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The smell of paint and sawdust filled my nostrils. I could hear Jude, my wife, talking, or more like laughing the way she does when she’s nervous, or when she’s excited. I edged closer to the four-panel window set gingerly inside the fake quarter-inch plywood wall. I had to remind myself that everything around me was a mocked-up house of cards — a movie set for the bad-boy “beauty and the beast” film I was set designer for.
My wife was checking out the dive bar, complete with pool table, flickering beer-brand neon signs, and slow overhead fan. With her, alone, or so she thought, was Daryl, the tech CEO dude with a new-found interest in being a producer and losing reams of money on movie making. But hey, when my wife bared her soul to me one night and revealed her fantasy type of man and fantasy location, I realized I could give her that. It was a crazy transient idea, the kind that flits in your mind when you’re driving into work and you smirk and move along. But the idea gnawed inside my brain like a mouse on the home wiring; it would not leave me alone.
Behind the fake flimsy wall I stifled my tittering. I figured I’d give it a half-hour or so, let her embarrass herself and then enjoy her trying to squirm out of it after biting on the real-time 3D fantasy courtesy the magic of the movies. When I saw enough, I’d come out and surprise her. It was supposed to be good for a laugh — we pranked each other like that all the time.
But when I didn’t hear any more talking or laughing through the thin plywood, I had to peek. Were they still there or did they go to another part of our set? I moved sideways until my eye slid behind the window. What I saw shocked me. They were still there all right. They were necking.
I ducked down under the window and pressed slowly up the other side to get a wider shot of the middle of the fake dark bar. Jude got dressed earlier in the day in her black and red checkered Mac shirt that she tied in a knot at her stomach, and her beat-up “old” jeans — they cost a lot to look that old. She put on her tall spike sandals with the tiny sparkle-encrusted straps. “Slutty enough?” she said before bursting out laughing in our bedroom upstairs.
She’d met Daryl when we had a “CSO” drinks night — crew only plus significant others — a week earlier and I could tell she was enamored with him, as much as she tried to hide it from me and herself. It was the first time she was that close to a bona fide billionaire and she showed it. When Daryl rented out a nightclub for the whole crew for the wrap party, the theme was, dress like you’re in the movie. That is, Tennessee white trash — bar sluts and dumb cowboys all around.
“Hey,” Daryl came up to Jude and me. “I got the infamous pick-up truck out back, let’s grab some beers and go out to the set before they strike it tomorrow!”
“That’s a great idea,” I had to agree. “You sure?” Of course it was a great idea, it was my idea.
“I own the set — of course I’m sure.”
“Jude?” I turned to my wife. She was barely able to talk all night when Daryl came over to where we sat.
“I guess,” she blushed. I’d never seen her like that around any other guy before. It was interesting. It was enlightening.
I didn’t know before she told me that self-made billionaires were such a big turn-on for her. I grinned when I turned away. She’s going to love it, I thought to myself, the surprise I had planned for her. And it was just starting too.
We got out back where Daryl had the 1972 silver Chevy C10 pick-up glistening under the yellow alley light. To call it “silver” was misleading. It was mostly sun-baked bare metal and rust in splotches or just holes big enough to put your fist through. For a certain look, it was the most beautiful specimen of old dog of a truck I’d ever worked with.
“Get in!” I held the door for Jude.
“In the middle?” she nervously checked with me.
“Sure!” I waited till she was sliding over and up against Daryle before I spoke. “I’m going to grab my car, see you out there,” I said and I cranked shut the groaning door on my stunned looking wife inside alone with the rich guy.
“But Nate, no!” I heard her protest. I just gave her a little finger wave and turned and left pretending to not hear her. I checked before I went around the corner to the sidewalk. She stayed in the middle. She was already laughing with him before he even ground the gear shift down into drive and rolled squeaking and rumbling out of the alley and into the street. She’s going to have such a good story to tell! I thought.
I got out there first and hid my car and ducked into the set itself without turning any lights on. Daryl came in leading Jude and flicked the switches that brought the bar to life in every way except for the dangerously glaring and bearded patrons and the stink of their spilled beer.
I didn’t see how Daryl did it, but I guess he surprised her when he came in for a kiss.
“That was unexpected,” she said to him when they finally came apart.
“Unexpected,” he nodded. “But unwelcome?”
“You do know that Nate and I are married, right?” She was leaning back on the edge of the pool table with her arms spread behind her and her hands spread on the green felt. Her legs were parted and Daryl was standing between them. I know my wife and I know that she would think that pushing him, turning from him, shutting her legs, would be a sign of weakness and she wanted always to be understood to be in control at all times. It was in her genes so to speak.
“Never know what kind of marriages people have,” he grinned at her. It wasn’t as creepy as it sounds. I could see why Jude was attracted to him. He had a boyish charm. He would always be taken as innocent even with a bloody knife in his hand over a bleeding-out body.
“Still, you probably should ask before you try that again,” she scolded him.
“I didn’t know there was going to be an ‘again’.”
She laughed and shook her head. “You surprised me is all, okay?”
“You look like the kind of woman who likes surprises, though.”
She guffawed and rolled her head back and laughed again nervously and excited at the same time. “If you knew what I did at work, you’d realize how wrong you are.”
“Let me guess. You do the accounts.”
She swung her head to the side so her hair fell over her face and she lifted her eyes slowly up to his face. “Not bad for a first guess. Receivables.”
“Nothing but control at work. All the numbers adding up perfectly, all the rows and columns laid out in grid.”
“Yep, that’s right,” she laughed and smacked her lips. “No surprises!”
“Should I ask first next time then?”
“Men should always ask first, don’t you think?”
I craned my neck and shifted on my feet. The whole time they talked and laughed, she kept her legs spread, allowing him to stand between them where she propped herself on the edge of the pool table. I would have come out by then. I wasn’t supposed to be a long prank. Getting her to the greasy bar alone with a real billionaire was all I had up my sleeve. But the kiss, and her reaction after, seemingly really enjoying herself, gave me pause. She appears to be enjoying flirting with him a bit. I wanted to let things play out a little more before I broke the fourth wall and ended the magic for her.
“I loved that kiss. I would like another one. May I please?” He kept his face straight which only made Jude smirk and heave with her shoulders all the more. I’d never seen her so nervously excited.
But then she surprised me again. “You may,” she smiled. What? Jude? What the hell?
For him to get close enough to kiss her that first time, which I didn’t see, I could only assume she was caught off guard. Jude is not the cheating type, not even for a secret kiss or a flirt at a party. The fact that that kiss wasn’t broken off immediately I chalked up to the glasses of wine and the utterly alone space, the magic of the otherworldly set, the billionaire effect on her groin. So she let herself enjoy something for a moment, there was no harm in that. She was probably feeling sexy too, dressed in her best slutty outfit for the party.
But when she invited him to kiss her again, that was the point I leaned forward. That was different for her. I may have put her in the fantasy she confessed to me (under duress and a lot of coaxing, I might add), and doubled it up for her putting the billionaire in there with her in a greasy bar to make it a two-for, but she was taking it further than I anticipated. She raised her arms and dropped them around his neck when he stepped up against her. She snickered and she lifted her shoulders, but she also closed her eyes and opened her mouth. I could see their lips meet, I could see the motions of their lips and cheeks telling me their tongues were wrestling, and when I noticed her chest heave, I could see her press her pelvis forward ever so slightly into his. That was totally out of character. That was totally unexpected.
I rolled back from the window and faced the dark blank wall behind me. It was not how this was supposed to go. “I’d love to do it on top of a pool table,” she said when we were sharing fantasies in bed. “In a biker bar.” We both killed ourselves laughing at that one. Now I rolled around again and spied her through the thin glass windows. They weren’t kissing but they were talking with their mouths very close together. Her hands gripped his biceps and released him over and over. She tittered and kissed him freely in little snippets. And his hands? He was slowly, gently, undoing the knot holding together the front of her plaid shirt. And she was not stopping him.
“Where did Nate say he was going?” I heard her say to Daryl. She looked down to watch him loosen the tails of her shirt and open her up. How could this be happening? It felt like a paralysis dream to me.
“Jar-Jar needed help loading stuff out of the bar after the party,” Daryl said raising his hands over her skin inside her shirt, up her sides, and over the top of her chest to her neck and shoulders. Jar-Jar was our nickname for my chief assistant.
“How long is that supposed to take him,” my wife said to him in a dreamy, this-isn’t-real voice. She also collapsed her shoulders back and let Daryl draw her shirt off her body and down her arms. She was wearing a striking black lace full cup bra. I was nearly gasping watching Daryl strip her top off.
“I told him to text before he starts out back here — told him that way I can get the supplies shed and gate open.” He pressed his hands into her breasts. And she let him.
“Rich and smart,” my wife said to him. She wasn’t stopping him in any way at all.
Daryl said to me earlier out behind the bar offering a fresh cigars, “How far you willing to let things go?”
I knew Jude probably better than he thought I did, or at least that’s what I believed. “Wherever she wants to take it,” I assured him. To me, the question was about how far to take the flirty talking and laughing. I owed her a little fun with all the late nights I’d been working close to so many female stars.
“Seriously,” he said, “What if things happen?”
I laughed. “Things happen, that’s life,” I said. I mean seriously, Jude wasn’t going to do anything. She could barely tell her own husband about a fantasy of hers, and that’s after four years of marriage, and even then, it was the barest of outlines and nothing about anything happening. My wife didn’t even fantasize about things happening, in other words, it was strictly situational for her, a tableau.
“No limits, is that what you’re saying?”
I was only going to be 30 minutes or so behind them — or so she would think. She wasn’t going to let anything happen in 30 minutes that she couldn’t even allow herself to dream about after four years. “No limits,” I grinned. I enjoyed playing the confident husband with Daryl. He might have his way with whoever, being young, dashing, and rich. And he might be my wife’s fantasy type of guy. But I was beginning to doubt his intelligence if he thought, meeting her, she was going to respond in any way but to laugh at him. “Wherever she takes it or lets you take it,” I said brimming with self-assurance, “is gong to be good with me. I let her do what she likes to do.”
To his credit, he did check with me a third and final time. “Wherever?”
“Wherever,” I nodded hard. I imagined her telling him she had a rich guy fantasy. I imagined her telling him a pool table in a bad-boy bar was a fantasy. I imagined her opening herself up to flirting a little with him being left alone like that. She didn’t even like undressing with lights on with me. She didn’t like screwing in bed without the sheet over her body. I had nothing to worry about, so much so, it didn’t even occur to me to think about what I was potentially agreeing to with Daryl.
Now he was massaging my wife’s breasts where she continued to lean on the pool table edge looking down and watching his hands travel over her body. I was barely able to breathe. It was nothing I had ever imagined seeing — another man’s hands moving like that over my wife’s body.
He drew her hair over her ears and let his hands trail down her neck and chest and she arched for him. She wasn’t laughing so much anymore. She wasn’t squealing either. Or talking. She was only breathing loud enough for me to hear from ten feet away where I was also breathing so hard on the glass I was fogging it up.
My heart began to pound and my head got heavy. I didn’t know what I was watching anymore. When I clenched my eyes I saw over my head a great big lit-up sign saying “Fool!” And a big arrow pointing at me. When I opened my eyes, I could see between their bodies Jude’s busy fingers pulling on Daryl’s big trucker belt buckle.
“You swear he’s going to text before he heads out?”
“It’s what we always do,” Daryl swore to her.
She continued slowly and deliberately feeding the tail of his belt out of the buckle. “Don’t get any funny ideas,” she said. “But,” she started, but then stopped and grinned and laughed.
“But what?”
“Nothing.”
“Tell me.”
“No!” she squealed. But she kept feeding his belt out. She even hung her bent fingers over the top edge of his jeans. Her fingertips, I noted, were inside the loose waist. She had pulled herself up to sit on the edge of the pool table and had pulled her bent legs up behind him.
“Come on,” he said.
“It’s silly.”
“It’s a movie set, it’s nowhere, there is no time, we’re just here, you and me, all we do all day is deal in fantasies.”
She curled her lips between her teeth and rolled her head back to stare up at the non-existent ceiling. “It’s just,” she started again.
“What?” he nearly whispered.
“I’m too embarrassed, I can’t.” She bit her lips crookedly and looked down. It was as though her fingers were someone else’s. She watched distractedly as they pushed out the button holding his pants together.
“The movies are all about letting go.”
“That’s what Nate keeps saying,” she nearly moaned it more than she said it. It was true. When I got her to admit her fantasies of greasy biker bars and pool tables and billionaires, I kept telling her, imagine it’s a movie, tell me what you see in the movie. It was my genius to put them all together in one scenario. Genius or my downfall, I wasn’t so sure anymore. My wife appeared to be losing control.
“What happens next?” he said to her. She must have recognized it because that’s what I said to her, that’s what we all say to each other all day long when we’re designing and blocking.
What she said next, though, truly blew my mind. It was nothing she admitted to me no matter how hard I tried to get more out of her. With me, the fantasy was just, “Pool table. In a biker bar.”
“Doing what?”
“You know!”
“Tell me.”
“I can’t.” She stopped me asking more by ducking down below the sheets and taking me in her mouth. I of course left it at that. I wasn’t going to interrupt her with more questions if that’s what she was willing to do to stop me. I guess I didn’t realize at the time — she was telling me.
“I want to suck you,” she said to Daryl. She covered her face with one hand and smiled broadly behind it. If the lights were up she would be obviously beaming in red. I was breathless behind the thin wall and window. Her other hand pushed slowly down the front of Daryl’s pants. She tilted her head sideways at him as though asking him permission.
“That’s possible,” I could hear him swallow. Even he was caught off guard by her.
She did not come across like the kind of girl who could say that let alone offer to do that. And she wasn’t. She was cute, she was quiet, and she was shy most of the time. Maybe it was dressing up like a slut, maybe it was being alone with a charming billionaire, and maybe it was being in a make-believe biker bar (and a very good facsimile of one too, I might add). Maybe it was all of those elements together.
“With me on the table,” she nearly whispered. She pushed the back straps off her shoulders and let them fall down her arms. “Naked,” she said. She used his arms to guide herself down to laying on the tabletop. She raised her hips and untwisted the buttons of her jeans and then held herself up in an upside down plank. She was inviting Daryl to pull her pants off.
I gasped but swallowed it. My eyes darted around. I couldn’t stop things now, it had gone too far for innocence, but what was I supposed to do? I told Daryl three times, no limits, go wherever she wants to take it, I will not stop it. When he tugged her jeans off her feet, she giggled again and then spun herself around on her ass lifting her arms and knees up. “Like this,” she said, and I nearly died.
She laid down on her back over the table wearing only her panties, black lace floral too, hipsters, gorgeous, especially on the sharp green felt of the 12-foot table. She lowered her head over the edge and faced him upside down. She reached out with her fingers dangling. “Give it to me like this,” she said to Daryl. Was that my wife, that brash, bold woman, asking specifically for detailed sex acts? I bulged my eyes out and nearly swallowed my dry tongue.
I also almost passed out. My wife kept a great body, tight and slim and toned and fit. Daryl was no slouch either. He quickly tore all his clothes off and my wife giggled on her back with her head out and hair hanging down. She writhed waiting for him. She brought her hands down over her chest, over her breasts, down her stomach. Her knees came up and flattened down and her hips rose and fell. She parted her knees and closed them and she pressed her hands up the insides of her thighs. She rolled and squirmed and lifted and fell like she could hardly stand it. In the light of the neon signs and the spotlight on the table above her, the lighting all around the bar, it looked a lot like a super-hot, high-end porn. Her naked body glowed deliciously.
Daryl went to the jukebox along the wall. The only one we could find was a real working one. We decided to connect it up with solid speakers — the crew loved it after a long day. He picked a few selections and cranked the volume before coming back to her. He was semi-erect already. She opened her mouth and used her tongue to beckon him, to beg for him. She smiled and she writhed, she closed her eyes and she licked her lips. She reached with her fingers impatiently fluttering at the end of her outstretched arms. I filled the window with my face unable to believe that was Jude, my wife, in her panties on the pool table begging to suck off the naked billionaire. I was dying, but she was giggling.
He stood in front of her upside-down face and put his hands on his hips. My wife grinned and she opened her mouth and played out her tongue. I got so hard I had to open my pants for relief. She reached behind his ass and pulled him. I could tell Daryl was reluctant at the final step but she was the one who was pushing things forward. When the tip of his erection touched her lips, her body thrust up and dropped down and rolled side to side. Her legs fell open widely and she plunged her hand down between her thighs and under her panties.
She arched her back and dropped her head further and pulled on his waist. I could see her throat bulge where his cock pushed too deep inside her mouth. She coughed in a muffled way and he pulled out for her, but she laughed and breathed hard and pulled him back in. When he plunged into her, when he fucked her mouth, she lifted her hips and pushed her two fingers inside her pussy. From where I craned to see them standing on my toes, her pussy was so wet she glistened all over her legs and stomach. My wife was hornier than I’d ever seen her.
I knew I was supposed to be angry, I knew I was supposed to be violent. A man was taking my wife and I was supposed to stop it. But I couldn’t. It wasn’t just because it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen (and I’d been involved in earlier days in some pretty hot soft-core shots), and it wasn’t just because she looked so good, and so did Daryl, I had to admit. Watching two beautiful people have sex is half the reason there is a successful movie industry and I wasn’t alone in enjoying watching it and I’ll admit no guilt about that part.
But there was something more. Gripping my cock in my hand and stroking myself slowly to avoid shooting, it was like I could feel what my wife was feeling. Maybe not his cock in my mouth, of course, but the emotion of it, the heightened sensory world of it, the stimulation, and the bodily reactions. My wife was living a fantasy that was so deeply felt by her she could hardly annunciate it to me. I made it come to life for her and now she was in it. I may not have ever wanted a billionaire to fuck my mouth upside down on a pool table in a biker bar, but I was feeling deep inside myself what it is anyone feels when their deepest fantasy is brought to life perfectly. I could barely keep my eyes open and my moans quiet. I breathed with her, I whimpered with her, and I shook with her. Every squirm of her body, I squirmed, and every heave of her chest, I heaved. I stroked my cock in time with her fingers plunging into her pussy. She rocked him.
When he pulled out of her, she gasped and she contorted. Her saliva and his pre-cum stretched in strings from his cock to her lips. She wiped it with her fingers and she rolled over and looked at him with an animal essence filling her eyes. She was panting and she was sweating. She stopped laughing and only looked at him challengingly as she pulled up onto her hands and knees and purred and growled to the middle of the table directly under the light. She sucked on her fingers and lowered herself onto her elbows and raised her ass up high.
“Come on,” she said and she slowly, enticingly wiggled her ass. She laid her head down sideways on the green felt and she lifted her hand to her ass and pulled her cheeks apart.
Daryl shook his head. “I don’t think so,” he said to her.
She only grinned and began to tug at the waist of her panties. “Come on,” she said again. “Do me.”
“I don’t think we should.” He tried, he resisted. But it was like she had become unleashed.
She pushed her hand inside her panties and pulled her fingers up to her mouth and licked them off. She wriggled and waved her ass. “I want you,” she said to him.
Daryl looked over his shoulder and up behind the set walls and around the dark ceiling. He knew I was watching somewhere. And he knew I wasn’t stopping things.
But how could I? I let what had already happened to go that far. To come out now would admit I allowed that, but now, I won’t allow this? I was stuck. But that’s not entirely true either. I was also loving it. I was enthralled. I was frozen in time and space. It might have been my wife’s fantasy, but the look on her face, the desire in her eyes, the need in her voice: I was experiencing the rush and thrill of it no less than her, it felt like. That was my wife offering her pussy up to the guy and it was wrong, I admit that. But I also wanted him to fuck my wife, to fuck her deeply, to fuck her good.
Daryl crawled up onto the table. His cock was mean looking it was so hard for my wife. She had tugged as though helpless with her panties and when he drew them off her hips, she raised herself on her straight legs and toes and pulled her feet clear of them. They were both finally completely naked. She lowered herself again and spread her knees on the table.
She looked hard around and up at him behind her and she gasped as he sidled up to her ass. He grasped her hips and yanked. She squealed and moaned. She wavered her ass at him and breathed hard. He lifted his cock in his hand and squeezed her waist. She arched her back down so far her whole chest was pressed into the pool table and, as though double-jointed in her spine, she pressed her hips impossibly up higher for him. She so wanted him, I could see her open pussy pulsate and drip. The loud music beat and the fan turned slowly overhead. The neon signs flickered and buzzed and a cone of yellow light poured down over the hips, the back, the shoulders, and the hair of my wife. There is nothing to prepare a man for the moment he watches another man, a richer, more appealing, stronger man, fuck his wife.
I tried to feel anger and I tried to give myself courage enough to step around the thin wall and shout. A man is supposed to be devastated by finding his wife fucking another man. A man is supposed to be horrified, to be scarred, to be debilitated to find his wife like that. It’s supposed to drive you apart, it’s supposed to be the one unforgivable thing you could never get over.
But none of those things were happening to me. I could not get to my own feelings so crowded my head was with hers in proxy. And the feelings I felt on behalf of my wife were sharp pangs of desire in its most pure and distilled form. The want was primal, it was molecular. I could not blame Jude if she was feeling anything like what I was feeling for her, which was unbridled lust. I had one thought only, my head had so shut down to the one narrowly focused beam: shove that cock in my pussy. Fuck me. Ram me. Take me!
Jude rotated and thrust her hips and shoved her body backward trying to capture his cock with her sopping, gaping pussy. She tried to fuck him before he lined his cock up for her. She cried out and she whimpered. God she wanted it so bad. And so did I.
“Fuck me,” she cried. “Now!” she breathed. I squeezed my own cock tight to stop myself from shooting it was so hot to see her so needy, so ready. He touched the head of his cock to her open and wet lips and she inhaled and shot her head up. When he barely pushed, her knuckles went white wrapped around the edge of the pool table.
I lost it and I groaned out loud. I fell against the wall and my cum shot all over the bare plywood. Daryl took control of my wife’s body, he grasped both sides of her hips, and he plowed himself into her deeply, hard, and fully. My wife’s body jolted hard and she silently screamed facing the opposite wall. He pulled back and she pulled ahead, only to crash back into him harder than he plowed again into her. The smacking sounds raised above the beat of the music and the smell of sweat, pussy juice, and cum filled the space.
I sagged against the window grateful the whole wall didn’t fall in on them, and I watched as Daryl pummeled my wife rapidly and ferociously, and as my wife crammed herself back at him with equal if not greater vigor. She screamed and she let loose in every way possible. It was as epic a fuck as anything I’d ever imagined. He began to lose his rhythm and collapse and his cock slipped out at the critical moment he came, and she reached frantically between her legs and shoved his wildly spurting cock back into her pussy.
When he finally fell over and his cock fell out of her, I watched as she rolled languidly over onto her back and flopped her legs over lazily. She toyed in his hair where he laid beside her and his cum ran from her pussy all over the green felt.
I was staggered and barely able to push up. I made my way out of the set hardly able to stay upright. I got to my car and breathed and leaned my head on the steering wheel. I was so confused. I watched my wife cheat, or at least believe she was cheating. That should be serious. But all I felt was amazement. I might never have cum as hard as I did in my own hand secretly watching the billionaire fuck my wife.
I finally texted Daryl. “Loaded up, on the way.” He would be able to read that any way he wanted. He knew I was watching. He knew I didn’t stop anything. He knew I let him fuck her.
I thought about the pros and cons of telling Jude that I caught her doing it. But she would have to ask all her questions the way she does, and she would figure out in no time that I set it up, that I invited him to take her, that I made myself apparently disappear, that I wanted her to do it with him, that I took what she told me about her fantasies and used them to trap her. Yes, she might have cheated in her own mind, but then she’d realize, she didn’t cheat at all if I was there cheering him on the whole way.
And what would she make of me watching it? Would I admit to her that I got off on it, that I came harder than I ever had? Being caught cheating would usually be an unforgivable offense. Being set up to cheat mitigates that. But setting someone up and then watching it? That’s equally unforgivable, and there is nothing I could think of that would mitigate it. Worst of all, she would think that I used her most private secrets about her fantasies, things she was so reluctant to tell me, to trap her. It was a worse betrayal, me of her than her of me.
I said nothing about what happened on the set of the film that night, and Jude didn’t bring it up, either. The whole incident was looking like something from another world, a movie, not real, and ready to slip away from our lives, or at least nestle into that place in our memories we keep the hottest most private things. In the morning, she fucked me like she never fucked me before. She was enthused, she was bold, she expressed what she wanted. She said maybe we should try anal. She was different. 
It looked like nothing else would come of it. That is until a few weeks later when I found my wife in the bathroom taking a long time putting on makeup.
I didn’t say anything. She would be honest, and if I asked her what she was up to, where she was going, then I’d have to confront the whole thing.
When she came down wearing a tight, black shining tube dress with cut-out shoulders, I pretended not to notice. When she slipped on high heel spikes and fixed bracelets around her wrist and gave herself a once over in the hall mirror looking deadly smoking hot, I remained mute. Neither of us said anything. She only held her arms up for us to hug, and with her lips touching my ear, she said in a near-whisper, “Don’t wait up, okay?”
She texted on her phone, she blew me a kiss, and she turned and went out the door to the Maserati that had just arrived rumbling impatiently in our driveway. She waved a tiny finger wave at me as it backed up.
I knew the Maserati — it was Daryl’s.
I had been expecting it. He told me she was texting him, asking him out again. And I told him, I said to him, “Whatever she wants.”
“Whatever?”
I jerked off thinking about her and him. She had started another conversation earlier that week about fantasies. “I can’t tell!” she pulled the shy girl thing again. But I pressed her. “Okay,” she crawled over me and lowered her hips until she enveloped my cock in her extraordinarily warm and exquisitely wet pussy. “I like to think of sucking a really rich guy off in his hot car while he’s driving on the highway.”
I have to admit, the sex between us since the first time was hotter, wilder, and more intense than any other time in our marriage. I ejaculated knowing my wife was doing exactly that, knowing she was at that moment lying over the seats moaning hard with Daryl’s cock deep in her mouth. Sucking him off.
I couldn’t wait for her to get home and try to hide from me her spent and sore body.
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