual arousal. Or maybe, it would make him want to file for divorce! 
 
    Annie smiled grimly at the thought, jogging in place while she waited for the traffic light to change. Even though the sun had begun to send its first few tentative rays over the eastern horizon, the streets were still all but abandoned. As far as her eye could see, there was not a single car anywhere around. But Annie had always been a rule follower. Well, at least, until recently. The light finally changed, and she continued on her jog.  
 
    No. Jim wouldn’t divorce her. It wouldn’t be that bad. Of that, she was certain. She knew that Jim was excited by her new role as the office slut. Each night, as soon as the kids were in bed, he ambushed her at the bedroom door, hungry for details, eager to sink his cock into his naughty wife. But she also knew that everything had a limit, and under no circumstances did she want to hurt her husband with her antics. 
 
    It was a dilemma. To be watched or not to be watched, that was the question! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Annie,” David’s deep, masculine voice rumbled from his office, “can I see you in my office for a moment?” 
 
    “Yes sir. Right away.” 
 
    She smoothed her skirt into place as she stood and pushed her office chair in. As she rose, she caught her reflection in the window behind her desk and paused to look. The dress she was wearing was vintage chic, a red and black plaid skater dress. The neckline showed her collarbones with just a hint of cleavage. It was short, delightfully so, with a flared and pleated skirt that bounced with each step and a broad white collar. She looked fucking amazing.  
 
    “Now please!” he boomed. 
 
    “Oh, sorry!” Annie said. Her hands flew to her glasses, adjusting them in a reflexive action. She hurried to her boss’s door, and her pulse quickened at the thought of what he might ask her to do. 
 
    “Yes sir?” she said as she walked into his office. 
 
    David was standing next to his desk, looking at his computer monitor. “Doors,” he murmured, not looking up.  
 
    With a nod of understanding, Annie turned on her heel and closed the two big, oak doors. When she turned back around once more, he was still looking at the monitor in front of him. She studied his face in the soft illumination of the computer screen. His was a good face, with a fine symmetry to his features, prominent cheekbones, an aquiline nose, and a strong lantern jaw.  
 
    Yes, she said to herself with a quiet smile, David Ferguson was a handsome man. That was probably why she was fucking him!  
 
    He frowned disapprovingly and reached over to the keyboard. The stillness of the tiny office was suddenly shattered by the clattering of keys as his nimble fingers flew across the keyboard. “There,” he announced as he jabbed the enter key with his index finger. “That should give that bastard something to think about!” Still leaning over the desk, he shot her a crooked smile, “Pardon my French.” 
 
    “I’ve heard worse,” Annie smiled back. 
 
    “Yes. I believe you have.” David nodded toward the monitor. “I just sent an email to our former employee. I have officially terminated his employment. I expect the district attorney to file embezzlement charges sometime next week.” 
 
    Former employee? Oh, right! The manager they had been having trouble with. So, David had fired him. 
 
    “So, I’m going to need you to stay in contact with their office. Them and the accountants. Just give them whatever they need. You know what I’m talking about. You already have access to all the files. All I ask is that you keep me informed. I want to be in the loop, every step of the way. 
 
    “I’m planning on making an example of this asshole. Something to send a message to the rest of my managers. Nobody fucks David Ferguson.” 
 
    It wasn’t a joking matter. The embezzlement charge was serious. And Annie certainly didn’t mean to snicker, but David’s final sentence… Well, it was just too ironically comical. Sitting right in front of him was someone who was literally fucking him. She snorted, trying hard not to laugh out loud. A fight she was rapidly losing. 
 
    A cloud came over his face, then he too realized what he had said and joined her laughter. “Well,” he grinned when they had both settled down again, “I guess that’s not quite true. Technically speaking. Maybe I should have said that no one double crosses me.” 
 
    “Yes sir. Maybe that would be more precise.” 
 
    Shaking his head, he straightened up and studied her for just a moment. Without a word, he held out his hand expectantly. 
 
    It took Annie just a split second to realize what he wanted. It had become something of a daily ritual. Her panties. But today, she had a little surprise in store for him. With her eyes on his, she took a step backwards and raised her short skirt to her navel. 
 
    To her delight, she saw just the slightest flicker of surprise flash in David’s eyes when he saw she wasn’t wearing any underwear. It only took a second for him to recover his composure. “Very nice, Annie! I have to say, you’re really becoming a model employee.” His gray eyes shot up to hers, then back down to stare hungrily at her exposed pussy. 
 
    “Thank you. I hoped you’d be pleased.” 
 
    “I am. Very much so. Believe me. In fact, if you’ll assume the position,” he grinned, nodding toward the desk, “I think I’d like to express my appreciation.” David began to unbuckle his belt, walking toward her. 
 
    “Yes sir,” she said quietly. Annie walked forward and leaned far out over the desk. She walked her feet apart to a little more than shoulder’s width and arched her back, presenting herself to David. 
 
    “God! You’re so gorgeous!” she heard a murmur behind her. 
 
    She waited, holding her breath. God, she needed this! She was so glad he was going to fuck her. Sometimes he didn’t.  
 
    Sometimes, he ordered her to suck him off instead. And Annie was quickly discovering just how much she liked sucking cock. Last week, she had blown him while he was on a conference call with three hotel managers in Florida. She could still remember the way he lovingly caressed her hair beneath his desk as he calmly talked to them. It had made her feel so decadent, so bad. That night, she had gotten up in the middle of the night to masturbate. 
 
    But now, thank God, David was going to fuck her! She trembled in anticipation of his touch, every nerve in her body on high alert as she waited for him. Fuck! He was killing her! She arched her butt up at him in frustration. 
 
    Just when she was about to scream, David gave her ass a swat with his open hand. Another blow followed, landing squarely on her upturned butt, then another. Whack! Whack! Not hard enough to really hurt, but enough to get her attention.  
 
    Annie moaned appreciatively, squirming in excitement. As crazy as the thought would have seemed to her just a few weeks ago, she actually liked it when he spanked her. After all, she was a bad girl. Not to mention the fact that it was something her husband would never dream of doing to her. It was wrong, degrading, and it never failed to make her as wet as a rain forest. 
 
    She felt a strong hand move down her trembling thigh, felt the thin fabric of her skirt being lifted up over the swell of her ass, felt the cool air of the office on her bare, sensitive buttocks. Then, two strong hands clamped down on her waist and suddenly, something warm and thick was pressing at her entrance. She squirmed in excitement. David’s cock! The thought had scarcely formed before he began to push inside her. 
 
    There was no foreplay (unless you counted the spanking), but to be fair, neither of them needed any at this point. Annie’s pussy was already dripping wet, and it welcomed David’s glass-hard cock into its warm embrace like a glove finding the hand it was made for. 
 
    She was getting used to her boss’s size. That wasn’t surprising, considering how much practice she had been getting lately. After two thrusts, she felt his big balls slap against her inner thighs.  Unlike the first few times they had had sex, this time there was no discomfort, just that delicious sense of being filled completely. It was immensely pleasurable, a feeling she was beginning to crave more and more. 
 
    She liked them big. It was a simple fact. Another thing she hadn’t known about herself. Strangely, Jim was okay with that, even though his size was thoroughly average. It seemed to excite him that his wife liked big cocks. She liked his cock, too, but there really was nothing quite like the intensity of being stuffed so full of cock that you could scarcely breathe! 
 
    It was like that when she used ‘Jake’ on herself. He actually stretched her a bit more. But with the dildo, she always had to do all the work herself. There was something to be said for being able to simply close her eyes and enjoy the sensations of David’s big, beautiful cock inside her. The dildo was fun. For sure. But this was so much better! 
 
    Thinking about ‘Jake’ made her think about that first night she had used him, how naughty it had made her feel, how exciting it had been. And it was impossible to think about that night without thinking about the new closet doors and her husband sitting in the dark behind them. From there, it was a pretty short jump to imagining herself inviting David home, so Jim could watch him take her in their bed.  
 
    As David began to fuck her in earnest, she began to find herself imagining for the millionth time what it would be like. What if they weren’t in his office right now? What if they were on the bed at home, with Jim watching them from his secret hiding place in the closet. Her level of arousal instantly shot through the roof at the thought. 
 
    But on her jog this morning, she had pretty much talked herself out of it again. Hadn’t she? David’s enormous cock sawing in and out of her sensitive pussy made it hard to think, but it seemed to her that there had been some reason why it wasn’t a good idea. She just couldn’t remember what it was with that gorgeous, thick cock stretching her. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” she whispered, grimacing as David pummeled her pussy.  
 
    He leaned down and kissed the nape of her neck, his thrusts never slowing. “You like that? You like me fucking you over my desk?” His voice was a sadistic hiss that caused goosebumps to break out all along the back of her neck. As if to drive his point home, he laid a broad hand in the center of her back, pinning her upper body to the top of the desk as he fucked her from behind like a madman. 
 
    “Mm hmm,” she whined. She loved that feeling, loved the way he held her down and took her, using her body for his pleasure. 
 
    “Such a bad girl. Cheating on your husband like this. But that’s what makes it so hot for you, isn’t it, Annie? You like being a naughty, married slut!” 
 
    The combination of his brutal thrusts and his taunting words was driving her crazy, making it impossible for her to concentrate. Annie felt her orgasm building, and a sense of panic seized her. This was going to be a big one, and if she wasn’t careful, a loud one! She bit her lip, willing herself not to cry out. Her body tensed. This was it! 
 
    David could sense her excitement and abruptly pulled his cock out of her just before she climaxed. Annie whined in protest. The pleasure that had been her entire universe but a moment before disappeared, replaced by a feeling of profound, aching emptiness between her legs. 
 
    “Not yet,” he whispered. “Not yet.” He turned her around and lifted her onto the edge of the desk and then slid his cock back into her. 
 
    Annie shuddered and closed her eyes, thankful to have him inside her once more. When she opened them again, David’s cool gray eyes were staring back at her. His big hands found her waist once more and he held her motionless in his iron grip, grinding his pubic bone against hers with his big cock embedded completely in her clutching snatch.  
 
    “Are you ready, Annie? Are you ready for me to fuck you?” The corner of his lip curled as he teased her. “Beg for it. Beg me to fuck you. Go on. We both know that’s what you want.” 
 
    Annie didn’t say a word. The arrogance of his words irritated her. She tried to curl her hips up at him, to make him fuck her, but it was no use. His strong hands held her immobile, unable to get the friction she needed to finish herself off. She shook her head angrily. 
 
    “Say it. Beg me to fuck you, Annie. Tell me now, or we’re finished here.” 
 
    Feeling that big dick motionless inside her, stretching her was the most exquisite torture. At that point, it was no longer a question of her wanting to be fucked. She needed to be fucked. And fucked hard! “Ooooh! Please!” she moaned softly. “Oh God, yes! Fuck me, you bastard! Please, fuck me!” 
 
    “As you wish!” He smiled at her surrender. “As you wish.” He pulled back until only the tip of his big dick was inside her, then slammed his hips forward, causing her to gasp.  
 
    “Oh, yes! Yes! Harder! Fuck me harder!” 
 
    David smiled and began to move in and out of her at a steady pace. “You really like this, don’t you? This big cock of mine.” 
 
    “Y…yes,” she murmured. It made her angry to admit it. Angry at herself, angry at David and his goddamned arrogance. But it was the truth. “I love it.” 
 
    The tension began to build inside her again. It was almost unbearable in its intensity. Fuck, she needed to cum! 
 
    “It’s really too bad we don’t have more space and privacy.” His voice was a low growl, betraying his own arousal. “I can think of about a million things I’d like to do to you right now!” 
 
    “Th… things? What… what kind of things?” 
 
    “For one,” he leaned in forward and whispered in her ear, “I’d like to tie you down and fuck you until you begged me to stop.” He punctuated his words with a series of brutal thrusts that nearly made her scream. 
 
    “Oh God!” Annie hissed. 
 
    “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Oh God!” she said again. She was teetering on the edge of a massive orgasm once again, David’s dirty words ringing in her ears, when she heard a shaky voice say, “This weekend… my… my husband… He’ll be w…w…working out of town… You… you could come to… to my house!  OH FUCK!” And then she came. 
 
    Her orgasm caused David to cum as well. As she felt him twitching inside her, felt the warm gush of his semen rushing into her body, she realized what she had said. Oh God! What had she done? But the waves of ecstasy that swept through her made further words impossible. She clung to David’s muscular body as they both rode out the storm of pleasure that swirled around them. 
 
    When it was over, he took a step back and she felt his thick member slip out of her. “This weekend?” he asked. 
 
    Annie nodded. What the hell. She’d already made the offer. It was too late to take it back. “Yes. I mean, yes sir,” she said. “That is, not the whole weekend. He’ll be back late Saturday night, early Sunday morning. But, Saturday evening would work, if you wanted…”  
 
    Now that her brain was functioning again, Annie had the presence of mind to add this little falsehood. After all, if Jim were to watch from the closet, she would have to somehow get rid of David afterwards. She nearly laughed out loud as a sudden image of her husband trapped in the closet all weekend sprang into her head. 
 
    “Oh, I want to! What about your kids?” 
 
    “They’re staying with their grandparents for the weekend.” 
 
    “So, let me get this straight. You want me to come to your house and fuck you in your husband’s bed while he’s working out of town?” 
 
    Annie couldn’t help blushing. Dear Lord! Hearing it out loud like that made it sound so bad. And it was bad. That’s what made it all so exciting. Well, that and the fact that her husband would be there to watch the whole thing! 
 
    She nodded. “Yes. Yes sir. I could make you dinner, and then we could… you know.” 
 
    David looked at her for a long time, sizing her up, then a smile crept across his face. “Yes! I do know. All right then. What time?” 
 
    “Should we say 5 o’clock?” 
 
    “It’s a date. Now, if you don’t mind, I really think we should get cleaned up and get back to work. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes sir.” She grinned, reaching for the tissue box that sat on the corner of the desk. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Annie waited until she was seated behind her own desk once more before pulling out her phone and sending a text to her husband. “U did say UR folks could watch the kids this wknd, right?” 
 
    His reply came two minutes later. “Yes. Why?” 
 
    “Hot date Sat. evening.” 
 
    This time, he wrote back within seconds. “Really?! David?” 
 
    “Yes. 5 PM. Wanna watch?” 
 
    “OMFG! Do I ever!” 
 
    “Okay. C U 2nite! XOXOXO.” 
 
    Annie smiled to herself and dropped her phone back into her purse. However this turned out, one thing was certain: Saturday was going to be anything but boring! 
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Jim was losing it. At this rate, he was certain, the weekend would never come. Every minute, every hour, every day seemed to creep by at an excruciating, positively glacial pace. 
 
    Sometimes, when he was at work, he caught himself checking his watch only to discover that less than two minutes had passed since he had checked it last. Thursday evening, he went so far as to take down the mantle clock he had built for Annie for their second anniversary and replace the batteries. He was just certain that damned thing was running slow!  
 
    Except, it wasn’t. The clock was fine, working just like it should, with its ornate black hands ticking steadily along behind the glass bezel with a mechanical precision that Jim, in his current, overwrought state, found dreadfully irritating. There was no problem with the clock. The problem was all between his ears. 
 
    It wasn’t that he was bored. Anything but. He and Annie had been fucking like otters ever since her ‘affair’ with her boss had begun. Two, three times a day. The moment he got home from work, anytime the kids were distracted with anything else, he was all over her, chasing her up the stairs for another round.  
 
    A walking hard-on, 24/7. That was him. And she was just as eager as he. He couldn’t remember a time when they had had so much sex. It was like they were newlyweds again. 
 
    No. Jim wasn’t bored. He just couldn’t wait for the weekend. Could not fucking wait! It was like a broken record playing inside his head: the weekend, the weekend, THE WEEKEND!! 
 
    It had been years, decades perhaps, since he had felt such an intense anticipation. Hell, maybe he had never been this worked up about anything! He couldn’t think of anything else. It was like Christmas and losing your virginity and turning 21 all rolled up into one with the delightful spice of the taboo sprinkled across the top of it.  
 
    It twisted inside him, gnawed at him constantly, mercilessly, turning his dick to solid steel and invading his dreams. It was an obsession, and he knew it. A dark obsession that had gripped him with an inexorable, iron fist ever since he had gotten Annie’s text informing him that her boss would be paying her a visit Saturday evening. 
 
    She was bringing him to their home. To their bed. The bed they shared as a couple! And he was going to watch it all firsthand! 
 
    It was all so bad, so deliciously bad! He could hardly wait. At long last, he would get to see his wayward wife in action. It was the most tantalizing thought he had ever had. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was the sound of running water that roused Jim from another erotic dream early Friday morning. Looking down, he wasn’t surprised to find that his dick had made a tent of the sheets. He’d been dreaming about his wife. Again. 
 
    The details of the dream, as delicate as a snowflake in his waking mind, disintegrated almost the moment his eyes opened, but there remained a single lingering and distinct image of his beautiful Annie on her back with her boss grinding away between her long, shapely legs.  
 
    Strange how it was never Jim himself fucking her in these dreams of his… 
 
    He pondered the implications for a moment as he listened to the sound of the running water emanating from the bathroom. Annie was back from her morning run. Showering before work. It was time to get up.  
 
    He blinked several times, then rolled over to look at his phone on the bedside table. 7 o’clock. He could still sleep for another half-hour if he wanted. He closed his eyes again. 
 
    Then, the cogs started to spin inside his head and all thoughts of going back to sleep evaporated in an instant. Friday. Friday! Today was Friday! At last!  
 
    Only one more day to go, he realized. 34 hours, to be precise. 34 hours until 5 PM Saturday. Jim shook his head at his automatic, instant arithmetic. It was pathetic, he thought. Yes! No two ways about it. This was definitely turning into an obsession! 
 
    He rolled over and sat up, completely awake. The thought of what was to happen tomorrow had driven the last remnants of sleep from his foggy brain. Across the room, he saw his own face looking back at him in the mirrored surface of the new closet doors he had installed last week. The new one-way mirrors… 
 
    His reflection now broke into an enormous grin as he pondered the implications of the see-through doors. From his hiding place in the closet, they would afford him a front row seat when David Ferguson came over to fuck his wife tomorrow evening. 34 interminable, tortuous hours from now, he reminded himself.  
 
    He sank back onto the bed with a sigh, staring up at the ceiling. How in the world would he make it that long? 
 
    His ears caught the sound of the shower being turned off and the shower door opening. Then came the throbbing whir of Annie’s ancient hairdryer. In his mind’s eye, he could see her, standing in front of the mirror with her beautiful, plump tits bared. He imagined the two heavy orbs, glistening with beads of water from the shower and jiggling softly as she moved the dryer back and forth across her silky blonde tresses and felt his breathing speed up.  
 
    Just then, the sound of the hairdryer changed, surging slightly, then sputtering before evening off into a steady hum again. It was interruption enough to break his mental image, and a frowning Jim swore to himself under his breath. He hated that hairdryer, chipped and faded old relic that it was. The thing was a piece of junk, unsightly and temperamental, probably dangerous, and he’d been urging her to get rid of the damned thing since their honeymoon, but Annie was sentimental, conservative. 
 
    Conservative. The word caused a cynical smile to chase the frown from his face. Once, maybe. But now, after what had happened, Jim wasn’t so sure the epithet could really be applied to his wife any longer. Could a woman who was fucking her boss, who often spent her days wearing no panties, be called conservative? Probably not, he decided. 
 
    Before he could mull the matter over too deeply, the hum of the hair dryer stopped. Jim rolled quickly onto his side and plopped his head back onto his pillow, facing toward the bathroom door. He could hear her clattering around, putting away brushes or makeup or something. He didn’t know for sure, but she was finishing up what she was doing and, any second, he knew, he could expect that door to open and his wife to emerge.  
 
    His eyes narrowed to the tiniest of slits, and taking one last deep breath, he forced himself to slow his breathing to a quiet, even pace. He forced the smile from his lips and pretended to be asleep. 
 
    Why he did it, he didn’t know. It was just a whim, one of those spur-of-the-moment decisions that a person couldn’t really explain when pressed to do so later. But just then, at that particular instant, it seemed like the thing to do. So, he pretended to sleep and watched the door. 
 
    A few seconds later, his vigil was rewarded when a flushed and damp Annie emerged from the cloud of steam that filled the bathroom, wearing a fluffy white towel that struggled to contain the delicious curves of her hourglass body. Despite their having been married for years, the sight of his half-naked wife never failed to make Jim’s pulse quicken and his cock begin to throb beneath the sheets.  
 
    She paused in the threshold, leaving the door open behind her, and studied him for a moment, but Jim didn’t stir. Without her glasses, he knew, there was little chance of her catching him peeking at her. 
 
    Seemingly convinced that her husband had not yet awaked, Annie made her way past the bed to the closet and disappeared inside. She rummaged around inside for a few seconds, then came out with a matching set of bra and panties held loosely in her left hand. Jim had never before seen them. They were black and lacy and very sexy, obviously new and obviously expensive.  
 
    Annie closed the mirrored closet door behind her, and Jim had to bite his lip to keep himself from groaning out loud when she dropped the towel. For a second, his eyes went wide, then he remembered that he was supposed to be sleeping and quickly clamped them shut again, peering at her furtively through the cracks between his eyelids. 
 
    She turned left and right, studying the reflection of her naked body in the closet door. Like him, she seemed to like what she saw there. That was understandable. Lord knows, there was reason enough for Annie to be satisfied with the body that stared back at her from the mirror. 
 
    Suddenly, she dropped the bra and panties and cupped her large breasts, bouncing them in her palms. Jim saw the corners of her mouth draw up into a smile. They were nice. One could argue that they were her best feature. 
 
    Annie had positively gorgeous tits. One in a million. Plump and succulent. The size of two ripe grapefruits, they hung proudly on her slender ribcage with just enough sag to prove that they were sculpted by the hand of a higher power, rather than the silicone fruit of man’s invention. Jim’s eyes never tired of drinking in their rare beauty. 
 
    On the other hand, he had to admit a few seconds later, when she turned to look back over her shoulder at her well-rounded backside, the woman also had an ass that was to die for. 
 
    When she turned back to face her reflection, Jim watched her flick down over her nipples with her thumbs and had to suppress a groan when the pink, rubbery flesh sprang back up into position and vibrated briefly, as though in defiance. The sight caused his mouth to water. 
 
    Annie was a beautiful woman (although Jim was aware that he might have been biased when it came to her charms). She had always had a great body, but her recent return to jogging had done a good deal more than simply restore her figure to its pre-kids splendor. In all honesty, she was hotter than she had ever been.  
 
    Her hips were wider now than when they had met more than a decade ago, though not by much. Still, that slight amount of extra width, paired with her big tits, gave her a breathtaking hourglass figure in spite of her trim, hard muscles. It was the perfect combination of curvy and fit. A walking wet dream that everyone who saw her noticed. 
 
    Part of it was attitude. That indefinable air that some women had about them. That ethereal thing that made you sit up and take notice. It was something Annie had lacked as a younger woman. Now, it seemed to define her.  
 
    Her every movement exuded confident sensuality. Everyone who saw her could see that this was a woman who knew herself, knew what she wanted, and wasn’t afraid to go after it. A woman who… 
 
    Jim lost his train of thought when his wife’s hands abandoned her breasts and roamed slowly downwards, her fingers brushing over her slender ribcage and along her flat, trim belly with a lazy deliberateness before stopping to pick and tease at the downy patch of fur that guarded the entryway to her most sacred treasure.  
 
    She swirled her fingers through the soft hairs for a moment, then allowed them to stray farther down between her thighs. Jim felt his breath catch in his throat as he watched her begin to caress her labia. He could hear his heart thumping like an overwound clock in the quiet bedroom. 
 
    Closing her eyes, she sighed happily and let her other hand slide up the oak trim that surrounded the closet door. She leaned forward, and her left knee lifted and shifted to the side. In the mirror, Jim saw her hand delve deeper and begin a rhythmic back and forth.  
 
    The move caused her round, firm, little ass to arch back toward him obscenely, and Jim felt his cock roar back to full hardness. God, he wanted to touch himself! Over the sound of the blood pounding in his ears, he thought he could make out the wet squishing sounds of his wife’s fingers pumping in and out of her steamy little snatch. 
 
    It was an amazing sight. Jim’s mind melted under the intensity of it. His greedy eyes drank in this vision of beauty, this wanton sex goddess to whom he was married, this confident, sensual, sexual creature pleasuring herself before she started the day. 
 
    She was so different, this woman before him. So, so different from the old Annie, who never would have dreamed of playing with herself, the one who had always thought masturbating was something dirty, something only bad girls did. That Annie was long gone, and the one who stood before him now was capable of much more than just an impromptu round of “pet the kitty” in front of the mirror. 
 
    It was the affair with her boss that had tipped the scales, Jim knew. The ultimate confidence-builder. There was no arguing the fact that you were attractive when a confident, handsome stud like David Ferguson chose you out of the veritable herd of potential willing women. 
 
    She was now fully aware of just how desirable she was, and she owned it. And Jim could not have been more thrilled. 
 
    The hand between her legs was moving faster now, filling the room with the wet sounds of her arousal. Jim’s eyes grew wide when Annie tipped her head back and gave a long moan. Holy Fuck! She was going to orgasm! 
 
    All thoughts of pretending to be asleep evaporated. He stared, wide-eyed, at his gorgeous wife and brought a hand to his aching cock. A shiver ran down his spine as he began to tug on himself beneath the sheet while he watched. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    He was watching her, the sneaky bastard! Stopping in the doorway, she squinted at his prostrate form and cocked her head to the side. He didn’t move. Still… 
 
    Annie needed her glasses to see clearly, but despite what her husband seemed determined to believe, she was far from blind. She might not be able to make out every tiny detail, but she could certainly see enough to make her suspicious. 
 
    For starters, there was something odd and unnatural about the way her husband was lying. Jim was a back sleeper. He almost never slept on his side. Yet, here he was with his arm tucked beneath his pillow, facing the door to the bathroom.  
 
    Curious, she let her eyes roam over his still shape. He looked posed. Artificial. His pillow was folded tightly beneath his head, the fabric of the pillowcase drawn tight, like he had crammed it there in haste, not lumpy and wrinkled, like it would have been after a night of sleeping on it. 
 
    His face was tight and drawn, the jaw closed tightly, not relaxed. The eyes too were clenched shut, but through the slit where his dark lashes met, she was almost certain she could make out the glint of his eyes.  
 
    Annie took two steps to the right and the glint followed her. She was right. He was watching her! 
 
    She hadn’t exactly been quiet in the shower. And her old hairdryer made enough noise to wake the dead. Jim had heard her. Had to have heard her. So, why was he pretending to be asleep? Why was he spying on her? What did he think he was going to see? 
 
    Her last question seemed to echo inside her head. Just what did he think he was going to see? Then, slowly, an idea took hold. If he wanted a show, she’d give him one! 
 
    She crossed to the closet and stepped inside. Opening her underwear drawer, she scanned the contents for a moment until she found what she was looking for. Then, smiling to herself, she reached in and drew out the most revealing set of bra and panties she owned.  
 
    Perfect! Black and trimmed in a dark, burgundy lace, they were classy and expensive-looking and decidedly immodest. This would make her husband’s eyes pop out of his skull! 
 
    They were new. She had never worn them before. Never even tried them on. In fact, she had only bought them just last week. She had found them in the sale bin at the lingerie store in the mall a few miles from their home.  
 
    “Tittylate”. That was the name of the store. Ugh! What a horrible moniker! Even now, she had trouble looking at the sign without rolling her eyes. But the prices were good, and if she were willing to wade through all the tacky, classless merchandise they carried, Annie had found that they also carried some very nice things there. Over the last few months, she had gotten over her initial gag reflex and begun shopping there more and more. 
 
    It was necessity that had caused her to check them out. To put it plainly, she was running out of undies. 
 
    More days than not, her boss would ask her into his office and order her to remove her panties and give them to him. It hadn’t taken long for her stock of underwear to begin to dwindle. So, she’d been shopping for replacements. 
 
    That was what had brought her to “Tittylate”. She needed to stock up on unmentionables. 
 
    She sometimes wondered where they went, all those sets of panties he confiscated from her. Was he some kind of pervert? Did he wear them himself? The thought made her giggle. Somehow, David Ferguson didn’t seem like the type to be into crossdressing. 
 
    Did he perhaps have a drawer full of her used underwear at home? At this point, it might well have been enough to fill a steamer trunk. Or wallpaper his bedroom! 
 
    Just what the hell did he do with them? she wondered. Were they nothing more than shallow trophies of his office conquest? Or did they mean more to him than that?  
 
    Did he take them out and look at them when he was home alone and thinking of her? Did he take them to bed with him? Maybe sniff them while he got himself off? Fuck, what a nasty thought! 
 
    It was a mystery for which Annie had no answers, one she might never unravel – but thinking about what her boss might do with her panties when she wasn’t around made her lightheaded with arousal. 
 
    She had almost walked past this set, she thought as she turned the two, almost-sheer pieces of fabric over in her hands. They’d been thrown haphazard in the bin with several dozen other sets, most of them in annoying colors or faux zebra prints. And she’d been on a mission, focused on buying replacements for all the panties her boss had taken from her. But something about this set had caught her eye and made her stop in her tracks. 
 
    They were pretty, she had to admit. Even under the tacky glare of the red, neon lights that ran around the perimeter of the store’s ceiling. Very pretty. More importantly, though, they had been 90% off! It’d been too good to pass up, and besides, they were really pretty.  
 
    Just a few months ago, she would have taken one look at them and then returned them to the bin without giving them a second thought. They were too skimpy. Too slutty. Not something she would ever wear. Certainly not something she would buy. 
 
    But now… Well, slutty was an epithet she found less and less offensive. And given the recent developments in her life, she had been pretty sure that she would find an occasion to wear something a little crazy. And while she hadn’t yet mustered the courage, this seemed as good an opportunity as any. 
 
    When she gathered the two scraps of soft, lace-edged fabric in her hand, the thought of what she was about to do made her giggle softly to herself. She took a deep breath and straightened her shoulders, then wiped the smile from her face and stepped back out of the closet and into the bedroom, where her soon-to-be victim waited. 
 
    Jim, she noted, was still “asleep” on the bed. Pervert! She’d show him! Just wait until he saw what she was going to wear for her boss today! 
 
    She let the jet-black bra and panties dangle loosely from her fingers and turned to face the closet door, sliding it closed. Pursing her lips, she made a big show of studying her reflection in the mirrored surface. 
 
    Small wonder that her husband liked looking at her, she thought with more than a hint of satisfaction. She looked good. She turned her torso slightly and caught the reflection of her big boobs. She looked damn good! 
 
    Her plan had been to put on her sexy underwear while her husband watched, to tease him with what her boss would be enjoying later that day. But suddenly a new idea occurred to her. 
 
    Watching her “sleeping” husband from the corner of her eye, she relaxed her fingers and let the bra and panties fall softly to the carpet at her feet. She slid her hands up her supple torso to cup the undersides of her heavy breasts with her long fingers. She put an exaggerated arch into her back and caused her softball-sized tits to jut forward obscenely. 
 
    Jim’s eyelids flickered unmistakably, and Annie had to bite back a grin. Bingo! She had his attention, at least! Jim had always been a sucker for her big tits. 
 
    She took her time teasing him, standing there kneading her breasts, flicking her thumbs back and forth over the sensitive nipples for her husband to see. Ever so slowly, she watched his hand move beneath the sheet until he came to rest between his legs. Oh, he was watching! He was definitely watching! 
 
    Her hands crept down over her torso across her flat stomach at a snail’s pace to arrive at the V between her legs, where nimble fingers stopped to tease at the curly hairs above her slit. The skin on her lower abdomen tingled and burned with an unexpected excitement. 
 
    This was fun, she had to admit. Really fun! Annie liked the idea of her husband watching her. She liked putting on a show for him, having all his attention focused on her body. There was a satisfying kind of control to it that made her heart beat faster. She could almost feel his eyes on her as she slid her fingers lower and ran them along her puffy slit. 
 
    She was more than a little surprised to find that she was swollen and wet. Already aroused. The touch of her fingers caused an immediate shiver to run up the back of her neck. 
 
    When she had started this, her intent had been only to tease her husband. It was going to be all for show. She’d touch herself a little, then whirl around and catch him spying on her. But the moment her hand made contact with her pussy, she knew that this train was going all the way to the station.  
 
    She pressed against her aching clit and rubbed in a series of small, light circles, enjoying the electricity that radiated up into her belly. Yeah. That was good. To hell with stopping. No way was she not going to scratch this itch now! 
 
    It was because of Jim, she realized as she rubbed herself. Because he was watching. That was why she was so turned on. She looked at him lying there and rubbed a little faster. 
 
    It was something she had realized for the first time a few days ago, when they had tried out the new one-way mirrors he had installed in the closet. The first inkling she had had of just how pleasurable it could be, having a voyeur spying on her when she was being bad. Now, she was beginning to understand just how much it pushed her buttons. 
 
    She’d been pressing harder and harder as she thought about her husband’s eyes on her, rubbing her clit too hard. With a gasp midway between pain and pleasure, Annie lifted her fingers and abandoned her now-over-sensitive love button. Too much of a good thing! The swollen, angry nub throbbed and pulsed in the suddenly-very-cool air of their bedroom. 
 
    Moving lower, she let her index finger split the twin petals of her outer labia and dragged a carefully manicured nail across her dewy hole, causing a shower of sparks to burst in the back of her brain. Sucking in a shuddering breath, she leaned against the doorjamb and opened her legs further, stroking herself again.  
 
    She was close. So fucking close! 
 
    It was so dirty, getting herself off this way with him ogling her from the bed! She was such a slut! And she loved it! 
 
    She closed her eyes and imagined what she must look like, with her round ass stuck out toward the bed and her hand working busily between her legs. The thought of what it was doing to Jim just added fuel to the fire burning in her lower abdomen. God! She loved teasing him! 
 
    Unable to resist the temptation any longer, she inserted a finger and worked it back and forth before adding a second digit. She felt the bump of each of her finger joints, stimulating her sensitive insides as they slowly slid inside her up to her knuckles.  
 
    Fuck, that felt good! She did it again, faster this time. Then again. 
 
    In and out her fingers plunged, gripped in a tight embrace by the slick, molten heat of her soaked pussy. The thought of the spectacle she was presenting to her husband ratcheted her excitement higher and higher.  
 
    Another dozen rapid strokes she gave herself, grunting softly with each one, then reluctantly drew her fingers from her slurping cunt and went to work on her clit once more. 
 
    The possibility that there might be an exhibitionist buried somewhere deep inside her was honestly something that had never occurred to Annie. But, stealing another furtive glance in the mirror at her husband, who had apparently forgotten that he was supposed to be sleeping and was now obviously playing with himself beneath the sheet instead, she found herself panting with desire as she teetered on the brink of orgasm.  
 
    How much more intense, she wondered, would it be Saturday evening, when Jim would watch her spread her legs for David? When he would watch her fucked by another man? 
 
    That was it. The straw that broke the camel’s back. She threw her head back with her face twisted in agonizing ecstasy as her orgasm hit her like an out-of-control taxi. Behind her tightly clenched eyelids, a thousand light bulbs burst and the heat in her belly rushed outward to spread through every molecule of her tense and shaking body. 
 
    When it was over, she sagged against the doorjamb on knees too weak to trust and fought to catch her breath. It had been a good orgasm, a powerful orgasm. And in the relaxed happiness that followed it, Annie lifted her head and met her husband’s eyes in the mirror. They snapped shut immediately like two little mousetraps, causing her to chuckle to herself. 
 
    “I know you’re not asleep, Jim. I know you’ve been watching me,” she said, raising an eyebrow in mock accusation. 
 
    One eye crept open just a touch, peering at her warily, waiting to see how she would react. The other remained comically closed. 
 
    “It’s all right,” she smiled after letting him squirm a little while. “I don’t mind. In fact, I like it when you watch.” 
 
    Turning away from him, Annie stooped and retrieved the sexy underwear she had dropped earlier. Ignoring her husband for the moment, she stepped quickly into her panties and pulled them up her long legs. Then, she slipped her arms into the straps of the bra. She turned back to face him as she reached behind herself and hooked the clasp between her shoulder blades. 
 
    “There we go,” she said.  
 
    She cocked her head and struck a pose, letting him have a good look. Unsurprisingly, his other eye was now fully open as well. 
 
    Jim’s hand still clutched his very obviously erect penis beneath the thin sheet, but it was no longer moving. He seemed frozen in place, staring at her, as Annie sauntered over to him and took a seat on the edge of the bed. When her fingertips brushed his shoulder, she felt him tremble beneath her touch. 
 
    Enjoying his obvious discomfort, she peeled back the sheet to expose his manhood. Jim reflexively brought both hands to his crotch in an effort to cover himself from her eyes. 
 
    “Stop being silly,” she reprimanded him, brushing his hands away. “It’s not like I haven’t seen him before. Or like I didn’t know what you were doing.” 
 
    “I… I…” He flushed crimson, but let his hands fall away so she could see his purple-headed cock. He didn’t meet her eyes, staring instead at her chest as her boobs threatened to escape from the tiny bra she wore. 
 
    “Did you like watching that? Did I put on a good show for you?” she cooed. Her hand replaced his, and she began to slowly pump his steely cock. “Hmmm?” 
 
    “Y… yes,” Jim croaked. “Oh God, yes!” 
 
    She felt a convulsive shiver run through his body. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Fuck, Jim was turned on! Turned on and embarrassed. He felt shaky, and the frilly underthings his wife had just put on did little to alleviate his condition. 
 
    As good as she had looked naked and masturbating in front of the mirror, the new, unfamiliar set of bra and panties she now wore made her look even better. They stuck to her curves like they were painted on, barely concealing her juiciest bits from view.  
 
    While she stroked him, his eyes roved her body, taking in every last detail while the smell of her freshly shampooed hair enveloped him. 
 
    It was the sexiest, most exquisite lingerie he had ever seen. So unlike her usual underthings. Like nothing she would have worn in their life before David Ferguson and his big cock had found their way into their marriage. 
 
    It was almost too much. Jim’s mind was a whirlwind of confusion as his scantily clad wife ran a soft hand up and down his painfully hard cock. She had known he wasn’t sleeping! Had all this been for his benefit? A show? A ruse? Or had she really…? 
 
    Whatever thought was about to form in his mind evaporated in an instant when she leaned forward and, with her mouth stretched wide, blew her hot breath across the sensitive head of his penis. His cock twitched and expelled a thick, clear droplet of precum that ran down the underside and onto her fingers. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” he groaned. “Oh my God, Annie! Please!” 
 
    Another hot, steamy breath against his glans brought a knee-jerk reaction from Jim. Without him even consciously thinking about it, he felt his hips curl upwards, hunching the air and thrusting his cock insistently toward her open mouth.  
 
    But Annie seemed to be expecting it. She deftly avoided his cock, giggling as she pulled back from him. Rising from the bed, she wiped her hand clean on the rumpled sheet that was now pooled around his knees and shook her head.  
 
    “I don’t think so, Mister!” she said with a playful chuckle. She leaned over and planted a damp kiss on his lips. “Sneaky perverts don’t get blowjobs. In fact,” she patted his aching cock, “I don’t think you should get to cum at all. At least, not right now. Save it for later.  
 
    “I have to go make breakfast for the kids, and then we both have to get to work. Maybe tonight.”  
 
    The last two words were accompanied by a wink. 
 
    He started to protest, to tell her that he couldn’t wait, but it was no use. Annie was already walking away from him, already halfway across the room. He stared wistfully at her sweet, round ass, swaying hypnotically from side to side in her oh so tiny panties as she crossed the floor. Fuck! She looked good enough to eat. 
 
    Then, all too soon, she was at the closet door, where she turned and blew him a kiss before disappearing inside, switching on the light and sliding the door shut after her. 
 
    Damn! 
 
    Jim’s cock felt like it would shatter into a million pieces if he so much as touched it. It throbbed and leaked between his legs, begging for the orgasm she had denied him. 
 
    Damn! 
 
    With a frustrated groan, he pushed the sheets the rest of the way down and rolled out of bed, making his way to the bathroom.  
 
    He started the shower and debated taking a leak, but he knew that in his current state of masculine rigidity there was no way he was going to make that happen. So, he followed his rock-hard, neglected cock into the steaming cubicle, hoping that the hot water might wash away the tension. 
 
    As he soaped himself up, he debated taking care of his erection himself. It would be easy enough. As wound up as he was, a few strokes would have him squirting all over the floor of the shower. Especially with his wife’s impromptu masturbation scene still fresh in his mind. 
 
    But somehow, for some crazy, inexplicable reason, the idea of Annie making him “save it for later” was suddenly exciting. He could see himself spending the day in a state of sexual frustration, could imagine the growing ache in his balls, thinking about his naughty wife every few seconds, wondering what she might be up to at that moment.  
 
    Yeah. It might actually be kinda fun. Another little twist to their game. Kinky. Bad.  
 
    Maybe tonight. That was what she had said. Maybe tonight. Fuck! He could wait until tonight, he decided. Couldn’t he? A little case of blue balls wasn’t going to kill him.  
 
    So, he stopped playing with his dick and let his aching erection die a slow and ignominious death while he concentrated on getting the rest of himself clean. 
 
    Toweling off afterwards, Jim’s mind returned to his wife's new lingerie. Damn. He shook his head. So sexy. Like pretty much everything else about his wife, her choices in underwear had become increasingly daring over the past few weeks, but when had she started buying porn star undies? And why hadn’t he seen them before? 
 
    Watching her step into those little black panties a few minutes ago, Jim had nearly choked when he realized just how fucking tiny they were. The miniscule triangular patch of fabric in front was scarcely large enough to cover her trimmed little bush. If anything, the bra was even worse, a half-cup affair with a delicate line of lace adorning the upper edge that failed to completely cover the tops of her areolas. You couldn’t look at it without wanting to take a bite out of those two perfect melons of hers. 
 
    There was absolutely nothing practical about either the bra or the panties. Only in the strictest sense of the word could one call them underwear at all. Flimsy and practically sheer, they were designed for one purpose and one purpose only: to telegraph to anyone lucky enough to see them that the woman wearing them was ready and willing to fuck like a rabbit. 
 
    This was what she was going to wear to work? Jim asked himself. He felt that familiar ball of jealous ice form in the pit of his stomach. For him. For David. 
 
    Suddenly, Jim’s mouth was as dry as cotton. In that instant, he knew why he had never seen the lingerie before. It was so obvious he was amazed it hadn’t occurred to him earlier. The bra and panties his wife was now wearing hadn’t been intended for him! She had bought them specifically to wear for David Ferguson! 
 
    My God! he thought as image after image of round ass in those tiny black panties flashed like a neon sign inside his head. This was what she wore beneath her work clothes for her boss to unwrap?!  
 
    Holy shit!  
 
    Jim shook his head and let out a long sigh. 
 
    It was going to be a long day. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Annie didn’t get nervous until she turned off the key. When the engine died and the car grew silent, she felt jittery and flustered. It was always like this. Every day. 
 
    A couple of minutes from now, she would walk through the door of the office building she worked in and come face-to-face with her boss. The man whose beautiful, big cock she sucked on an almost daily basis. The man who sometimes bent her over his beautiful, antique, oak desk and pounded her like a cheap whore before sending her home to her husband with his semen dripping down her inner thighs. The first man to ever give her a spanking. 
 
    The man to whom she couldn’t seem to say ‘no’. 
 
    As far as that went, she couldn’t actually remember ever having wanted to say ‘no’ to him. She’d done things with him, for him, that she and Jim had never done and yet… she had honestly, desperately wanted to do them all. And more. 
 
    The acrid smell of the sun-warmed asphalt mingled with the sickly-sweet odor coming from the storm drain as she swung her long legs out of the vehicle. The weather was getting warmer. Winter was receding rapidly, soon to give way to vibrant spring. In a few more weeks, she wouldn’t need her coat. 
 
    She flinched at the sound of the car beeping when she hit the button on the key fob to lock the doors. Like she’d just been hit with a Taser. Dammit, Annie! She chided herself. Get a fucking grip, girl!  
 
    She smoothed the front of her long coat and told herself to take deep breaths as her high heels clattered on the sidewalk. But still, the shaky excitement remained. There was nothing she could do about it. It was just how he made her feel. Like a kid at Christmas time, not knowing what was coming, but knowing that she was going to love it. 
 
    Too bad Jim couldn’t see her now! Jim… She wondered for the thousandth time whether her husband truly understood just how much David Ferguson and that big juicy cock of his got to her. And how his hold over her seemed to grow with each passing day. 
 
    She knew that it turned him on, thinking about all the naughty things she did with her boss, though she couldn’t honestly say that she understood the way he felt. But did he really know just how much she loved it, how much she needed it? And if he did know, how would that make him feel? 
 
    In a way, she realized, David now owned her. There was nothing creepy or nefarious about it. It wasn’t as if her job depended upon her extracurricular activities or as if her boss were in any way blackmailing her into doing the things she did for him.  
 
    No. It wasn’t like that at all.  
 
    It was more like an addiction on her part.  
 
    Annie genuinely wanted to do the things he asked, needed to do them. Although, technically, “asked” wasn’t really the right word. David didn’t ask. David told her what to do. She was his slut, his whore. The admission made her blush, but it was true nonetheless. He would tell her to suck his cock and she would answer him with a cheerful “Yes sir” and hit her knees. He had a hold over her, as strong as any magic spell. For him, she would do practically anything. 
 
    He had even set up a series of rules for their relationship. Her use of the word “Sir” when she spoke to him was “Rule number one.” It was crazy. Surreal. Hot as fuck! 
 
    More and more, he had begun to fill her waking thoughts and find his way into her dreams, making her feel dirty and quietly ashamed of herself. And somehow that turned her on. She couldn’t wait to get back to him. To find out what he was going to make her do next. To service him, submit to him. 
 
    Jim knew all about the physical aspects of what was going on between her and her boss. He knew all about the blowjobs, the desk, the rules. But there was no way, Annie realized, that he could possibly comprehend the cumulative effect of it all on her, this other, darker side of his wife. 
 
    How could he? She hadn’t purposely concealed it from him, but how did you put something like that into words? It was so far beyond description, ethereal and nuanced. It was something that had to be seen to be understood. 
 
    Seen. 
 
    That was just what was going to happen tomorrow evening. Jim would watch them from his hiding place in the closet, would see them together.  
 
    He would see her. Unvarnished. Unconcealed. In all her slutty glory. When her husband saw the things David did to her, the things that she was willing to do for him, he would see her submission, her addiction. Then, he would comprehend what his wife had become. 
 
    How would he react? How would he feel when he had seen her reduced to essence, a wanton, sex-crazed slut? 
 
    The thought filled her with a sudden terror that made her almost miss her step as she mounted the curb. Oh God! What was she doing? She was a married woman with a loving husband and two kids! She shouldn’t be doing this! This was crazy! She couldn’t… 
 
    At that precise moment, the sight of her boss entering the building from the side stopped her dead in her tracks and made her forget everything. His perfectly tailored suit sat squarely on his broad shoulders, tapering downwards with his slim waist. His luxurious wool coat was drooped haphazardly over one arm and a large pair of designer sunglasses were perched jauntily on his aquiline nose, making him look like a male model.  
 
    Annie stood and stared, her budding panic attack forgotten in an instant. God, the cocky bastard was good looking! she thought. 
 
    Just before he closed the tinted glass door, David looked up and saw her standing there, staring at him. A broad, smug smile creased his rugged face and he gave her a knowing nod from behind his stylish sunglasses. Then the door swung closed, and he was gone. 
 
    A sudden gust of wind blew open the gap in the front of her coat and caught her skirt, lifting it up to her waist before she could react and tug it back down into place. The instant, icy coolness that sizzled between her thighs told her that her pretty new panties were now soaked.  
 
    Fuck! She shook her head and started walking toward the main entrance again. She was hopeless! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Annie spent the entire morning staring at the two oak doors that were the entrance to her boss’s office, waiting for him to call her in. Waiting for him to order her to get on her knees, to be told to suck that big, beautiful horse cock of his.  
 
    Maybe he’d want to fuck her. God! She hoped so! She was still horny from the little show she had put on for Jim this morning. Oddly enough, her early-morning orgasm had done little to quench the fire in her belly.  
 
    A quickie on the boss’s desk was just what the doctor ordered! She could almost feel his hand in the middle of her back, pressing her down and smashing her big, bare tits against the smooth, dark wood of his desk while that thick shaft of his pried her apart. God yes! That’s what she wanted!  
 
    Her mouth watered at the thought of the fucking she was about to receive at any moment, but it wasn’t to be. The minutes ticked away at a maddening pace, turning into hours. And still, Mr. Ferguson never called for her. 
 
    She drummed on her desk with her fingertips, brushed her shoulder-length blonde hair from her eyes, glancing again and again to where she hoped to see him at any moment, growing more frustrated by the second. She tried to concentrate on the stack of papers she had to input, but the itch between her legs seemed to get worse with each passing second, rather than better. 
 
    Fuck! Wasn’t he going to call for her? It was like he had forgotten she existed, like he no longer wanted her. Damn, damn, damn! She really was starting to become addicted to the man! 
 
    Around eleven, she could hear him through the thick barrier of wood that hid him from her sight, talking rather loudly to someone on the phone. A supplier or perhaps one of the managers of the many hotels he owned. She couldn’t be certain. But from the tone of his deep, masculine voice, she could tell that he wasn’t pleased with whoever it was to whom he was talking. 
 
    By the time her lunch break was over, Annie no longer even wanted her boss to fuck her. She would have been satisfied simply to have been able to worship that glorious cock of his. To show him that she was still his little slut. Or a spanking! Yes! Just to have him touch her, even if only to punish her for deviant desires. Anything. Any attention at all! 
 
    Then, suddenly, he was there. Standing in front of her desk, looking down at her with a friendly smile on his face. 
 
    Annie brought a hand up to adjust her glasses, a reflexive action she did anytime she was nervous. “Mr. Ferguson?” she asked, her voice scarcely more than a whisper. “Can I help you, sir?” 
 
    “Yes, Annie.” The corner of his lip curled up as his eyes leered down the front of her dress. “I believe you can. Would you mind stepping in my office for a moment? There are a few matters related to that affair in Daltonville that I need to discuss with you.” Without waiting for her reply, he turned on his heel and strode back toward his office. 
 
    “Y… Yes sir,” she said to his back. 
 
    Daltonville! That was where they had first consummated their illicit relationship. Where Annie had first fucked her boss. His reference to Daltonville could only mean one thing: Annie was about to get her wish! She was about to get some cock! 
 
    She wanted to sprint after him, to tear his clothes from his body, but as she sprang to her feet, she remembered where she was. Instead, she forced herself to walk slowly, so she wouldn’t draw the attention of any of the other employees. 
 
    Mr. Ferguson already had his cock out when Annie turned around from bolting the door. She gave a little gasp when she saw him standing at attention, already hard. Hard for her.  
 
    His size never ceased to amaze her. Though she’d seen his cock countless times, she always somehow doubted her memory when the fleshy torpedo that was his penis wasn’t staring her in the face. It couldn’t possibly have been that big, the logical part of her mind told her. And each time, she couldn’t help but marvel at the fact that it really was as large as she remembered. 
 
    He leaned back against his desk, waiting. A dark, bushy eyebrow lifted in a silent question. He didn’t have to say the words. She knew what needed to be done. 
 
    Across the floor to him she flew, planting a feverish kiss on his lips before sliding down his legs. Her knees had no sooner come to rest on the rough carpet than she had engulfed his manhood in the steaming crevice of her hot little mouth.  
 
    She bobbed on him avidly, her cheeks collapsing inward from the suction, then pulled back and licked all around the swollen head like a melting ice cream cone before taking him in her mouth once more. 
 
    His big hands wound themselves in her silky hair and guided her up and down his meat. She gurgled happily when the spongy head bumped the back of her throat. The corners of her mouth ached where his girth stretched her to the limit, and his wiry pubic hair tickled her nose. 
 
    His musk filled her nostrils, strong and heavy. The odor of a man. It was a smell she had come to crave, probably because she associated it with what was to come next. 
 
    Her heart soared with a happiness she couldn’t begin to describe. At long last, she had him in her mouth. So warm. So thick. So fucking hard! She absolutely loved sucking his cock. 
 
    Behind her, she felt David lift her skirt and run a hand over her bottom, patting the new black panties that covered her round ass. Then, his long middle finger traced a path through the crack of her ass, sending a shiver down her spine. 
 
    “Nice!” he growled. Then he planted an openhanded swat on her butt, making her choke on his cock, and said, “take them off for me!” 
 
    Yes! Her mind screamed. Finally! He was going to fuck her! 
 
    She let his cock slip from her lips and leapt to her feet, reaching beneath her short skirt to hook her thumbs in the waistband of her tiny panties. Then, with her eyes locked on her lover’s she tugged them down her legs and stepped daintily out of the miniscule scrap of fabric on the floor. 
 
    Bending at the waist, she picked them up, then delivered them to Mr. Ferguson’s outstretched hand. 
 
    Without being asked, she moved to his desk and leaned over, pulling her skirt up over her butt and shuffling her feet apart to give him access to her succulent little peach, which was already dripping with desire at the thought of what was to come. God, she needed this! The smoldering heat in her crotch was threatening to burst into open flame. 
 
    As she laid her cheek against the cool wood of the desk, she closed her eyes and thought of Jim with a rueful smile on her lips. It was too bad that he wasn’t here now. Watching. Too bad her husband couldn’t see her like this, about to be fucked senseless by her boss. 
 
    Except… Except, Mr. Ferguson didn’t fuck her. In fact, he didn’t touch her.  
 
    Annie waited for the feel of his hands on her hips, for the plump head of his throbbing cock to nudge against her opening, but nothing came.  
 
    She inched her feet a little farther apart. Thrust her ass up a little more to make herself more enticing. Fuck! What the hell was he waiting for?! 
 
    From behind her came the telltale sound of a zipper being drawn up, and Annie’s eyes flew open. What was going on? What was Mr. Ferguson doing? 
 
    When she turned her head, she saw him fully clothed, straightening his tie. He brought her skimpy panties to his nose and inhaled her scent, then tucked them into his breast pocket and shot her an arrogant smile. 
 
    “Very, very nice. That will be all for now, Annie. Thank you.”  
 
    He walked to the door and stood next to it, waiting for her. 
 
    With her brow wrinkled in confusion, Annie rose shakily from the desk. She let go of her skirt and felt a pang of disappointment as the soft cloth fell down her thighs, covering her treasures from his view. 
 
    “But, I… Don’t you want to… You know?” she asked him plaintively. “Did I do something wrong, sir?” 
 
    “No, Annie. Not at all! But sometimes, you’ll find, having to wait for something makes it all that much sweeter when you finally get it.” 
 
    “But, I don’t understand, sir. Wait for what?” 
 
    He smiled indulgently, as though he were speaking with a child. “Tell me something, Annie. Did you cum, just now? When you had my cock in your mouth?” 
 
    “Um. No,” she answered, confused, then remembered herself and added, “No sir.” 
 
    “No. And neither did I, as I’m sure you’re well aware.” 
 
    “Yes sir.” 
 
    “And like me, I’m sure you’d very much like to cum right now. Is that correct?” 
 
    “Yes. Yes sir. Oh God! Oh please, sir! I…” 
 
    He held up her hand, putting an end to what was rapidly becoming an incoherent string of babbling. “Yes. Of course, you would. You’d really love to cum right now, wouldn’t you? Enjoy a nice, big orgasm on my cock?” 
 
    His use of the word made an image of his oversized organ pop into her head and sent an involuntary shudder racing through her. “Oh God, yes!” she whispered. Her breath was coming so quickly now she was almost panting. Where was he going with this? Did he want her to beg for it? She’d beg! No fucking problem! 
 
    “But you’re not going to.”  
 
    The words were like a slap to the face. “Sir?” 
 
    “Not right now. Not just yet. You’re going to wait.”  
 
    “W…Wait?” 
 
    “That’s right. Wait. Let it simmer. Let the tension build.” 
 
    “The tension?” She was repeating everything he said like an idiot, but she couldn’t help herself. Nothing made sense to her. 
 
    “Yes, Annie. The more anticipation, the better it will be, so save it. Save it for tomorrow. For when I come to your house,” he stepped forward and whispered in her ear, “and fuck you in your husband’s bed.” 
 
    His words and is hot breath against her neck brought another shudder. Now she understood what he was saying. He wanted her hot and bothered. Frustrated. Horny. 
 
    Annie wasn’t sure she believed in karma, but in her boss’s words, she heard an echo of her own. Just this morning, she had basically said the same thing to her husband. 
 
    At the time, it had seemed like a fun idea, a way to twist the knife, let her husband squirm a little. This, however, wasn’t fun at all. She was crawling out of her skin, desperate to get off, and now David was telling her to let it simmer? What the fuck?! 
 
    This was cruel. Inhuman. Brutal. Her blue eyes searched his for some sign that he might relent, but they stared steadily back at her, steely and unwavering. He had once compared his dualistic personality to that of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. The eyes staring back at her belonged to Hyde. Not Jekyll. 
 
    It was odd, how different it felt being on the receiving end. She couldn’t see any fun in this at all. Still, she supposed that there was a certain ironic justice to it. 
 
    She sighed and nodded her understanding. “Okay.” 
 
    “And that goes for tonight, Annie.” 
 
    “Sir?” 
 
    “With Jim. If anything happens between you tonight, you are not to orgasm. Do you understand? You save that for me. For tomorrow evening.” 
 
    Oh my God! The man was a sadist! She felt her pussy gush as his words rang in her ears. What the hell was wrong with her? 
 
    “Yes sir,” she nodded. 
 
    “In fact, now that I think about it, maybe tonight would be a good night for you to tell that husband of yours that you have a ‘headache’, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    The blood froze in her veins. She did know what he meant. In fact, she understood perfectly.  
 
    He not only wanted her not to have an orgasm so that she would be horny as hell when he came over tomorrow evening, he also wanted her to deny her husband intercourse so she would be fresh and clean for him.  
 
    This was the first time Mr. Ferguson had given her an order that directly affected her marriage. Withholding her charms from her husband? It was scandalous. Over the top.  
 
    Annie knew she should refuse. That would be the right thing to do. The sane thing. But, it was so nasty. So fucking perfect! She couldn’t resist. 
 
    Annie clenched her thighs together, hating herself for the searing heat she felt burning in her unsatisfied pussy. She was such a slut! Such a bad wife. And some terrible, dark part of her loved it. 
 
    “Yes sir,” she squeaked. She had to get out of here before he made any more crazy, obscene demands of her. And before she had that orgasm she wasn’t supposed to have just from thinking about what a dirty girl she was being. 
 
    “Very good,” his smile was half benevolent, half cruel. He unlocked the door and swung it wide for her. “See you tomorrow,” he whispered as she ducked under his arm and scurried past him. 
 
    On the trip back to her desk, her mind was a whirlwind of confused, conflicting emotions. How was she going to survive for 24 hours without relieving the awful, nagging tension that gripped her nether regions like a steel vise?  
 
    A pang of regret pierced her heart at the thought of the pretty, black panties now in Mr. Ferguson’s pocket. Would she ever see them again? Then, a far more pressing question popped into her mind: How was she going to get Jim to go along with this? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Jim was guiding a four-foot stick of straight-grained walnut over the portable router table when his boss tapped him on the shoulder. He reached underneath and flipped the switch to kill the shrill whine of the 2-horse router, pulling out his earplugs as the sound died away. 
 
    “Hey boss! What’s up?” 
 
    “Hey Jim,” the old man kicked at a rock in the loose dirt that would one day be the front lawn of the new house they were building. “Say, how many feet of molding did we figure for those bathroom cabinets? You know, in the master bedroom.” 
 
    “Master bedroom. Right. That’s what I’m working on right now. Let’s see… With the two little side cabinets next to the mirror and the big cabinet over the toilet, we figured on about 12 feet.” 
 
    “12 feet, huh?” The old man nodded, rubbing his chin. “Only 12?” 
 
    “Yeah. But I can go measure again if you want. It’ll only take a minute.” 
 
    His boss shook his head. “No, no. I don’t think that’ll be necessary. Not necessary at all.” His lips drew up tightly, then wiggled from side to side like they always did when he was trying to decipher a particularly complicated set of house plans. “Say, do you suppose that new kid is liable to make a bunch of mistakes trimming it? What I mean is, do you think we’re going to need a lot of extra molding for slipups?” 
 
    Jim blinked, puzzled by the question. “No. I… I think he’ll do okay. He seems like a pretty levelheaded guy. Just a little young is all. It’s just measuring and then cutting on the line with the miter saw. I think he can handle it. Um… Just out of curiosity, why do you ask?” 
 
    “Well,” the old man’s eyes lifted from the dirt and his face wore a mischievous grin when he said, “I’m just trying to figure out why you thought we’d need 50 feet of molding!” He nodded toward the pile behind Jim. 
 
    “Shit!” Jim swore when he spun around to face the stack. It was almost up to his knees. “Shit, boss! I’m sorry about that! Guess I got a little distracted. I… I’ll pay for the wood I wasted.” 
 
    “You sure didn’t have your mind on your work. I’ll say that. Seems to be happening to you more and more lately. Hell, half the time it seems like you’re miles away.” 
 
    Jim made no reply. What was there to say? He had fucked up. Fucked up royally. Inside, he was furious at himself. How could he have done something so damned stupid?! 
 
    “Now, I ain’t mad about the lumber. And I’m not about to let you pay for it. Chances are, we can use the extra molding on the next job. Besides, I get it from my cousin down at the lumber mill for a song. It ain’t the wood that concerns me. 
 
    “I am, however, a little worried about you, son. Are things okay between you and Annie? I mean, are you two having marital trouble or money problems or something? The kids okay? We’ve known each other a long time. You know you can always talk to me, if something is wrong.” 
 
    “Yeah. I know that. And I appreciate it. Really, I do,” Jim said. “Everything is fine with Annie and me. No problems there at all. I guess I’ve just been…” 
 
    Jim stopped mid-sentence, unsure where to steer the conversation from there. He needed a lie, or better yet, a half-truth to explain why he had been so distracted lately. He couldn’t very well tell the old man that his mind hadn’t been on what he was doing because he was thinking about watching his wife fuck her boss this weekend! 
 
    “Just what, Jim?” 
 
    “Well…” Suddenly, he had a stroke of genius. It was a half-truth he needed, and one had just occurred to him. “I’m sort of planning a special weekend for Annie and me. Kids are going to my parents, just the two of us for a couple of days. A couple bottles of wine, a little…” He made his eyebrows bounce suggestively. “If you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Ah! So that’s it! You sly dog you! It ain’t your anniversary is it? I thought that was in December.” 
 
    “Yeah, it is. No. It isn’t our anniversary. Just a spontaneous weekend together. You know, to kind of ‘reconnect’.” 
 
    “Mm hmm,” the old man grinned. “Is that what they’re calling it these days?” He winked and slapped Jim on the back. “Well, hell! No wonder you’re distracted, boy! If my old lady still looked as lovely as yours and I was planning on a weekend of wild fornicatin’, I’d likely have put a whole trailer-load of wood over the router table! 
 
    “Well, ‘nuff said, then. Just don’t get yourself hurt daydreamin’ about all your big plans. Sounds like you got one helluva weekend in front of you!” 
 
    With another sly wink, his boss walked away, still chuckling to himself. 
 
    If you only knew! Jim said to himself. Oh, if you only knew! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    An hour later, Jim was helping the new kid trim the molding in the master bathroom. He was forcing himself to concentrate now, but it took every ounce of strength he had. If he relaxed his focus for even a second, his thoughts immediately turned to Annie and her lover/boss. 
 
    And there was so much material there for a fertile imagination such as his.  
 
    He thought about the playful way she had swung her hips as she made her way down the sidewalk to her car that morning. He thought about the short dress she had been wearing and the way she had flashed her long legs when she slid into the driver’s seat, which inevitably led him to picture the pretty new underwear she had on underneath. 
 
    Had David Ferguson seen them yet? She’d been at work for hours. Chances were, he had. Were those pretty panties of hers pooled around her ankles at this very moment, while Annie’s boss bent her over his desk and fed his long cock into her wet little pussy? 
 
    The thought immediately caused a savage stab of jealousy to pierce his heart. At the same time, he felt that old familiar warmth begin to build in his crotch. He looked to make sure the new kid wasn’t watching and readjusted the raging boner that was threatening to poke a hole in his worn blue jeans. 
 
    He held the tape measure up to the square carcase of the bathroom cabinet and called out the numbers to the younger man. If you had asked him to repeat them, he wouldn’t have been able. His mind, still filled with erotic images of what his wife might be doing at that very second, was running on autopilot. 
 
    And what about tomorrow night? he asked himself. Tomorrow night. It was a topic that had never been very far from his thoughts all week. In just a little more than 24 hours, he would finally get to see his unfaithful wife and her lover do their thing. 
 
    Their thing. 
 
    In his bed. 
 
    Fuuuuck! 
 
    He tried to chase the thoughts from his mind, making small talk with the kid as they fit the various pieces into their respective spots and nailed them in place with tiny finish nails. But it was no use. They came back time and again, demanding his attention, as insistent as a newborn colt. 
 
    As he had predicted, his balls were killing him. Annie had done a very good job of filling them this morning. They felt like they might pop. 
 
    Not surprisingly, the frequent and extremely salacious images that popped unbidden into his mind every time he turned around had done nothing to lessen the effect. They throbbed with a dull ache, making him wince each time he had to squat down to take a measurement. 
 
    Still, as uncomfortable as his blue balls made him, his theory about them adding a kinky twist to this game of theirs had proven not to be wholly incorrect. The ache in his groin and the images that kept flashing through his consciousness seemed to feed off one another, heightening his excitement. 
 
    It was like the old argument about the chicken and the egg. Which came first? The blue balls and his thoughts of his wife were like that, too. Did his sore balls make him think of his cheating spouse, or were her extramarital activities what caused his nuts to swell tighter and tighter with each passing second? It was hard to say. Impossible, really. 
 
    While the kid finished up the side of the cabinet, he dug his phone out of the pocket of his jeans, careful not to bump his painful testes, and checked the time. 2:30 PM. Thank God the day was more than half over. Just two and half hours more to go.  
 
    He could do that. He hoped. 
 
    With any luck, Annie still had some energy left when she got off work, because they had some unfinished business to take care of. He couldn’t wait to get home and get his beautiful wife into the bedroom. The thought of the fucking he was going to give his wife brought a demented smile to his lips. He had a lot of steam to let off. 
 
    This wasn’t the first time he’d had blue balls, but it was definitely the worst case he could remember. He could only imagine how powerful his orgasm would be with what felt like a half gallon of cum brewing in his nuts. Annie had better brace herself! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    “What the hell are you talking about?!” her husband asked. 
 
    They were in the bedroom. The kids were in bed. Jim had pounced on her the moment the bedroom door had clicked shut behind her, tackling her to the bed and running an eager hand up under her skirt to discover that the pretty black panties he had salivated over this morning were missing. The implications of that fact had him pawing at her like a hungry bear.  
 
    He had his own shirt off and the delicate zipper on the back of her dress unzipped halfway down her back before Annie was able to wriggle from his grasp and confess to him the deal she had made with her boss earlier. He wasn’t thrilled. 
 
    “What do you mean, you can’t? What does that even mean? ANNIE, WHAT THE FUCK?!” 
 
    “Shhh! You’ll wake the kids!” Annie hissed, cocking an ear to make sure her prophecy hadn’t already come true. To her eternal relief, nothing but silence emanated from the hallway beyond their bedroom door. 
 
    “Damn it, Annie! I’ve been dying all day! Thinking about nothing else but getting home to you and getting you alone. And now, you’re telling me it’s not happening? That you’re supposed to just tell me you have a headache?! SERIOUSLY?!!” 
 
    Jim was taking the news just about like she had expected. It was a lot to swallow, she knew.  
 
    “Shhh. Calm down, honey. Please. Just let me explain.” 
 
    She scooted over next to him on the edge of the bed and reached for his hand, but he snatched it away angrily. Okay, so maybe he was taking this a little worse than she had anticipated. 
 
    “Baby, just calm down.” 
 
    “Calm down? Calm down?!” His voice trembled with emotion. “I don’t believe this shit! And what the hell is there to explain?” 
 
    The glare she shot him let him know that she didn’t appreciate his hostile tone, but when she spoke, her tone was more conciliatory than defensive. “Please, just listen.” As rapidly as possible, she told him what had happened, trying to get him to understand how it had come to be that they weren’t to have sex tonight. She hoped it would smooth things over once he knew the whole story. 
 
    “I promised,” she shrugged as she finished her tale. “I’m sorry. Really. It just sorta happened. I didn’t even realize what was going on until I had agreed.”  
 
    This last part wasn’t strictly true, but some details, Annie had learned, were best altered slightly in the telling, just for the sake of story flow, if nothing else. Anyway, that was her justification for this little white lie of hers. And honestly, looking back, it did seem to her that she hadn’t really been thinking all that clearly. She had to have been a little befuddled, at the very least.  
 
    Why else, she reasoned, would a 35-year old mother of two small children agree to such an insane arrangement? Promising not to sleep with her husband so that she could save herself for her boss – that sure didn’t sound like a decision made by a woman who was thinking straight.  
 
    “I don’t believe this!” Jim hissed. “I can’t believe this. I can’t believe you!” At least he was being quieter now. “Tell me the whole thing again. Maybe I’m a little dense. Maybe I missed something.” 
 
    “You didn’t miss anything, Jim. Mr. Ferguson just wants me to wait until tomorrow. You know, to build a little tension, make things a little more… ‘interesting’, I guess is the right word. A game of sorts. Like what we were talking about this morning.” 
 
    “This morning. You mean, when you said I should save it for tonight?” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess. Kinda like that. Only, I didn’t know that…” 
 
    “Didn’t know what, Annie? Huh?” he demanded. He was getting louder again. “Didn’t know that you…” 
 
    He broke off and turned his face away from her, staring a hole in the wall and pounding his knee with his clenched fist. 
 
    She touched his shoulder. “That I what, Jim? What were you going to say?” 
 
    Nothing. No answer. She tried again. Clutching his bicep, she shook him softly. 
 
    “Baby, talk to me. I’m sorry. Please, don’t be angry. Just talk to me, Jim. Please.” 
 
    When he turned back to face her, she could see the anger and hurt in his eyes, but behind that, something else burned bright. Something she didn’t quite understand. Something wild and dangerous. 
 
    “Didn’t know that you cared about him more than me! Because that’s what it seems like. You’re choosing him over me,” he said. It was as much an accusation as a statement, and his burning eyes defied her to refute what he was saying. “You’re telling me no, because he wants you to.” 
 
    She was silent. It wasn’t that she cared more about David than him. That just simply wasn’t true. Nothing could have been further from the truth. That was a cheap shot. A childish jab because she had hurt his feelings. 
 
    But everything else? He had a point. How could she deny it? She was choosing one over the other. She hadn’t intended to, but that was exactly what she was doing. Her poor husband had every right to be angry with her, and she knew it. 
 
    “Fuuuuck!” he growled. Another clenched fist came pounding down on his thigh, shaking the whole bed. “God damn it!” 
 
    Annie felt the tears welling up in her eyes. It was the first time they had argued about what was happening between her and David Ferguson. Though she knew it was nothing short of miraculous that it hadn’t happened sooner. They had been sitting on a powder keg and playing with matches for months now. An explosion was inevitable at some point. 
 
    She hadn’t wanted to hurt her husband. That had been the last thing she had wanted. Especially after he had been so supportive. What other husband let his wife take a lover and actually derived pleasure from her unfaithfulness? No. Hurting him was the last thing she wanted to do. 
 
    What could she say? How could she make this right? How could she make him understand that for her, this had simply seemed like another facet of the crazy, dirty game they were playing? A way to up the ante? She hadn’t meant it as a snub. Had never even considered that it might look that way. How could she make him understand that she had never intended to place the other man’s wishes above those of her husband? 
 
    “And what about me?” Jim demanded. “What am I supposed to do? Do I go in the bathroom now and jerk off in the toilet so that my wife can save herself for her big-cocked lover? Who the fuck does he think he is?!” 
 
    It was his mention of David’s size that gave Annie her way out of what was rapidly shaping up to be a full-blown fight. With that one, simple description, he tipped his hand.  
 
    That hot spark in his eyes, the one she hadn’t been able to place; it was arousal. Sure, Jim was pissed at not getting any, at the idea of going to bed with blue balls instead of enjoying a hot round of sex, but the cuckold in him was also turned on by the idea. 
 
    An idea formed in her mind, crystallizing immediately into a plan. Annie knew in that instant what she had to do to turn this train around. 
 
    “Is that what you want to do?” she smiled. Her hand found his thigh and swept upwards until it met his steely cock. He might have been angry, but he was as hard as he’d ever been. She wrapped her fingers around him and brought her lips to his ear. “To waste yours in the toilet so David doesn’t have any competition? Maybe that would be a good idea.” 
 
    It was Jim’s turn to be silent now. 
 
    The color drained from his face. His mouth hung open in utter shock at his wife’s words. But in Annie’s hand, his cock flexed forcefully. 
 
    She had hit a nerve, just like she knew she would, and now she ran with it. 
 
    “Poor Jim,” her voice was syrupy sweet, taunting, “forced to take a backseat.” She squeezed him and felt him twitch again, even more clearly than before. Oh, yeah. Her teasing words were hitting him where it counted. “It’s exciting, though, isn’t it? Knowing that you can’t have me until he’s finished with me?” 
 
    His strangled, incoherent groan was all the proof she needed to tell her that she had read the situation correctly. 
 
    “Ask yourself a question, honey: Are you really that upset by the idea of him having ‘special privileges’, or do you just feel like you should be upset? Hmm? Because this here,” she dipped her eyes and let her hands glide up and down over the tent he had made in his jeans, “tells me you don’t totally hate what’s going on here.” 
 
    “I… It’s just… Dammit, Annie! What makes him think he can dictate terms to you? To us? By what right?” 
 
    “Mmm!” Annie’s broke into a huge smile. “Somebody’s jealous!” She rubbed his bulge.  
 
    “Yeah, I guess I am. Of course, I am. Where does he get off? You’re mine, god damn it!”  
 
    “Well,” Annie giggled, “as for where he gets off, I could give you a hint…” She winked and was relieved to see him crack a smile at the way he had tripped himself up with his own words.  
 
    “Yeah, I guess that’s true,” he chuckled. “But seriously, you have to admit, this is a little much. Does he think he owns you?” 
 
    “But that’s just it, baby. Don’t you see?” She reached for his hand and brought his knuckles to her lips. “That’s what you’ve done, with this fantasy of yours. You’ve given me to him, at least partially. You are no longer the only one who has rights to me.” She brought his hand under her skirt and felt his strong fingers curl reflexively to caress her tender flesh. “To some extent, this belongs to David now, too.” 
 
    “Oh God, Annie!” he moaned.  
 
    She felt him force a finger up her, could feel his urgency in the taut muscles of his arm. How badly he wanted her! And how easy it would be to let him have her, to quench the white-hot fire in her belly. But she couldn’t. She had promised. 
 
    It took every ounce of self-control she had to pull his hand away from her crotch. “No, Jim,” she breathed. “I told you. We have to save that for him! Please!” 
 
    She turned her face to him and mashed her lips to his. Their kiss was deep and passionate, filled with all the longing that burned in them both, until at last, Jim pushed her away and got to his feet. 
 
    “All right. Okay. You win. But tomorrow…” He didn’t finish his sentence. The words, pregnant with meaning, hung in the air between them. 
 
    Annie nodded. “Tomorrow.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    In spite of all the indications to the contrary, Saturday morning did indeed arrive at long last.  
 
    A massive storm system had swept down from the mountains sometime after midnight, shaking the old house with its mighty thunder while the lightning cast weird shadows on the wall of the bedroom. The wild, blustery wind filled the air with its keening roar as it whipped the ancient honeysuckle bush against the siding like the grating claws of a banshee. 
 
    By dawn, the angry tumult of the storm front was spent, giving way to a steady, albeit icy rain that fell soft and gentle from the heavens in a constant shower. Overhead, lowering, steely-hued cloudbanks blotted out every last hint of a sun. 
 
    Jim hadn’t slept well. In fact, he had scarcely slept at all. And the storm raging just outside his window had only been part of it. 
 
    His poor, neglected balls felt like they were swollen to the size of baseballs. And as if that weren’t enough, every time he closed his eyes, his sleeping mind immediately jumped to a string of absolutely pornographic images involving his wife and her lover, David Ferguson. 
 
    The final dream of the night, coming just as the storm reached the height of its fury and putting an end once and for all to his attempts at sleep, had featured Annie’s boss fucking her senseless while Jim watched helplessly from inside a portable dog kennel. Once they were done, his smiling wife, now leaking her lover’s cum, had knelt down next to the grating to show him the new tattoo she had gotten just above her sweet little pussy.  
 
    It was a simple design, straightforward and to the point. In fact, it consisted of only two words in an ornate, Old English font: DAVID’S PROPERTY.  
 
    He had awakened with a start just as a huge bolt of lightning rent the night air, the crash of its thunder rattling the glass of the windowpane by his head. He shot upright, gasping for air and sweating profusely, with his heart pounding inside his ribcage. To his very deep chagrin, he had also discovered that he was sporting an immense boner. Needless to say, he hadn’t felt much like sleeping after that. 
 
    He pulled back the blankets and swung his legs over the side and crossed to the window, conscious of the soft crunch of the carpet beneath his naked feet. How long he stood there, he couldn’t afterwards say. It might have been only minutes, or hours might have passed before he turned away. 
 
    The storm outside wasn’t the only one that raged that night. Though he stared into it with open eyes, Jim’s troubled mind was only half engaged by the awesome sight of the storm’s fury beyond the glass. He but half saw the jagged streaks of lightning it hurled down upon the slumbering world below.  
 
    The bulk of his thoughts were taken up by Annie and the latest developments in their very strange, very confusing, but in no way boring marriage. And when at last he tore his sleep-deprived eyes from the light show of the thunderstorm, they fell upon the sleeping form of his wife. 
 
    She, unlike him, seemed to be having no trouble sleeping at all. In the intermittent pops of light that preceded each crash of thunder, he saw her in a series of painfully brilliant snapshots, punctuated by uneven periods of the deepest black, a sleeping angel with her sweet face smooth and untroubled amidst the golden halo of her flaxen hair. Her perfect breasts rose and fell in even cadence as she breathed. 
 
    How was it possible that this beautiful creature could be capable of so much unrestrained debauchery? Was she really the plaything of another man? An adulteress? A slut? Could such a thing even be? 
 
    Watching her pale face, so peaceful and serene in the flashes of lightning, it was scarcely conceivable. But Jim was well aware of how deceptive appearances could be. This was no angel he watched. Not anymore. Somewhere, beneath that veil of respectable innocence, he knew, lurked a sex goddess just waiting for her chance to break free and run amok. 
 
    Looking on his sleeping wife, he thought of all she had done, all she would do, and felt a cold jealousy wind its brazen tendrils around his heart. At the same time, he became aware of the increasing tightness in his tortured balls and realized he was hard again. 
 
    There was no way he could deny it, he sighed. He liked her this way. He liked the fact that there was another side to his reliable, steady, loving wife. That she was a secret slut. Unfaithful and hungry. 
 
    And, the thought grew slowly in his brain until it broke the soil and burst into his consciousness, he liked the fact that David Ferguson was the one who had done this to her. He somehow, he had to admit to himself, liked the idea of the man taking control of his wife’s body, even if only for a while. 
 
    David hadn’t been the only one responsible, of course. It had all been Jim’s idea. His wife’s flirting, her eventual infidelity. He had set the stage for her affair with her boss.  
 
    Jim had encouraged her from the beginning, nudging her toward what she had become, moving the line when he thought it fit his needs. How could he be upset now, when she was only doing what he had asked – letting another man have what should rightfully have been his alone? 
 
    He made his way across the dark room to the wide armchair that sat against the wall and slumped into the warm embrace of its deep, leather cushions. 
 
    Again, he felt that strange and delicious combination of jealousy and arousal when her earlier words came back to echo in his ears: “To some extent, this belongs to David now, too.”  
 
    God! How dirty, how positively decadent! And yet the truth in those words rang clear as a bell. Would they have had this effect on him had they not been true?  
 
    David owned his wife’s pussy. Not completely, not entirely, of course, but the man was laying claim to that little parcel of real estate between her legs, the one that had previously been Jim’s exclusive domain. That much was a fact. And that fact was like a cup of gasoline thrown onto the sizzling, green flames of Jim’s cuckold angst. 
 
    Maybe that was the crux of the whole thing. The more Jim pondered it, the more sense it made. Maybe these dark, strange, and unexplainable desires of his had been pointing them in this direction all along: Another man taking control of his wife’s body, another man using her for his pleasure, and his wife’s submission to him.  
 
    Wasn’t that what made it all so devastatingly exciting? The idea of Annie giving her lover a little more than him? Of her being his? The idea of him owning her, taking her from her husband? Even if only temporarily? 
 
    And that brought him full circle to Annie’s rejection of his advances. To David Ferguson’s outlandish request and his wife’s obedience. 
 
     It had been a knee-jerk reaction, last night’s anger. It was how he thought he should react to not being allowed to fuck his own wife. To her lover asserting his dominance over him. The way a normal man would react. He could see that now. 
 
    But in reality, as strange as it seemed even to him, he liked that, too. 
 
     The passing storm seemed to take with it the anxiety from Jim’s troubled mind. Maybe it was just his imagination, maybe enough time had simply passed, but when the thunder and the gale yielded to the calm, gentle rain of the new dawn, a sense of peace descended over him, an acceptance of his lot. 
 
    By the time the gray light of the new day finally cast its sickly light through the windows, his thoughts were wholly consumed by what was coming and his eagerness had returned with a vengeance. The excitement surged straight to his aching gonads. 
 
    Today was the day! He was finally going to watch David Ferguson fuck his wife! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Undeterred by the weather, Jim’s parents were right on time to pick up the kids at 8 o’clock. His mother and father were terrific grandparents and more than happy to have the little ones sleeping over the weekend. And, judging by their screeching, chattering voices as they skipped down the sidewalk in their raingear, the kids were just as thrilled. 
 
    Jim paused on the porch for one last wave to the kids as the car pulled slowly away from the house and made its way up the rain-soaked street, then shook out the umbrella and opened the door.  
 
    Annie was in the kitchen, cleaning up the breakfast mess. She was busily gathering up the various boxes of cereal, facing away from him, wearing her favorite pair of jeans and a plaid, button up shirt. She wasn’t trying to look sexy, he knew – she just couldn’t help it.  
 
    He watched her from the corner of his eye as he stabbed the umbrella into the brass stand behind the door, then took off his soggy coat and hung it carefully on the rack.  
 
    Annie bent low over the table, gathering together the kids’ cereal bowls and juice glasses, then walking across the tile floor to the sink, where she slid them carefully into the sudsy, warm water, before wetting a rag beneath the faucet to clean up the mess the kids had made. Her movements, as always, were graceful and elegant, even while performing the most mundane of tasks. 
 
    While she worked, his eyes took in the swell of her pale breasts, peeking out at him seductively when the shirt gaped open a bit, the clean lines of her slender rib cage, tapering to a thin waist before flaring out to her wide, feminine hips.  
 
    Jim felt an impulsive stirring in his crotch and tried to swallow the lump that had formed in his throat. God! She looked good enough to eat! In fact, he was pretty sure she had never looked more attractive. And, despite the frustration that the circumstance brought him, he had to admit that knowing she was off limits to him played a big role in that.  
 
    He ogled her gorgeous rear end while she wiped up the milk their youngest son had spilled on the table, admiring the way her shapely cheeks bounced and jiggled beneath the light-blue denim with each movement as she rubbed the rag back and forth across the polished wood surface. 
 
    After a while, the silence was too much for him. He didn’t really have anything to say, but he felt like he should say something. He cleared his throat. “So…” he said. 
 
    She glanced at him curiously, before making her way around the table, wiping down the spot where their elder son had eaten while she waited for him to continue. When he didn’t, she stopped what she was doing and straightened up. “So…” she parroted, adjusting her glasses and fixing him with an expectant stare.  
 
    For a long moment, neither of them said a word. They just stood and blinked at each other across the empty table in their suddenly empty home. The light hiss of the falling rain outside was the only sound. 
 
     It took no more than a few seconds for the tension to build. Annie twisted the rag between her fingers while she waited for him to speak and chewed her lip, while Jim racked his brain to think of something intelligent to say. 
 
    “I was just…” “So, listen – I was thinking…” They both started talking at the same time, their words confused with one another, tumbling out helter skelter like water rushing forth from the breach in a broken dam, drowning each other out for a second before both lapsing into silence once more. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “No, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “What was it you were going to say?” 
 
    “No, you go first.” 
 
    More silence. Neither wanted to go first. 
 
    At last, Jim shook his head. “So much for today not being awkward,” he smirked. 
 
    “Yeah! We’re certainly off to a good start,” Annie giggled. 
 
    But with the peal of his wife’s laughter, the awkwardness suddenly melted away. Jim felt a flood of relief flow through him. What was there to be nervous about? She was the same old Annie he had loved and adored for the last ten years, and whatever was going to happen this evening, they were in this together. 
 
    “So, listen,” he murmured. “I guess I sorta owe you an apology for last night.” 
 
    Annie dropped the rag on the table and shook her head. “No, Jim. You really don’t. If anything, I should be apologizing to you. I shouldn’t have done what I did. I shouldn’t have promised him that.” 
 
    “Actually. I’m glad you did.” 
 
    She stared back at him with her eyebrows lowered, as though he had just said something in Romanian. Her head cocked to one side and she brushed a stray strand of blond hair back behind her ear while she studied him carefully. “Okay…” 
 
    “I know, it’s weird,” he shrugged. “Especially after the way I reacted last night. But I’ve had some time to think about it.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And I’m glad it happened.” 
 
    She wrinkled her nose and shook her head. “You’re glad I gave you a record-book case of blue balls and then told you that you had to wait until my boss is done fucking me before you can do anything about it? Who are you and what have you done with my husband?” 
 
    Jim blushed and chuckled at her joke. He still hadn’t gotten used to his wife using words like “blue balls” and “fucked” in such a casual manner. It was something the old Annie had never done. Then again, the old Annie hadn’t been nearly as exciting as the new. 
 
    “Well, maybe not when you put it that way,” he snorted, “but yeah. Strange as it may seem, I am.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why what?” 
 
    “Why the sudden change of heart. Last night you were ready to blow a gasket, and this morning you’re telling me you like what I did? Why?” 
 
    Jim chewed her question over. It was something he, too, had been puzzling over. Why did he like it? “Because it’s bad,” he said at last. 
 
    “You mean because I’m bad.” 
 
    “Maybe. Yeah, I suppose. But, there’s more to it than that. It’s like you said last night, in a way, you’re his now, too.” 
 
    Annie laid the damp rag on the table behind her without breaking eye contact with her husband. There was a wicked light to her eyes as she crossed the kitchen floor to where he stood.  
 
    “Oh? You like that, huh? Him being in control of me?” The light in her eyes sparkled brighter as she put her arms around his neck and kissed his cheek. “Although, if I remember right,” she grinned, “I said that ‘this’ belongs to David, now.” She curled her hips to rub her crotch along his thigh. 
 
    “Fuck!” he breathed. 
 
    “Poor Jim. Another man owns his wife’s pussy.”  
 
    “God, you’re a dirty little bitch!” 
 
    “I know. And that’s the way my husband likes me.”  
 
    She wrinkled her nose at him and kissed him before turning back to the table and picking up her rag. As before, Jim’s eyes went straight to her shapely ass. Watching her work, he couldn’t help but wonder whether all that wiggling was really necessary. 
 
    “Oh! Before I forget it,” she turned her head to look back at him over the top of her glasses. “Why don’t you go upstairs and strip the bed. There’s a set of clean sheets in the hall closet. You know, the nice satin ones?” 
 
    The nice satin ones. The fancy, terribly expensive sheets he had given her for their anniversary last year. The ones that had only been used once. 
 
    “Pretty please?” she said when he didn’t answer her. “We want everything to be perfect for our visitor later, don’t we?” She winked. 
 
    “I…” His throat was suddenly too dry to talk, so he nodded instead and went upstairs to do as she had asked. 
 
    What did you say to a question like that anyway? What was the appropriate response when your wife asked you to put the good sheets on the bed so her lover could come over and fuck the living daylights out of her? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    The rest of the day had passed in a flurry of activity. Annie had insisted that they clean the house from top to bottom. 
 
    Jim had scrubbed the toilets and vacuumed the floor while his wife dusted every horizontal surface in the house. Then, she had mopped the kitchen floor while he tucked all the kids’ toys away out of sight in their room and took out the trash. Annie had even gone so far as to empty out the refrigerator, throwing out the items that were past their expiration date, then neatly organizing the freshly scrubbed interior. 
 
    “We don’t want him to think he’s dating a slob,” she explained with a teasing look when Jim complained about the lengths to which they were going. 
 
    It was the first time she had used the word “dating” and he knew she was kidding. Still, it instantly set his insides aquiver. 
 
    By two in the afternoon, the place was cleaner than it had been the day they moved in. Just a hint of tropical flowers wafted through the house, thanks to several strategically placed candles.  
 
    “Well, I guess that’s about it,” Annie announced, standing with her hands on her hips and surveying the interior of the closet.  
 
    She had just finished stocking it with supplies. In this particular case, “supplies” meant several bottles of water stashed beneath a folding chair and a large roll of paper towels for Jim to use later. “Just in case anything gets spilled,” she had explained with a suggestive giggle.  
 
    A final look around the bedroom confirmed that everything was ready. And they still had three hours to spare. 
 
    “Now, husband of mine,” she said, “I think you should come here and help me pick out something to wear. Something you want to see me in. Something for Mr. Ferguson to…” 
 
    She left the sentence ominously, noticeably unfinished, letting her husband’s mind fill in the blanks. That, combined with the low, husky murmur of her voice caused the hairs along the back of his neck to stand on end. 
 
    It would have given him a boner, too, if he hadn’t been already hard. The way it was, though, he couldn’t remember a single minute of this never-ending day when his penis hadn’t been trying to bore a hole through the front of his pants.  
 
    He knew what she was doing by asking him to choose – she was twisting the knife, turning the screw, pushing his buttons. Whatever you wanted to call it, Annie was torturing him. Playfully, teasingly, but torturing him all the same. And Jim loved her for it. 
 
    The pain in his balls was now truly astonishing, and he walked with a slight limp when he joined her at the closet door. 
 
    “I… I don’t know,” he shrugged. “There are so many choices. I don’t think I can…” 
 
    “Sure, you can, baby. Here, let me help you. Why don’t you take a seat while I model a few of the options?” 
 
    Jim was more than happy to comply, and over the next half-hour his wife paraded in and out of the closet clad in a dizzying variety of the most erotic lingerie. Each one made her look more desirable than the last. 
 
    It was a tough choice, made even tougher by the knowledge that whatever he picked would be enjoyed by her boss and not him. In the end, however, he gritted his teeth and made his decision. His dick was so hard it seemed to vibrate in his now-much-too-tight underwear when she stood before him for a final inspection in the outfit he had selected. 
 
    Red had always been Jim’s favorite color, and tonight was no exception. He had chosen a simple yet elegant red dress for his wife, with a plunging neckline and a hem that stopped well short of her knees. If she bent over at all, her panties were immediately visible, peeking out at the world like a playful kitten. 
 
    The panties in question where a deep and luxuriant blue (Annie’s favorite color and a perfect match for her sapphire eyes). Sheer and finely embroidered around the waistband, they left little to the imagination. 
 
    She wore no bra, as per her husband’s request, and her heavy breasts bobbed and wobbled seductively beneath the thin vermilion fabric with each step of her long legs. The overall effect was somewhere between respectable housewife and sex kitten, perfect for what was to come. 
 
    “Um, just so you know” Annie said to him as she slipped the dress over her head and laid it out neatly on the bed, “there’s a pretty good chance that tonight will be the last time you see this dress.” She unclasped her bra and slid her panties down her long legs. “To say nothing of these,” she tossed them on the bed. 
 
    “Why? What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, I’ve told you how ‘demanding’ Mr. Ferguson can be. And I don’t want you to be nervous, but…” 
 
    “But what?” Now Jim was nervous. 
 
    “Sex with him is… well, it’s different than with you. You know what I mean?” 
 
    “You mean because he’s bigger than I am?” 
 
    “God! Is that all men think about?” Annie giggled and rolled her eyes. “No. Well, I mean, yeah. He is bigger than you, and that is different. But he’s also more… forceful, more aggressive, more alpha, I guess. 
 
    There are two sides to the man. He called it “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde”. And that sums it up pretty well. When he’s Hyde, he doesn’t ask, he tells. I just don’t want you to get concerned if things get a little crazy.” 
 
    Crazy? Crazy covered a lot of ground. “Just what are we talking about?” 
 
    “Remember how I told you that he sometimes spanks me?” Annie asked. 
 
    Of course, he remembered. How could he forget? It was something Jim would never dream of doing to her, and he still sometimes had trouble believing she would ever allow such a thing. “Yeah, I remember. Do you think that’s what he’ll do tonight?” 
 
    “Maybe. Probably. But if he does, I don’t want you to get worried about me and come running out of the closet to rescue me. And he might do more than that. He might make me do something I haven’t even thought of yet. The thing is…”  
 
    She bit her lip like she was debating whether or not she should say something, and the playfulness that had marked her behavior all morning long suddenly evaporated. She looked vulnerable and uncertain. It was unnerving as hell, coming on the heels of what she had already said, but Jim somehow sensed that his wife needed to find just the right words, so he waited patiently for her to continue. 
 
    “The thing is – I like it.” 
 
    “That he spanks you?” 
 
    “Mm hmm. And the rest. I like how forceful he is. How demanding. I…” She shook her head and let out a long sigh.  
 
    “What?” Jim asked. “What is it?” 
 
    “I have to admit, all teasing aside, I’m a little nervous about you seeing me with him.” 
 
    “Nervous? Why? This isn’t the first time you’ve… you know… with him.” 
 
    “No. It’s not that. It’s just that… in a way, I’m a different person when I’m with him.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “He has this hold over me. He dominates me, he humiliates me, and that turns me on. I like it. No, I need it. It’s like an addiction. I… I know I shouldn’t, but I like doing what he wants, pleasing him, being submissive to him. Does that make any sense?” 
 
    “Sure. I guess so,” Jim replied. The words he understood, but just what she was getting at still eluded him. 
 
    “Good. Okay. I just don’t want you freaking out over some of the things you might see and hear tonight. He won’t hurt me, Jim. Not really. He might ‘force’ me to do things. I might even say ‘no’ and resist him, but it’s all just pretend. 
 
    Like some of the things he might say, or that I might say. I don’t mind. It actually makes it better for me. Just promise me you won’t be hurt if the dirty talking gets a little out of hand. It’s just part of it, part of this whole thing between him and me.” 
 
    “Part of the game,” Jim furnished. 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “Kinda like our game.” 
 
    “Only different. Don’t worry about me. Even though there may be times when it seems like I don’t want what he is doing, I can promise you I do.” 
 
    Jim wasn’t sure he liked the sound of this. The idea of his wife being forced to do something against her will made him distinctly uncomfortable. Even if she claimed to want what the other man might do to her, there was still too much uncertainty for him. Would she automatically want anything David did to her? Anything at all? 
 
    “Maybe we should have a safe word,” Jim suggested. It was something he had read about online, when he had stumbled across a BDSM site late one night. Something he had known at the time would never ever apply to him and his very conservative, very predictable wife. Like so many other things that had now become a part of their life. 
 
     Annie beamed at the idea, and Jim felt a flock of butterflies take flight in his stomach. His wife knew what a safe word was… 
 
     “Yeah! A safe word. That might be kinda fun. But what should it be?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. “Something easy to remember. Something out of the ordinary, that you wouldn’t say by accident.” 
 
    “Hmm. Something out of the ordinary…” Still naked except for her designer glasses, Annie put her hands on her hips and narrowed her eyes. “Let me think.” 
 
    There was something endearingly comical about the way she wrinkled her nose and tried to come up with a word. God, she looked adorable! 
 
    She seemed to have completely forgotten for the moment that she wasn’t wearing any clothes, pacing back and forth, lost in thought, oblivious to the enticing way her breasts jiggled with each step. Jim, on the other hand, was very aware of her nakedness and tried hard not to stare. His balls were already painful enough.  
 
    All at once, she whirled around, snapping her fingers. Her eyes lit up, and she exclaimed, “I know! Redbud!” 
 
    “Redbud? Like the tree?” 
 
    “I suppose so, but I was thinking of an old dog my grandparents used to have on their farm when I was a little girl. We visited them every summer, and I used to spend hours petting and playing with that dog. A beautiful white sheepdog that guarded my grandfather’s flock. Sweet as any dog I ever knew. Redbud was her name.” 
 
    He couldn’t help but smile at her suggestion. Leave it to Annie to drag a sentimental memory from her childhood into this debauched game of theirs. Still, the word certainly met all the criteria for a safe word. No way in hell a person would inadvertently shout out the word “Redbud” during sex! 
 
    “All right,” Jim shrugged. “‘Redbud’ it is.” 
 
    “Good. That’s settled then,” she clapped her hands. “Now, if you’ll go downstairs and put the casserole in the oven, I’m going to take a nice long bath.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    The hot water and the bubbles couldn’t melt away the sexual tension that still burned inside Annie, but they felt good nonetheless, and as she dried her long legs, she found herself relaxed and happy, ready for David’s visit. 
 
    Her conversation with her husband had helped as well. Words alone could never prepare him fully for what he was about to witness. She doubted anything could. But at least he had some inkling of what awaited him. At least it wouldn’t be a total shock. 
 
    Annie took her time styling her hair and doing her makeup. She wanted everything to be perfect. For David and for Jim. 
 
    He would be punctual, she knew. David Ferguson was always punctual. Neither five minutes early nor five minutes late. He was always on time. 
 
    And so, fifteen minutes before his expected arrival, Annie ushered her husband to his seat in the closet and gave him one final kiss. “Don’t forget,” she told him, “as long as it’s dark in the closet, the mirror is opaque. Just don’t turn on the light.” 
 
    “I know. I won’t forget.” 
 
    “I love you,” she smiled. 
 
    “Love you, too.” 
 
    She closed the door and then descended the stairs to greet her visitor. 
 
    As predicted, the front doorbell rang at exactly 5 PM.  
 
    Annie checked her hair in the mirror beside the door, adjusted her glasses, took one final deep breath, and opened the door wide. To her surprise, the first thing she saw was not David Ferguson, but rather an enormous bouquet of long-stemmed roses.  
 
    Her mouth fell open in surprise, and she stared dumbstruck. 
 
    “Good evening,” her boss’s deep bass voice rumbled from somewhere behind the impressive array of blood-red flowers.  
 
    “I… good evening,” Annie stammered, mastering her astonishment long enough to tear her eyes away from the roses and flash him a brilliant smile. “Please, come in.” 
 
    “Thank you,” David said. “These are for you.” 
 
    “Oh my God! David! You shouldn’t have! Oh! Thank you so much!” 
 
    “Nonsense. ‘Never pass up a chance to pamper a beautiful woman.’ That’s what my old man always used to say,” he grinned. His strong hands pressed the bouquet into hers, and he bent to kiss her cheek before following her inside the house. 
 
    “Have a seat,” she said, gesturing toward the couch in the living room, “while I put these in some water.” 
 
    From above the stove, she got down the cut glass vase she had inherited from her grandmother and filled it halfway with water, placing it in the center of the table. She couldn’t seem to stop smiling. “These are so beautiful, David. They must’ve cost you a fortune. I don’t know what to say. Thank you so much. It’s such a thoughtful gesture.”  
 
    “I’m glad you like them.” 
 
    Facing away from him, she spoke over her shoulder as she arranged the roses in the vase. “I hope you’re hungry. I made us a casserole.” 
 
    Annie yelped in surprise when she felt his big hands encircle her waist and pull her back to him. She hadn’t seen him get up from the couch. Didn’t know he was anywhere near her. 
 
    “Oh, I’m hungry, all right!” he growled in her ear, grinding his very evident cock against her soft backside. “But your casserole may have to wait.” 
 
    His deep gravelly voice and the feel of his hard cock through the thin fabric of her dress immediately caused a tidal wave of goosebumps to race up Annie’s spine. She’d been turned on since he’d left her hanging in his office yesterday afternoon. Now, her pussy turned to liquid. 
 
    As in a dream, she felt one of his rough hands slide up the back of her leg, making her gasp. When he cupped her hot sex through the sheer fabric and rubbed, she nearly swooned. 
 
    He pushed her forward across the table, into the position she knew so well. The hand between her legs disappeared and she heard his zipper behind her. He was pulling out his cock. She couldn’t see him, but she knew. 
 
    She felt his body bend low over her, sensed the heat of him above and behind her. Then came his rumbling whisper, “Did you do as I asked?”  
 
    Her addled mind raced headlong, trying so desperately to understand, to answer his question, but she came up with nothing. What was he talking about? What had he asked her to do? 
 
    “Your husband,” David offered. “You didn’t let him?” 
 
    When she didn’t answer immediately, a vigorous smack landed on her upturned butt. 
 
    “N… no,” Annie squeaked. “No sir!” The admission caused her face to burn with shame, because of what he had made her do, but also because it turned her on so dreadfully. It made her feel so dirty, and the dirtier she felt, the more she loved it. 
 
    “Good. That’s good. And you haven’t cum since you were in my office?” 
 
    “No sir. You told me not to.” Her voice was scarcely more than a whine, and her body seemed to be wiggling and writhing on the table of its own accord. 
 
    “And you always do what I tell you to do, don’t you, Annie?” 
 
    “Yes sir.” 
 
    Oh God! Oh fuck! What was he waiting for? 
 
    “Mmm. That’s a good girl.” His breath was so hot on the back of her neck it seemed to burn her skin. “I think maybe you’ve earned a reward. Don’t you? Brace yourself, my pretty, because here it comes.” 
 
    Thank God! Finally! Oh, how she needed this! 
 
    Then, just as she felt him reach back under her skirt and begin to tug her panties down, she remembered her husband in the closet upstairs. He would miss everything if she let David fuck her here on the kitchen table. She had to get him upstairs. Where Jim could see the action. 
 
    “W… Wait,” she murmured. Her voice cracked with barely contained emotion. She tried to rise, but David was holding her down with a powerful hand in the middle of her back. 
 
    If her boss heard her, he gave no sign. Her panties continued their downward slide toward her knees, and she felt for the first time the hot, rubbery head of his erect penis bump her slit. Oh God, how she wanted him inside her! 
 
    “Wait!” she said again, this time more forcefully. “Not like this. Not here. Please!” 
 
    “No?” David swiped the plum-sized head of his dick through her wetness. “You don’t want this? Are you sure, you don’t want me to put it in you?” 
 
    He was making it hard for her to think. Each time his cock grazed her clit, it was like a shower of sparks erupting in her belly. She could feel the thin veneer of her resolve being chipped away. She forced herself to concentrate.  
 
    “I… I do. I do want it. Oh God, I do! But not here. Please. Let’s go… Take me upstairs.” 
 
    “There’s no rush, Annie. This isn’t going to be a ‘one and done’ type evening. I intend to take my time with you tonight, with your husband gone.” 
 
    She was panting like a dog, barely able to talk now. “My husband. Yeeess! That’s… not heeeere! Please! Upstairs… in my husband’s bed!” 
 
    David took a step back and let her up. Grabbing her arm, he spun her around to face him. “That’s why you want to go upstairs? Because you want me to fuck you in his bed?” 
 
    Annie nodded and chewed her lip, not trusting her voice. 
 
    A look of triumph came over his face and he kissed her hard, forcing his tongue into her mouth and stealing the last bit of breath she had. “Fuck!” he said, and his eyes shone bright with excitement that seemed to match her own. “You really are a dirty little slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    As always, her boss’s crude words excited her more than they offended her. She swallowed hard and gave him another nod. 
 
    “All right, my little slut. We can do that. Why don’t you go on ahead? I need to grab something from the car,” he jerked his head toward the door, “and then I’ll be right up.” 
 
    She bit back a grin as she darted past him and started up the stairs to the bedroom. The bedroom where her voyeur husband was patiently waiting. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Jim’s long vigil had begun. Through the one-way mirror, he let his eyes sweep the bedroom. To his great satisfaction, he found that there was not a corner of the room that he couldn’t see. Everything was perfect. 
 
    Annie had promised her boss dinner, so he knew it would be some time before he would see anything. He unscrewed the top from one of the bottles beneath him, took a sip of water, then screwed the cap back on. Anytime now… 
 
    From his perch in the closet, his straining ears caught the arrival of Mr. Ferguson. He heard the tinny ring of the doorbell, followed by Annie’s familiar voice. And then, he heard him. Even one floor down, his booming, manly voice was unmistakable, its bass tones rumbling through the house like a freight train passing in the night.  
 
    Jim felt the hair on the back of his neck stand up. This was the man who had been fucking his wife. His rival. 
 
    He listened to the sounds of them talking below him. He couldn’t make out any words, just sounds that waxed and waned, swirling in and out of one another. One sound decidedly male, the other very obviously female.  
 
    He wondered what they were talking about, what they were doing. Were they already at the table? Or were they sitting in the living room, having a drink? Maybe they were making out on the couch. How long would they be? An hour? Maybe two? 
 
    There was no way for him to know. But probably, he decided, it would be some time before they made their way to the bedroom. He sighed wearily to himself, took another sip of water, then sat back and closed his eyes, waiting. 
 
    To his astonishment, however, he didn’t have long to wait. There was a thump below him, then a giggle. Then, something moved on the stairs. His eyes popped open and he sat up, listening. 
 
    Jim would know the sound of his wife’s feet anywhere. There was a particular cadence to it, a unique rhythm that was unlike anyone else’s. It was a sound he had heard a million times over the ten years of their marriage, and now he was hearing it on the stairs. She was coming up to the bedroom. Already? 
 
    The question had no sooner formed in his mind than Annie hurried through the door. She cast a furtive glance over her shoulder, then came to stand in front of the mirror. Her head turned from side to side as she checked her hair. 
 
    “Dinner is postponed,” she whispered to him through the glass. “He saw something else that he wants to devour first. Hope you’re ready for this!” 
 
    With that, she blew him a playful kiss and turned on her heel, shaking her ass cruelly at him as she sashayed over to the bed. With one last look at the closet where he hid, she sat down on the bed and turned toward the door, waiting for her lover. 
 
    Jim’s heart was already pounding a million miles an hour. He couldn’t believe this was actually happening. After his long wait, the moment had finally arrived. His eyes, too, were riveted on the open door. 
 
    It seemed like forever before David Ferguson’s square-shouldered form darkened the doorway of Jim and Annie’s bedroom. In reality, of course, it couldn’t have been more than a few scant minutes. 
 
    The first thing that Jim noticed was how tall the other man was. He looked like he would have to duck just to enter the room. Beneath the expensive suit he wore, lean yet powerful muscles rippled with each graceful movement of his large frame. 
 
    A square jaw held up an even-featured face with an aquiline nose and a pair of steely gray eyes that seemed to immediately take possession of everything they surveyed. The slight peppering of gray in his perfectly coiffed hair lent him an air of distinguished sophistication. No wonder Annie was attracted to this man, he thought.  
 
    In his hand, he held a leather briefcase, that struck Jim as odd. Why the briefcase? Was he here to have Annie take notes for him, or was he here to get his freak on with Jim’s wife? It made no sense to him. 
 
    A haughty grin stole across his handsome face when he saw Annie waiting for him on the edge of the bed. Jim held his breath, waiting to see what this man would do. 
 
    “There you are,” the older man said. He bent his knees to place the suitcase on the floor. 
 
    “What’s in there?” Annie asked. 
 
    “Just something I brought for you. A surprise.” 
 
    “Like the roses?” 
 
    Roses? What roses? Had David brought her flowers? Her earlier joke about “dating” her boss came rushing back. Somehow, the idea of the other man romancing his wife made him even more jealous than the fact that he was fucking her. 
 
    “Like the roses,” David said, “only naughtier.” 
 
    “Oh,” murmured Annie. “That’s okay. I don’t mind a little naughty.” 
 
    David grinned at her. “No. You don’t, do you? That’s why you invited me over, isn’t it? Why you wanted to do this here instead of downstairs. No, I think you quite like being naughty.” 
 
    Downstairs? What had happened downstairs? Had David tried to…? Of course, he had! What was it Annie had whispered to him? “Dinner is postponed”. He had been about to fuck her down there. Which could only mean that Annie had talked him out of it, convinced him to come upstairs where he could watch. 
 
    Jim felt a surge of affection for his sweet wife. Even now, with her handsome lover about to ravish her, she had thought of him. She had made sure that he wouldn’t be left out. God, how he loved that wicked, wicked woman! 
 
    “Yes,” Annie nodded. She batted her eyes coyly at Mr. Ferguson. “That’s right. It’s naughtier up here. In the bedroom I share with my husband.” 
 
    Fuck! There was something about the way she said it that made Jim’s blood boil. That innocent little tone of voice coupled with the dirtiness of the words themselves created the perfect atmosphere of eroticism. Between his legs, his prick was throbbing painfully. 
 
    “In your husband’s bed.” David shook his head. He loosened his tie and flung it in the corner. “Such a dirty, cheating wife. Bringing another man into her husband’s bed. That’s what tonight is all about, isn’t it?” 
 
    The question was apparently rhetorical. Annie made no move to answer it. Instead, she slid from the bed to kneel before her lover. 
 
    While he shed his jacket and went to work on unbuttoning his shirt, she reached for his belt and unbuckled his pants. She slid them down his legs and helped him step out of them, then tugged his boxer shorts impatiently to the floor as well. 
 
    From his vantage point, Jim couldn’t see the other man’s penis. David was turned away enough that his hip was in the way. Annie seemed immediately to grasp this fact, however, and walking her knees around to the side, turned her boss perpendicular to the mirrored closet. 
 
    Jim nearly gasped aloud when he first saw his rival’s member. Annie had told him that her lover was big, but this was beyond anything he had imagined. He blinked and rubbed his eyes, unwilling at first to believe the testimony, but when he looked again, that giant cock was still there, staring his sweet little wife in the face. 
 
    From where he sat, it looked like David Ferguson had a third leg growing in between his other two. Not yet fully hard, his heavy penis sagged from his groin, the thickness of Annie’s wrist. It was tapered and long with a thick head the size of a ripe plum. The entire surface was crisscrossed by a series of thick blood vessels. 
 
    And that thing had been inside his wife? It didn’t seem possible. No way could that tight little pussy of hers accommodate a cock that size. Such an organ belonged on a farm animal or a mythical beast, not a human being. Jim was immediately and completely intimidated, but his dick seemed to grow harder yet. 
 
     “You know, me being here makes it more likely that he’ll find out, don’t you?” David asked her as he reached for her head. He wound the fingers of one of his hands in her blond hair and pulled her forward, aiming his half-hard cock at her mouth with the other. “You’ve got neighbors. People talk. This is 100 times riskier than doing it in the office. But, you already know that, don’t you?” 
 
    Ferguson’s words seemed to excite Annie, and Jim realized that the idea of being a cheating wife, though not technically true in their case, somehow got to her.  
 
    He watched the flush of crimson rise to her pale cheeks and saw the wicked light burning in her sapphire eyes when she turned her head ever so slightly and looked straight into his eyes behind the glass. Then, she leaned forward, and her full, moist lips planted a loving kiss on the end of the other man’s penis. 
 
    “You want this?” He pulled her head back an inch and waved his cock in front of her face. A cruel smile curled the corners of his lips. “Hmm? Is this what you want?” 
 
    “Yes. Yes sir!” she whined. 
 
    “You’ll have to beg for it. Beg me to give you my cock, Annie. Go on, my little whore, beg!” 
 
    Mr. Hyde. Jim suddenly knew what Annie had been talking about, and an icy knot formed in the pit of his stomach. She wouldn’t do that. Would she? Degrade herself that way? The very idea of his wife begging for another man’s dick… He leaned forward, holding his breath, straining his ears to hear her words. 
 
    He needn’t have bothered. When Annie spoke again, her words were loud and perfectly clear. “Please, sir. Please let me suck you. Put it in my mouth, sir. Please. Please give me that big, beautiful cock of yours!” 
 
    That big, beautiful cock. The words rang in his ears with a dread finality, like the tolling of a death knell. She had done it. Had begged for his dick. Willingly. Without a second’s hesitation. He was beginning to understand what his wife had told him earlier about David having a hold over her. She was positively enthralled by him – or maybe just his oversized cock. 
 
    There was no time for him to contemplate the matter, to recover his composure or come to terms with his wife’s hunger for her boss’s cock. The scene in front of him had moved on and new, deliciously nasty surprises awaited his disbelieving eyes. 
 
    “All right, my little slut,” David sneered. “Here you go. Do a good job for me and I’ll finally let you cum.” 
 
    Jim’s heart skipped a beat when he watched his wife open her mouth and take the head of David’s enormous cock inside. It was like watching a snake swallow an egg. It just didn’t seem like it would fit. But Ferguson was patient with her, and after a few careful thrusts of his hips, he sank half his shaft into her sucking mouth. 
 
    “Aah!” the older man groaned. “Yes. That’s good. Oh, God yes! Oh, I’ve missed that hot little mouth of yours.” 
 
    Jim’s pulse raced; his ears buzzed. He was pretty sure he was hyperventilating. This was about a million times more exciting than he had imagined. His sweet innocent wife, his beautiful Annie, was sucking another man’s cock in front of him. And what a cock it was! 
 
    After struggling with his feelings throughout the long and stormy night, Jim had genuinely thought he was prepared for this. He had looked forward to this very moment for so long. Now that it had come, however, he wasn’t sure that his heart could stand the strain. 
 
    Watching her suck, his emotions ran the full gamut from horror to elation, from shame to satisfaction to soul-rending lust. In his whole life, he had never known such a biting, searing jealousy. Nor such white-hot arousal. One moment he wanted to rush out of his hiding place and put a stop to it all, the next he was unbuttoning his pants so that he could touch himself. It was the most powerful cocktail of conflicting emotions he had ever experienced. 
 
    In the bright light from the fixture overhead, Annie looked like an angel with the halo of her golden hair tumbling down over her shoulders, kneeling in worship in her pretty red dress. Only this was no altar she was kneeling in front of and no ancient cross she was worshipping. The object of her adoration was David Ferguson’s thick, veiny, impossibly long cock. 
 
    His eyes caught a glint of light coming from her hand that caused Jim to tilt his head in an attempt to discover its origin. When he did, his jealousy reared its green-eyed head again. It was her wedding ring. The very same wedding ring he had placed on her fingers ten years before, now sliding up and down another man’s cock. 
 
    While Jim had been wrestling with his tumultuous emotions in the closet, Annie had been busy in other ways. When his eyes once again came to rest on her cherubic face, he was astonished to discover that she now had most of her boss’s penis in her mouth. Holy fuck! Where the hell was she putting that thing? 
 
    A closer look showed a large bump in her throat that moved to and fro with each bob of her head. She had swallowed his length. Holy shit! She was deepthroating him! When had his wife learned to do that? 
 
    He watched in turgid horror, stroking himself rapidly, totally mesmerized by this obscene spectacle, as she slowly slid her lips up and down her boss’s cock. Still wearing her little red dress, Annie worked the man’s oversized cock like it was her sole purpose for being. Any inch of his massive member that was not in her throat was lavished with loving caresses by her small, pale hands. 
 
    When she came up for air, Jim could hear the big dick pop free from her mouth. Even as she took a deep breath, Annie was already kissing her way down the huge member, leaving no spot untouched from the leaking tip to the enormous set of balls that swung low beneath it. 
 
    When she reached the older man’s testicles, she showered them with kisses. She opened wide and took one giant nut into her mouth, sucking gently and peering sweetly up at him while she slowly pumped his thick cock with her hand. Then she switched to the other. 
 
    Still kneeling before her master, she was bent so low that her big tits dragged the carpet, her pose one of complete subjugation as she worshipped her lover’s enormous sperm factories. She switched again, kissing, licking, and sucking first one of his balls, then the other. It was almost as though she wanted to ensure that those balls of his were completely full for her. 
 
    As she sucked his balls, her smiling, sapphire eyes returned to the closet where her husband was watching, and she gave him a surreptitious wink. The reality of what they were doing closed in on him, and Jim felt his chest tighten. It was so nasty, so utterly depraved, her cute little face winking at him with his rival’s nuts in her mouth, that it was all too much. He had to close his eyes and block it all out for just a moment. 
 
    He took a series of deep breaths in the welcome darkness and tried in vain to calm his shaky nerves, his ears all the while filled with the wet smacking sound of his wife’s mouth travelling over another man’s genitalia. 
 
    When he opened his eyes again, he watched David run his hands through his wife’s silky hair, obviously enjoying her pampering of his balls. She was gazing up at him again, her face a mask of pure adoration that tore at her husband’s heart.  
 
    Her boss nodded toward the angry-looking head of his penis and winced when Annie released the swollen nut from her mouth. Small wonder, thought Jim. The way his own balls ached, he could only imagine how David’s must feel. Annie giggled playfully at his discomfort and then ran a flattened tongue along the underside of his cock as she made her way back to the twitching tip. Jim heard the man’s groan of ecstasy when her wet mouth engulfed him once more. 
 
    She took him all the way down her throat to the thick root of his member, and Jim watched her cute little nose bury itself in the other man’s pubic hair as she ground her lips against his crotch. She nibbled her way back up his shaft until only the tip remained inside her mouth, then slowly, tortuously made the return trip. She was teasing him, torturing him, going slow when he wanted it fast, drawing it all out. But David Ferguson wasn’t having it. 
 
    His powerful hands slid from her slender shoulders to the sides of her head and stopped her motions. Snarling, he pushed his hips forwards to sink his thick meat deep into her pliant throat and ground against her face. Then, he pulled back and surged forward again, faster this time, with more force. Jim saw his big balls swing forward and bounce against his wife’s chin like twin wrecking balls. 
 
    Annie never protested, though Jim saw the tears form in the corners of her eyes as she struggled to breathe. Like the submissive slut she had become, she held perfectly still for him and let him use her, his thick cock sawing in and out of her stretched mouth. 
 
    How long this went on, Jim couldn’t say. With his laser-sharp focus on the thick cock that was steadily fucking his wife’s face, time had ceased to exist for him. It was like he was trapped in suspended animation, unable to do anything but stare at the live porno in front of him. 
 
    But at long last, Mr. Ferguson seemed to have had enough of Annie’s oral skills. He took a step back and let his long pole slip from the warm embrace of her sucking mouth. Jim was surprised by the look of honest disappointment on her pretty face. 
 
    Annie sat back on her heels and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She smoothed her skirt and then put her hands on her knees, her big, blue eyes gazing up at her boss adoringly. She was obediently waiting for him to tell her what to do next, Jim realized. 
 
    If Mr. Ferguson’s penis had seemed imposing before, it was positively terrifying now. Jim tried to swallow the lump that formed in his throat as he stared at it. Fully erect and gleaming with his wife’s saliva, it curved toward the sky like an upraised saber, poised for the kill, and once again, the doubts crowded into Jim’s mind. Could Annie really handle such a monster? 
 
    “Ah, that was good, baby,” David smiled down at her. He patted her head like a dog. “You’ve become a world-class cock sucker. But now, I think it’s time for me to sample that married pussy of yours.” 
 
    Without a word, Annie spun around and immediately bent over the bed. Propped up on her elbows, she peered back over her shoulder at him, obediently, expectantly, waiting to be used by him. David stepped forward and folded her skirt neatly up over her shapely ass. Jim held his breath again, tearing his quivering hand from his penis to keep from shooting his load too soon as his heart did its best to beat a hole through his ribcage. 
 
    David bent down to plant a kiss on her round, little bottom. “Nice,” he murmured, dragging his knuckle over the delicate fabric of her little blue panties. “So pretty.” He gave her ass a playful slap and then straightened up. 
 
    To Jim’s surprise, the older man didn’t pull her underwear down. Instead, he let his hand slide down Annie’s bottom to where the blue material covered her sweet little clam and rubbed her through the thin fabric. When she moaned in response, he hooked a finger under the edge of the panties and carefully slid them to the side, exposing her swollen slit to his view.  
 
    Even from his vantage point in the closet, Jim could see her glistening sex winking at him from between her toned thighs. She was soaking wet. 
 
    “Oooooh,” Annie sighed when David licked two fingers and slid them slowly up her. 
 
    Jim’s hand had somehow found its way back to his cock and he stroked himself slowly as he watched his wife being fingered by her boss. His earlier anxieties had given way to the need in his aching balls once more. 
 
    Ferguson’s forearm twisted back and forth as he pumped her pussy, exploring her softness with his long fingers, caressing deep inside her. Jim had to suppress a groan when he pulled his slick fingers out and brought them to his lips. 
 
    “Mmmm,” his deep voice rumbled, as he tasted her feminine nectar. “Sweet as ever.” 
 
    Annie blushed at her boss’s words, casting a sidelong glance toward the closet. Her eyes darted away a moment later, and she sighed with arousal when he returned the fingers to her waiting hole and worked them in and out for a moment before slipping them out again. 
 
    “Here,” he said, “you should try it.” 
 
    Jim nearly fainted when David leaned forward and offered his sticky fingers to Annie. Without a moment’s hesitation, she opened her mouth and sucked her juices from them, moaning and closing her eyes as she did so as though this were the most delicious treat she had ever enjoyed. 
 
    “Fuuuuck!” Jim whispered to himself. This was too much! Annie hadn’t been kidding when she said she was “different” when she was with her boss. He watched her face as she tasted herself on his fingers, searching for any sign of shame or reticence. He found none.  
 
    This was so nasty! Maybe the nastiest thing he had ever seen her do. She should hate this. Yet, she didn’t. Dear God! She was actually enjoying this! There was no way that this was his Annie, his sweet, demure wife. Oh no. This woman was a wanton whore, someone he didn’t recognize.  
 
    His head was spinning. It was like those times when he was a kid and rode one too many rides at the carnival. His stomach felt sick, and everything around him seemed to shift out of focus. He stared at the lewd sight of his wife sucking her own juices from David’s fingers and stroked his aching cock faster. 
 
    Jim wasn’t the only one turned on. Annie’s boss was too worked up to tarry any longer. Like Annie and Jim, he had been saving it since yesterday. And he was just as eager to get off as they were. 
 
    When he was satisfied that she had cleaned his fingers sufficiently, he stepped up behind her, and taking hold of his raging organ, sheathed himself in her steaming cunt in a single, savage stroke. 
 
    “OH MY GOD!” Annie shrieked. She came up on her tiptoes and threw her head back, screaming her protest to the heavens. “AAAH! OH GOD!” 
 
    David offered her no respite. The moment his big balls slapped against her clit, he pulled back and plunged into her again, drawing another scream from her. A strong hand found the back of her head and pushed her firmly down, causing her to collapse onto the down comforter. 
 
    Pressed against the bed, helplessly at her lover’s mercy, Annie’s still-fully-dressed form quivered and shook as he fucked her hard and fast, making her squeal beneath him with a sound that made Jim’s hair stand on end. 
 
    He sat forward in alarm, pricking his ears for the sound of their safe word. Holy shit! he thought. He was hurting her! But that idea was shattered by what came next. 
 
    As luck would have it, Annie was facing the closet. Jim couldn’t be sure, but it almost looked like she was smiling. Then, her sapphire-blue eyes popped open and a broad grin stole across her face as she stared brazenly back at him through the one-way mirror. Burning behind those slutty, beautiful eyes of hers, he saw a fiery lust he had never known she had in her.  
 
    “Yesss! Oh fuck, yes! Fuck me, David!” she cried to the man behind her. “Give it to me!” Her defiant eyes never strayed from the mirrored closet. 
 
    David needed no encouragement. He took her hips in both hands and sawed his huge cock in and out of Annie. She moaned deeply and arched her ass up at him, encouraging him to give her more. 
 
    Jim turned his attention away from his wife’s taunting blue eyes and let his gaze travel down her slender body to the junction of their two bodies, where her boss had pulled the crotch of her blue panties aside.  He could see his wife’s pussy lips stretched obscenely around her boss’s thick shaft, could see them cling reluctantly to him on each outward stroke, only to welcome him back inside a split second later. 
 
    It was so nasty, so wrong, so outrageously sexy. 
 
    When it came, Jim’s orgasm caught him totally by surprise. With his eyes fixed on his wife’s penetrated cunt, he was utterly unaware that he was so close.  
 
    All of the sudden, he felt his whole body convulse. He grunted softly, trying to hold it back, but it was too late. His cock began to pulse fiercely in his hand, and a powerful jet of pent-up semen went sailing past his ear. 
 
    His balls seized up, and his cock surged again, and it took every ounce of self-control he had not to cry out at the white heat that seared his insides with each spasm. After being on edge for so long, his climax was painfully intense. He came so hard, it felt like he was going to shoot his testicles out through his penis. 
 
    Perched on the narrow, fold-up chair in the dark confines of the closet, he shook so hard he feared for a moment he might fall off. How embarrassing would that be? But he didn’t fall. He clung to his chair with one hand while he stroked himself with the other, emptying his swollen balls all over the front of his shirt. 
 
    As so often happens, the waning of Jim’s climax brought with it a wave of postorgasmic melancholy. The intense excitement that had so much marked his mood only minutes before seemed to fade along with his erection, to be replaced by all the doubts and fears he had wrestled with earlier. The most profound sense of regret flooded his veins. 
 
    What had he done? he asked himself despondently, looking out through the one-way mirror at his wife’s beautiful, smiling face still staring back at him as her lover pounded her from behind. He felt the hot panic of jealousy rise within him once more, winding its toxic tendrils around his heart.  
 
    Oh dear God! She was his! His wife! This was a mistake! A terrible mistake! He buried his head in his hands. What had he done? This was awful! Oh no! His sweet Annie!  
 
    He tried not to look, but he couldn’t resist the urge. Her eyes were on her lover now. Head turned, she was smiling at him over her shoulder, wiggling her hips to spur him on.  
 
    Shit! She had forgotten all about him! And why shouldn’t she? David was so much more… so much more… Well, just so much more than he was! He’d been a fool to push her into her boss’s arms! How could he ever hope to compete with such a man? With a lover like that, how much longer would she even want Jim to fuck her? Was this the end of their marriage?! Oh my God! Oh no! What a colossal, idiotic mistake this had all been! 
 
    Then, like a knife his wife’s voice sliced through the fog of his self-doubt. “Yes! Just like that! Fuck me harder, sir. Please. Make this married pussy yours! Show me who owns it! Cum in me! Fill me up with your cum!” The moment the words left her mouth, her eyes shot to his hiding place, and he saw her silently mouth the words, “I love you.” 
 
    It was like she could read her husband’s mind, like she knew what was going on in his head and how to fix it. Her silent reassurance and the dirty words she used to goad her lover were the perfect antidote to the dark thoughts in her husband’s mind.  
 
    The clouds parted and the sun shone through. His heart melted. Annie was performing for him, playing the part of the cheating wife to excite him, and it was working!  
 
    This was their game, what they both had looked forward to for so long, and they were doing it together. Their marriage was strong and intact. Just like that, Jim felt the arousal race back up his spine. Fuck! Talk about a rollercoaster of emotions! 
 
    “Fuck! Aaargh! You little slut!” David hissed. “If only that husband of yours could see you now! What would he think about his sweet little wife taking my big dick in his bed?” 
 
    Jim saw her eyes widen at his words. The image of herself as the cheating wife, Jim had come to realize, was somehow powerfully erotic for Annie. Watching her now, he could almost see some perverse switch flip inside his wife’s head.  
 
    The sweet, contented smile fled from her little mouth, replaced by a perfect O as she drew a ragged, shuddering breath. He knew that look. He knew it well. His wife was about to cum.  
 
    Jim’s prediction wasn’t wrong. Two seconds later, she had a massive orgasm. Annie’s whole body stiffened, and her face flushed bright red as the pleasure claimed her. Her excited squeaks rose in pitch before giving way to a single, drawn-out scream that froze Jim’s blood in his veins. 
 
    It was a good thing the kids were out of the house, the random thought popped into his head. The sounds his wife was making could have woken the dead. 
 
    Behind her, David was not immune to the eroticism of the moment. Gritting his teeth, he increased his pace even further. The veins in his temples stood out and the tendons in his neck were drawn as tight as violin strings. Jim knew that he, too, was rapidly losing his fight against his impending orgasm.  
 
    With Annie cumming on his cock, her boss rammed himself into her three or four more times, then held firm, grinding his pelvis against her soft butt as he emptied his swollen balls inside her. 
 
    The silence that followed their coupling made Jim’s ears ring. He didn’t know when it had happened, but between his legs, his cock had come back to life. Its single eye stared up at him as though to say, “Ready and waiting!” 
 
    David’s taut body relaxed, and he eased himself down over Annie to tenderly kiss the back of her neck. Her eyes opened lazily, and she glanced back at him, smiling. Then, her eyes strayed back to the closet door and her smile broadened. 
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    A warm, delicious glow seemed to permeate every cubic inch of Annie’s body. David had been right – the 24 hours without an orgasm seemed to have increased the intensity of the one she had just experienced by an order of magnitude. Now, she felt like she was drifting on a cushion of air, wrapped in the heady afterglow of her toe-curling, back-breaking climax. 
 
    His hot breath tickled her neck when he leaned forward to kiss her behind her ear. God, how she loved the things he did to her! There were times when her feelings for him were almost as tender as those she felt for her husband. Almost. Her husband! 
 
    Annie’s eyes went back to the mirrored closet door and she gave him what she hoped was a reassuring smile. In the reflective surface, she saw what Jim saw. David’s naked form was folded over her, his long cock still buried deep inside her, growing a little softer with each passing second. Now, it was her turn to feel the bite of uncertainty.  
 
    God! She looked like a whore, she said to herself. What must her husband think of her, now that the curtain had been pulled away and he had seen her in all her depravity? She felt herself blush. Had it been too much? Would it turn him on? Or would Jim resent her for what she had become? 
 
    The bed creaked in protest as David’s heavy form lifted from her back. It was easier to breathe without his weight on her, but she still felt a sharp stab of disappointment when his beefy penis slipped from her used and swollen hole. 
 
    “Wheeew!” he sighed. “God damn, Annie! I needed that!”  
 
    With the urgency of their coupling behind them, Mr. Hyde had transformed into Doctor Jekyll once more. His gentle fingers grasped the crotch of her panties and smoothed it back into place over her tender and very messy pussy. Then, he folded her skirt back down and patted her ass. “Now, how about that dinner you promised me?” he said with a grin. 
 
    Annie pushed herself up from the mattress and rolled her eyes. “Men! You only think about two things, don’t you?” 
 
    “Pussy and grub!” Mr. Ferguson chuckled as he slipped his boxer shorts up his legs. “What else is there?” 
 
    Annie rose on her tiptoes to kiss his cheek. “Why don’t you go on down? I need to use the little girl’s room, and then I’ll join you.” 
 
    “All right. But don’t take too long. I’ve worked up one hell of an appetite.” 
 
    “Yes sir,” she whispered, glancing toward the closet.  
 
    She smiled at her reflection. It was a little strange, to see herself fully clothed after what had just taken place. Almost like it hadn’t really happened at all. But the damp, squishy sensation between her thighs said otherwise. 
 
    When Mr. Ferguson was gone, she closed the bedroom door behind him and strode to the closet. The door slid open to reveal her husband, shirtless and sitting in a stupor, staring at her with a weird grin on his face.  
 
    The interior of the closet reeked of semen. A closer examination showed why – his shirt was wadded up on the floor beneath his feet, soiled from collar to shirttail with streaks of fresh cum. Between his legs, his bare, sticky penis jutted skywards from his open fly like a happy little flagpole. 
 
    “I’ve only got a second,” she whispered softly. Her insides were tied in a knot, wondering what was going on in his mind. “Are you okay? Do you hate me now?”. 
 
    Jim opened his mouth, then closed it again, then started again. “It… It was…” 
 
    Annie chewed her lower lip, waiting for him to continue with her heart in her throat. She was suddenly more nervous than she had been since this game of theirs had started. “What baby? It was what?” 
 
    “It was… awesome!” he grinned. “God, I love you!” 
 
    A wave of relief and love washed over her, warming her heart. He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t hurt. Her sweet husband had seen her, the real her, and he accepted her for who she was! 
 
    She lifted her short skirt out of the way and settled onto his lap, mashing her lips to his. “I love you too, Jim! I love you so much!”  
 
    She kissed him again, deeply, remembering only after her tongue had snaked its way into her husband’s mouth that she had just sucked another man’s cock. If Jim noticed, he didn’t say anything, kissing her back with a passion that made her little heart pound. 
 
    “I’m so glad you liked it, honey,” she whispered. “I was afraid it was too much.” 
 
    “It was intense, I have to admit. Shit! There were times where I felt like I would lose my mind,” he said. “But it was soooo fucking hot, Annie. God almighty! You looked so sexy sucking his cock, baby! Like one of those girls in an X-rated movie. Honestly!” 
 
    She realized the moment it happened just how fucked up it was to feel a surge of pride at her husband’s praise of her cock sucking skills. Still, she couldn’t help it. It made her feel good to know he found her sexy. Even if he did think she looked like a porn star. 
 
    “It’s not over, you know. After we eat a bite, he’s going to give me a proper fucking. Knowing him like I do, it’s going to be a lot dirtier than what you just saw. Are you sure you can handle it? I can make up some excuse if I need to. Get him out of here…” 
 
    “No,” he kissed her again. “No. Don’t do that. I can handle it. Don’t worry about me. I want this as much as you do.”  
 
    Through the thin fabric of her cum-soaked panties, she could feel the heat of his penis throbbing and insistent against her mound, and a feeling of intense happiness came over her. This was the final, irrefutable proof that he really had enjoyed what he had just witnessed. It wasn’t just something he was saying to make her feel good. After all, she smiled inwardly, no matter what their owners might say, hard penises didn’t lie. 
 
    “I’ve got to get back to him, Jim. He’s waiting.” 
 
    “Well,” her husband smiled, “we can’t have Mr. Ferguson waiting!” He pushed his hand between them and ran his fingers over the tell-tale damp spot that had darkened the entire crotch of her panties, feeling for himself what his rival had done to his wife. He grinned, “Go to him, Annie. Go be his little slut.”  
 
    She rose from his lap with a wicked light blazing in her eyes and tugged her skirt back into place, hiding her sodden blue panties from his gaze. Just before she slid the door closed, she gave him a cruel smile and said, “You really should be careful what you wish for!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Annie couldn’t afterwards say whether the casserole had been any good or not. That she ate it, she knew, but what it had tasted like… not a clue. Her mind wasn’t on the food. Or making small talk, for that matter. 
 
    Instead, she spent most of the meal thinking of her husband upstairs in the closet. Of the things he had witnessed tonight and the things yet to come, how he might feel about her and how she felt about him, and all the things she planned to do to him after her boss went home for the night. 
 
    David also hadn’t seemed that interested in dragging out the small talk. Still wearing only his boxer shorts, he sat with her at the long, wooden table and shoveled the food in with a bare minimum of conversation.  
 
    In truth, beyond work and what they did in bed, she had come to realize that they didn’t really have that much in common. Their relationship was based on sex and not much else. And honestly, that was fine with her. She wasn’t looking for love and tenderness – she had her husband for that. In David Ferguson’s case, she was only after that beautiful, thick cock of his. 
 
    So, they ate their meal quickly and in relative silence, neither of them stressing over it, and then Annie reached for his hand and led him back up the stairs to the bedroom. 
 
    Annie sat on the edge of the bed with her hands folded in her lap while David opened the worn, leather briefcase. Her heart nearly stopped when she saw what it contained. 
 
    Inside was a positively dizzying array of sex toys. Dildos of various sizes met her eyes. There were furry handcuffs, straps, chains, and numerous other items she couldn’t even identify. 
 
    “Take your dress off,” he told her as he made his preparations, selecting several items and laying them out on the bed beside the briefcase. “Panties, too.” 
 
    “Yes sir,” she said with a reflexive glance at the closet. She could feel her pulse quicken. And so it begins, said a little voice inside her head. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Annie couldn’t see a thing. Her heart was beating so loudly in her ears that it nearly drowned out every other sound. Dear God! What had she gotten herself into?  
 
    He’d had her like this for hours (at least, that was the way it seemed to her, cut off from everything the way she was), teasing her, torturing her, stimulating erogenous zones she hadn’t even known she possessed. 
 
    This was the first time David had asked her to wear a blindfold, and she found the lack of visual feedback more than a little unnerving. She had no idea what he was going to do to her or when. And, as usual when her boss nudged her beyond her comfort zone, she found her pussy gushing with unrestrained lust. 
 
    The fluffy softness of a feather traced a jagged path down her spine, raising goosebumps wherever it touched her pale skin. She trembled with anticipation and tried to keep from giggling, but it was no use. It tickled! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    An unexpected blow rained down on her naked ass, causing her to grunt in pain and surprise. She lifted her upper body from the mattress and pulled against the chains that restrained her hands and feet, but it was no use. He had secured them to the bedposts and there was absolutely no way she could free herself. 
 
    “Oh my God! What the fuck? Stop…!” 
 
    She yelped out loud when another blow landed on the other cheek, cutting off whatever she was about to say. Then, two more in rapid succession. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    He was using the ping-pong paddle she had seen earlier, she realized. He wasn’t hitting her hard enough to really hurt her, but it stung nonetheless. 
 
    For about the twentieth time since he had tied the blindfold securely around her eyes, she found herself thinking about her safe word. Redbud. All she had to do was say it. Redbud. Then Jim would come out of the closet and put a stop to what her boss was doing to her. But she didn’t say it. Why? 
 
    Was she too embarrassed? Too proud? Too afraid of what might happen next? Was she scared she might lose her job or, worse yet, lose David Ferguson as a lover? Or was there more to her reluctance? Was she, deep down inside her, actually enjoying this? 
 
    Jim was probably freaking out in the closet. He had already watched her boss dump what felt like a gallon of cum inside her married pussy. And now this! Maybe this hadn’t been such a great idea. What would he think of her after this? 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    The sound was as loud as a pistol shot in the small bedroom.  
 
    Annie lost her train of thought, whimpering and writhing on the bed, trying to get away from David and his cruel paddle. But her efforts did nothing more than to earn her another resounding swat on the other side of her ass. Redbud! Redbud! screamed her mind, but she gritted her teeth and said nothing. 
 
    She buried her face in the tangled sheets and sobbed, panting like a dog as her quivering, cherry-red butt waited for the bite of the paddle. The cool dampness beneath her pelvis told her that her pussy was leaking all over the bed, and her nipples were like two bullets trying to bore holes in the mattress. 
 
    Instead of the blow she expected, however, the next thing Annie felt was the peculiar sensation of a cool liquid being drizzled into the crack of her ass. The scent of massage oil came to her nostrils, and she felt the bed wobble as someone sat down beside her. 
 
    What fresh hell was this? she wondered even as she breathed a sigh of relief. What was David going to do to her next? In spite of her nervousness, though, she couldn’t deny the steady burn of arousal in her belly. 
 
    Something touched her asshole and she jumped like she had been stung by a wasp. What the hell? Instantly, it touched her there again. She started to protest but remembered the paddle and kept silent. Whatever he had planned, she was fairly certain she preferred it to another smack on her sore ass. 
 
    Annie and Jim had never experimented with anal sex. Never, ever! Of course, they hadn’t. They were a normal couple, and normal couples didn’t do that. But David, she reminded herself, was anything but normal.  
 
    Her boss had never talked about any of this with her, but it seemed pretty clear to her where this was going. And though the thought made her blush with shame, her curiosity got the better of her. Besides, her husband was expecting a show! She felt his finger rub insistently down through her crack and over her rubbery butthole again and tried to brace herself for what was to come. 
 
    Sure enough, his finger pressed harder, increasing the pressure on her puckered ring until the first knuckle popped abruptly inside. A fierce and searing pain shot through her ass that made her gasp aloud. Trembling, Annie blew the breath out slowly through her pursed lips and tried to relax.  
 
    “Open up for me, Annie. You can do it. Be a good little slut,” said David. “Loosen up for me and just go with it.” 
 
    She might not have done this before, but common sense told her that the more she fought him, the worse it would hurt. His finger penetrated farther, then slid out to gather more oil before sinking into her backdoor again. The sequence repeated 4 or 5 times. 
 
    “There we go! Much better. Much, much better. You’re doing fine.” 
 
    Annie groaned when the finger went deeper. She felt a surreal sense of accomplishment. She was doing it! Taking her boss’s finger up her ass! And her husband had a front row seat for it. The idea of him watching her be so wicked turned her on almost as much as what David was doing to her. 
 
    Then the thick finger slipped back out before rocketing home again, corkscrewing left and right this time before slowly sliding out. Then in again, all the way until she felt his knuckles come to rest against her widespread cheeks. In and out the finger went, and the pain began gradually to subside until the feeling was almost pleasurable.  
 
    Fuck, it felt weird to have something moving around back there. Not nearly as horrible as she had imagined, but unaccustomed. Strange.  
 
    Just as she thought she might get used to the feeling, the finger slid out of her and was gone. Now what? she wondered. Ten seconds later, she wished she hadn’t asked. 
 
    The pressure was back, but David’s finger felt different this time, cooler, more rigid. She took a deep breath and relaxed her ass. The finger advanced a half inch, but the pressure seemed to build, causing her to wince in pain. She took another breath and willed herself to open up. 
 
    This time, her backside yielded to the pressure and the object slid far up into her. It had a large knob that threatened to split her apart, but once it slipped past her sphincter, it locked itself in place. Her mouth fell open in shock, and she struggled for air. A buttplug! Annie’s disbelieving mind told her. With her husband watching!!  
 
    “Sssh. There we go. Just relax, Annie,” David’s voice said. 
 
    A buttplug! She had never known such a thing existed until a few weeks ago, when she had seen several of them on the rack behind the cash register at Tittylate. The oddly shaped sex toys had confused her so utterly that she had eventually overcome her embarrassment and asked the cashier what they were. The young lady had been more than happy to explain everything about them. And now, she had one stuck up her butt! 
 
    The pain of her initial penetration had begun to fade, replaced by a sensation of fullness she had never known. Every time she wiggled, it seemed to press on some new and undiscovered place deep inside her. Okay, she told herself, this was nothing she couldn’t handle. Then, David turned it on. 
 
    A series of powerful vibrations tore through her rectum, instantly reducing her to a puddle of quivering, shrieking flesh. 
 
     “OH MY GOD!!!” Annie screamed. “Aaaargh! Oh fuck! Oooohh! Oh, David! Aaaargh!” 
 
    Redbud! Redbud! Redbud! her short-circuiting brain shouted. REDBUD, DAMN IT! But again, she refused to surrender. Something inside her just had to see where this crazy train was going.  
 
    Through the buzzing in her ass, she felt the bed shift, then David fed his thick cock into her gushing pussy. Annie nearly died. The sensations that racked her body were so otherworldly that her mind could scarcely process it all. 
 
    She began to cum almost immediately, and as the vibrations never let up, she kept on cumming. Over and over she climaxed, struggling against her bonds while her sadistic lover speared her to his core with his oversized cock. The ceaseless buzzing in her ass seemed directly connected to her clit, ratcheting her arousal higher and higher. 
 
    The world around her seemed to melt away until nothing remained in the universe but David’s hard cock and the relentless, infernal device that was pulverizing her colon. Even her husband Jim was forgotten as the back-to-back climaxes sent her careening toward insanity. 
 
    Just when she thought she couldn’t take it for another second, she heard David’s disembodied voice next to her ear, “I’m gonna cum, Annie. Oh fuck! Get ready – here it comes!” 
 
    The last thing she felt was the sensation of her spasming cunt being inundated with sperm, gushing, spurting, filling her with wet warmth until she overflowed and soaked her husband’s fancy sheets. Then everything went black. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Jim was losing his shit. He stared at the scene in front of him in total disbelief. Had David Ferguson just killed his wife? Her lifeless form sagged in her restraints, stretched out across the bed where her boss had tied her. Heart pounding, he watched for any sign of movement. He saw none. 
 
    He should have done something, should have stopped him!  Why had he stayed in the closet? Why had he let this man do those things to his wife? And now, it was too late. He had killed her! The deepest rage he had ever known welled up inside Jim. 
 
    And the worst part was, the sick bastard didn’t even seem to care! He had fucked her to death, then casually retrieved whatever it was he had shoved up her butt, taken the restraints from her hands and feet, and started to get dressed. Hell, the sadistic fucker was even smiling! 
 
    He should dial 911. Call the cops. Fuck that! he thought. He would take care of this himself! Jim tucked his cock angrily back into his pants and zipped his fly. That was it! This guy was toast!  
 
    One hand was on the door, the other balled into a fist so tight it turned white from lack of blood, but just before he threw open the door and attacked his wife’s killer, to his eternal relief, he saw her take a deep breath and roll onto her side. 
 
    Wait, what? He blinked and stared hard. Annie wasn’t dead. Oh, thank God! Annie wasn’t dead! David had just fucked her unconscious! 
 
    Now, the feelings of hatred that’d been coursing through his veins just seconds ago turned into undying admiration. Any man that could fuck a woman until she passed out was definitely worthy of respect. Jim sat back down and shook his head in disbelief, smiling to himself in the closet. Fuck! What a night! 
 
    Through the one-way mirror, he watched Mr. Ferguson bend over the bed to plant a kiss on his wife’s forehead. “Sssh. Don’t get up. I’ll let myself out,” he said to her. “See you Monday morning.” 
 
    David took one last look around the bedroom to make sure he hadn’t missed any of his “little toys”, then crossed to the closet and checked his reflection in the mirror, running a carefully manicured hand through his salt-and-pepper hair, now somewhat mussed from an evening of non-stop fornication.  
 
    Jim held his breath in the darkness, praying that the other man just inches away from him wouldn’t hear the beating of his heart. There was a moment there when it almost seemed that he was looking right at him, then the moment passed, and Annie’s boss turned and started to walk out of the room.  
 
    As he stepped over them, the older man stooped to pick up Annie’s sticky underwear from the floor. He slipped the scrap of blue fabric into the pocket at the doorway, when his fingers reached out and flicked the light switch off, plunging the room into darkness.  
 
    Jim could just barely make out his form in the doorway, peering over his shoulder to let his eyes roam the room once more before coming to rest on the closet where Jim was still trying not to breathe. Then, the lights switched suddenly on again, and Jim saw a strange smile on Mr. Ferguson’s face as he disappeared around the doorjamb. 
 
    Jim was a nervous wreck. He had been sure David had suspected something. That he had seen or sensed something amiss. 
 
     Why had he turned off the light? Maybe it had been nothing more than a reflex, he tried to tell himself. Something a person did automatically upon leaving a room. That was probably it! He had realized his mistake and then switched the light back on. He had seen it himself.  
 
    Deep down, though, he had trouble believing his rationalization. Still, if he had been discovered, why hadn’t Annie’s boss confronted him? Surely, that wasn’t the kind of thing a man like him would just let go! 
 
    He waited until he heard the front door close and David’s car drive away. He counted slowly to ten, just to be sure, and then cautiously slid the closet door open. The house was as silent as a tomb. The glare of the overhead lights was almost unbearable after the hours he had spent in his hiding place. 
 
    “Hey, baby!” Annie’s hoarse voice called to him from the bed. She didn’t turn her head to look. A half-limp arm flopped up in greeting, then fell back exhausted to the mattress with a thump. 
 
    He crossed to the bed and knelt beside her. Taking her hand in his, he tenderly kissed her knuckles. “Annie,” he said simply. 
 
    He had watched it all from the closet, but up close, the devastation was even greater than he had imagined. Splotchy patches of pink and red covered her sweet, round, little ass from the paddling David had administered, and between her cheeks, her poor asshole was swollen and angry looking. 
 
    She rolled onto her back and smiled sweetly at him, in the process letting her long legs fall open, and Jim’s eyes immediately went to her ravaged cunt. If her butt was in bad shape, her pussy was positively ruined! 
 
    Jim felt an involuntary shiver run up his spine. The gaping hole beneath her carefully trimmed pubic thatch bore little resemblance to the tight little pussy that had been the center of his world for the past 10 years. Swollen and red, it shone and glistened with David’s sperm, which leaked from her to create a sticky puddle beneath her ass. 
 
    He sat down on the bed next to her, unable to look away. His mouth was as dry as cotton. He leaned forward, subconsciously, to get a better look. 
 
    Her pubic hair was matted and streaked with semen. From deep inside her poured a continuous stream of thick and milky white cum, framed by her meaty, battered labia. It was awful, absolutely appalling. It was also the sexiest, most beautiful thing Jim had ever seen. His dick made an instant tent out of his pants. 
 
    His trembling hand touched her knee, then slowly crept up her thigh to where David was pouring out of his wife. It was so nasty, so bad, but he couldn’t help himself – he needed to touch her. 
 
    When his fingers met the slick folds of the yawning cavern that was her pussy, she winced and moaned. He dragged his middle finger through the soupy opening and heard her suck in a sharp breath. 
 
    “Ooooh! Careful, honey,” she whispered, “I’m still pretty te…” Her sentence was interrupted by a fit of coughing. “Water,” she croaked. 
 
    Jim’s eyes blinked and lifted reluctantly from the scene of David’s conquest to his wife’s still-smiling face. “Hmm?” 
 
    “Water. I…I’m so thirsty,” she coughed again. “Would you mind getting me a glass of water, honey? Please?” 
 
    “Oh. Sorry! Sure”, he sprang to his feet. “Be back in a second.” 
 
    It was hard to navigate the stairs with his hard cock jutting out in front of him like the bowsprit of some wooden sailing vessel. In the kitchen, he managed to find a glass and fill it with water, but his mind was still upstairs with Annie, still poring over every detail of what had transpired during this long and very eventful night. 
 
    It had been a struggle at times, especially at first. Seeing his wife in the arms of another man had been different than he had imagined, rawer, more powerful, more painful, and infinitely more arousing. In all the years of their marriage, he couldn’t remember ever having been more turned on than he was right now. 
 
    When Annie had returned to the bedroom for the second time, Jim had made a point of pacing himself. He hadn’t wanted to cum too soon. When his wife had passed out, he had forgotten all about masturbating. As a result, his balls were full and heavy again. But that was okay. Annie was about to take care of that for him, he thought with a smile. 
 
    Her angelic face beamed at him when she took the tall glass of cold water from his hand. She scooted herself back on the bed to lean against the padded headboard while she drank. Jim couldn’t help but notice that she left a broad smear of David’s semen behind her on the satin sheets when she did so. 
 
    “Oh God! Thank you,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand in a motion that immediately brought to Jim’s mind a deliciously naughty moment he had witnessed earlier.  
 
    She handed him the empty glass again with an appreciative nod. “I think you saved my life. Much better. Much, much better. Whew! Just let me catch my breath for a second.” She brushed her tangled, matted hair away from her face and leaned her head back against the headboard, closing her eyes with a sigh. 
 
    Jim took the glass from her and set it on the nightstand without looking at it. She was still naked, seemingly unconcerned with covering up, and the mess between his wife’s slender thighs drew him like a moth to a flame. He couldn’t get enough of it, couldn’t tear his eyes away. 
 
    This was it. The whole thing condensed down to one, insanely hot image. His wife’s adulterous snatch, filled with another man. The scent of him seemed to hover over her like a cloud. 
 
    He ran the tip of his tongue across his suddenly dry lips and watched in dread fascination as another thick glob of her boss’s cum slid out of her onto the sheets. God! She was so full of cum. So impossibly full of cum. So much more than he ever would have imagined.  
 
    Into his mind sprang an image of Mr. Ferguson’s enormous testicles and another shiver ran down his spine. They were twice the size of his. With balls like that, he told himself, it was no wonder that there was an ocean of semen inside his wife. And he had cum in her not once, but twice. Thank God she was on the pill! 
 
    Jim realized, all of the sudden, that Annie’s breathing had changed. When he lifted his eyes to hers, he found her smiling back at him. “See anything you like?” She asked him with a playful glint in her eyes. 
 
    “I… uh…” Jim blushed. 
 
    “It’s okay, sweetie,” she giggled. “You’re allowed to look.” She opened her thighs wider for him. “So, judging from that goofy smile on your face and your obvious interest in this,” she dipped her eyes suggestively toward her sloppy pussy, “I guess it’s safe to say that you enjoyed the evening?” 
 
    Jim nearly broke his own neck nodding. “Oh yes! God, yes! Fuck, Annie! It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen! I loved it! You were amazing! So beautiful!” 
 
    “Aaaw! What a sweet thing for a husband to say to his wife! I kinda feel like you deserve a reward for that,” she said with a smirk. “And now that I’ve caught my breath, maybe you’d like to do a little more than just look. What do you say? Do you have anything left for me?” 
 
    Did he ever! Jim leapt from the bed and tore off his clothes so quickly that if undressing had been an Olympic sport, he surely would have won a gold medal. 
 
    “Wow!” Annie’s face lit up. “I guess that answers that question!” Her small hand reached out and wrapped itself around his hardness, pulling him toward her. “All right, then, stud. Let’s see what you’ve got.” 
 
    Just then, Annie’s telephone rang on the nightstand. She glanced at it, then back at her husband. “It’s him,” she said. 
 
    Jim groaned at the interruption, but a naughty idea sprang into his mind. “Put him on speaker.” 
 
    A wicked smile came over her face. “So bad!” she released his penis and giggled. “But you have to be quiet.” She held her finger in front of her lips and then tapped the screen. 
 
    “Annie?” Mr. Ferguson’s booming voice filled the small room. 
 
    “Hi. Miss me already?” she asked, winking at her husband. 
 
    “Always, my pet. Always. To be honest, that hot little body of yours is on my mind day and night.” 
 
    “Mmm! I like the sound of that!” 
 
    Hearing them flirt with each other like this made Jim feel jumpy and hollow inside. It was so intimate, so private, somehow almost dirtier than the things he had watched them do earlier. 
 
    “So, you’re still my girl?” David asked. 
 
    “Yes sir.” 
 
    “And that tight little pussy of yours… who does it belong to?” 
 
    It was Annie’s turn to blush now. Her eyes darted to her husband’s and she bit her lower lip. 
 
    “Annie?” her boss prompted. 
 
    “Yours, sir,” she said, her voice little more than a murmur. 
 
    “Speak up, Annie. Who does your little married pussy belong to?” 
 
    Her blush turned a deep crimson, but she lifted her chin and with her eyes staring straight into Jim’s, answered him in a clear, determined voice. “You sir. My married pussy belongs to you.” 
 
    Her words stabbed Jim straight through the heart and caused his naked dick to give a mighty twitch in front of him. A clear pearl of precum oozed from its tip and then spilled down the underside of his shaft. Annie saw it, and her eyes went wide. A knowing smile spread across her face as she tipped her head at him. 
 
    “Excellent. Very good,” Ferguson said. “Which is why I’m calling.” 
 
    “Sir?” Annie shifted her gaze to the telephone and wrinkled her brow. 
 
    “Your husband is coming back tomorrow morning, is that correct?” 
 
    “Um… yes sir.” 
 
    “Yes. I thought that was what you had told me.” There was a pregnant pause that went on longer than normal. The tension seemed to build with each passing second. Then, he finally went on. “When he does…” There was another long pause. “I don’t want him fucking you.” 
 
    The silence that followed his proclamation was deafening. Annie sat up, and her eyes darted to her husband, her expression a mixture of total shock and alarm. “Sir?” 
 
    “Just for a day,” her boss clarified. “Until Monday morning, I don’t want him using ‘my’ pussy. After all, he doesn’t know about us, and I’d hate for him to get suspicious.” 
 
    “I… No sir. It’s just… Well, sir, I…” 
 
    “Give him a handjob, suck him off, whatever it takes, but your pussy is off limits until Monday, understood?” 
 
    Annie swallowed and licked her lips, her wide, blue eyes staring back at her husband, silently begging him for help. Only Jim couldn’t help. He wasn’t even supposed to be there. In the end, he just shrugged. 
 
    “Annie, are you still there?” David’s voice demanded. 
 
    “I… Yes sir. I’m still here.”  
 
    “Oh good! I thought I’d lost you. But you heard what I said? I don’t want him inside you until Monday.” 
 
    “Yes sir,” she relented. Her shoulders sagged and she mouthed the words ‘I’m so sorry’ to her husband. 
 
    “Promise me, Annie. Let me hear you say it.” 
 
    “Yes sir, I promise.” 
 
    “Excellent. Oh, that reminds me – there’s just one more matter I wanted to discuss with you.” 
 
    “Yes sir?” Her eyes were cautious, darting from the phone to Jim and back again. “What’s that sir?” 
 
    “How many hotels would you say I own?” 
 
    “I… about 15, sir.” She frowned. “I’d have to check the numbers to be sure. It’s just…” 
 
    “16, actually,” her boss said. “I own 16 hotels, scattered all across the Midwest.” 
 
    “Ooookaay,” Annie said. Her frown had deepened. Jim, too, wondered just where he was going with this. 
 
    “And do you know what all of those hotels have in common?” 
 
    “No sir. I don’t.” 
 
    “Between the back office and the front desk, there is a one-way mirror for the manager to keep an eye on things. It’s a little piece of technology that I am quite familiar with.” 
 
    Annie made no reply. What could she say? She just sat there on the bed trembling, staring at her husband in abject horror. 
 
    “Anyway. Tell your husband ‘hi’ for me. And remember what I said. I’ll see you at work bright and early Monday morning.” There was a click, and the line went dead. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Neither of them knew what to say. Annie sat against the headboard, her legs still splayed wide, her eyes torn open in disbelief. 
 
    Just a few feet away, Jim was riveted to the floor with a similar look on his face. It was strange, she thought as she looked at him, that after what had just happened, he should still have an erection. But he did, hard as ever and dripping precum on the carpet. 
 
    “Oh my God!” her whisper finally broke the silence. “He knows! I don’t know how, but he knows.” She shook her head. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Jim said. “This is not good.” 
 
    “Do you think?!” she snapped her husband, then instantly regretted it. “I’m sorry, honey. Really, I am. It’s just that…” 
 
    “I know. I know,” he put his hands on the top of his head and blew out a long breath. “Fuck! What are we going to do now?” 
 
    “I think a better question is: what he is going to do now?” 
 
    “Yes. Of course. So, what do you think? What is he going to do now?” 
 
    Annie pondered it, going over all the thousands of possibilities in her head. How would David react to this? She had tricked him. They had tricked him. It was a breach of trust. There was no way around that. And he wasn’t the sort of man to take a thing like that lying down. 
 
    Would he fire her? No, she decided. He wouldn’t do that. That would be too easy. Too simple. He was going to get even, somehow, someway. But how? 
 
    “But if he already knew I was in the closet, why was he asking you when I was going to return?” Jim asked. 
 
    That was a good question. Why had he…? The answer hit her like a slap in the face. It was suddenly crystal clear to her. Her boss wasn’t upset with what they had done. Not at all. Quite the contrary, in fact. 
 
    “My promise,” she whispered. 
 
    “Your promise?” 
 
    Annie nodded. “Yes. Don’t you see? He’s expanding our game. He’s drawing you into it, too. He knows that I’m not just a cheating wife. He knows that my husband knows, and that you’re into it. He’s not angry.” 
 
    “He’s not?” 
 
    “Oh no! This makes it even better for him.” 
 
    Her husband shook his head. “Well, I guess it’s good that he’s not mad, but I don’t understand. How does this make it better for him?” 
 
    “You have to understand the kind of man he is. It stoked his ego, fucking another man’s wife behind his back. He got off on that. Just like tonight, coming here, fucking me in your bed. 
 
    “But now that he knows you’re in on it… Oh baby! Now that he knows you’re letting me, that you get off on me being a naughty girl, he’s going to rub your nose in it.” 
 
    “Rub my nose in it? What does that mean?” 
 
    Annie snorted. “If we’re not careful, he might literally rub your nose in it!” she let her eyes dip toward her sticky crotch and laughed when her husband’s eyes got big.  
 
    “But seriously, he’ll probably want you to be there, at least some of the time, watching. He’ll want to see the look on your face when he fills me with that big cock and makes me his. And sometimes, like tonight,” she gave him a rueful smile, “he’ll make me promise not to let you make love to me.” 
 
    Jim was fidgeting as she talked, clearly agitated. His dick, so hard now that the skin was shiny, was leaking like a broken faucet. 
 
    “But,” he protested, “just because that’s what he wants… I mean, that doesn’t mean…” 
 
    “Sweetie,” Annie cut him off, “you know me better than that. I promised!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    No penetration. That was David’s rule. But lucky for Jim, Annie had grown very resourceful when it came to sex. 
 
    She kissed her husband and led him to the cum-stained bed by his very hard cock. “Lie down, sweetie,” she said softly. “Let me take care of you.” 
 
    When she knelt between his legs and took him in her mouth, she could tell he wouldn’t last long. His breathing was already faster than normal. He groaned, and his dick twitched in her mouth each time she swirled her tongue around the swollen head. 
 
    Sucking him was so different than sucking David, she thought. He tasted different, felt different, and with his smaller size, there was so much more room in her mouth to do things to him with her tongue.  
 
    The second she thought it, she was ashamed of herself. She shouldn’t be comparing her loving husband to her domineering boss. It would humiliate him. But then she remembered how excited Jim had gotten when she was talking to David on the phone, and another thought occurred to her: Maybe he would get off on just the tiniest hint of humiliation! 
 
    The more she thought about it, the more convinced she became that she was correct. If she did it right, maybe she could build on some of the excitement she had seen in his eyes when her boss had made her promise not to let him inside her. As long as she didn’t go too far… 
 
    She let him slip out of her mouth and then kissed her way up his flat stomach, lowering her naked body onto his. Her lips nibbled on his earlobe, and she whispered in his ear while she raked her fingernails across his scrotum, “It’s too bad my boss won’t let you fuck me, honey.” 
 
    He gave a shuddering groan, and Annie felt his penis twitch against her inner thigh. Oh yeah! This might actually work. 
 
    She rolled onto him, trapping his dick beneath her swollen pussy. “Although, maybe it is for the best,” she smiled down at him. “The way he stretched me, I’m not sure either of us would feel much.” 
 
    Another groan. Another twitch. “Oh fuck,” he hissed. “Oh God, Annie! You’re killing me! Please!” 
 
    Biting back a grin, she slid her pelvis back until she felt her slick pussy ride over the two big bumps that were his swollen balls, then slowly slid forward again until the purple head of his dick almost disappeared beneath her. This was fun! This was a lot of fun! 
 
    “Sorry, sweetie! But it’s off limits. You heard him. This is his pussy, not yours.” 
 
    She moved herself up and down his shaft, gliding along him without letting him inside, feeling him get slicker with each trip as David’s semen leaked out of her. The smell of her lover’s cum wafted up from beneath her, biting her nostrils with its pungent odor. She glanced down to see that her husband’s dick was coated in it.  
 
    It was so filthy, so fucking perfect. She could feel him trembling beneath her, teetering on the edge, and was surprised to find that she too was rapidly building toward an orgasm. 
 
    Annie sped up, sliding across her husband’s hard cock, trying to gauge just the right moment for her coup de grace. When she felt his body tense, she knew the time had come, and with a triumphant smile on her face, she let loose her final tease, “Cum for me, Jim. Shoot it on your belly. David Ferguson owns your wife’s pussy!” 
 
    “OH MY GOD, ANNIE! OH FUCK!” Jim cried. “AAAAGH!” 
 
    The shaft beneath her thumped against her clit – once, twice. Then a thick stream of cum gushed forth from the swollen head, lashing out across his chest, reaching almost to his chin. The sight of it pushed her over the edge, and she came with him, shaking like a leaf as she stared at his squirting dick. 
 
    Later, when they had cleaned themselves up, changed the sheets, and turned out the lights, Annie let her mind drift back over the events of the past few months in her mind. There was a lot to think about, a lot to process. But one thing she knew for certain, their marriage was about to get a whole lot more interesting! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thank you for reading. If you enjoyed this book, please leave a review and sign up for my mailing list at http://barttracer.wixsite.com/barttracer.  
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    Dawn of the Jungle Goddess 
 
    The jungle is about to get a whole lot hotter… 
 
    Respected college professors, Julius Stevenson and his sexy young wife Natalia have a dream: to be the first scientists to mount an expedition to study the natives on the unexplored island of Molonga. But money doesn’t grow on trees. They had almost given up their dream when a mysterious conglomerate unexpectedly approves their funding.  
 
    When unforeseen events leave them stranded in the jungle, Julius finds his beautiful wife impersonating the natives’ deity to save his life. But what seems like the perfect solution quickly turns into the stickiest of situations. The goddess she pretends to be is no ordinary immortal, but a vengeful cuckoldress, come to earth to get even with her philandering spouse. 
 
    With their lives on the line, will Natalia be able to play the role that the Molongans expect of her? Or will the couple confess their deception in order to preserve their marriage vows? One thing is certain, their lives will never be the same again! 
 
      
 
    Return of the Jungle Goddess 
 
    Sometimes, the unexpected discoveries have the deepest impact… 
 
    Professor Julius Stevenson and his beautiful wife Natalia are stuck on the island of Molonga. As far as the amorous natives are concerned, the two are divine beings, come to earth to fulfill a centuries-old prophecy, in which the pale and sensual goddess makes a cuckold of her unfaithful husband.  
 
    Now that they have impersonated the Molongan deities and broken their marriage vows, their continued existence hinges completely on their ability to keep up this ruse. Luckily for them, they discover to their mutual surprise that they actually both enjoy their new roles as cuckold and cuckoldress. 
 
    Everything seems to be going well for the shameless couple until, on the eve of a sacred ceremony, Natalia uncovers a scroll that fills the pair with horror. There is another, far darker form of vengeance in store for the goddess’s husband. A fate of barbaric cruelty. Now, with time running out, they must find a way to save him from the vengeful natives before it’s too late. 
 
    Will Natalia be able to convince the Molongans to spare her husband? Or will her pleas fall on deaf ears? Just how much is Julius willing to sacrifice to their newfound kink? And will their marriage survive the strain? 
 
      
 
    Passion of the Jungle Goddess 
 
    He doesn’t want to watch, and yet he can’t look away… 
 
    Professor Julius Stevenson has a problem. Several, to be exact. Not only is he being held prisoner in a native temple on the remote, uncharted island of Molonga, but he has also been replaced in his wife’s bed by an enormous native man named Boda. And if that weren’t bad enough, that bed is separated from his own by nothing more than an iron grate.  
 
    Try as he might, the fledgling cuckold just can’t resist the urge to spy on the smoldering action next door, and the conflicting emotions he experiences shake his self-image to the core. Night after lonely night, he is treated to a front row seat as his enthusiastic, surprisingly adventurous wife sinks further and further into her role as the Molongans’ cuckolding goddess, Tara’ana, discovering proclivities of her own along the way. 
 
    The couple’s journey of self-examination takes an unexpected turn when Natalia takes her husband to the village’s witch doctor for a checkup. There, a golden bauble from another time, an unbelievable tale, and a mysterious gift will change their lives forever.  
 
    Will Julius be able to make peace with his own aberrant desires? Will Natalia halt her descent toward debauchery in time to salvage their marriage? And will they be able to unravel the mystery that seems to haunt this savage island? Find out in Book 3 of the Jungle Goddess Series. 
 
      
 
    Descent of the Jungle Goddess 
 
    When you play with fire, eventually you’re going to get burned… 
 
    Professor Stevenson has grudgingly come to accept the fact that he is a voyeur. And a cuckold voyeur at that. His wife’s antics with her Molongan lover hold an unholy fascination for him, and he can’t get enough of watching them through the iron bars of the grating that separates their two rooms. 
 
    So, when his wife Natalia gives him the chance to indulge his voyeuristic urges up close and personal, he jumps at the chance. After all, who wouldn’t want a ringside seat for all that steamy action?  
 
    But there’s a catch. Natalia has something to tell him. Something he’s been avoiding, but that has been gnawing at the back of his mind since their arrival. Once the words are spoken, there’ll be no turning a blind eye to the chilling reality that they face. 
 
    Will Julius be able to bear his wife’s revelation? Will it add to the excitement of their island debauchery? Or will he be ultimately crushed beneath the weight of their ever-changing marriage? Find out in Book 4 of the Jungle Goddess Series. 
 
      
 
    Flight of the Jungle Goddess 
 
    The darkest hour is just before the dawn… 
 
    With his wife likely pregnant to her lover, Boda, Professor Julius Stevenson has just about given up on ever returning to his previous life, when the return of their long-lost companion, the mysterious Mr. Albert, ignites in him a spark of hope that he and Natalia might finally escape from the island of Molonga. But when an old adversary makes a surprise appearance, that hope is dashed in an instant. 
 
    Now, with an army of mercenaries hot on their heels and baying for blood, Mr. Albert leads the two professors on a mad dash through the jungle, a desperate race to reach the safety of the coast. 
 
    Will they reach the ocean in time? Or will they be cut down by their relentless pursuers, leaving their bones to bleach in the tropical sun? And will the budding friendship between Mr. Albert and Julius’s wife blossom into something more? Find out in Book 5 of the Jungle Goddess Series. 
 
      
 
    Anny Awakened, Volume 1 
 
    Some fantasies are too hot to remain in the shadows… 
 
    Jim and Annie have been married for 10 years. They have a storybook, white-picket-fence life with a house and two little ones. They also have a secret fantasy that would shock the daylights out of their respectable, suburban neighbors. 
 
    For some time now, they’ve both been obsessed with the idea of Annie seducing another man. It’s a deliciously naughty idea that has resulted in some pretty steamy nights behind the bedroom door. But it’s just a game, something to spice up their love life. It’s not real. Until Annie’s boss begins to flirt with her at work...  
 
    When Jim encourages her to flirt back, the wheels are set in motion. Annie soon realizes that reality can be even more exciting than fantasy. After all, there’s no bigger boost to a married woman’s ego than the desire in a strange man’s eyes. She soon finds herself wondering just what it would be like, if she were to take that final, forbidden step. 
 
    Will Annie be content to keep flirting with her boss, or will she tempt the fates and seize the opportunity to live out their mutual fantasy? Does she dare? And once that line has been crossed, what then? 
 
      
 
    Annie Awakened, Volume 2 
 
    The path of self-discovery is never a straight line… 
 
    When Jim’s wife allows her boss to seduce her on their most recent business trip, Jim isn’t surprised, and he certainly isn’t angry. After all, he has been encouraging her to be more adventurous for some time now. As he listens to all the juicy details of her encounter, he finds himself wishing more than anything that he could have been there to see it. In fact, the more he thinks about it, the more he finds himself warming to the idea of watching his wife’s dalliances firsthand. 
 
    Now that Annie has actually tasted that first delicious bite of forbidden fruit, she realizes that she isn’t quite the woman she thought she was. Beneath her carefully maintained façade of domestic normalcy, there lurks a voracious, carnal beast just waiting to break free and run amok. As her office romance progresses, she begins to recognize an uncomfortable fact about herself: she secretly longs to be dominated by a strong and virile man like her boss. 
 
    As the wayward couple travels deeper into the world of wife sharing, will they be able to chart a course that satisfies both of them? Can Jim come to grips with Annie’s emerging submissive side? And will Annie be comfortable with her husband’s budding voyeurism?  
 
      
 
    Annie Awakened, Volume 3 
 
    Seeing is believing… 
 
    From the moment his sweet wife Annie first succumbed to the advances of her boss, Jim has been dying to see them together. Despite her very juicy and detailed descriptions of her seduction and all her ensuing extramarital adventures, he knows that there’s nothing quite like experiencing something firsthand. The only catch is that her boss doesn’t know that he knows. But now, Jim has hatched a foolproof plan that he is certain will finally give the would-be voyeur what he wants more than anything – a front row seat for all the action. 
 
    As much as the idea of having an audience excites her, Annie still has a few lingering doubts about letting her husband watch. Hearing about something and seeing it for yourself, she knows, are sometimes two totally different things. As a newly minted hotwife, she has begun to explore a dark and twisted side of herself that she’s still struggling to fully understand. Pulling back the curtain and putting that all on display for her husband is a terrifying thought – even if it does cause her pulse to race. 
 
    Will Jim’s master plan work out like he hopes? And if it does, will he really enjoy it as much as he thinks? Or will Annie’s fears come true? Will her husband be shocked to the core by the things he sees? 
 
      
 
    Jenny Unleashed, Volume 1 
 
    Ken is a successful professional with a naughty secret. From the day he first met his beautiful wife, Jenny, he has gotten a secret thrill from watching her interact with other men, imagining things going further. Nothing excites him quite as much as the thought of her in the arms of another. Naturally, he has never breathed a word of this to her.  
 
    When the couple decides to take a long-overdue vacation in Florida, neither of them suspect that this will be a trip that changes their lives forever. Far away from family and friends, a series of events leads Jenny to suspect her husband’s hidden desires, culminating in a late-night confession that shakes the very foundations of their domestic world.  
 
    Once the cat is out of the bag, where do they go from there? Should Ken try to convince her to forget everything? Chalk it up to temporary insanity? Or will they dare to take the plunge and explore the forbidden world of hotwifing together? 
 
      
 
    Jenny Unleashed, Volume 2 
 
    Things in Florida are heating up. Ken Wilson’s fantasy of watching his beautiful, raven-haired wife, Jenny, with another man has led them down an unexpected path, one that ended in her being taken by not just one, but two men. And in the cold light of day, he realizes that she seems oddly at ease with everything that has happened. Almost as if this isn’t her first time being shared… 
 
    When he presses her further, he soon finds out that he is not the only one who has been harboring a secret. His wife reluctantly bares her soul and confesses to an adventurous past that she has kept hidden from him all these years. The shocking tale she tells him of her college days takes his breath away and leaves him reeling, trying to reconcile the Jenny he knows with the one she has just described. As crazy as her story is, it only heaps fuel on his already white-hot obsession with exploring her naughty side. 
 
    When Jenny gets a text from her new ‘friends’, requesting a repeat, Ken is eager for her to accept. Will Jenny finally turn loose and show Ken the full extent of her wild side, the one she has carefully kept in check this whole time? Exciting as their first experience was, will Ken be able to handle the reality of his wife’s newfound liberation? And when an unforeseen phone call threatens to derail their plan, what will the couple do? 
 
    Jenny Unleashed, Volume 3 
 
    Sometimes trying to relive a special moment can lead to something even more exceptional… 
 
    Of all the wild and crazy things that have happened on their vacation, the only thing Ken regrets is that he couldn’t be there to watch when Jenny’s last hotwife date turned into a group thing. So, when she gets a text from the guys asking about a repeat, he is more than willing. 
 
    Once they get there and the introductions are made, he soon finds that his wife has invited a few extra ‘friends’. Monique, he has already met, and he finds the unexpected presence of the buxom, blonde Frenchwoman anything but unpleasant, even if she has received some rather odd instructions from Jenny. The mysterious Bryce and his beautiful, if eccentric, girlfriend Willow, however, are something of an enigma. Just who are they? And why are they here? 
 
    Will lightning strike twice for Jenny and her admirers? Will Ken finally get to see her in all her mischievous glory? What role will the odd new strangers play as the married couple travels further down the path of illicit pleasure? And what’s up with Jenny’s new rules? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 1 
 
    Lizzie and Bill have been together since high school, the perfect couple. But a chance encounter with a charming cowboy at a rodeo dance causes the young lovers to reevaluate their relationship. Before they know it, they find themselves racing down a pathway toward an erotic encounter that will change them forever.  
 
    Will this be the ride of Lizzie's life? Will their marriage survive inviting another man into their bedroom? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 2 
 
    Bill and Elizabeth both enjoyed the evening they spent with Lance, their first foray into the erotic world of wife watching. But now that they had crossed that line, could they ever return to the marriage they had before? And more importantly, did they want to?  
 
    No matter how hard they tried to avoid the topic, the specter of what they had done was always there, burning in the background, hanging over them like the sword of Damocles. The handsome Lance had invited the young couple to join him at his ranch over Thanksgiving, leaving them with a dilemma: did they dare accept, knowing full well it would likely end in more debauchery? Could either of them resist the siren call of another round of hot, illicit sex with this hunky cowboy? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, Volume 3 
 
    In yet another first for the kinky couple, Bill’s wife decides to spend the weekend with her wealthy, new, cowboy lover, Lance. Too late, they realize that her timing could have been better! 
 
    Now, Bill and Elizabeth find themselves swept up in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions as they are forced to face the reality that she may have come home from her illicit liaison with one souvenir too many. And as they wait to see if Lizzie is indeed pregnant, they realize that through the clouds of worry and dread, what began as a flickering spark of nervous excitement is steadily growing into a bright flame of perverse arousal. 
 
    Can Bill accept the thought of his wife carrying another man’s lovechild? Can Lizzie? And will this experience tear their marriage apart or make them closer than ever? 
 
      
 
    Shaken in her Boots, The Complete Series 
 
    All three cowgirl hotwife volumes together for the first time in a single collection! 
 
    Follow the naughty adventures of Bill and Lizzie, a happily married ranching couple, as they delve into the exciting and taboo world of wife sharing with the handsome and wealthy Lance Corbin. From the first inkling of illicit desire to the final, breathtaking risk, it’s all here, described in explicit, graphic detail. 
 
    Not for the faint of heart! Get ready for the ride of your life! 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 1 
 
    Now that finals are over, Mike is looking forward to his upcoming camping trip with his beautiful girlfriend, Molly. As an added bonus, his best friend Jake will be joining them, along with his bubbly blonde girlfriend, Jessica. Typical, red-blooded college guys, they fully intend to make up for lost time with the two sexy coeds. What the two young hunks don’t know is that Molly and Jessica have a plan all their own. What starts out as a playful game of strip poker quickly turns into something else entirely…  
 
    What happens when four young people find themselves alone in the woods, far from prying eyes? Will the guys find victory in strip poker defeat? And who will be sleeping in whose tent tonight? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Book 2 
 
    Mike and his best friend Jake are having the best camping trip of their lives. True, they haven’t had much sleep, but when you’re having the hottest sex you can remember, that isn’t necessarily a bad thing! Who would ever have believed that their beautiful, innocent-looking, young girlfriends could be so uninhibited?  
 
    After the events of the past night, the two college studs are on cloud nine and really looking forward to the next few days, but when they lose a fishing bet, they quickly realize that Molly and Jessica have fantasies and desires quite different from their own.  
 
    Will the frolicsome foursome find a way to accommodate everyone’s needs, or will the guys find themselves struggling as they attempt to satisfy their girlfriend’s budding sexual appetites? And is it just Mike’s puerile imagination, or are the girls giving each other a lot of attention…? 
 
      
 
    Camping Swap, Books 1 & 2 Box Set 
 
    Both volumes together in a single collection! 
 
    The fast-paced tale of an ordinary camping trip among college friends that quickly turns into an outing none of them will ever forget!  
 
    Mike and his best friend Jake have shared a lot of adventures over the years, and they dearly love to swap stories around the campfire. But when Molly and Jessica insist that they all play strip poker in the firelight, they soon find themselves swapping something else: their two gorgeous girlfriends! 
 
    Inhibitions are quickly forgotten as sexual exploration leads to new discoveries and attitudes are reevaluated. From the first hand of poker to the final, naughty encounter, this is one sexy camping trip that continually pushes the boundaries. 
 
      
 
    Maggie’s Bunkhouse Tryst 
 
    Maggie is a typical rancher’s wife, solid, faithful, and hard working. Although a strikingly beautiful woman, she’d never dream of looking at another man… Until the day her husband, Charles, hires two muscular young college guys to help out around the ranch, that is. 
 
    Suddenly, she finds herself daydreaming about things she shouldn’t, things involving the two young men staying in their bunkhouse. And, when an embarrassing wardrobe malfunction lets them see more of her than she intended, she’s surprised to discover that her husband has also been harboring the very same sort of fantasies. 
 
    Will their pillow talk turn into something more? Will Maggie surrender herself to her dark desires and break her marriage vows? And will her husband support her decision? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 1 
 
    John and Erica are a practical married couple. They’ve always been content to color inside the lines. All that changes when John accidentally overhears an intimate telephone conversation between his best friend, Steve, and his lovely wife, Alice. When Steve explains that Alice is free to date other men, John and Erica realize that not everyone leads such a vanilla life! 
 
    Burning with curiosity, they soon find themselves obsessed with their friends’ antics, and eager for any and all details, which Steve and Alice are all too happy to provide! 
 
    Where will their journey end? Will John and Erica be able to resist the siren song of the hotwife lifestyle, or will they follow their friends into a world of forbidden adventures? And why does John have the gnawing suspicion that Erica knows more about this lifestyle than she has let on?  
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 2 
 
    For some time now, John and Erica have harbored a secret fantasy: sharing her with another man. A black man. It’s a powerful, exciting idea that dominates their pillow talk, a tease that quickly rises to the level of an obsession. But, it’s only a harmless fantasy. Isn’t it? 
 
    Erica’s best friend, Alice, a veteran of the hotwife lifestyle, is quick to note John and Erica’s budding interest and more than willing to give the young couple the final nudge they needed. When a company party provides her with the perfect opportunity, she arranges for Erica to be seduced by one of her lovers.  
 
    Suddenly, the fantasy has become a stark reality. It’s no longer just a game. Erica, the innocent, faithful wife, has taken a black lover. And, as John soon discovers, she has no intention of stopping there! 
 
    What happens when John is forced to deal with his wife’s infidelity? Will Erica’s newly discovered wild streak destroy their marriage or make it stronger? Would she stop if her husband asked her to?  Does he really want her to stop? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, Volume 3 
 
    John and Erica have just had a very eventful weekend. Three days ago, the thought of his beautiful, blonde wife in the arms of a black man had just been a naughty fantasy. Now, John’s wife is a full-fledged hotwife, and he’s a confirmed voyeur. 
 
    When John’s busy job threatens to limit their extramarital adventures, he makes a risky proposal: What if Erica were to play without him and tell him about it later? 
 
    It seems like the perfect solution. But, what happens when Erica strays outside their comfort zone? Can the couple find their way in the complicated maze of hotwife dating, or will this dangerous game of theirs destroy their marriage? And how will John feel, when a chance date with a rough stranger reveals a side of his wife he never knew existed? 
 
      
 
    Erica Encouraged, The Complete Series (Volumes 1-3) 
 
    Get all three of Erica’s adventures in one collection for the first time! 
 
    When John and Erica discover that their friend Alice has a thing for black men and that her husband Steve actively encourages it, they are shocked, but at the same time fascinated. Unable to resist their curiosity, they press their friends for details. What they hear takes their breath away, leading them to contemplate something they never could have dreamed of: What if Erica were to take a lover? 
 
    Steve and Alice are more than happy to give the young married couple the nudge they need, as well as to guide them on their journey as Erica becomes a hotwife. As fantasies become reality and hidden desires are laid bare, John and Erica hurtle down a pathway of pure eroticism, never knowing where the next turn will take them, with only their love for each other to anchor them as their marriage is put to the ultimate test. 
 
    Will Erica’s extramarital adventures lead her to new heights of pleasure or leave her wishing she had ignored the temptation of the hotwife lifestyle? How will John deal with the changing dynamics of their marriage?  
 
    One thing is certain: life will never be the same for this couple! 
 
      
 
    Lessons in Lust, Volume 1 
 
    Tragedy and ecstasy are opposite sides of the same coin… 
 
    Thomas and Amanda Walker are a happy, well-to-do couple, living the carefully ordered life they always wanted. But when tragedy strikes their neighborhood, they find themselves rearranging that life in order to help out a young man in need. 
 
    Billy Dubois is a handsome but shy college student who has just lost everything. With no home, no hope, and no one to turn to, he’s beyond grateful when the Walkers offer to take him in for the summer. 
 
    She’s vowed to help Billy in any way she can, but Amanda soon finds herself tempted in ways she never expected by this dark-haired, brooding, younger man, while Tom watches from the sidelines with a growing sense of excitement. As the intimacy between Amanda and Billy grows, both husband and wife begin to reassess just what the boundaries of their marriage are and what they both want. 
 
    Will Amanda surrender to the forbidden flames that their new houseguest has kindled within her? Can Tom find a way to confess his own secret desires to his wife? And what happens when Billy Dubois reveals that he has been harboring a very big secret of his own? 
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