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My
world is defined by layers of darkness.

It's
the kind of darkness that suffocates with warmth and honey. A
velvet-gloved fist pressing in on your eyes, making the world behind
your vision explode into fireworks before settling back into a final
kind of darkness. It is a blindness that only heightens your every
other sense, because when the blindfold is on my eyes and I am alone,
all I can do is wonder at the world beyond this chair.

I
know that I'm in our bedroom. I know that I'm alone. I know that I'm
sitting and waiting for something to happen and that all I can do in
the meantime is adjust nervously in this chair I was placed in and
pick out every single moment that changes around me, wondering which
one of them will be the starting pistol that will kick off this whole
affair.

The
house is quiet. It's almost too quiet. I know that, while I may be
alone in this room there are two other warm bodies in this house and
that both of them are going to be here with me shortly. They're just
downstairs, talking and negotiating and preparing no doubt. They're
strangers, so they're going through their introductions and making
sure that both of them are ready for what comes next.

For
what I've asked them to do.

But
I can't hear them. I can't hear anything but the sound of the house
settling around me, the creaks and groans of an old house with all of
its age built into the walls and the floors. I can't smell anything
but the faint scent of her perfume lingering in this room after she's
left, some kind of floral thing that I was never able to pick out the
specifics of but that was, all the same, completely and utterly her.
I can't taste anything except the faint iron taste of my own nervous
energy and I can't feel anything but me.

My
body thrumming. My clothes somehow too tight and too loose at the
same time. The chair beneath me hard and stiff and uncomfortable and
all of it heightened not just because of the fact that I can't see
and not just because of the fact that touch is the only real sense
that I can hold on to but, in truth, because I'm so terrified that
this is all going to go wrong.

I
know what I asked to have happen. I know that it was a lot to ask. I
know that it was far too much for any normal person, likely for any
normal relationship, to withstand and bear.

So
I'm so nervous. My palms are sweaty from my hands clenching into
fists over and over again. There is a bounce in my right leg and the
vibrations of it are running through the rest of my body and shaking
me constantly. I can hear my heart racing, can feel my breath
catching in my chest with every ragged moment. I can feel my blood
fucking circulating at this point, settling into my head and making
me dizzy and settling elsewhere and making me squirm with discomfort.

How
am I hard, already, before any of this has even begun?

My
thighs are squeezed together to hide it, I've shuffled and arranged
myself to make sure that I wasn't tenting out my pants and I can't
believe that I'm fucking hard already. God I'm glad I didn't opt for
rope tying me to this chair, at least this way I could have some
control over my hands and could use them to hide this embarrassment.

What
would he think if he saw that? What would she think?

Likely
they both already thought so little of me, asking them to go through
with this. They probably thought that I was a coward and a freak and
they were probably down there right now sharing a few drinks and a
few confidential confessions about how odd I was, how despicable I
was, how I was a man to be scorned. They were probably down there
right now making fun of me.

Because
what kind of a man asked for this?

And
what kind of a man was hard already, getting harder by the second at
the very thought of being put down? What kind of man couldn't help
himself, couldn't help what he wanted and he needed? What kind of a
man had so little self-control?

Well,
I guess that was me. I guess I was fundamentally broken in some way
and I probably should hate that and hate myself right alongside it
but I couldn't and I didn't and that was honestly only because my
mind was so preoccupied with what was about to happen, with the
fantasy of my dream coming true.

And
I focus now, tuning my ears to the door. I draw a breath in and hold
it, because I think I hear footsteps. I think they're coming now. I
think they're coming to me.
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I
can't believe this is happening. I can't believe I ever agreed to
this. I think I finally understand why.

The
reality of this situation, of what I've told him I would do, doesn't
really hit me until I step into the room and see him again. He's
sitting right where I left him, sitting in that uncomfortable chair
in the corner of our room with his hands on the hand rests and his
legs crossed and a blindfold over his eyes. His back is ramrod
straight and he looks so uncomfortable and I have to fight against
the instinct to ask him how his back is feeling right now but he has
a bad back and that chair can't be good for it.

My
instinct is to be concerned for him, as a wife should be concerned
for her husband and a husband should be concerned for his wife. I
want him to be comfortable and I want him to be happy and I want him
to be his best, and that's why I'm here in the first place after all.

But
I can't be that person right now and I don't know if I really want
to. I think that initial instinct to ask about his back, it's just an
unconscious conditioning. It's something that I do because I always
do it and because I believe I should do it, but the curious
circumstances I'm in right now have me questioning whether I truly
give a damn. Do I really care how his back is doing? Do I really care
about him?

I
think I might hate him a little right now.

That's
an odd bit of clarity on an insight that has been hiding in the
depths of my subconscious for a while now. I think there might be
truth there but I think at the same time that it might be more
convoluted and complicated than a simple dichotomy. Hate and love as
two sides of the same coin, but life is rarely ever a binary.

I
know that I don't feel for him now the same way that I did before. I
know that what he's asked me to do scares the shit out of me a
little. I know that saying that today is going to change things is a
lie, because in truth the moment he asked me to do this for him was
the moment that things changed between us.

I
just can't wrap my head around him.

Relationships
are funny. You meet a stranger and you start to get to know them but
both of you are really living an actual lie. Getting to know someone,
the true someone, is actually a bit of an impossibility because
you're both trying to give off the best impression of the person you
want to be, the person you think could be loved, while simultaneously
hiding all of the parts of yourself that you think might be a
dealbreaker. And so a relationship is, in many ways, a race against
time. It's trying to get both parties invested deeply enough into the
relationship that by the time the truth comes out you're in too deep
to back out. The sunk cost fallacy, but with love tossed in the mix.

I
met this man. I loved this man and fell for him. I took his ring on
my finger and he took mine on his. We walked down the aisle together
and we swore for better or for worse.

And
that is all insanity in and of itself, but it's a sensible kind of
insanity. We walked down the aisle and we agreed to build a life
together because we thought we knew each other, or at least knew
enough to get a general idea of the general picture of them. We had a
good idea of how the other worked, how they thought and what they'd
do in any given situation and though we could still get surprised
from time to time, for the most part things were stable and easy and
clear. For the most part, there weren't anymore surprises.

And
that was sad, sure. Everyone likes a bit of spontaneity and there is
something to be said for the allure of the new relationship with all
of its uncertainty and excitement. But there is something to be said
as well for the stability of the long-term thing. The appeal of
knowing who you're with, who you're sharing a life with, and who you
are going to sleep next to and waking up next to.

But
maybe that's a lie. It certainly seems like one right now. Right now
it definitely feels like the man in front of me, the one who is
sitting in this chair with a blindfold on his face, is nothing but a
stranger to me. Nothing about him seems right. Nothing about him
seems like the man that I loved.

Eleven
years he had to tell me about this. Eleven years and he kept his
secret to himself. Eleven years, and how many more would he have gone
without breaking ground on this?

And
maybe I should be glad that he can still surprise me, but this isn't
the surprise I was asking for.












HIM












In
the dark, with the blindfold on, I can be anywhere in time. Right now
I'm back in the dark again, in this very room but three weeks in the
past. Close my eyes and open them and it's like I'm really there.

In
the dark half-light of the room, she is beautiful. She is beautiful
in full light as well. My wife is gorgeous, far beyond my wildest
dreams, and I am a lucky man.

Slim
and slender and petite with pale skin and dark black hair. Her curves
are monumentous, are generous, but not in the ways that you'd expect.
A tiny waist and a full ass, the kind of hips that most women would
die for. Breasts that are smaller than a handful but almost
unbearably perky with tiny little nipples that always seem to be hard
as diamonds. A slim physique, tight body that was always in rare form
in moments like this where she was bending herself towards the
purpose of lust.

In
times like this you could see the lines in her, the effort in her,
running beneath her skin. You could see that her abs were hard and
almost defined but always soft to the touch. You could see that she
barely had an ounce of fat on her body but yet that feminine softness
was everywhere on her. She was a woman and defined as one, with all
the softness that came with that.

But
it was her face that was really something far beyond. A face that was
heart-achingly cute and undeniably gorgeous all at the same time.
Soft cheekbones and round, open eyes. Full lips and a button nose
that she would scrunch in concentration along with her furrowed
brows.

Without
looking now, without even seeing her, I could picture that expression
on her face. I could see it in her pretty features, the almost
shocked look in her eyes as her pleasure drew up within her and
threatened her with a good time.

And
I didn't need to see her, which was good because I barely could.
Because tonight the lights were off and the only illumination was
coming from the window open to the world outside and the soft cold
light of the moon. It cast her in shadow just as much as it cast her
in light, but I knew who I was with and knew that I didn't need to
see her to conjure images of her beauty, enough to push me over the
edge of my own pleasure.

That
and the feel of her, it all was enough for me, right? The tight heat
of her sex around my throbbing shaft and the feel of her body flexing
and moving with perfect timing above me. The was she shuddered, her
whimpers signaling a rush of pleasure before I felt it ripple out and
around me. The warm softness of her body and her desperate pleas and
the way she panted after her third climax of the night, barely able
to hold on for one more.

But
for me, we would have long ago stopped. But for the change in me, we
would have long been done.

But
times were different now and I was different. I'd changed a few
months ago and I hated that change in me. I hated the way it had
affected things, shutting off my mind and closing me into a tiny
little box that I was beginning to think there was no escape from.

My
hands clenched and I struggled to find my peace. I could feel the
pleasure pushing at the edges of me, threatening to rip forward from
every one of my pores and god I wanted it too, I wanted more than
anything to be able to let go long enough to fucking cum but I
couldn't. I couldn't find it in myself.

And
the little voice in my mind laughed bitter and certain. It told me my
truth, the truth that I didn't want to admit to or own up to. It told
me what I couldn't ignore, that if I wanted my release there was only
one way.

In
the dark it's hard to see the truth. I don't think she notices when I
close my eyes.

The
fantasy comes on so fast that I just know that's it has been lurking
just beneath the surface waiting for its chance to strike. It rushes
up to the forefront, filling in all the gaps for me and making my
cock surge to life and throb harder than before.

I
can picture her. I can see her in perfect detail. I can see the way
she looks when she cums, when she's vibrating with the height of her
pleasure.

I
can hear her voice when she begs to be taken and satisfied. All the
words that I've heard her use before and all the ones she's only
spoken in my dreams. And I hear the answer come in reply.

The
voice is masculine, the rugged and deep voice of her lover. The voice
is familiar. It is a voice much like mine, but it is not my own.
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When
you think about it, it's actually quite remarkable that our sex life
is as good as it is. I don't mean that I expect it to be bad,
necessarily, but I just figure that any married couple out there has
to have at least one bad night in a lifetime of lovemaking.

But
in all the years I've been with my husband, I can't think of one time
we've made love that I would even remotely use the term bad as a
description, at least not for me.

That's
not to say that the quality doesn't exist on a spectrum. Even a star
athlete has an off night every now and then and we were really no
exception. There have been times that have been mindblowing and there
have been times that have been less so, and tonight is one of those
times.

Because
tonight it feels like he's a million miles away.

I
rise above him once more, like I've done countless times tonight. I
can feel him inside of me softening and I know what comes next and I
shouldn't be angry about it or disappointed. I know that he's going
to soften and we're going to fall apart and he'll blush in the
darkness and bite back the excuse on his lips and I won't bring it
up, because how the hell do you even ask that of a man?

Men
and their fragile egos.

And
I know that I shouldn't let it bother me. I've already had my fun and
found my pleasure a couple of times over and it was, maybe, my fault
by initiating without truly reading him to see if he was interested.
And I know that I should love and treasure the man lying beneath me
if I hadn't cum he would be more than happy to use his lips and his
fingers to bring me crashing over the cliffside.

But
still I know that his heart wouldn't really be in it. I know that my
petite mort would be a little lie of its own.

So
I let my hips slow and I prepare for everything that comes next. I
wonder which of my thousand reassurances I will gift him with today
and I wonder if tonight it'll be enough for him. I let my mind
wander, asking the questions inside that I dare not lend voice to and
wondering what happened along the way and how things changed.

It
never used to be like this.

In
the last few months something has shifted in him, something has set
up shop in his mind and is holding the wheel in times like this. When
it's just the two of us going about our normal day everything is
normal, but in the dark when we come together something happens and
he just... he just isn't himself anymore. He isn't here. He isn't
present. He isn't with me.

I'm
inches away from stopping, falling off him panting and satisfied but
playing it up to try to boost his ego, when I feel the grip of his
fingers tighten on my hips. I can't let go now, he won't let me, as
he pulls me up and drags me down and his hips start to thrust beneath
me and he comes to life, in every possible sense of the world.

I
feel the surge in him, the sudden rush of blood as he hardens and he
thickens inside of me. I feel his lust, the teeth-gritting need
spilling forth from him as he surges to life beneath me and that
should be good and god it does feel good but I know this, too, is
little more than a lie.

It's
dark in the room, nearly dark enough that I can't see it but I do. I
see his eyes clenched shut, his jaw clenched tight. I see him focus
as he surges to life and I know that he's not thinking of me.

This
is just another variation on this theme. It's my husband finding his
pleasure someplace other than me because he isn't with me now, he's
letting his fantasy take hold and letting it lead him down dark paths
and narrow delights.

And
it should make me angry, probably. Maybe a little insecure that I
wasn't enough for him when this fantasy was.

But
I don't have time for that. I dive deep into the pleasure of feeling
him throb beneath me and tight with tension below me and I slam my
hands down onto his chest and knead at his body as I clench on his
shaft and beg him to give me one last time.

One
more time. One more ride. One more thrust of pleasure as the tension
builds within me and I can feel the heat bubbling up from that tight
knot deep in my belly.

And
this is a lie, like any other lie, but it's one that I can live with
for a little while longer.
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Every
ounce of me was focused on drilling up into her. Thrusting up into
her and feeling her shiver and shake above me. Every part of me
wanted to bury myself deep within her and moan as I felt my world
explode.

But
no part of me was present.

I
can feel everything, the tight hot wetness of her sex clenched around
me and the squirming heat of her body beneath my fingers. I can feel
her hands scrabbling at my chest and her long sharp nails digging
shallow little red lines in my skin.

I
can feel her vibrating with delight, those unmistakable sensations of
her pleasure as it roars up and threatens to spill over into a climax
once more. I can hear her gasping satisfaction, but I've separated
myself from it.

I
have to, if I want to have some satisfaction of my own.

In
my mind I paint the picture and in my mind I'm not here in bed with
her. Everything that is happening is still happening and it's all
happening right here in front of me, but it is in front of me.

I'm
standing to one side, watching her body as it rises and falls. I've
memorized every inch of her face as it's contorted into a mask of
pleasure and I see her body strain as she struggles to take him.

Him.
Not me. Him.

Him,
her other lover. Him, the man who can satisfy her. Him, the beast who
can awaken something else, something primal within her. Him, the man
she should have been with.

He
is the one who sends her over the edge once more, into a climax so
powerful and potent that she's gasping for relief by the end of it.
He has her shaking and trembling and then he erupts, filling her with
his seed.

And
the movement is one of claiming, is one of taking. It is the
metaphorical planting of the flag, the symbolic representation of him
making his intentions clear.

She
belongs to him now, not that she ever really belonged to me.

In
the moment after my climax, when I've spilled myself shamefully
within her, I feel a burning heat in my cheeks. She's fawning all
over me and complimenting me, telling me what an animal I am and how
good I am at making her cum and it's lovely, really, but I know the
truth.

I
know that seconds earlier I was on the verge of softening entirely
and but for breaking the promise I made to myself I would have done
it. I was so close to losing it, but I found myself in the end only
by losing the last bit of restraint I had left.

I
don't know when I had the fantasy first, but I know that it's
consumed my every moment with her now. I know that denying it works,
but only for a time. I'm starting to think that I may not be able to
deny it any longer.

"You're
fantastic," she tells me, snuggling in close and nuzzling in to
my neck and pressing a kiss against my skin and I turn away, almost
unconsciously, so that she can't see how much I hate myself right
now.

What
kind of a man can't help himself like this? What kind of a man wants
to lose control like that? What kind of a man gets off on the thought
of another man satisfying his wife?

Apparently,
I'm that kind of man.

My
wife loves me and I love her but I know and have always known that is
a bridge too far. Though our nights together and our sex life have
always been satisfying, there are lines you simply cannot cross and I
know that. God, I fucking know it.

So
when this beast took hold in me, when it dug in its roots and started
to poison my spirit, I knew I had no option but to ignore it. I knew
I couldn't ask for this from her, that this humiliation would be too
much to bear. And it hurts, most of all, that humiliation is a whole
part of the thing that gets me off.

"Baby?"
she asks, turning my face back to hers and showing me her brow
furrowed with concern, "You're a million miles away right now.
Come back to me. Tell me what's got your mind."

I
don't. I can't. I shouldn't.

I
do.
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At
a certain point the words stop being words and just become noises. I
know that he's speaking but I just give up on listening to it,
because my brain is trying so hard to process the basics of his
request that it has to give up on making sense of every single
syllable.

I
feel cold, this cold and clawing gnawing sensation scrabbling and
scraping at the inside of my belly. It's a little like a hunger,
maybe, if you were simultaneously the one consuming and the one on
the dish. It's this unsettling sensation that you've spun the
sculpture of this truth around a dozen times or more but still can't
even begin to understand the most basic geometry of it.

What
is he asking me to do?

It
has to be something else, I have to have misunderstood. You'd have to
be crazy to just outright ask for this, and even crazier to want it.
Because this wasn't right and this wasn't the man that I loved.

I
hold up a hand to silence him and he trips over his words as he cuts
them off. I choose my words carefully before I speak.

"Let
me get this straight," I say slowly, "You want me to cheat
on you?"

My
husband is a good man, but not a courageous man. He's a good provider
and a capable husband and a more than generous lover, but he's not
the type to go out there and seize the day.

That's
kind of why I fell for him in the first place. He was the quiet man,
the good guy in the room. He was the guy that I knew that I could
count on, that he wouldn't try and take advantage of me just to get
one up.

After
a string of exes who had broken my heart by cheating on me, I knew
when I started to fall for him that he would never do that to me.
Apparently, though, he wasn't immune to asking me to do it to him.

"Cheating
is the wrong word," he offers meekly, "Cheating implies
that I'm not asking you to do it, that I don't want it to happen."

"And
you want it to happen?" I ask, "You want me to fuck someone
else."

Wincing
at the word fuck. He winces at the word fuck. Here is this man asking
me to break the vows and the bonds of our marriage and he can't even
use the word for it.

Because
fuck was absolutely the word for what he was asking for here. He
didn't want me to make love to this other man. It was about
satisfying physical impulses and that was crude and it was messy but
he was the one having trouble with the concept of it, not me.

"Fuck,"
I mutter, mostly to get another wince out of him, "Do you even
know what you're asking of me?"

My
husband is supposed to be the man who loves me more than anyone else.
I don't need or want for him to be some kind of jealous asshole who
goes green with envy when he even so much as sees me talking to
someone else, but I should at least be able to expect that he
wouldn't want me to actively fuck another man.

He
doesn't use the word fuck though. He doesn't use making love either,
to his credit. He talks about cuckolding and something called
hotwifing and he uses a dozen different words that tell me only that
he's thought so much about this and he's made his decision. He talks
like he's intimately familiar with all of these details and it's
clear that he's been waiting, and planning, for a long time for this
very moment.

Yet
now that it's here he's embarrassed by it. He's beaming red with
shame at it. He's stumbling over his words and struggling to make a
case for this, when in truth there is only one case he should need to
make.

Do
I love my husband? Yes. Would I do whatever it takes to make him
happy? Absolutely. Will I do this for him, will I fuck another man if
he asks me to?

I
sigh and I reach for his hand and I squeeze it. I pull the sheets a
little closer with my other hand, suddenly feeling more exposed than
I'm entirely comfortable with.

And
there is a full silence in the air between us as I let out a shaky
breath and meet his eye.

"If
you want to watch me with another man... I'll do it... But who? Who
can we ask to do this?"

One
look at his eyes and I knew he'd already chosen my partner.
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There
is movement in the room. I can hear it, can hear the footsteps and
the tinkling of ice in a glass and I can feel the presence and I know
that it's her and I know that she's watching me.

I
don't know that that is odd. I mean we've been married for years now,
I should be able to tell that it's my wife just from the sound of her
footsteps alone. And when you add to that the fact that I know there
are only two people in this house and that one of them is a man and
the other a woman, it should be clear from the sound of their
movement which is which.

Because
she is beautiful and slight and lithe. She moves like a dancer
through the space, lighter than air, as if she's a feather caught in
an updraft.

And
he is a brute. He is a bastard. He is a bull.

And
when he steps into the room the sound of him is unmistakable.

I've
known him only two, maybe three years, but in the time that I have
known him I have known him to be a force to be reckoned with. He's
got that presence to himself, that sort of unflinching certainty that
every room that he walks in is a room that he owns, that belongs to
him.

It's
egotism, plain and simple, but egotism backed up by a lifetime of
being shown to be right. Because his failures, well if he's ever had
any failures they have never been significant enough setback to give
him a taste of humility. Instead he has a wealth of evidence and
experiences where very much the opposite is the case. All those times
and all those gambles and all those successes under his belt.

Strong.
Handsome. Confident. All of these combine together to make him just
the absolute perfect choice for this little endeavor. Because if
there was one man in the world who couldn't be better to fuck my wife
and make her wish she was with him instead, it was my cocky bully of
a coworker.

Let
me be clear, it wasn't that I wanted him to be the one. It was far
more complicated than that.

By
all accounts he was a terrible man and would be an absolute nightmare
in this position. I knew that asking him to take my wife like this,
to step into our bed in my place and satisfy her like this, would
mean that I would hear no end of it from him at work. Asking him to
do this was playing with fire, and even if there were plenty of
rumors going around work about his capabilities as a lover and even
if he'd worked his way through half the single ladies in the office,
I still knew that involving him in this fantasy was the wrong choice.

But
make no mistake, it was the only choice.

Since
I started indulging in this fantasy I have been on a kick of
introspection. I've been trying to wrap my head around things and get
to the core of the answer, to understand why I needed this in my
life.

And
my time had me no closer to an answer, but it did give me insight
into one simple thing. It was more complicated than just getting off.
It was about more than just cumming. There was something
psychological, some kind of inner darkness tied up into all of this
and a big part of it was doing what I knew I shouldn't do.

On
the surface I asked her to fuck another man. In reality I wanted them
to hurt me.

I
wanted to feel the pain of humiliation, that burning shame as they
stared down their judgment on me and found me lacking. I wanted them
to sneer with distaste at me before turning to each other and finding
the pleasure I craved in one another's bodies. I wanted them to hate
me, in the beginning and in the end and in all the places in between.

So
having someone I hated be the one to satisfy her would make it all
hurt so much more. Knowing that my pain wouldn't end when he finished
with her tonight, but would be drawn out every time he smiled
knowingly at me in the office, made my heart pound a little faster.
Seeing my wife cum with another man deep inside of her and having
that man be someone I hated so much was just the cherry on top of it
all.

That's
why I chose him. That's why I needed him. That's what I needed here,
what I deserved.

Pain
and pleasure are an oddly intoxicating mix. When you swirl them up
together the bittersweet taste of them is enough to send shivers of
pleasure down your spine.

I
hated myself just as much as I hated him. I hated everyone in this
room but her.

But
her? I think she might hate me after the night was through.
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There
is a movement from the door behind me and it breaks my concentration.
I've been staring at my husband as he squirms with discomfort in his
chair and tries to hide the obvious bulge in his pants. I've been
trying to figure out what it was about him that used to make my
little heart go pitter-patter.

Then
I hear the movement behind me and I turn and I look at the man my
husband chose and I can't help the initial reaction that I have.
Honestly, it's just natural to me.

I
have a history of choosing the wrong man, to the point where I've
gotten pretty good at recognizing them before they break my heart.
Don't get me wrong they don't generally fit a type. I've met assholes
who are skinny and fat and bulky and wiry and everything in between.
It's not about what they look like, what their body looks like. It's
about the way they look at me.

He
arrived wearing a suit, a suit that he wore so well. The kind of suit
that makes it clear he's got money and isn't shy of throwing it
around, that he has taste as well and he could know how to make that
taste work for you.

Because
everything about him screams out his confidence, in a way that would
almost be understated if it wasn't so laughably and obviously clear
that he was trying to go for that. And the simple fact is that the
man didn't have to try at all.

He
had the kind of natural good looks that few men do, square jaw and
vibrant features. Strength spilling out of every inch of him, but not
perfection. No his nose was a little off-kilter and might have been
broken once or twice. His teeth were even and white but there was
something oddly off about them, not in a way that made him look any
less enticing.

And
his strength, the bulk of his body, had the sort of solidity that
came from plenty of work and plenty of experience. He held himself
with that kind of cocksure swagger that was backed up by that
experience, this unspoken statement that he was big, he was strong,
and he knew how to use it.

And
none of that, not one bit of it, had anything to do with the reason I
knew he was bad news.

If
anything all of those were checkmarks in his favor, because if I was
going to go through with this for my husband's sake it might as well
be with a partner that I knew could satisfy me. No, it was that look
in his eyes that told me that he was wrong for the job, that told me
this man was far too much trouble in this place and that giving him
this opportunity would only be opening Pandora's box and letting it
ravage my happy little existence.

But
it wasn't my choice. It wasn't my decision. It wasn't for me, at all,
that I said yes to this.

The
man in the doorway winks at me and I fight back the urge to roll my
eyes. He at least does me the courtesy of holding his fucking tongue
and that's some small mercy here.

But
he doesn't need to speak with words to make his intentions clear. He
lets his eyes roam over my body, those hungry eyes of his, and he
takes in every inch of me even though he last saw every inch of me
only moments ago.

God,
can't he be a little patient?

Of
course he can't. A man like this never has any patience when he's
this close to something that he wants. He'll just be panting for it,
desperate for it as he clenches his fists and balls them up and
pretends to have a patience that he doesn't truly feel and in the
end, when he finally breaks through and gets his hands on the object
of his desire, he'll make us all pay for making him wait.

Why
does the thought of that turn me on so much?

I
take a deep breath. I try to ignore the look in his eyes. I try to
turn back to my husband, but I know that I'm caught in the moment.

This
man, the bull in the china shop, steps forward and curls his finger
beneath my chin and he's so close to me that I can feel the heat and
the bulk of him and I can stare deep into his eyes and know that I'm
already lost.

That
look in his eyes. That unmistakable look. That absolutist way that he
stares at me, that he signals to me his truth and his philosophy and
his outlook on life.

Because
he looks at me with hunger in those eyes of his. He looks at me like
he owns me. He looks at me like he believes, with every part of
himself, that I already belong to him.
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My
world was defined by darkness, right up until she tore it away and
made me confront the light of my truth.

When
I felt the blindfold loosen I almost complained and when I felt it
get taken from me I opened my mouth to protest. Then I caught a
glimpse of her and god I don't think I could say a single word.

Meeting
my wife changed my life forever. I fell in love with her at first
sight.

That
is a hard thing for me to say and a damn near impossible thing for me
to admit. You have to understand, I live a life defined by numbers,
by absolute variables. I worked with numbers. I lived in numbers. I
always believed that every single thing in this world could be broken
down to that, could be counted and put in a spreadsheet somewhere and
if you had a big enough spreadsheet you could calculate every damn
thing in the world.

And
then I met her and nothing made any sense anymore.

My
wife is beautiful. Slim and yet curvaceous all at the same time. Full
breasts and tan skin and long brown hair that shimmers and always
seems to catch the light. Waist so small that you think you might be
able to grasp around it one-handed and yet an ass so full that it
spills over your hands when you palm it and squeeze.

Heart
achingly pretty. Full lips caught in a permanent pout and eyes so
deeply brown that you could swim in them. Dimples in her cheeks and a
glimmer in her eyes, in her movement, in all of her, that spoke of
her mischievous nature.

Because
truly it wasn't just that she was beautiful, it was her spirit. It
was this energy within her that made her seem like she was always on
the verge of telling you a secret and it was this truth, within her,
that made you feel like you were a part of something special when she
took you into her confidence.

I'd
been with women before, but none like her. I'd had a few long-term
relationships, but nothing like I had with her. Before I met her I'd
made my peace with the fact that the world held little in the way of
treasures and even less in the way of surprises or magic. But then
she shocked me by telling me that she wanted to be mine and all of a
sudden my whole world was different.

I
love the way she looks at me. She's not looking at me that way now.

My
wife stands before me clad in black lingerie, her body on so much
display. My coworker stands a few feet behind her waiting, handsome
in his suit, for the main event to start. Both of their eyes are on
me. Both of them make their disdain absolutely clear before they so
much as open their mouths.

It's
the way she's looking at me, devoid of any heat. Her warm brown eyes
are cold now and I've never seen anything like that before and when
she backs up and bends up her small frame towers over me and makes me
feel small now. She is terrible, in the sense of the word that
describes awe. She is a goddess, in that she can still me into
fearful silent obedience.

Her
lips curl a little, so slight that I almost can't see it. This look
passes over her, disgust at the very sight of me. She crosses her
arms over her body, just under her breasts, and the blindfold which
had shielded me from all of this swings slow and even like the beat
of a metronome.

This
is what I wanted, what I wanted without asking for. The humiliation
of this disgust sets my heart to pounding and I squirm beneath the
spotlight of her gaze. I feel dizzy, my body pumping blood but all of
it throbbing between my thighs as I feel my cock aching in my pants
and begging for satisfaction and I don't understand it and cannot
quite place what it is about this that makes all of this hurt so
much.

This
is what I wanted. Without asking she gave it to me. I'm staring it in
the face and I'm terrified, because I don't like it at all.

My
body is cleaved in two, my spirit at war with itself. The part of me
that I hate is screaming out in satisfaction at this happening to me.
It is telling me that I deserve this and that this is what I need,
this is the place I should be in and the part that I ought to play.
And the other half of me, the part that preached caution and kept my
demons at bay for as long as it could, is telling me that it's not
too late to back out now but it's wrong and I know that and it does
as well.

It's
too late to stop this. It's too late to put an end to this. I have to
move forward.

Even
if I know it means my end.
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He
looks so weak now, but I don't know that strong ever described him.
Sure he wasn't physically weak, my husband had muscle and strength in
his body, but seeing him so meek and so scared right now made me
realize just how natural that look is on him. He looks almost at
peace now, even as he starts to panic.

For
a moment, staring at him now, I wonder why he decided to make this
mistake. Because there is no question in my mind that what is
happening here is absolutely a mistake but it isn't mine, no the
fault lies with him.

I've
got my fair share of faults as well, and I know that I am far from
innocent in many respects. When my time for judgment comes I will be
damned to hell, but he'll be right there with me.

What
makes a man ask for this? What makes a man so weak? What makes a man
so small?

My
husband has a lot in this life. He has a good job, a nice home, a
beautiful wife. He has nearly everything he could ever think to ask
for and I thought he was happy, truly I did.

And
I loved him. I loved him in spite of all of his flaws which I was
more than aware of. I loved him in spite of the fact that he was
weak, because I don't need a man to be strong in order to love them.

But
I do need to be able to respect them. I don't respect him anymore.

His
eyes move from me to his coworker and then back to me. They linger
lascivious on my body before slipping up to my eyes and then with a
blush he looks away and I don't want that. I don't like that.

"Don't,"
I hear myself say, the sneer of disdain clear in my tone.

He
can't meet my eye. He can't say a word as he swallows hard and blinks
rapidly. Oh god, is he about to cry? Can't take the heat? Can't bear
the thought of what he asked me to do?

"Don't
tell me you're going to cry now," the words spill out from me,
entirely out of my control, "Can't look at me. Can't deal with
your emotions. You asked for this, you know. You asked for this to
happen."

This
is your fault.

"I
said don't. Don't fucking look away from me you weak little asshole.
Look at me. Look at me!"

He
tears his eyes off that spot in the ground he was burning a hole in
and he latches on to me. His brow is furrowed and there is genuine
fear in his eyes and I wonder, for a moment, whether he's going to
ask me to stop.

I
would. If he said he changed his mind and that he didn't want to go
forward with this I'd listen to him and I'd follow his request. This
is all for him, after all. So if he doesn't want it, it doesn't need
to happen.

But
I don't know that it would fix things. I think it's gone a little bit
too far to fix things now.

Because
when I look at him now there is no love in my eyes and that isn't an
act. I don't feel anything for him now, nothing more than disgust at
the very sight of him.

I
turn. I step back to his coworker. I drape myself over his body and
stare up into his eyes, those hungry eyes of his, teasing closer and
closer with my lips before turning back to stare at my husband with a
giggle.

His
coworker closes his hand over my ass and squeezes. He pulls me in a
little closer to me and my husband parts his lips, looking like he's
going to protest, and all of a sudden I don't want that to happen.

"Keep
your fucking mouth shut," I sneer, "You asked for it and
now you're going to get it. I don't want to hear your voice while I'm
having my fun, while we're having our fun."

Moving,
I shimmy out of his coworkers' arms and slither over to my husband
instead. I tease close to him like I teased his coworker, but when my
husband's lips part I respond by pressing his blindfold in and
gagging him with it. A part of me hopes that he chokes.

"You're
going to sit here and keep your fucking mouth shut," I instruct
him, "You're going to watch. You're going to enjoy the show.
You're going to sit there with that fucking bulge in your pants like
the weak little pervert you are and you're going to witness this and
maybe, if I'm lucky, you're going to learn a thing or two about how a
real man fucks a woman."
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Where
has my wife gone? This woman is not her.

This
woman is something else, is someone else. This uncaring and
statuesque beauty is so unlike the woman that I loved that I don't
recognize her. I don't see one bit of my wife in her.

And
I don't know if I hate that.

She
laughs as she slips just out of reach of me and she twirls, giving me
a good view from every angle. One full rotation and then she's
looking at me again and her heels are click, click, clicking on the
floor as she steps back and steps away from me. Closer to him. Closer
to him.

She
has always been beautiful. She has always been able to stoke a unique
fire in my heart and in my belly and in my loins. She is something
else now, something more than she has ever been before.

I
can stop this still, that's what the little voice in my head tells
me. It tells me too that this is a turning point in more ways than I
can know, that this is a door that locks once your cross the
threshold of it. Letting this happen, it's going to be the end of
things.

But
I know that I can't stop it. I know that I have no more control over
my own body and my own voice than I do hers. I can't end this now,
not when I'm so close.

My
breath burns in my lungs as I watch her turn to him and I realize
that I've been holding my breath for so long. I exhale sharply
through my nostrils and then pull in a quick breath and hold it, for
one instant, watching with rapt attention as she turns to him and
wraps herself around him.

My
wife is clad in black lace. My coworker is wearing a finely tailored
suit. They look so elegant, so perfect together, as they kiss for the
very first time.

Her
body, nearly naked and pressed against his. His arms reaching down to
hold her and to wrap around her and to squeeze her into him as she
giggles once more and then moans when he claps on and squeezes her
ass.

Her
lips parting to let in his greedy tongue, her hands playing just
under the fabric of his suit jacket to knead against his chest with
her mewling delight on full display and then I see his hand slip up
and tease the little dimple above her ass and she shivers with
delight in that way that she always does.

He
knows. She told him.

No.
He found out through experience.

The
small of her back. The brush against her ribs. The subtle sweep over
her hip and all the rest of it. All those places where her body is
uniquely sensitive and he knows them already and when he kisses her
he's kissing her like she likes to be kissed because this isn't the
first time she's ever kissed him.

But
that's madness. That's paranoia. He knew her and she knew him before
this, but only through work functions and Christmas parties and they
barely even knew each other's names.

But
she wouldn't be the first wife.

The
rumors and the suspicions. The men at work who had the rumors
swirling around behind their backs. All the stories about this man,
about this asshole, stealing wives for the sport of it all.

No,
that couldn't be. No, she wouldn't. She wouldn't hurt me like that.
She loved me too much to hurt me like that.

My
wife wouldn't cheat.

And
yet when she moans now she doesn't sound like my wife at all and when
she pulls back only to slip down to her knees she looks like someone
else. She undoes his belt with subtle grace and equal skill and she
tugs out his cock, looking at it with the look of a woman who has
seen it before.

Because
he is big, as big as advertised. So big that if this was the first
time she'd ever seen him she would have been shocked, would have been
stilled to silence.

But
she isn't.

Instead
she greets his cock like an old friend and a faithful lover. She
parts her lips around the head of him and moans, staring up at him
while she pushes down to take him in.

And
I sit in the corner, squirming uncomfortably. I taste the fabric of
the blindfold in my tongue and I hear my heart pounding in my ears,
feel the throbbing need that is going unsatisfied in me.

And
for the first time I think that maybe tonight isn't about me after
all.
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Oh
god this cock. It's good. It's so fucking good.

Apologies
to anyone out there who has ever heard and believed the lie about the
motion of the ocean and all that. Size versus skill and that old
debate, let me be the first woman to clear up that debate for you.

Skill
is important, not going to deny that. If you don't know what you're
doing then the biggest cock in the world is going to be unsatisfying.

But
the thing of it is that skill, well it's kind of overrated.

Overrated
might be the wrong word. Overstated might be more along the lines of
what I'm talking about because the point of my argument here is that
skill is achievable and learnable and all that other stuff but with
all things being equal, including skill, then size actually does
start to matter.

And
I've been with a good number of men in my time, enough to know that
when you grade them all out they each have vastly different styles
but they're all pretty equal in skill. At least the men that I've
been with.

I
think too many people conflate skill with style and they think that a
guy who just slams them into the fucking bed doesn't know what he's
doing because they prefer something soft and loving instead, or you
know the other way around.

My
point is this: if you're trying to choose between two guys and both
know how to fuck you just the way you like, then size becomes a
natural determining factor. You want something that'll fill you up.
You want something that will give you that satisfying stretch. You
want something almost oppressive, almost too much to take, and this
man could give that to me.

So
thick he made my jaw ache. So long that I could barely get
three-quarters of him in before he was pressing at my throat and
choking me off. So fucking rock hard and tasty that my mouth went
numb from him for a moment before it started to thrill from the
sensations.

Oh
god, I love sucking cock.

Every
single bit of it. The sensations of feeling something hard and
pulsing and alive on my tongue. The taste of his salty skin and his
precum, that earth scent that just made my eyes roll into the back of
my head. The rugged masculinity of him and the way he had to hold
back the animal in him while I got him wet with my spit.

When
all he wanted was to take me, to choke me on him. All he wanted was
to grab my head and pound me into oblivion, fuck my face so hard and
so fast that I fucking blacked out from it. Grip my hair until it
burned in my scalp and make my eyes roll into the back of my head as
I shuddered and shook from his force.

But
I had to go first. I had to take the lead.

So
I pushed down and pulled back. I spat on the head of him and worked
the slickness in with my fist. I stared up at him as the lust drew
deeper lines on his face and I felt him beneath my fingers twitching
like a dog at the end of its chain.

And
I ducked down to fondle his balls, to suckle and play my tongue
across them while I kept my eyes locked with him. I stroked and I bit
my bottom lip and then I heard the noise from behind me, the creaking
of the chair, and I remembered that I wasn't alone.

Funny
how that went. I'd actually forgotten about my husband.

Snapping
my head around I fixed him with a cold glare and he stopped dead,
frozen in place. I sneered as I shuffled around, making sure that
however I moved he could always see me and he could always see the
cock.

Didn't
want to block the man's view.

"Is
this what you wanted?" I asked him, "Is this what you were
hoping for? Is this the sight you wanted to see?

"Me,
your dear and doting wife, losing herself in lust over a cock that's
bigger than yours. Aching to feel it in my mouth and to feel it in my
cunt. Eager to have it. Is this what you needed, Husband?

"Are
you happy now?"
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Even
if I wasn't gagged I don't know that I could answer that. I don't
know that I knew the answer to it.

Happy?
What is happiness? What is fulfillment and when does having your cake
turn to gorging yourself with it?

When
do you start to choke?

My
wife turns back to my coworker and spits on the head of his cock. She
spins her fist around his throbbing head and pushes down, pressing
her lips and chasing her fingers as she thrusts her head three quick
times onto the length of him.

Pulling
back with a grin she turns her eyes back to me and immediately it
slips off her lips only to be replaced with a sneer of derision.

"You
do love it, don't you? Sitting there in the corner harder than you
have been for months with me. Did you know that he has a hard time
getting it up in bed? Did you know he goes soft when he's inside me?"

She
directed those questions at my coworker who just chuckled right
alongside her.

"I'm
not surprised," he replies, his voice a deep bass rumble.

"Neither
am I," she agrees, "Not anymore. I should have known there
was something wrong with him all along, should have known long before
he asked me to do this. There had to have been signs."

I
bite down on the gag in my mouth as she turns back to my coworker and
starts to bob on the length of him again. She lingers midway for a
moment before pushing down a little farther, the edges of her lips
curling into a smile as she shows him just how much she can take and
sees his reaction to it.

He
can't help himself. He grips her head and holds it. He thrusts
forward into her, rapid and hard successive strikes as he pounds her
with his cock before he finally lets her fall back gasping.

She
doesn't let go of his cock the whole time. It is her anchor, her
tether to reality, and while she talks and catches her breath she
plays with him, stroking slow and steady up and down the full length
of his shaft.

"Not
that it really matters now," she said, "Not that it matters
in any way except for lost time. The only thing it impacts is how
long it took to come to this point, to stop hiding. Truth be told,
all this was kind of... inevitable."

While
she sucked and savored his cock I let myself believe that I was
crazy. While she lingered, earlier, and took in the fullness of him I
fooled myself into thinking that maybe it was all just one big lie
that I'd been telling to myself.

Nothing
my wife had ever done had ever given me any reason to doubt her
fidelity. Not once in all the years we'd been together did I ever
even once think that she'd cheat on me.

But
I held my breath now before and I held it a little longer now. Long
enough that I was shaking, though I didn't know any longer what the
cause of my tremors were.

My
wife turned, fixing me with a slow smile and savoring the pain clear
and evident on my face. She stood slowly, still holding and still
stroking him while she kept her eyes locked onto me.

Was
this the humiliation I was looking for? This burning in my chest and
this pain prickling in my eyes? Was this what I wanted or was this a
step too far?

Had
I fallen in love with the idea of it all, without knowing that I
wasn't ready for the truth.

"I
think I see that now, think I understand it," she said, "I
think I realize what it is that made all this happen. Do you know?"

I
didn't, didn't even know whether she was asking me or him but it was
him that responded.

"No
idea."

"Of
course you don't," she laughed, "Because you're a meathead
who only thinks with his admittedly impressive cock. You don't have
the depth to wonder why you do what you do, you're impulse plain and
simple. Almost as dumb as a pile of rocks when you get hard and get
an urge to stick your cock in someone."

"Hey,"
he protested, but she cut him off with a smile.

"No,"
she said, "No that's a good thing. I like that. That's why I
chose you, after all."
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"I
was bored," I say, as if that simple statement is enough of a
justification but it isn't and it isn't meant to be. Sometimes when
you do something horrible you don't have to justify it. Sometimes
it's enough to just explain it, not to the man whose cock is in my
hand but rather to the one whose ring is on my finger, "You
bored me."

The
feel of the cock in my hand is a comfort to me. There is something
familiar about it that tickles my fancy in an old kind of way, in a
way that is almost nostalgic. It brings me back to a time that I
might think of as better. A time I certainly think of as far freer
than now.

"I
don't know that it's your fault," I muse, "Maybe it's mine
to be honest. Maybe I just was lying to myself, thinking that I could
be satisfied with something that would never be enough for me. Maybe
that's it. You could just never be enough for me."

Behind
me his coworker chuckles and I tighten my grip a little to teach him
a lesson that frankly he should have learned by now. His breath comes
out in a gasp as I put him in his place without even having to look
at him.

I
am in charge here. I am the one dictating terms. I am the one who
makes the decisions, even if it was two other men that led me to this
point.

"You
never asked me about my history," I say, "My list. My
number. My body count. Whatever the fuck euphemism you men want to
use for the number of lovers I've had in my life before you. You
never asked me for that, dear husband, and I thought that was a sign
that you were different.

"But
now I think that maybe it led to a delusion, to a misconception about
me. Maybe, just maybe, you had fooled yourself into thinking that I
was someone that I'm not."

I
step back and I feel his coworker reach for me. His hands wander over
my skin and the touch is entrancing but more than that the way his
nimble fingers work at the clothing on my body and peel it off my
skin sends shivers down my spine.

"You
have the whole wrong idea about me," I go on, "You think
that I'm some sweet little housewife. You thought that I was pure and
innocent and content and you were the first man to ever think that of
me, so I fooled myself into believing that lie as well.

"But
then this asshole behind me walks up to me at the bar at the company
Christmas party and he feeds me some bullshit line and I roll my eyes
at it, because that's what a good woman should do. He promises me
that he can make me feel so much better than you can and I wonder at
it for a second, knowing that it might be true and it might be a lie
and then, glimpsing at the ring on my finger, I realize that it
really doesn't fucking matter, does it?"

I
am naked now. I am revealed to my husband, to the wandering hands of
his coworker. I am naked for both of them and I am working the
fingers of my free hand to undress the man whose cock am I stroking
because we are seconds away from the main event now and I want it. I
need it. I need it now just like I needed it then.

"Truth
be told there are so many men in my past and truth be told I wouldn't
be able to begin to rank them if I wanted to. Not even between the
two of you could I say which of you is the better lover, you're both
just different.

"He's
bigger than you are, filling me up and stretching me out. He's harder
and he's rougher and he doesn't give a damn about me and I know it
and that makes it good, oh god that makes it so good.

"But
you've never been bad, my loving husband. You've always been good at
making me cum and you've always been so attentive, so gentle and
loving, in the way you fuck me. With you I know that it's not just
fucking it's making love, truly and sincerely.

"I
just wish that was enough."

Naked.
Both of us naked. Both of us drifting over to the bed as I turn to
him and let him embrace me and speak my truth, to both of them.

"It's
not about him versus you, it's about me. It's about what I want and
what I need. It's about what I can take.

"Truth
is neither one of you could ever be enough for me. Truth is no one
man ever could."
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I
know her well enough to know that none of this is a lie. I sit, still
as the grave, and listen as she tells me her truth and shows me just
how much of a fool I've been.

"Oh
god," she mewls in his arms, running her hands over his bulging
biceps, "I used to think that people could change. I used to
think that being promiscuous, that straying and dallying with all
different men was just a passing phase. I don't think that anymore."

She
kisses him and it's like she's tasting him. It's like he is an
appetizer or a cocktail and she's having her sip before moving on
down the line. I know now what he must have known all along: we were
all just her playthings.

"But
I can't be satisfied with just one man. I can't... I can't keep on
pretending that I am. You have to understand, both of you have to
understand. None of you can satisfy me all by yourself."

When
she kissed him again it was to emphasize the point. She attacked him
with her hunger on full display, feasting on him with hands and body
and lips as she dragged him down into her while she pushed herself up
against him.

She
was squirming with her need, all of her body language screaming out
for satisfaction. And as I watched it all unfold I felt myself
change, felt that little part of me that wanted to protest slip away
and grow quieter by the moment until there was barely even a whisper
left.

I
didn't want her to stop anymore. I wasn't afraid anymore. I wanted to
see her properly, to see her unveiled to me.

"You
haven't seen the real me before," she implored me, she promised
me, "But you're going to now."

And
the truth is exactly what she had been trying to tell me, that I had
never loved the woman that I married because I'd never known the
woman that I married. Because that woman was nothing more than a lie
stated by me and agreed to by her. I'd made her out to be who I
needed, but who I needed was not who she needed to be.

Maybe
this was natural then, just the gradual accumulation of the truth
building up until it broke down the walls and took control. I'd been
searching for an answer as to why I wanted this, this taboo fantasy
that had been running through my mind for months.

Because
I'd never in my life thought I could love anything as much as I loved
this, and now I understood why.

Her
unconscious need had worked on my unconscious mind until it had
changed me. I'd tried to change her into someone that I thought I
needed and in turn she changed me into the man she actually needed,
or one facet of that man at least.

She
needed a man like him, a man to fuck her like he wanted to hurt her.
She needed a man like me, a man too weak to stop it. She needed to be
herself, a goddess that drinks deep from the well of her pleasure.

And
me? I needed to watch.

Watch
as she moved him, as she took full control. Walking him backwards to
the edge of the bed and pushing him with a twitter and a giggle and
then standing above him and above me too, above us all on a pedestal
just high enough to see up her dress.

My
wife, my beautiful wife and the love of my life. The woman who made
me happier than I'd ever known I could be and then pushed me beyond
that to become something new. She cast a glance over her shoulder
with a grin on her lips that was pure mischievous delight. And just
like before, when I first met her, she let me in on her secret.

She
said it as she slipped onto the bed and slipped up his body. As she
positioned herself above him and pressed him down, pushing away his
hands when he tried to move her. She took full control, made sure she
had both of our attention, and then teased one last time before
satisfying.

Slipping
her hand down and moving the head of his cock so it nestled in the
warmth of her sex, but not inside. Rocking her hips slowly back and
forth, letting out a long slow sigh, and showing us both the shiver
that ran down her spine before she spoke.

"Watch.
Don't look away. Watch. Don't even blink."
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I've
had many different men in many different ways with many different
fetishes. I've always been open to trying things, well most things at
least, but have acknowledged that there are some things that never
really held any appeal for me.

Exhibitionism
was one of those fantasies. I could understand it objectively but
until this moment I couldn't really see the appeal of being watched.
Of course this isn't exhibitionism, this is cuckoldry.

But
it's all shades of the same thing. It's the act of watching and being
watched. It's the thrill of being observed when you are at your most
vulnerable, and being on display like a piece of art all at the same
time. It's the one thing that I cannot shake when I feel him enter
me, because it's the only reason I can think of for why things feel
so different right now.

"Oh
god, it feels so good when you're inside of me," I moan to my
lover, "Every single time."

I
bear down fast, taking half of his length in with a single thrust and
letting the shock of it arch my back and shake my body. We're set
just past sideways to my husband so he has a perfect three-quarters
view of my whole body from the front and still can see everything, he
can see the moment I'm pierced by his cocky and arrogant asshole of a
coworker.

He
can see how it affects me.

The
flush of red rushing up my body, rushing up my belly and blushing
over my breasts. The way my tummy goes tight with tension when he
fills me up, my softness turning hard for an instant before slipping
away once more. My back arched and my breasts jiggling, nipples
achingly hard as if begging to be touched and tasted and played with.
And my face cast in beautiful repose, half in shock and half in
overwhelming lust as I freeze like a graceful courtesan on her settee
before falling down to the task at hand.

He
has never seen me like this before. Neither of them have.

Every
time I've been with either of these men I've let them take full or
partial control, but I want everything now, at least for now. I want
to slam my hips down on this man and take him to his hilt. I want to
feel him deep within me, every bulging vein on his cock pressing
against me from the inside as his thickness threatens to burst me
open and his heat threatens to spill deep within me and invade me
from the depths.

I
bounce my hips hard, rapid, rocking my upper body forward and
slamming my hands into his chest before digging my nails in with a
hiss and his hands clap onto my hips and grip tight but he doesn't
stop me. The man knows better than to stop me.

My
eyes fall on my husband who is sitting, frozen in shock in the
corner. He is witnessing me reborn, and he knows that like a phoenix
I cannot ever go back to who I once was.

"I've
been fucking him for months," I confess to my husband, "Not
just him. A week ago when I came to see you at work and you caught up
with me just outside of your boss's office, if you'd showed up two
minutes earlier you might have walked in on me on my knees blowing
him. A month ago when we had Jim over for dinner and he disappeared
for a bit to take a call? He had me in our bed while you were
downstairs stuffing your fucking gob with lasagna. He caught me out
with Kevin. Yes, that Kevin, your best friend and your best man. I've
been fucking him nearly as long as I've been fucking this stud who is
inside of me right now. If I run through all of your best friends I
think the list of the ones whose cocks haven't been inside of me is
probably shorter than the list of ones who have."

The
confessions are coming easily right now and with that weight off me
my body moves light, moves faster and more vigorous. My hips are a
blur and the man inside of me gives up on trying to hold me down,
moves his hands rapturous up to my breasts as I bend down to let him
lick and kiss and feast on them while I bounce my hips in perfect
time.

"Oh
it's so good to be me again, to be me once more. It's so good to be
the woman I knew I was inside, to let go of that pathetic little
shallow image of a demure and good little wife."

I
look my husband in the eye, but honestly it's getting harder to
focus. I feel my eyes start to roll and I make an effort to fixate on
him once more and I can read him, because he is my husband and I know
what he's asking me. I know the question on his lips, the one choked
out by his gag, so I answer him.
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She
loved me. Past tense.

While
she was fucking him she looked me in the eye and she knew the
question I needed answered and so she told me what I needed to hear.
She told me the truth.

"I
did," she said, "Once. I did love you, but I don't know if
I do anymore."

I
think that might have been what I needed to hear, not just the truth
but that truth specifically. To know that the woman who loved me and
the woman who was breaking my heart were two separate beings,
separated by time at least, made it hurt a little less. I think.

I
was struggling to understand all of this right now, caught somewhere
in the middle between the beauty of her and the agony of losing
myself in this. Knowing that with each moment, with every rise and
fall of her hips, she was drifting a little bit farther from me but
feeling all the same that it was the right thing to do, the right
thing for her.

And
that came with such certainty that I stopped hiding myself in this
moment. My legs parted a little and my cock throbbed, pulsing up and
tenting my pants. My hands gripped the armrests of the chair that I
was in as I leaned a little forward, eyes a little wider and teeth
clenching onto the gag in my mouth as I tried to drink down every
drop of this experience.

I
wanted more. More of this view and more of this moment and more from
her. I was desperate not just to know what she was feeling but to
know why she was doing this, to understand every last element of this
moment for me.

I
can't get off to regular porn. Sure watching a beautiful woman and a
handsome man come together is a kind of interesting thing in and of
itself and a few times, well a few times that's enough. But it all
gets so boring for me if there isn't emotion backing it up, if I
can't understand the reasoning and the logic behind their actions.

I
need to know the why. I always need to know the why. I need to know
her why.

"I
did love you," she tells me now, expanding on her thoughts in
the moment, "but love is so complicated for me. I think it might
be for everyone, even if they aren't willing to admit it."

She
leans up from the man beneath her, still bouncing her hips on him but
keeping him away from her breasts. The skin of her breasts is shiny
from his attention, the skin is read from his lips and his teeth and
his gripping fingers.

"My
love is conditional," she explains, "Conditional on
respect."

Pressing
him down beneath her when he bucked up against her she held him
there. She snarled at him and dug her fingers in, holding him down
before moving her hips like a rapid-fire wave against his cock. Her
breath grew heavy and ragged while her eyes burned with a fire for
him. My wife put him in his place, staring him dead in the eye while
she spoke to me.

"I
can fuck someone I don't respect. Someone like this cocky little
asshole with the big fucking dick below me. I can fuck someone I
don't respect and I can even fuck someone I hate, but I can't love
them. I need to respect someone to love them, and I don't respect
this man at all.

"He's
just too fucking simple for me. Yes, yes you are. You think with your
dick and nothing more and that's good for a lay, because you know how
to use it, but I could never be with a man like you for anything more
than a bit of physical fun. I could never respect a man like you
enough to want you in my life for anything more than that."

I
think that hurt him a little. He reached for her but she smacked his
hands away and chastised him while he snarled back at her.

"Not
yet," she said, "Soon. Soon you'll get your chance to show
your worth."

Her
hips slowed. She kept him still. She turned her eyes up to me and
tilted her head to one side.

"Maybe
this is all a sign that I'm broken, not being able to separate love
from respect. I don't know though, I think love requires a kind of
equality that I don't really feel is here anymore between us. You,
sniveling in the corner so desperate to satisfy your urges. Tenting
out your pants and throbbing and aching for release. I look at you
and all I feel is disdain, all I know is that I can't respect you.
All I know is that I don't love you anymore. But at least that makes
it easier to break your heart."
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"Okay,"
I say to the man beneath me, "Now you can fuck me. Fuck me like
you hate me, you fucking asshole."

I
wanted him angry. I wanted the fire within him to rise and to lose
its grip on the chain holding that animal back. I wanted him
unleashed, jaw snapping as he took me and consumed me and tried his
best to claim me for his own.

He
wouldn't succeed, but I knew he would give it one hell of a try.

Gripping
me now he picked me up and carried me off the bed, his thick hard
cock still buried to the hilt inside of me. He slammed me so hard
against the wall that I felt the air rush out of my lungs and my head
was dizzy from bouncing off the wall behind it. I rolled it back and
forth on my shoulders and laughed before I felt him start to thrust
and my laughs turned into a moan.

"Oh
but you do fuck me well," I grunted, feeling his hard thickness
pounding up into me, "Oh you always fuck me so goddamn well."

I
was wrapped up all around him, my legs around his waist and my heels
dug into the small of his back. My arms around the back of him,
fingers like claws cutting into the meat of his skin. I wanted to
cause him pain while he caused me pleasure, wanting to nip at him
like an animal and laugh raucously like the crazed woman that I was.

And
I did. And it was great. And somewhere in the middle of this all I
caught a glimpse of my husband sitting right next to us, staring up
at me with disbelief in his eyes.

"Like
the show?" I asked him, mocking him and knowing that of course
he did.

My
husband's hand twitched and started to move. I saw the fingers flex
and I saw it start to shift, anticipated it before it happened and
put a stop to it.

"No,"
I ordered him, "No don't you dare fucking do it. You don't get
to satisfy yourself. You don't get to jerk yourself off like the
pathetic little cuck you are. You made this happen so you just
fucking watch it. Keep it in your pants. Don't you dare try to- OH
fuck."

I
lost my words but they were effective enough as is. The man inside of
me pulsed hard, pumping up into me while his grip kept me still.

I
shuddered, shaking and trembling in his arms. I confessed my truth as
I felt it start to happen and I stared my husband in the eyes while I
said it.

"I'm
going to cum soon. Your bully of a coworker is going to make me cum.
He's going to make me cum because he's good at making me cum, and
he's going to make me cum fucking hard.

"You
want to see it, don't you? You want to see me shiver, watch me shake.
You want to see as I shudder and lose myself to it. You want to watch
as another man makes your wife cum. Admit it."

He
was shaking like a leaf but he found it in himself to nod and it was
the most certain I'd ever seen him in my life. I stared down at him,
staring at the bulge in his pants and watching it throb as I watched
his whole body tense and watched him shudder.

I
wasn't the only one close to cumming.

"Bend
me over the chair," I ordered the man fucking me, "Bend me
over right in front of him. Make him watch from an inch away as you
fuck an orgasm into me. Make him feel my breath hot on his skin as I
shudder with ecstasy."

Grunting
in obedience he pulled me down off the wall and spun me around. I
felt the absence of him in me for an instant and then I felt him
roughly take me from behind.

He
liked fucking me doggy style. I liked it when he fucked me doggy
style.

Because
he was unlike anyone else when he fucked me like that. He was
everything I wanted and I needed dialed up to eleven. His grip on my
skin was so tight that it burned and he dragged my hips back as he
thrust forward to meet me. He fucked me, when he fucked me like this,
so hard that I was fit to burst.

And
now all that was enhanced by being so fucking close to the man that I
was supposed to love. My hands gripping the chair right next to his
arms, but not touching. No not touching. I'd never touch my husband
again.
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I
can feel her heat. I can feel her body moving. I can feel her so
close to me, so close that she's almost touching me and that even by
accident she would.

So
the fact that she isn't means that not touching me is a deliberate
choice on her part.

But
just because she isn't touching me doesn't mean I can't experience
this. All of my senses are alive, are absolutely on fire with the
moment. The scent of her sweat, of his skin. The taste of it on the
air. The feel of the chair rocking and her breath on my skin and the
fucking heat of their bodies radiating next to me. Their moans and
the rhythmic slapping of their bodies and the sight of it, everything
here and everything present and everything just so goddamn perfect
that I cannot help myself.

She
told me not to touch myself, but she never told me not to cum.

Not
that I really had any choice in the matter. Everything was so
overwhelming that it was all I could do to hold out for as long as I
did. And in the moment before I erupted I squeezed my hands tight on
the chair and clenched my eyes. I felt the heat of my humiliation
burning in my cheeks and I shivered, before I felt it build up.

It
hurt. It was so intense that it fucking hurt me. Burning up through
my shaft and pulsing as I groaned, bucking and shaking and convulsing
in the chair.

Eyes
burning hotter now. Was that tears slipping down my cheeks?

It
was her laughing, certainly. Her laughing as she saw what happened
and him giving a sound that was unmistakable in disgust. As I felt
the heat seep into my pants and start to cool, sticky and wet, I knew
that they knew.

Eyes
down now. Open and stare at the wet spot of your shame at the apex of
your bulge.

"You
just came," she told me, unnecessarily, "You came without
touching yourself. You came at the sight and the thought of your wife
fucking another man. You came... You came and you loved it, didn't
you? You came and you came harder than you've ever cum for me. Isn't
that right?"

What
is the sense in denying it? What do I gain by hiding it? Why should I
lie anymore?

Swallowing
hard I nod and I give her that satisfaction and I take a bit of it
for myself at her peals of laughter. When that laughter cuts itself
off with a moan as she once more focuses on herself, I feel my
interest come back to life. I find myself fixated by the little
points of her and him.

A
bead of sweat slipping down her neck. The pucker of the skin of her
areola. The way her teeth catch her bottom lip. The way she moves
just so, just so that she's closer to me without touching me at all.

"I'm
going to cum soon," she says, "and I want you to watch as
it happens. I don't want you to even fucking blink. I want you to
watch it and memorize it and never fucking forget it. I want you to
see every last moment of this, because you know the truth, don't
you?"

I
nod, because I do. I want her to say it, but she's a little busy
right now.

"Oh
fuck don't you stop," she demands, she orders the man behind her
and inside of her, "Don't stop fucking me. Just like that you
fucking asshole. Fuck me right and make me cum. Make me cum while my
husband watches. Make me cum good and I'll drain every last drop out
of you.

"Oh
fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me don't stop don't stop don't stop!"

He
didn't. He absolutely didn't. He had no intention and neither did
she.












HER












I
feel it rush over me and for a moment it's just perfect. It is just
the physical sensation and it doesn't really matter who is giving it
to me, but then things shift and it matters so much more.

Because
it is the physical sensation that gets me to the apex, but it is the
knowledge of all the rest of it that pushes me over the cliffside.

I
want it to be like this, I need it to be like this. I need it to be a
betrayal, because a betrayal is what makes it all so much better.

My
whole body tenses and I feel it ripple forth like a tidal wave. I
shudder and shake and I nearly lose myself, nearly touching him, but
a sneer of distaste makes me pull back.

He
is there to catch me, holding me hovering above my husband without
touching him as the climax rushes through me. The tight hot heat of
it roaring through my veins and making me tight and tense and flexing
and loose all at once.

It
is everything and it is ecstasy and it is the best I've ever had,
just like it was for him.

Oh
what a pair we are, so doomed to our damnation. Caught in a web of
our own making and barely able to understand it. Too bad we won't
last long enough to find our truth.

Trembling
on the apex I relax in his arms. I feel my lover still achingly hard
inside of me and I feel myself shivering, but I feel myself coming
back down to earth.

My
eyes focus on my husband, sitting in that chair looking up at me so
eager and expectant, like he was waiting for something more. Like a
lost little puppy just looking for... for what? For comfort? For
answers? For hope?

He
will find none of that here.

"Did
you enjoy the show? Did you like watching me cum? Did you love it?"

All
said with a sneer but his nod is sincere and that almost makes me
feel bad about it.

I
loved this man once. I can barely imagine it now.

"I'm
glad you had fun, because that's the last time you'll have it with me
or at my expense. But you know that, don't you? You know that it's
over."

I
think he does. I think he might have known from the start.
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She
extracts herself from his arms and steps back and with a few words
she has him turn my chair, spinning it around so that it's facing the
corner behind me. I sit for an instant before she slips up next to
me, her voice whispering in my ear.

"This
isn't a game. I want and I need you to know that. This isn't a game
and this isn't a dream, this is the end of us. This is me telling you
that I'm done with you. This is me telling you that I'm going to
leave you.

"And
it's because you asked for this, in part, but it's because I can't
live this lie anymore. I can't bear the thought of being close to you
after this, as heartbreaking as that might be to hear.

"But
before I go I'm going to use you once more. The climax I just had,
well it might have been the best that I've ever had and I think I
just might have you to thank for that. Your humiliation and your
shame, it was seasoning. It was fuel for my fire.

"So
a parting gift I guess, for you or for me. You sit right here. You
don't move a muscle. You listen, all night long, as the man you hate
uses me for his pleasure and for mine. You listen to me cum, over and
over and over again. You drink deep and drink your fill. Memorize
every last one of my moans and every last syllable of my cries of
pleasure.

"It's
the last you'll ever get of me."

She
didn't lie.

I
sat in my chair and listened as they came together again and again.
The rough smacking sounds of their bodies and the melodic refrains of
her cries of pleasure. The sound of it will stay with me the rest of
my life, invading my dreams and tinting my nightmares.

I
saw my coworker again at work. He told the story of this night to
everyone, sparing no detail I'm sure. My humiliation, well he made
sure that it didn't end tonight. It followed me for years afterwards.

But
I never saw her again. Even as we went through the process of our
divorce and splitting up our assets, I never saw her.

And
that made sense. I understood.

After
all, what could she ever want from a man as weak as me?
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My
Wife's Best Friend










They
said they were just friends. Turns out they were lying.










Some
men might feel insecure, knowing that their wife’s best friend
is a guy, but I never had a problem. He was a good man and while they
were close their relationship had always been strictly platonic. He’d
never had any interest in her and she’d never had any in him,
or so they said.










But
tonight everything is going to change. Tonight their vows are going
to be put to the limit. Tonight we’ll know the real answer.










They’re
alone and I’m peering in through the window. I’m watching
it all happen, watching them get close.










Confessions
and admissions. Opening up to one another in body and soul. Breaking
down barriers and falling into each other, finding their truth in the
midst of it.










Because
they want each other and they always have. They need each other and
they’re through with denying it.










Tonight
my wife’s best friend will claim her for his own. Tonight I’ll
watch it happen.










Click
here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!





My
Wife's Wild Past










I’m
a different woman. This is a different life. I’ve left my past
behind. Right up until it moves in next door.










Everyone
has skeletons in their closet and I’m no exception. I’ve
got history in this world. I’ve got a past that I want to keep
in the past. I’ve got a past that my husband would never
approve of.










It’s
been so many years and I’ve managed to keep it hidden. I’ve
kept it under wraps, my own little secret. I’ve been so good,
but the man who moved in next door knows exactly what I’ve
done.










He
knows me from the moment I first say hello, and I know why. I know
that he was lurking in the dark and watching the wild version of me.
I know that he’s seen me embrace all those men all at once. I
know that he’s seen me lose control.










I’ve
been good. I’ve kept to the straight and narrow. I’ve
stayed faithful to the man that I love and kept my promise to be his
and his alone.










I’ve
been good for so long, but the memories keep on coming back. I
thought I could hide them away and pretend they don’t exist but
the truth is even before the neighbor arrived I could feel my resolve
breaking. I’ve been bored for so long and the memories of my
past aren’t doing it for me anymore.










I’ve
been good for so long. I want to be bad again.










Click
here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!





My
Cheating Betrayal










I
didn’t want to do this. He made me do this.










Ever
have the rug pulled out from under you? One day you think that life
can’t get any better, that everything is perfect and that the
man you love with all your heart loves you in kind. And then you find
out the truth.










When
I surprised my husband on his trip out of town the last thing I
expected was to catch him with another woman. While I was reeling
from this and figuring out what to do, the last person I thought I’d
turn to is his handsome and dominating boss.










It’s
clear that I made a mistake somewhere along the way. I missed some of
the signs and indications that this was looming in the distance. His
boss tells me that this isn’t the first time my husband has
strayed, so the only question is what happens next.










It
has been so long since I last felt the arms of a man around me. It’s
been so long since I took my pleasure in the reassuring weight of a
man who needs and craves a woman like me.










My
husband’s boss clearly wants me. He can’t keep his eyes
off me and it’s only through his wealth of self-control that he
hasn’t taken me here and now. I can see it in him, the desire
for me and the desire for more.










And
the only thing I want to ask is what’s stopping him from taking
what he wants?










Click
here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!
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