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PREFACE

It’s been a full year since I published my last book. For that I apologize. I hope readers who’ve enjoyed my previous books will also enjoy this one and forgive me for my limited output. It is what it is. Life and all that.

As always, I welcome feedback. You can reach me at ben.boswell.author@gmail.com. Or go to https://benboswell.com/ for all my books and to join my mailing list.

I’d like to thank Gary and Andrew for providing feedback on a beta version of this story, and Kenny Wright for his comments on an earlier version. I do try to catch typos – I swear I do – but many still make it through, much to my annoyance.

This book is a sequel to my 2022 novella, I Gave Him My Number (IGHMN). It was planned to follow on relatively quickly but didn’t. So even those of you who read it might not remember the plot or the characters. If you have not read it, I’d strongly encourage you to do so. There are a lot of character details that won’t really make sense unless you’ve read the first book, which is available here: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0B3XW798Y. 

IGHMN is the first book in what I am calling the La Jolla cycle. It was followed by Her Personal Trainer (https://www.amazon.com/Her-Personal-Trainer-Hotwife-Story-ebook/dp/B0BGWSJJ6M/). Kayla and Jeremy – the protagonists of this current book and IGHMN – make a cameo in Personal Trainer, and Amanda and Donnie – protagonists of that book – make a cameo (or slightly more) in the present volume. That said, you don’t need to read Trainer for this one to make sense, though you might like to. Anyway, a summary of IGHMN follows.

WARNING: Spoilers ahead.

IGHMN starts with Kayla coming home from a work event distressed and immediately admitting to a flirtatious conversation with another man, Darren, at the end of which she agreed to give him her number. She’s obviously distraught that she let herself get caught up in the moment, but her husband, Jeremy, is amused. It’s not that he has a deep, Hotwife fetish – at least not yet – but rather he’s intrigued to see his very put-together wife so discombobulated. And that’s the thing to know about Kayla: She’s very self-possessed. She’s smart, a tenured professor at UCSD, super organized, and very stylish. She’s also beautiful, with dark, wavy hair, piercing blue eyes, and a great ass. And seeing her nonplused is what really intrigues Jeremy. What else is his sexy wife hiding or suppressing?

Jeremy encourages her to go on a date with Darren. He watches her dress for this other man, waits patiently for her to come home, and then quizzes her on her evening. She’s a tease and a creative storyteller. And it takes a long time for him to get her to detail the high point of the evening – a passionate make-out session in a cozy jazz bar. 

Jeremy presses her to go on another date. She agrees and in preparation does her research on cuckold fantasies. Darren invites her to his place for dinner and when she returns home, she again gives her husband all the details in a long, sexy, exchange. She details Darren’s big, thick cock, and how she worked it, first with her hands and then her mouth. Jeremy comes from Kayla’s description of the evening. 

He persuades her to go on a third date. But this one will be at Kayla and Jeremy’s home. The kids at summer camp and Kayla wants to be on her home turf for the third date. Jeremy is supposed to wait at a local bar until Kayla calls him home after Darren has left, but Jeremy can’t resist sneaking back. He creeps through his own house, coming across the detritus of a fine meal, Darren’s size 13 shoes, and then finally upstairs he hears his wife’s “romance playlist” from inside the closed bedroom door. He listens to his wife and her lover at first making love and then vigorously fucking. He retreats to the guest room as they finish, but Kayla suddenly appears before him, nude. She leads him back into the master bedroom, where Jeremy finds a porn video playing on the TV and no Darren. 

There was a Darren and she did give him her number, but everything after that Kayla made up to tease her husband. Kayla and Jeremy have great sex talking about it and thinking about it, and it gives them the courage to try it for real….


ONE

I couldn’t take my eyes off the woman sitting at the bar. She had on one of those stretchy party dresses; you know, the ones that girls are constantly adjusting because they always ride up and threaten to expose butt cheeks? It was doing just that at the moment, giving a glimpse of thigh-high stockings. A stiletto heel dangled from her toe. She laughed. I couldn’t hear it from across the room, yet her expression was so evocative that I almost could. She was staring into the eyes of a quite handsome man, whose hand rested casually on her knee.

I was rock hard, gulping gin and tonics. The woman was my wife. The man, a “bored husband” meeting up with a “bored wife,” both of them looking for a little “excitement.” At least that was the post we’d put online when we decided to play this particular game.

Kayla blames me. I blame her. In neither case is “blame’ anything other than part of the game. We spar like that. Always have. I hope we always will. Even if it can be a little much for other people in our lives. I guess we’re both a little selfish in that way. I’ve always been more interested in entertaining Kayla than whomever we happen to be socializing with.

But “blame.” So, yeah, the whole wife-watching thing was my fantasy. But she’s the one who outed me by admitting to a flirtation. And she’s definitely the one who stoked that small flickering flame into a roaring bonfire by convincing me, over the course of a very intense week and a half, that she was actually having an affair. As it turned out, it was all a game on her part, but if her intention had been to hook me, good and proper, it worked.

It took another couple of months of pleading – mixed in with some of the most passionate and intense sex of our lives – before I was able to convince her to go further. Hence the online posts, and now her date with Mick, a name, which, by the way, annoyed me. I mean, is that it? Mick? Short for Mickle? Or Micky? Douchebag name, am I right? Or maybe it was the way his hand seemed to trace circles on her inner thigh that was making me nuts?

Because, yeah, no matter how much you want it, or think you want it, and no matter how hard it makes your dick, you do resent the man who is romancing your wife. At least I did. It didn’t bother me enough to mention it. I didn’t dare risk scaring Kay off from this adventure. And, for all I knew, Mick, despite his name, was a perfectly lovely person. Though where is the fun in that? If you’re already fantasizing about another man having his way with your wife, you sort of want him to be a rogue.

They ordered a second round of drinks. I stared at my wife’s bright, painted lips, curled into a delightful smile, and at her smokey eyes sparkling as he spoke. I noticed his hand slide further up her dress. She gave him a coy, raised eyebrow. He leaned in and they kissed. It was rapid but intense and it left them both a little flushed. I knew her panties were wet and his cock hard. Their shared smiles all but confirmed it.

She slid back on her stool. He read the gesture astutely and straightened up, his hand back in his lap. Then he launched into a story of some sort. She punctuated it with grins and occasional laughs and periodically placed her hand on his forearm to ask a question. Mick seemed to have the gift of gab. By the time he was done, and she was laughing and shaking her head in amused disbelief, his hand was again on her thigh.

Another kiss. Longer, his hand grazing her cheek. And then another, a still more lingering kiss that ended with their fingers intertwined and grinning at each other.

He said something. She nodded. He got off his stool and helped her off hers.

I gasped. This was it. Next stop, his hotel room. That would be the end of my voyeurism, but the start of her night and his. Urgent kissing in the elevator. Frantic fumbling with the room key. Then inside. No way they’d make it to bed. Would she drop to her knees and suck his cock? Or would he spin her around, yank up that dress, slide her thong to the side, and hammer her from behind?

He took her hand. I followed after them. I wanted to keep them in sight for as long as possible. They turned left. I chuckled. They were so aroused they didn’t know the way to the elevators. Then I groaned. No, I was the one without enough blood flowing to my brain. He led her into a restaurant, a trendy Japanese place.

I hesitated. Spying on them in the bar was easy. I wasn’t quite sure how I’d manage it now. It didn’t help that they were guided into the back, away from the bar, into the darker recesses of the establishment. I wondered if he’d specifically asked for something romantic.

The bar was crowded, but I found a stool. I ordered a drink and pondered my next move. Nature provided a suggestion. I placed my napkin over my drink and headed toward the bathroom. I spotted them on my way and discreetly observed them.

Their menus were still on the table. They were too engrossed in conversation to peruse them. A waitress arrived. I didn’t see the rest of the interaction. I couldn’t just stand there gaping.

I went to the facilities and peed. Or tried to. I wasn’t fully aroused, but enough to slow the process. By the time I was done and washed up, I noticed a bottle of sake on their table as I headed back to my spot at the bar.

The temptation to make another reconnaissance trip was nearly overwhelming. Were they kissing again? Did he have his hand between her thighs? Had she, maybe, wriggled out of her panties and placed them, warm and damp, in his palm?

I gulped my G&T and ordered another. I checked my watch. Fucking hell. Less than five minutes since my last trip. I set a timer. At least fifteen minutes between visits.

I had another G&T and then ordered a Pepsi as filler. If I drank my way through their dinner, I’d end up in a heap on the floor.

My timer went off, phone vibrating. I went to the restroom again. They had some edamame on the table now. She was again leaning forward, rapt or at least making a great show of it. I saw her glance in my direction as I passed, her lips curling almost imperceptibly. Then she laughed and placed her hand on his. My heart ached and my dick throbbed.

Back in my seat, I ordered a couple of rolls and bided my time. I don’t remember what they tasted like. I don’t remember much of anything actually. I don’t know who was sitting next to me on either side. I can’t remember if my stool had back support. I think the bar counter was black with colored swirls, but I can't be sure of that either.

I made another trip to the men’s room. They had a platter of sushi on the table between them, sharing. This time Kayla was doing the talking, animated, speaking with her hands as she did when she was excited. He was chuckling and nodding. I had the uncanny suspicion that she was talking about me, maybe even acknowledging that she wasn’t really a “bored wife” but rather a “hot wife” with a wannabe cuckold for a husband. I felt my cheeks redden. I hurried past them.

When I returned to my stool, I ordered another drink. I put twenty minutes on my timer and promised myself that my fourth bathroom visit would be my last. I nursed my G&T. I was buzzed enough already.

The food and caffeine had settled my stomach somewhat, but my heart still raced. The longer the evening progressed the more likely, it seemed to me, that something would happen. Kayla had teased me before and then revealed it was all just a tease. She hadn’t even been willing to have drinks with another man because she didn’t want to mislead another person. I managed to talk her into playing online by noting that, on the Internet, there was no reality. At least not at first. You don’t know with whom you’re communicating. But even then, she was reticent. Her admirable sense of rectitude militated against involving other people. But Mick… he was another person, and the longer they spent in each other’s company the more guilty she’d feel about wasting his time. Kayla’s her own woman. She’d never do anything she didn’t want to do, but I knew that every minute she spent with him added to the psychic debt she’d feel.

I almost missed them as they walked past me. I got up to follow and then realized I needed to settle my bill before I could go. I looked around frantically for my waitress, but by the time I caught her eye, which was really just a few seconds, I knew it was too late. Kayla and Mick were gone, and I had no idea where.

I put the meal on my room charge and lurched out into the crowd. I peered around and sighed.

***

I didn’t see Kayla again for nearly six hours.

At first, I tried to pass a normal evening. I cashed in a few hundred at the blackjack table, but lost most of it quickly, and then forgot to double a nine against a five, which made me realize I might as well just write a check to the casino. Then I went to one of the bars and had another drink, but it made my head spin. I started toward the Strip to take a walk, but it was hot and crowded, and I turned around before going fifty yards. There was a band playing live music in another bar, but it was too loud and scratchy. Sometimes Vegas is just too much. I stopped by the casino store, picked up a couple of beers, and headed upstairs.

And then I waited… and waited… and waited.

I finished off the beers pretty quickly, and almost went back downstairs to get more, but I didn’t want to risk missing her return. Of course, as it turned out, I could have made several trips. But who knew?

They say marriage is hard work. That’s never been my experience. Of course, there are stresses and over many years there will be ups and downs, annoyances and frustrations. But I never experienced anything that felt like “hard work.” And I still didn’t. But there had been moments, since we started playing this game, where I began to understand how it was possible for a marriage to be genuinely difficult. This was my idea, my fantasy, but it did, sometimes, provoke in me a surprising, powerful, and disturbing sense of unease. A disquietude that went against my nature. And I suspect it was that which appealed to both me and Kayla.

Where the fuck was she? I was pretty confident she was okay. She’d have never let herself get lured out of the hotel or off the Strip, which meant she remained under the watchful eyes of a million surveillance cameras. Wherever she was, she was there of her own accord. Which meant that she might be sitting alone, somewhere, sipping a drink and amusing herself scrolling through the #catsoftwitter knowing full well that I was eagerly awaiting her return, my imagination running wild. Or, she might be continuing a sweet, romantic evening with Mick. Maybe they were watching the Bellagio fountains or having fun at a raucous craps table. Or, of course, she might be in his room, bouncing on his dick, her perfect ass rising and falling on his thick cock.

All of those options got me going, all in different ways, all surprisingly emotionally provocative because either she was toying with me, or bonding with him, or, well, getting royally fucked. And as the hours passed, the kernel of annoyance, jealousy, and angst grew in size and its impact became increasingly difficult to deny. My inability to focus on anything else – my surroundings, cards – transformed into an obsession with her and what she was doing at that very moment. And in that obsession, that angst, I recognized both the excitement and the danger, the way in which those emotions, channeled poorly, could turn a marriage into hard work.

I stood up and started toward the door. I needed to do something. Then I stopped. No, I wanted to wait for her. I laughed. Fucking Kayla. She was good at this. I stripped down to my boxers and threw myself back onto the bed. I reached down and ran a finger over my shaft, which instantly went into full boner mode. And then I waited some more.

***

It was 2:32am when she returned to our hotel room.

I’d spent the past couple of hours psyching myself up to be cool and collected. I didn’t want her to know how tormented I’d been. I remained lying on the bed, a book carefully positioned beside me, and only the bedside light remaining on. Nonchalant, you know, just reading patiently.

“Where’ve you been?” I asked. It came out squeaky. A teenage boy addressing his crush. I groaned. So much for calm, cool, and collected.

Kayla ambled into the light. She looked ravishing and a little tired. I noted that she’d washed off her makeup. My stomach did a flip.

“I’ve been in Mick’s room.”

I hesitated. We’d been down this road before.

“We agreed,” I said, “no more, um, embellishing.”

She smiled and sat down beside me on the bed. I realized she didn’t have her thigh-highs on anymore.

“No more embellishing,” she agreed.

“So, what happened?”

She spun to face me, drawing her knees up beneath her. Her dress was so short that I could see everything. Or more accurately, nothing. Just bare legs. A closely trimmed muff. And a naked, hairless pussy.

“I kissed him.”

“I know that,” I replied.

“He touched my legs.”

“I know that too.”

She peeled her dress off her shoulders. I knew she hadn’t worn a bra, but I still gaped as she exposed her lovely, dark, nipples.

“I showed him my tits.”

She reached up and pinched her nipples until they stood out, erect and suckable.

I gulped. “Then what?”

“What do you think?” she asked.

“No, Kay. You promised. No teasing.”

She shook her head and smirked. “I promised no such thing. I promised not to embellish, or, let’s be even more stark... I won’t lie to you. I won’t say anything that is untrue. And I won’t even mislead you with verbal tricks, as much fun as that can be.”

“So, tell me.”

She wagged a finger at me. “I’ve promised the truth, nothing but the truth.”

“But not necessarily the whole truth,” I sighed. “Lies of omission are still lies.”

“Only if by doing so I deliberately foster a misconception.”

“Which you are.”

“How so? You can’t possibly be arguing that I have an affirmative duty to rebut anything you cook up in your smutty little mind.”

I sighed again. I wasn’t going to win this sort of argument with her. She did this sort of thing for a living.

“You’re not going to tell me?” I asked.

“I probably will. At some point. But no, not right now.”

“That’s not fair.”

She laughed. “Oh, Jer. You are turning into an old fuddy-duddy, you know? Here I am, more than half-naked, bare-assed, tits out, having just spent the last few hours with another man, and you want to have a debate over, what, the meaning of truth? Is that really what you want? Keep asking questions. Maybe you’ll get the answers you want.”

“You washed off your make-up,” I said.

“It got smudged. The kissing got pretty passionate.”

“Just kissing?”

“What else could it be?”

“You could have sucked his cock.”

She peered down at my boxers and raised an eyebrow. “Like this?” she asked.

Kayla leaned forward and slid my cock into her mouth. Without hesitation, she swallowed me whole. Her mouth was delightful, her tongue active and playful. I moaned softly. She moaned in return.

As good as her mouth felt on my prick, all I could think about was whether she’d recently been doing this to another man.

“Did he enjoy this as much as I am?” I asked.

She sucked and licked for another few moments. She straightened up and stroked my now-wet cock firmly with her hand.

“That’s creative,” she grinned. “Starts with a compliment. Puts me in a position to refute your presumption or confirm it by failing to do so. Certainly more clever than asking me if he was bigger than you.”

Was he? I managed to choke off those words before they came out of my mouth. “You’re deflecting.”

“I am. Surely you’d be disappointed if you trapped me so easily.”

I nodded and then moaned as her hand worked my knob.

“I suspect it would be difficult to tell if I’d sucked one cock or ten. Maybe you’d like to try something else and see if that gives you any clues?”

She rolled onto her back, her dress bunched at her waist, and pulled her knees to her chest. I peered at her pussy, visibly aroused.

“Do you think you could taste another man?” she asked. It was a tease she’d used before, but this time a real man was involved. “Maybe a hint of latex? An inkling of musk? A soupçon of come?”

“You might have washed,” I noted.

She laughed. “Then perhaps a whiff of soap.”

She ran a finger between her folds, wriggling slowly on the bed.

“Would you want me to eat another man’s come?” I asked.

“The idea doesn’t excite me particularly. But nor would I stop you.”

I massaged her inner thighs. She flicked at her clit. Her pussy was too tempting to resist. I leaned forward and licked her juicy folds. She moaned softly and grabbed the back of my head. She was very wet, very excited, but I couldn’t discern any clear signs of another man. There was a hint of salt, but was it sweat or come? There was no way to know. I licked her clit. She sighed.

“Tell me,” I begged.

“No,” she chuckled. “Fuck me. See if I was stretched out by a big, fat cock.”

I scooted up on the bed and slipped off my boxers. I pressed the head of my cock against her pussy. Her lips cleaved open and seemed to suck me inside. I entered her. She was wetter than usual, looser too. What was that evidence of? Of another man or just her arousal?

She clapped her hand around the back of my neck and pulled me in for a kiss. Her tongue pressed into my mouth with desperate urgency. I thrust in harder. She gasped and her body squirmed beneath me. I felt her hunger and desire. It matched my own. Her other hand cupped my ass.

“Harder,” she gasped.

She was close, and so was I.

“Oh God,” she hissed.

I felt her pussy spasm. I came immediately.

I slowly pumped into her as my cock emptied and began to soften. She rolled me off her and we lay, side-by-side, breathing heavily.

“I think you contaminated the crime scene,” she joked.

“So, there was a crime?”

She chuckled. “Just a joke. Don’t read anything into it.”

I stared at the ceiling. “Did you have sex with him?”

“Sex is an interestingly ambiguous term.”

“You’re reaching. Is this one of those, it depends on what the meaning of the word ‘is’ is situations?”

“Just trying to be precise. For some people, sex refers to any act of physical intimacy. For others, it refers only to procreative vaginal intercourse. You know all about technical virgins, of course.”

“I may have heard of the concept. Are you telling me you had anal sex with him?”

She laughed. “I think you might have noticed evidence of that. But no, I did not have anal sex with him.”

“So, what did you do?”

“Now that will have to remain a mystery for a while still.”


TWO

My wife is a tough nut to crack. She’s cagey as a fox… or wait, is the expression “crazy like a fox”? Kayla would know, but it is probably better not to ask. I expected that she’d come clean after a day or two, but I did a lousy job concealing my impatience, and I think that provoked her to continue the torment.

My next scheme involved our friends Donnie and Amanda. Donnie and I worked together many years before when he was an engineer and I was a financial analyst at the same firm. We both moved on several times career-wise but remained close friends. And our then-girlfriends, now-wives, grew close as well. We watched their kids. They watched ours. We sometimes vacationed together and had dinner together almost weekly. They had taken care of our kids during our jaunt to Vegas.

“You know they’re going to ask us about our trip,” I noted, trying my best to sound casual. We were preparing to meet up with them for dinner the weekend after we returned.

“We had a romantic getaway,” Kayla replied. She was doing her makeup, shaping her eyebrows, putting on a coat of glossy red lipstick.

“So, that’s all we’re going to say?”

“What would you like us to say?”

“You look like old Hollywood.”

“That’s the idea,” she said.

“I mean, I think they’d find the whole thing amusing.”

She turned toward me. “They would. And I would too. I’m wondering if this is something you want to share.”

“Why not?”
 

She chuckled. “Well, admitting that you have fantasies about your wife… and another man… might be a little awkward.”

“It’s not like he fucked you up the ass,” I replied.

She chuckled. “So crude. Please refer to it as sodomy or, as the French sometimes say, ‘le butsex.’”

“Do they really say, ‘le butsex’?”

“I don’t think the Académie Française has officially signed off on the usage, but yes, it is a common expression.”

“And how might you know this?”

“Did I never tell you about Claude and my semester abroad?”

“No, and actually, I think you told me you’d never had anal sex.”

“A girl is entitled to some secrets. And not all guys are eager to hear about their wives’ past debauchery.”

I adjusted my cock in my pants but also recognized a distraction when I heard one. “So, about Donnie and Amanda?”

She shrugged. “I’m game if you are.”

***

I had figured that Prosecco cocktails followed by copious amounts of wine and an attentive audience might have led to some disclosures, but Kayla gave up nothing, although it was, otherwise, a lovely evening.

Still, in the Uber home, I stewed. I was game. But it seemed to me that her silence about key events violated the spirit of the game. She had, after all, spent over five hours with another man. She’d kissed him. He’d caressed her thighs. She’d shown him her breasts. So, something had happened, whether or not it included le butsex or procreative sex.

Back in our bedroom, after we said goodnight to the kids, I raised the issue.

“You’re not being fair, you know.”

She tilted her head and contemplated me. “Neither are you,” she said after a few moments.

“I mean, you… wait, what do you mean I’m not being fair? What have I done?”

She walked to her mirror and removed her earrings, placing them carefully back in her jewelry box.

“See, here’s the thing. This is your fantasy, but I am doing all the work and taking all the risk.”

“I’m not… I’m not forcing you into anything. Remember this began with –”

“Me flirting with another man in a bar. Yes. Mea culpa. Mea maxima culpa. If I were Catholic I’d surely have to say three Hail Marys and four Our Fathers. A token penance for a token crime.”

“It wasn’t a crime. It’s just… look, whatever. Fair enough, this is mostly my fantasy. But, I don’t want this to be some sort of gift you give me. And… I don’t know… did you really not enjoy your evening with Mick? You really did seem to be having fun.”

“I did have fun. I do like flirting with attractive and interesting men. But that’s not the point.”

“So, what is the point, Kay? I mean, other than just teasing me? Because, look, the teasing is hot… but it’s not an end-point.”

“What is the end-point? Is it us having a little fun? Or what?”

“I mean, yeah, but….”

“But what?” she prompted.

I sighed. “I find it exciting, but I feel like the make-believe has sort of run its course.”

“Mick was a real man. We shared real kisses.”

“Middle school stuff.”

“You know what, Jer, fuck you!”

“What?”

“This is easy for you. Just a hot, little fantasy –”

“Now wait –”

“No, you wait. What are you going to say? How you’re making some big sacrifice, taking some big risk because you’re letting your woman be with another man? Like, what, my body belongs to you, and it’s a big concession on your part to –”

“I did not say that!” I replied hotly.

“No? So, what’s your skin in the game? Other than some other man getting access to one of your possessions?”

“I don’t think you’re my possession. That hurts, Kay.”

She softened. “I know you don’t. I’m just trying to make a point. For me the risk is real. I’m the one connecting with another man. Letting him touch me. Kiss me. And I’m the one half-dressed or mostly undressed in a strange man’s hotel room. And if this all went as you seem to have hoped, it would be me in his bed, completely open and vulnerable. Do you have any idea what it is like for a woman to be with a new man? Alone with someone bigger and stronger than you? Someone inflamed by passion, not knowing whether he will respect your boundaries? Every woman I know has had bad experiences. I’ve been lucky, honestly. The worst I’ve ever had is a guy going a little too deep in my mouth and then thinking it was okay to come on my face without asking first.”

“I’m sorry. You’re right. This was selfish. And… I’m sorry. I won’t mention this –”

“No. That’s not what I meant. Or at least not all of it. Because, yeah, all of that is true, but it isn’t the whole story. There is that risk, that danger, but there is also excitement.”

She paused and took my hand. We sat down on the bed side-by-side.

“I was turned on. He was fun and sexy. I enjoyed kissing him. And not just because I knew it was turning you on.”

“I wasn’t even around for most of it.”

She laughed. “But you were thinking about it the whole time.”

I nodded.

“It does all turn me on,” she said. “And… I don’t want it to stop either. But I need it to feel more mutual.”

I laughed. “Well, if you need me to have sex with another woman….”

“Um, no. Not my fantasy, Babe. Sorry.”

I shrugged. “Not really mine either.”

She rolled her eyes.

“What happened with Mick?” I asked.

“I’ll show you.”

I felt my heart skip. She stood up and turned around. “Help with the zipper?”

I unzipped her polka dot halter dress, and she let it pool to the floor with a sexy shimmy. She unclipped her bra, slipped it off, and then turned to face me. She hooked her thumbs in her panties and eased them over her hips, sliding them down over her thighs, and then off completely. She stood completely unclothed.

I was hard and more than a little terrified. She had stripped naked for him.

“Now you,” she said.

I fumbled out of my clothes, nervous beneath her persistent attention. She had stripped for him and then watched intently as he stripped for her. I removed my socks last and sat down on the bed. She took a step closer. I gasped. I could almost sense what would happen next, what had happened that night in Mick’s hotel room. She would either drop to her knees and suck my… his cock. Or she would climb in my lap and impale herself on my… his cock.

She took another step forward, edging between my thighs. I shivered excitedly. My dick throbbed, pre-come beginning to leak. Her nipples were engorged, her slit glistening. Mick had seen her like this, aroused, ready for his mouth and his cock. She reached out and pressed her panties to my nose. I inhaled deeply of her arousal and cupped my hand over hers.

I looked up at her. She was smiling.

“Do you like what you see?” she asked.

“Yes,” I croaked out, just as he must have.

She left her thong in my possession and pulled her hand away from my face. Then she turned. I peered at her sexy ass and wondered if le butsex had really been off the table. She took a step away from me, and I groaned in frustration. She approached her dressing table and grabbed the chair by the top rail, dragging it closer to me, stopping just a few feet away. She sat down and parted her legs.

“Play with yourself,” she ordered.

I hesitated and she led by example. She spread her legs wider, slouched down, and began rubbing her juicy pussy. I grabbed my cock and began stroking myself up and down. I tried to match her pace, jerking myself in time with her fingers circling her clit.

“You have a nice cock,” she cooed.

“You have a beautiful pussy,” I replied.

With a grin, she pressed a finger inside herself and moaned softly. I rubbed myself faster. My cock was coated with pre-come and started squishing in my hand, an aural stimulation matched by the sound of her alternating between finger-fucking herself and playing with her swollen nub.

“I want to see you come,” she said.

I nodded and stroked myself faster. Her eyes widened in excitement. She moaned louder, rubbing her clit more aggressively.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped as my cock jerked and jism arced up onto my chest and stomach.

She lifted her ass off the seat and growled loudly as her legs quivered and her belly rippled. She stood suddenly, cupped my neck, her hand covered with her arousal, and kissed me hard.

“That’s what I did with him,” she said.

“Nothing else?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No, but I wanted to. I wanted to lick his cock clean, get him hard, and ride him all night.”

My cock twitched. “You should have.”

“Are you sure? Are you sure you want me to have sex with another man?”

“Yes,” I gasped. I don’t think I’d ever been more sure of anything. “Do you want to have sex with another man?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“So –”

“But,” she interrupted, “it needs to be equal. The risk. The danger.”

I chuckled. “You want me to have sex with another man too?”

“Maybe one of those guys who sent us dick pics when we put up the ad?”

“I think I probably should start with someone a little smaller.”

“No, I don’t want you to have sex with another woman or another man.”

“That’s fine, so….” I trailed off. “You have an idea.”

“Yes.”

“Spill.”

“You can say no, of course.”

“Of course.”

“I want to have sex with someone you know.”

That was a surprise. It hadn’t occurred to me that she had a thing for any of our acquaintances.

“Who?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know.”

I shook my head. “I don’t understand.”

“If you want me to take a lover, it’ll be someone you know. Someone you know well. Someone you see if not daily then at least regularly.”

“Okay, but… who?”

“That’s the thing, Jer. You won’t know who.”

“I still don’t understand.”

“From now on, if you’re game, I will tell you everything I do with other men. Everything and immediately after it happens, or at least as soon as I can manage without sacrificing the mystery. But I won’t tell you who I did it with.”

I shook my head slowly, not turning down the offer, but still not clear on what she was proposing.

She laughed. “So, like, one day, I might come home and tell you that I had le butsex with another man. I’ll tell you all about it. How I seduced him. How I sucked his cock to get it hard and wet for my ass. How it felt as he entered me and came inside me. I’ll come home with his load running down my thighs.”

“And when will you tell me who?”

“Never. That’s the trick, your skin in the game, knowing that the man with whom you’re having drinks or talking sports, that it’s possible he’d had me and will continue to have me. That the hand you’re shaking has played with my tits, that the back you’re slapping has been scratched by my fingernails.”

“That’s… crazy.”

“But weirdly hot, right?”

“Weirdly,” I confirmed. “Is this, like, a long-standing fantasy of yours?”

“To fuck one of your friends?”

I nodded.

“No, I mean, not really. But… I have thought about it.”

“You have?”

“Sure. Haven’t you sized up my friends too?”

“I’m a man.”

She laughed. “Men are so, so stupid sometimes. Does it really not occur to you that I, and basically all women, have sexual thoughts? That we see a handsome man… or sometimes just a man who, for whatever fucking reason, pushes our buttons. And your mind goes there?”

“Where?”

“I wonder if he has a big dick. I wonder if he fucks hard. I wonder… well, you get the picture.”

“About my friends?”

“Friends. Work colleagues, mine and yours. Random dudes I see on the street. Big sweaty construction workers. The heart wants what the heart wants.”

“That’s not your heart talking.”

“The twat wants what the twat wants.”
 

“That’s almost poetic,” I said.

“Emily Dick-me-now? E.E. Cum-in-my mouth?”

“Puns are beneath you.”

“And if we do this, I’ll definitely be beneath someone.” She tilted her head. “Okay, Jer. Post-nut clarity time. Do you want to do this?”

“Yeah. Fuck yeah.”

She laughed. “You’re nuts.”

“We’re a matched set.”


THREE

We agreed that the new phase of our game would begin immediately, and of course, either one of us could call an end to it at any time.

The first time I left the house after, I realized what a jolt of adrenaline it was. Kayla had kept it purposely vague who qualified as “someone I saw regularly.” That meant I was sizing up every man I ran into as a potential lover for my wife. Not that I would have any say in who it was, of course. Kayla made clear that was up to her.

I’d promised Kayla I’d patch up a gap in our backyard fence through which coyotes periodically entered. After a trip to Lowe’s for supplies, I was out back working on the project.

“Making sure we can’t sneak in to steal your tomatoes?”

I looked up to see our neighbor Charles.

I chuckled. “Coyote control.”

“Oh sure, keep them penned up in our yard why don’t ya?”

Charles was originally from Minneapolis and still periodically dropped some Midwesternisms in conversation. He and his wife Janey were a bit older than us, in their mid-50s, and had recently become empty nesters. In their wedding pictures, they were both blond-haired and blue-eyed, classic upper-plains Scandinavian stock. He was greyer now, and his skin had adapted to the Southern California sun, giving him a bit of a rugged, Hollywood cowboy appearance, Gary Cooper in particular.

“It’ll be like having pet dogs,” I replied. “Without having to walk ‘em.”

“Need a hand?” he asked.

“Naw, I think I can manage this one. You guys have any plans this fall?”

“I have a trial coming up, so trapped here. Janey though is going to visit her sis back home for a bit. She just had her first grand. I think Janey is jealous.”

That gave me a rush. I didn’t think Kayla would hunt so close to home, and I doubted she’d be willing to hurt Janey that way. But Charles was a handsome, handsome man, close at hand, and soon to be single for a while. It was all too easy to imagine her ending up in his bed. I gave myself a quick head shake to clear away that vision.

“Hopefully she’s not sharing that with Becs.”

Becky was their oldest, twenty-eight and recently married. She was a ravishing beauty, and from the time she turned eighteen, and not a moment before, I swear, I’d occasionally had lewd thoughts about her.

Charles laughed. “She can’t help herself. Becs, though, has never been one to give in to that sort of motherly pressure. She’ll have kids or not on her own schedule. Alright, man, if you do need help, just holler.”

“Sounds good,” I replied. And then, added, “And when Janey’s out of town, don’t be a stranger. Hate to think of you rattling around in that big house all by yourself. You’re always welcome to come for dinner or whatever.”

He grinned. “Sounds like a plan.”

I watched him walk back up the hill to his house. What the fuck was that? We got along well with Charles and Janey, but didn’t socialize much. As I replayed the conversation in my mind, it almost felt as if I’d literally invited him to come over and plow my wife. I hadn’t, had I? How would he interpret it? Certainly not how I feared… or maybe hoped… he would. That was all in my head. But it was difficult to shake the intrusive, and seductive, notion that I’d be dangling a very tempting bait in front of my wife.

I took a deep breath and began to pull nails from the damaged board.

***

My shirt was drenched as I returned to the house after repairing the fence. Kayla was waiting for me with a glass of lemonade.

“All fixed?” she asked.

“Yeah. Had to replace the board. Rusty nails made it a bit of a challenge, but got it done.”

“You know we could just have called Manny, right?”

Manny was our handyman. He’d painted most of our house over the years and did various yard work that I considered too onerous. He was short, muscular, with thick, dark hair, a bright smile, and, well-defined calves from many hours on a soccer pitch.

“I handled it.”

She shrugged. “Okay, but we also have a few projects around the house I’m sure he could handle expertly.”

“I don’t think I see him regularly,” I noted.

“Well, that is something we can easily redress.”

“Or undress.”

She grinned. “As the case may be.” She waited a beat before continuing. “I saw you talking to Charles. You know Janey’s going out of town soon?”

“He mentioned something about it.” I paused. “I invited him to come over at some point, maybe for dinner.”

She raised an eyebrow. “And maybe dessert.”

“He… um… he’s a little close at hand, no?”

“Would you like to negotiate an exclusion zone?”

“Would you agree to that?”

She laughed. “No. But I’d be curious to see what you’d offer up in return.”

“What are you looking for?”

“Just a good time.”

***

She was in rare form that night. Despite all the sexiness of late, we were still an old married couple. Sunday night did not usually feature more than making sure we, and our kids, had all the appropriate ducks in a row for the work/school week to come. So, yeah, I was a little surprised to walk into the bedroom at a little past ten, to find Kayla doing anything other than taking out her contacts and brushing her teeth.

Instead, she was in front of the mirror, with a stack of panties at her side, trying them on, one after another.

“Oh good,” she chimed when she saw me. “Here is one of the few things where I can really use a man’s opinion.”

I chuckled. “I’m pretty sure you’d take my head off if I said that same thing but with the genders reversed.”

“Are you more interested in defending the patriarchy or telling me which of these makes my ass look the best?”

I laughed and sat on the bed. “Is there a special occasion I should be aware of?”

“One never knows whom one might run into, Darling.”

“I think you mean whomst.”

She turned and waved her ass at me. The skimpy, sheer triangle in the front became a narrow strip between her ass cheeks. Her lovely, lovely ass cheeks.

“Might as well wear a g-string,” I said.

“I have a few of those. But I don’t know. I think I’m looking for slutty, not tawdry. Available, but not necessarily for sale.”

“Are you bashing sex workers?”

“Not even a little,” she retorted. “But it is about sending the proper message.” She waved her ass again. “So?”

“That does look a little stripperish.”

She smiled and said, “I’ll save that one for a second date then.”

“You’re planning to go on dates?”

“Just a figure of speech. What shall we call them? Assignations? Encounters? Rendezvous?”

“Hook-ups? Booty calls?”

Completely naked, she pawed through her undies. She finally found a pair she liked and slipped them on. It was super sheer, black and pink lace, thong back, but just on this side of proper. The sort of panties you expect to be matched with a tight, gray pencil skirt, and leather boots.

“What do you think?” she asked. “Does it say, I wasn’t expecting to be in this situation, but I’m glad I happened to dress up?”

I chuckled. “Might be a bit much for Manny,” I noted.

“Don’t be an ass, Jer. Just because he’s a Latino laborer does not mean he doesn’t have class.”

“Fair enough. That wasn’t a nice thing to say. Consider me chastened.”

She reached into a separate pile and found the matching bra. She slipped it on and turned to face me.

“Do you wish I had bigger boobs?” she asked.

“Are you serious?”

She laughed. “No.”

“You look hot,” I said. “No man would turn you down.”

“Aww, that’s sweet.”

“So… what is your plan? Are you going to throw yourself at someone? Or, just put yourself out there and see what happens?”

“Why not both?” She said with a shrug before stalking toward me. “I feel like I need to put up or shut up.”

“I think you mean put out,” I said.

She stood in front of me in a wide stance, her hip cocked slightly to the side. She placed her hands on her hips.

“I don’t know whether I should be impressed with you or appalled. Or maybe you think I am bluffing?”

“I don’t think you’re bluffing,” I replied.

“So my original quandary remains.”

“I don’t think you’d ever do anything you didn’t want to or anything you wouldn’t enjoy. I trust you that way. You should be impressed at my maturity and self-confidence.”

Kayla laughed. Not a chuckle. A laugh. Long and loud. It did shake me a little.

“Jeremy, you are deranged. And… fuck… I really want to jump your bones right now.”

“Women can’t resist –”

“Shut the fuck up,” she hissed.

She launched herself at me and climbed into my lap. She kissed me hard and ground against me. I felt her heat and excitement. My cock, already halfway there from her lingerie show, went fully rigid. She grabbed my head and wrenched me sideways onto the bed, her hands reaching into my shorts, stroking my hardness.

More passionate kisses. I slid my hand between her legs and beneath her thong. She was soaked and as I ran my fingers between her silky folds, she moaned. She got my shorts undone and yanked them down to my thighs. My dick jutted straight out.

Kayla released me and rolled over, resting her forearms on the mattress and lifting her ass in the air. She peered at me with wild eyes. I didn’t need a written invitation. I moved behind her and began pulling down her panties.

She looked back over her shoulder. “No. Just pull it aside and take me like my lovers will.”

She exuded a raw, intoxicating sexuality. I did as she ordered, and was rewarded with a peek at her pussy, wet and parted and ready for my cock. I aimed and plunged deep into her. She responded with a sensuous growl. I grabbed a handful of her hair and rutted inside her. She thrust back against me, and it wasn’t clear whether I was fucking her or she me.

We didn’t have long to contemplate it. She shuddered orgasmically, and I followed moments later. We collapsed onto the bed, breathing hard.

I looked over to see her smiling widely.

“God, you’re sexy,” I sighed.

She chuckled. “I should have started flirting with men sooner.”

“Or at least telling me about it sooner.”

She smirked, noncommittal.

I thought about what she’d said moments earlier. “Take me like my lovers will? Lovers. Plural?”

Yet another grin, this one hinting at devious intentions.

“What do you have planned?” I asked.

She rolled over to face me. “Fantasies are curious, aren’t they? Like Hydras. You fulfill one and it spawns two more to take its place.”

“Do tell.”

“All in due time, Hubby. All in due time.”

FOUR

I arrived at work a few minutes before our Monday morning staff meeting and ran into my boss, Courtney, in the hall. She was accompanied by a tall, well-built young man.

“Jeremy, good morning,” she began. “Do you know my son, Tony?”

I shook his hand and he nearly crushed my palm.

“Just from the usual proud mama talk,” I replied.

She grinned. “You’re going to get more. He was just hired as strength coach at UCSD.”

I felt a little jolt. That’s where Kayla taught in the English Department. I didn’t think I’d mention to her that my boss’s son would also soon join the community. He might qualify as someone I ran into regularly, and as crazy as I could be, I had no interest in encouraging them to meet. Tony seemed like the sort of guy who could easily make a woman wholly forget about any prior commitments. I took a different tack.

“Didn’t you play there?” I asked.

He laughed. “Yeah, tackling dummy.”

I titled my head.

He filled in the blanks. “Practice squad. Never got into a game.”

“I’m still impressed,” I replied.

He shrugged his muscular shoulders.

“Plus, he can take classes on the side,” Courtney added.

He rolled his eyes. “Ma thinks I should get a CFP qualification. Not sure I have the time.”

“You could give up your personal training clients,” she replied.

“And why would I want to do that?” he asked. “They’re all in the same part of town as the school. Natural fit. Plus being a strength coach will add to my brand.”

“Except,” Courtney noted, “you’ll always be working in La Jolla and never living there as long as you’re using your muscles rather than your brains.”

I laughed. “It's not like living in La Jolla is necessarily everyone’s goal, right?”

Tony nodded. “Exactly!”

Courtney shot me a glare. I shrugged.

“Fine, you keep burning your spare time on flabby, middle-aged guys and their trophy wives.”

I patted my belly. “We’re not all that flabby.”

She chuckled. “You married out of your league.”

I laughed and nodded at Tony. “Good luck, man.”

He grinned. “You too.”

Courtney gave her son a hug and he strode away.

“Good-looking kid,” I said.

She shook her head. “And he knows it. He’s never going to settle down now that he’s adding an endless coterie of willing co-eds to the already plentiful bored housewives he meets on a regular basis.”

I nodded ruefully. Yeah, I definitely did not need Tony and Kayla coming in contact.

“How many grandkids do you need?” She had at least a half-dozen already.

She laughed. “More.”

I followed her down the hall. She paused before we went into the meeting room.

“Jeremy… you’re not going to be happy about this. But let’s not make a spectacle, okay?”

I sighed. “Oh, fuck, another audit?”

She shrugged. “You should take it as a compliment. You’re running several of our biggest contract. Anyway,it’s random, you know?”

“Do I? Because this is the third fucking –”

Her eyes widened at me. I took the warning.

“No spectacle,” I acknowledged.

We entered the room. She took her place at the head of the table. I filled in one of the remaining seats on the side. Across from me was Anders Grundson. Smug and self-satisfied, with annoying, perfectly-coiffed, light-brown hair, pale eyes, and a small mouth. He struck me as having an eminently punchable face, though that might have been my history with him talking. Women seemed to find him attractive. He raised an eyebrow at me and smirked. I tried to give him a blank stare to suggest contempt. I’m not sure it worked.

I barely paid attention to the status updates from the other leads, and I went through mine perfunctorily. This would be the third audit my team had to deal with in a single year. Each was time-consuming and stressful, and I knew I’d lose some good people along the way. I felt my frustration rising. Building a good team was a challenge, and I finally had one, but for how long?

After we circled the table, Courtney officially dropped the bad news..

“Jeremy… you’re in the barrel again. You know the drill. Coordinate with Anders on timing. I’ve already approved overtime and compensatory leave for your team.”

I put up my hands. “Is there any chance we can draw another set of lots. This is three in fourteen months. My people are burned out. I’m going to lose some if this goes forward.”

Anders jumped in. “Has to go forward. Random audits are part of our financial control.”

I ignored him and continued speaking to Courtney, “Look, I fully support all of this. But maybe we can put a cap on the number for any one team during a particular time frame?”

Anders again interjected, “But then if you hit your cap, it would be like an invitation for fraud. Guaranteed no audit for some period of time, and –”

“I wasn’t actually speaking to you, Anders. But honestly, it doesn’t help that you seem more interested in collecting scalps than in finding real issues. You dinged us last time on bullshit.”

He shrugged. “Some of us have higher standards, I guess.”

Courtney put a halt to it. “Enough. We do our jobs. All of us.”

I nodded and looked down at my phone, but not before catching another one of Anders’ smirks.

***

I went back to my office. I knew I’d need to brief my team sooner rather than later, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it right away. Instead, I stared out the window at the a glimpse of the Pacific visible stretching out to eternity, and fantasized, not for the first time, of buying a sailboat and taking Kayla on a cruise to follow in the footsteps of Thor Heyerdahl.

I pulled out my phone and texted my wife.

<Jeremy>: Hey, Babe, whatcha up to?

<Kayla>: Hoping I’m up to no good?

I grinned.

<Jeremy>: Are you?

<Kayla>: Sadly no. Departmental meetings most of the morning. I have my intro lecture class this afternoon. But I might stop by the grocery store on my way home. Maybe I’ll run into someone interesting there?

<Jeremy>: If I recall, the produce guy is dreamy.

<Kayla>: I’ll ask him to check my peach for ripeness.

I laughed.

<Jeremy>: You do that. Hey, rough day here today. I’ll explain later. But would you mind if I catch the game tonight with Donnie?

<Kayla>: Gonna drown your sorrows with cheap beer and chicken wings?

<Jeremy>: Is that okay?

<Kayla>: Sure thing. It’ll give me more time to get into trouble… and by trouble, I mean grading papers.

<Jeremy>: Thanks. I won’t be too late.

I opened a separate text window and hit up Donnie.

<Jeremy>: Yo. Beer, wings, MNF. You in?

<Donnie>: Let me check with the wife.

He responded a few minutes later.

<Donnie>: Sure thing. But she says I need to get an update about you and Kayla. Did she ever spill the beans?

I contemplated that. How much more did I want to share?

<Jeremy>: I’ll fill you in later.

He gave me a thumbs-up in response.

***

We met up at Harry’s and took seats at the bar. The game was on all the TVs, except for a couple of sets showing baseball. Until recently, for a game with divisional implications like Chiefs-Raiders, the place would have been packed. But since the Chargers had abandoned us, it dampened the enthusiasm.

We ordered beer and wings from Alex, the barkeep, and stared at the screens for a bit during the pregame patter.

“You think they’ll come back?” I asked Donnie.

He shrugged. “Hard to imagine LA really being able to support two teams. They’ve had problems with one in the past.”

“Sucks,” I grumbled.

“You’re not really bummed out about the Chargers, though.”

I shook my head. “Fucking work. You know, I’ve spent the past three years building a really good team. Like, they work well together. Everyone is at the right life stage so I can develop their careers organically. Promote them, give them more responsibility, and all that jazz. But we keep getting hit with these fucking random audits that kill morale.”

“You sound like you don’t think random is random.”

“I dunno. I’m just being paranoid, I guess. It’s just…” I paused, not really wanting to get into all of it, but also really needing to just say it. “It’s just that it’s all a weird coincidence. I think I’ve mentioned this guy, Anders?”

Donnie nodded. “Yeah. Something about… a… what was it? You two got into it because he thinks you spiked him for a job or something.”

“Yeah,” I sighed. “Which, you know, I sorta did. He was up for a CFO gig for a startup. And this college friend of mine, Anita, was involved and she pinged me for an assessment of him….”

“Oh right. And you #metooed him, right?”

“Yeah, I guess. He dated one of my reports. Karen. Nice girl. And she was sort of over the moon for him, and he dumped her. Like hard. So, you know, I just told my friend the truth, right? That the guy had been known to dip his pen in the company ink. Which, you know, is okay in a big shop, less good in a small one. And anyway, it had just happened. It was fresh in my mind. I got asked, and I responded.”

“How’d he find out it was you?” Donnie asked.

“I don’t know. I mean, he’s a dick, but not an idiot. He knew Anita and I knew each other. Anyway, ever since, he’s had it out for me, and since he transferred into internal controls, it feels like he’s gunning for me. Doesn’t help that Anita’s start-up took off.”

“How much did you cost him?”

I winced. “Maybe twenty million?”

Donnie whistled softly. “Shit man, I’d fucking want to shiv you too.”

“Yeah, well, there you have it.” I took a gulp of beer. “How are you guys doing? Sorry Kay and I totally monopolized the conversation when we went out.”

He chuckled. “You two are a hoot when you get on a roll. It was definitely entertaining! As for us, we’re, um, good.”

“You don’t seem sure.”

He smiled thinly. “It’s funny, right? I mean, what you and Kayla are going through. Well, not going through. I don’t mean it like there’s a crisis. Just seems like you two are having fun. But it’s interesting that you’re doing it now.”

I grinned. “You think we’re having a midlife crisis? Or maybe a mid-marriage crisis? And yeah, I know you didn’t say crisis. Maybe a midlife opportunity? Isn’t there, like, some saying that in Chinese ‘crisis’ and ‘opportunity’ are the same word?”

“I like that. Midlife opportunity.” He took a sip of beer.

“I think there is something to that.” I considered for a moment. “I don’t know if it’s a conscious thought. And I know there is life after 50 –”

“We’re not 50 yet!” he interjected.

“You’re closer than me, Buddy. But we’ll all get there. And yeah, I think there is something to that. Kayla will always, I think, be sexy. At least to me. But maybe that’s part of it. We all get to a point where no matter how much we work out or watch our weight, we become invisible. Socially, I mean. And maybe that is part of what appealed to me about our game. That sense that while I might always think my wife is attractive, or at least I hope I do, she may, at some point, no longer turn heads. No longer draw attention at a happy hour. And so, maybe I wanted to lock in some memories, for me, for her, even if it feels a little weird and risky. You know what I mean?”

He nodded and opened his mouth to speak, but then seemed to think better of it.

“What?” I prompted.

“No. Nothing.” He straightened and took a gulp of beer. “How about you? Do you want to make some memories for yourself?”

I laughed. “You mean chase after some hot young thing? Naw. I mean, sure, in the abstract.” I looked up to see the camera panning over a posse of writhing cheerleaders. “Like one of them, right? That’d be a thrill. But no, not really, and anyway, I don’t think.…” I laughed. “I mean, I know, Kayla would not be down with that.”

“Doesn’t seem fair, does it?” he noted.

I nodded, thinking. I knew where Donnie was coming from. It was where most men would come from. Why would I want my wife to have an adventure while I sat on the sideline? I didn’t quite understand it myself. And I knew I couldn’t explain the thrill to him. Nor would I really want to. It would require baring more of my soul that I’d feel comfortable with, even to an old friend.

“I don’t think there is any one definition of fair. It’s just whatever people agree to.”

“Yeah, that it is,” he answered laconically. He took a sip of beer and didn’t meet my gaze.

“You sure you’re okay?” I asked.

And again, I could see him struggling with something. “Yeah, of course.” He signaled Alex for another round. “So, did Kay ever spill?”

I nodded. “Yeah. But….”

“You can’t talk about it?”

“I’m not sure. We haven’t discussed disclosure. What I will say is, it was more than I might have expected and less than I might have hoped… or maybe feared?” I shook my head. “I don’t think I can explain it much better than that.”

He looked up at the screen and I noticed a small grin on his face, and I suspected he was having thoughts about my wife that a man is not supposed to have about his friend’s wife. And I contemplate whether Kayla wondered if he had a big dick and if he fucked hard.

The game picked up steam, and our discussion turned more to sports. Alex joined us for a while, adding his own commentary. My mind drifted. I wondered what Donnie had held back on. I’d have to talk about it with Kayla.

***

I returned home to find my wife in bed, in an absurd knee-length tee shirt with reindeer on the front. She had a red pen in hand and a stack of papers beside her.

“Are you guys ever going to go digital?” I asked.

“A lot of my colleagues have already. I’m just a dinosaur, I guess. I like my red pen.”

“A sexy dinosaur,” I replied.

“Slutisaurus Rex.” She put her grading to the side and patted the bed.

“What’s up with you?”

I joined her and recounted the audit issue.

She chuckled. “See the trouble you men get into when sex is involved?”

“Yeah, well, he got the sex, and I got the trouble.”

“It’s not that simple, though, is it?”

“You know what happened. He was a dick. Karen was young and he took advantage –”

“Like you’d have liked to,” she interrupted.

“Wha… what do you mean?”

“Oh please, Jer.”

“What?”

She rolled her eyes. “Karen? With those big green eyes and those tight skirts? Tell me honestly that you’ve never rubbed one out while thinking about bending her over your desk.”

“I don’t –”

“I bet she wore the skimpiest thongs and had the cutest asshole. Tell me you never fantasized about spreading those cheeks apart and giving it to her hard.”

I said nothing.

She chuckled. “It’s okay. It’d be odd if you hadn’t had those thoughts. She was a sexy, little thing. But, be honest now, wasn’t part of your decision to spike Anders because you were just a little jealous that he got to fuck her and you didn’t?”

“He was a cad.”

She shrugged. “Sexy, big-dicked men usually are.” So apparently. Anders was one of those men about whom Kayla had had those thoughts.

“How do you know he has a big dick?”

“I don’t. Just a suspicion.”

“Based on what?”

She laughed. “That he scored a hottie like Karen and was willing to break up with her. That’s some big-dick energy there.”

“You don’t really believe in that?”

“Believe in the idea that men with large penises are more confident than average? I don’t think there is any actual data in support, I admit, but I’d be shocked if this were not true given how you men fetishize phalluses.”

I’m not the one who sees random men and wonders if they’re well hung.”

She didn’t take the bait, though I did notice a small grin on her lips. “Doesn’t mean you did the wrong thing. We have mixed motives for everything, don’t we?”

I didn’t respond.

“How was the game?” she asked.

“Fun.” I laughed. “I don’t actually remember the score. Mostly just about the bullshitting with Donnie, you know?”

“Was that sexy bartender there?”

“Huh?”

“Distinguished guy. Gray hair.”

“Alex?”

She shrugged. “Could be.”

“You find him sexy?”

“He’s a bit of a Zaddy, no?”

“I don’t even know what that is.”

“You need to spend more time with college girls. A Zaddy is apparently a Daddy, but more stylish. Or something. Came up in a seminar discussion we had about the sexualization of teens in society, and, anyway, some of the girls got all up in arms about the assumption that society was sexualizing them rather than them just having their own sexuality. And of course, some pushed back the other way. It was fascinating.”

“Did you come down on one side?”
 

“As I get older, they seem younger, and my instinct to want to protect them from predators increases. But when I was their age, and younger, I sometimes had crushes on older men that felt very real, very urgent. Where I thought of myself more as the predator than the prey, and where I got a real kick out of being provocative. Immature. Girl equivalent of muscle flexing, I guess. Was that me? Or was it me internalizing what society had taught me? Not sure we can ever parse that effectively.”

I nodded.

She rolled over onto her side and stared at me. “Did I ever tell you about my summer job after Freshman year?”

I chuckled. “Probably, at some point over the years, but I don’t remember.”

“I probably didn’t give you enough details to make it memorable.”

“It was memorable?”

“I worked as a server. I don’t think you’ve ever done that, right?”

I shook my head.

“It’s a weird atmosphere, you know. Late hours, lots of booze, lots of young people mixing together.”

“Sounds like a party.”

“A sweaty, tiring, stressful party,” she chortled. “But also a party in the sense that hookups are common. Ubiquitous.”

“You?”

She glanced upward and began counting on her hands. “Four guys… well, five, if you count, um, fingering.”

“In one summer?”

“Yup. And the first was with an Alex-type. He was a little younger, but then again, so was I. But you know, definitely in his forties. He seemed knowledgeable. Confident smile. I loved watching his hands, always very precise and elegant, whether he was slicing limes or making drinks or just wiping down the bar. I’d spend most of the downtime chatting with him. I’d only been working there a few days when he offered me a ride home. I remember being excited. He probably saw it on my face. This wasn’t his first rodeo.”

She shook her head and chuckled softly before continuing. “Anyway, we got into his car, and he asked me if I wanted to go to his place or be dropped off at mine. I said his right away. See? Who was predator and who prey? I dangled the bait; he took a bite. And he was good. Really good. My first grown-up sex. He was good with his hands. Took his time. Made me come as a matter of deliberate intent rather than dumb luck.”

I chuckled. “Is this a true story or are you trying to make me think you want to fuck Alex?”

She rolled back over and grabbed her stack of papers. “Why not both?”

I watched her grading for a while. She brings a passion to even that. Going through those undergrad papers, her expression switches from content to exasperated to amused to impressed. 

I finally asked her the question that had been building. “Will I get some warning before you… uh… take the next step?”

She didn’t answer right away. Her red pen flew over the paper in her hands. I wasn’t sure she’d even heard me. But then, she looked up and at me and smiled.

“Nope.”


FIVE

I began building a dossier in my mind about men I saw regularly, wondering if Kayla found any of them attractive, or whether she might try to seduce one of them. It was exciting, but in a sense more hypothetical than real… until Friday evening.

I came home late, ending a long, unpleasant work week. It was almost seven when I arrived. Kayla was in the kitchen, tasting a spicy tomato sauce and drinking a glass of Italian red.

“Oh good, you’re home,” she said. She tossed some pasta into the boiling water. “Want a drink?”

“Or five,” I said.

She laughed. “We don’t want you getting too drunk tonight. The kids are at a sleepover, and we have the house to ourselves.”

“Sounds fun,” I said, taking a seat at the counter in the kitchen. She handed me a glass of wine.

“You have no idea.”

“Oh, you have special plans?”

She grinned.

“Give me a hint,” I said.

Kayla laughed. “Good things come to those who wait.”

I chuckled as I watched her go back to the stovetop. She stirred the pasta and tossed the salad. She looked sexy in a fitted sundress and bare feet. I noticed her freshly painted nails and toes.

“How was your day?” I asked.

She peered at me over her shoulder. “Exciting.”

“Oh?”

She went back to her cooking.

“No details?” I asked.

She picked up the salad bowl and handed it to me. “Please put this on the table. I’ll be right there.”

She was in a teasing mood. Okay, that could be fun. Fun. Cute. Amusing. Those were the terms that came to mind because I thought she was likely just playing with me.

Kayla joined me a couple of minutes later, carrying two plates of pasta in her hands, and a bowl of parmesan on her forearm.

“Showing off your waitressing skills,” I noted.

She laughed. “I used to be able to carry six full plates at a time.”

“And still find time to bang five guys.”

“Not all at the same time.”

“Did you ever have a threesome?” I asked.

“You first,” she replied. She rolled some pasta around her fork and placed it in her mouth.

“No. I mean, almost. A girl I was dating – Sarah. I don’t think I’ve ever mentioned her – sort of hinted at it. Well, more than hinted, I guess. Long story, but, you know, we were at a house party, and it was getting late. And I sort of wanted to get home and maybe fool around. And she kept saying that we could just stay there, and Eric was cool with us sleeping in his bed, and he’d sleep in an armchair.”

“Tell me about Eric.”

“I don’t know. Not much to describe. Tall. Mediterranean. Long hair. Rode a motorcycle.”

She fanned herself dramatically. “You think she was fucking him already?”

I shrugged. “I know they fucked later.”

“Oh, Jeremy.”

I laughed. “Yeah, I probably knew. Denial. Anyway, I turned it down. Insisted we go back to my place, where we did not have sex. And then a couple of weeks later she dumped me and sure enough started being with Eric.”

“I’m surprised you turned it down. I mean, given your fantasies, which, I assume existed even then in some incipient form.”

“Why assume that?”

“I think research suggests that most kinks form early. In adolescence, often. Though I guess traumatic events can also trigger things. Do you think Sarah going off with Eric was one of those triggers? Like, did you obsess over it? Imagine them together?”

I nodded. “Probably. Hard not to, right? But you’re right. I already had some of those, um, tendencies. The idea of staying the night with him was oddly exciting. Disturbing, I guess. I didn’t know what to make of it. I had this young guy bravado that I’d totally be into a threesome if it was two girls.”

“Sounds less like bravado than a hint of homophobia. Did the idea of being in a room with another man, naked and aroused, frighten you?”

I laughed. “Of course. But, you know, it was more than that. I was scared. But I was probably more scared of the comparison. Would he be better than me? Was he bigger than me?”

“Ha. And you were making fun of my big-dick energy musings.”

“Yeah, well, she ended up with him.”

“Ended up? Like they are still together?”

“Oh, no, I didn’t mean it that way.”

“You meant that he stole her from you. That this Latin lover, with the long hair, and assumed big cock, swept in and took your woman.”

“Not sure I ever verbalized it like that, but sure.” Another thought intruded. She’d once told me that she’d only been with a half-dozen men in her life. “Speaking about the past….”

She raised an eyebrow.

“I think you might have elided some of the details of your past when we talked about it earlier,” I said. “Five guys at the restaurant… numbers don’t add up. Or rather they add up to more than a half-dozen.”

“You elided your cuckold fantasies.”

“That’s not the same thing.”

“Isn’t it? Women feel pressure to have a low number for the same reason that men feel pressure to hide their real desires sometimes. We don’t want to open ourselves to being judged.”

“So, what is your real number?”

She blushed but quickly turned it around. “Have you admitted all of your fantasies to me? Even the deepest, darkest ones?”

I looked away.

“I think it’s sort of cool that we’re still figuring each other out,” she said.

I nodded. “It is.”

“Okay, time to clean up,” she said. “And then….”

Kayla rose and began to clear the table. I went to the sink and began scraping dishes and putting them in the dishwasher. Kayla opened a second bottle of wine.

I placed the pots in the drying rack and joined her in the living room, sitting beside her on the sofa.

“So, why do you think it doesn’t scare you now?” she asked. “Why aren’t you worried about another man seducing me away from you?”

I looked around. “Even if I didn’t trust you, I’d still feel like we have a lot more connections. We’re not just two kids hanging out.”

“Right, but there is also more risk there. More to lose.”

I shrugged. “I’m not worried.”

“Even knowing more about my past?”

“Even knowing more about your past.”

She took another sip of wine and placed her glass on the coffee table.

“Good. Because I sucked another man’s cock today.”

I acted impressively calm, if I do say so myself, although my heart raced and my voice, when I spoke, was oddly pinched “Oh really? Who?”

She smirked. “Well that you don’t get to know, remember?”

“Okay, tell me your story.”

“Might be better if you watch.”

This time I nearly choked on my sip of wine before launching into a coughing fit.

“Are you okay, Sweetie?” she asked, grinning.

It took me a few moments to be able to speak again. I wiped my eyes.

“You really did it?”

“Yup.”

She picked up her phone, swiped a couple of times, and handed it to me.

I took it hesitantly. I still had my doubts. Wondering if this was another tease. Wondering if she was going to show me a carefully edited porn video that would not prove anything. She evinced a curious combination of amusement, confidence, and excitement that unmoored me. I wanted this. Wanted this game. But I struggled with competing emotions, both of the dog catching a moving car variety and of Lucy snatching away the football.

“Watch,” she said.

I swallowed hard and pressed play. This was no porn video from the Internet. Instead, on the screen, I saw my wife, unmistakably my wife, wearing the same dress she had on as she sat next to me. She was on her knees, on a folded towel, on a simple tiled floor I didn’t immediately recognize.

“Holy fuck,” I gasped.

I sensed Kayla’s amusement, but couldn’t tear my eyes from the screen, on which my wife spoke to the camera, to me, and said, “I hope you like this.”

She gave a small nod, and the camera jiggled for a moment as a man stepped forward and his cock entered the frame. He was already hard and his prick jutted straight out. He was naked from the waist down, his complexion pale. He had muscular legs and closely cropped pubes. His cock was about average, or maybe just a touch above, but generally unremarkable except for the fact that it was aimed right at my wife’s face.

My emotions swirled. A snarled, tangled knot of various threads that I couldn’t even begin to unravel. And at the center of it was a hard core of curdled anxiety, because I knew who this man was, knew who this man had to be. Kayla had gone for the jugular, as I feared but knew she would. My skin in the game. It was Anders. It made me furious, but that just added nitrous to the fuel. My cock pulsed. 

I could see the excitement in her gaze as she licked her lips. She took his prick in her hands, one cupping his balls, the other around the base of his shaft, and she took it into her mouth. The camera wavered for a second as she engulfed him in her hot, wet mouth, but steadied again as she began bobbing up and down on his cock.

“Mmmmm, mmmmm, mmmmm,” she moaned as if savoring the most delicious meal imaginable.

After a little bit, she pulled back and firmly stroked his rod, her tongue swirling around the head. Then she swallowed him again, deeper this time, again groaning with delight. She fondled his balls and slowly fucked his cock with her mouth, her eyes fixed on the camera. I forced myself to look for identifying marks on him, but he was careful not to allow any other part of his body into the frame. He’d been well coached.

I heard him moan off-camera, but it was indistinct, too generic to recognize.

She began to move faster. His hips thrust forward. He was getting close. She swallowed him to the root, her lips buried in his pubes. Then she pulled back slowly, slowly, her tongue lashing his meat. As his cock slipped from her mouth, she began stroking him harder. His cock squished in her fist. His moans got louder.

“Come for me,” she cooed.

She licked his frenulum with the tip of her tongue. Her hand pumped up and down his shaft. The first spurt caught her on the cheek. She backed away and took the rest of his load in her hand.

The video ended a moment later, but I continued to stare at the phone in shock. I forced myself to look up. Kayla was staring at me expectantly.

“You did it,” I croaked.

“I did. I sucked another man’s cock.”

“Who was it?” I wanted to hear it from her slutty mouth.

Her eyes flashed and she chuckled. “Someone you know.”

“Will you ever tell me?”

She shook her head. “Not for a long, long time.”

“Holy fuck,” I said again.

“I think you’ve been struck dumb,” she said. She reached into my lap and palmed my package. “At least this part of you knows how to react.”

She was right. I was rock-hard. She leaned back onto the sofa and pulled up her dress. She was naked beneath, and as she spread her legs, I saw how wet she was.

“Did you fuck him too?”

“Not this time,” she answered.

“There is going to be a next time?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

That broke my paralysis. I crawled over to her and lifted her legs onto my shoulders and slurped at her juicy pussy. She gasped.

“Oh fuck, you’re so wet.”

“I’ve been like this ever since I did it,” she moaned. “I’d forgotten how much fun it is to play with a new cock.”

I thrust my tongue between her juicy folds and flicked at her clit. She writhed beneath me. I circled her clit with my thumb.

“What else did you do with him?”

“Nothing,” she gasped. “We didn’t even kiss.”

I groaned. My wife had met up with a man I knew and disliked and offered to suck his dick. He’d accepted and then come on her face. It was lurid, vulgar, perverse, and exciting. She grabbed my head and humped my face.

“Oh fuck yeah, Jeremy, just like that. Just like thaaaahhhhhhttt….”

Her body convulsed and she began wriggling from side to side. She squirmed out from my grip and rolled over, draping herself over the sofa’s armrest. She raised her ass in the air and presented her wet, pulsing gash. I yanked down my pants and shoved my prick inside her. She was as hot and wet as I’d ever felt her. I pumped into her hard and fast.

Her first orgasm hadn’t sated her, and she began thrusting back against me enthusiastically. It was a rough, sloppy fuck. I grabbed her hips and held on for dear life. Her moans got louder and louder. Her body arched and she suddenly gasped. Her pussy clutched at my cock. I buried myself fully inside her and came with a growl.

“Oh fuck,” I sighed.

We collapsed onto the carpeting and held each other close. I kissed her gently. And then again.

“So, I guess you liked it,” she said with a grin.

I did. Even if it was with my work rival, I did.

“Let’s go upstairs and watch it again,” I proposed.

She smiled.

***

We watched it on a loop, my cock slowly becoming hard enough to fuck. She climbed on top, and rode me sensually, as the video played again on the mattress beside us, adding more detailed descriptions about how hard he was, how his pre-cum tasted, how his cock felt pulsing in her hand. Her excitement built. She ground against my pelvis. She came beautifully, her head thrown back and eyes closed.

“Never delete that video,” I said after, as we lay exhausted in bed.

Kayla snorted. “You don’t think you’ll be bored with it?”

I laughed. “Then you’ll have to make more.”

I stared at the ceiling fan. “I know who it was.”

“No you don’t. I know what you’re thinking.”

“Oh, what’s that?”

“What kind of a man would accept a blowjob from another man’s wife? You’re thinking that gives you an insight into his character. But it doesn’t. Offering a guy a blowjob is like pushing on an open door. He wants to accept, and at most you just need to give him an excuse to say yes. Men are dogs.”

“Woof woof. I still think I know.”

“Think all you want. Just don’t do anything stupid on the basis of your assumptions.”

“You don’t want to know who I suspect?”

She shrugged. “Not really.”

“I think it was Anders.”

“I know you do. And… maybe it was and maybe it wasn’t.”

“You think he’s hot.”

“I do,” she admitted.

“He’s one of the men you’ve wondered about. Whether he’s big. Whether he fucks hard.”

“More than once. I may even have lightly flicked the bean thinking about him. But that does not mean it was him.”

“He’s an asshole.”

She laughed.

“How did you know I’d find it hot, ultimately, and not be angry?”

Kayla laughed. “Is this a question about sucking off another man in general or your theory about your colleague in particular?”

“Anders.”

“See, that’s where your assumptions may be leading you astray. Rephrase that question centered on me rather than the other man. Would I really blow your work rival right after you’ve told me how stressed you are about him? Would I really take that risk? Or would I immediately put him into the off-limits category?”

I hesitated. “So, it wasn’t him?”

She laughed again. “Or maybe I wanted to test out my big-dick energy theory? It’s a conundrum. And hell, if you want to jump to conclusions, jump. Honestly, in the deepest, darkest recesses of my perverse little mind, I like the idea of you suspecting the wrong man. I like the idea of you and me running into this man, and you being completely clueless while he and I share our little secret.”

“That’s a little dark.”

She laughed. “Arousal is weird. And no, I have no idea where that kink comes from.”

I stretched my arms over my head.

“You never told me if you’d had a threesome,” I said.

“I haven’t. Not yet.”

“Not yet?”

“I’d consider it. With the right person… or persons.”

Despite my recent orgasm, that gave me a little jolt.

“Who would those be?”

“Maybe right person or persons is the wrong term. Maybe it’s more the right situation.”

“Okay, and what would that be?”

“I don’t know. I just know the idea does not repulse me, and that, well, if we find ourselves in a situation where it seems to be developing organically, I’d probably go for it.”

“Were you serious about seeing your mystery man again?”

“Yes.”

“Have you already made plans?”

She chuckled. “I think you’ve used up more than your twenty questions. You’ll get nothing more from me. Just know, though, that any time I am not in your direct line of sight, I might have another man’s dick in my mouth… or elsewhere. And remember also that any man you see could have recently dropped a load on your slutty wife’s face. And with that, Jeremy, good night.”

She rolled over.

“Good night slutty wife,” I said and I imagined the smile on her face.


SIX

Kayla had a last-minute work thing come up, which meant I had to take over chauffeuring the kids around instead of the various honey-do items I had at home. Both Todd and Jackson had soccer, though happily this season, they were on the same team, reducing, for now, the back-and-forthing usually associated with kids’ sports.

After getting them to the right place, I set up my folding chair by the side of the pitch and took out my phone.

“Normally Kayla brings the boys.”

I looked up to see Coach Riley. Dan Riley lived in the neighborhood and was one of those dads deeply involved in kids’ sports. Over the years, he’d coached our kids in baseball and basketball as well. Nice enough guy, even if he did tend to give his boys more playing time than they really deserved. But of course, that’s part of why dads coach in the first place.

I stood and shook his hand.

He was a former Marine, though I used that phrase once, and he corrected me with a crisp, “Once a Marine, always a Marine.” He was on his second marriage and had a set of kids in their late 20s in addition to the ones out on the field. But as befits a Marine, he kept fit, wiry with short graying hair.

“She had something come up.”

“I was hoping to see her. I have some more Team Mom things to go over. We didn’t quite get to everything yesterday.”

Yesterday? I plastered a bland smile on my face.

“Let her know I’d like to finish our conversation, okay?” He winked at me.

Or, I think he winked at me. He did have the sun in his eyes and was sort of squinting the whole time. But it all came together.

I did say he was a nice guy, but he could be suggestive sometimes. You know the kind of guy who makes “yoga pants season” jokes when he’s looking at your wife’s ass, and then excuses it away with a good-natured, “Sorry, I was just kidding. Remember, I’m an old Marine.”

Since we had kids on the team, Kayla volunteered to be Team Mom, which meant she communicated with Coach regularly and then met to talk about special awards for the kids and other team activities.

I watched him running up and down the sidelines, whistle in his mouth, boundlessly athletic. His body could match the man attached to the mystery dick my wife had sucked off. And it all made sense. She knew Dan was attracted to her. He was close enough to give me skin in the game, but not so dangerous as Anders. And… I mean, for fuck’s sake… they’d been together on that very day. So… case closed.

Except, no. I couldn’t be sure. It would be just like Kayla to engineer this. She had to meet Dan so she planned her assignation for the same day. Then she found an excuse to put me in contact with him shortly thereafter. Too convenient. Too obvious. No, it couldn’t be him. But he’d winked at me. Or had he?

I thought of our handshake and the message he wanted me to pass. My stomach churned. I couldn’t know. I couldn’t be sure. Fucking Kayla.

***

When I got home, I confronted Kayla.

“Coach says you met with him yesterday.”

“I did. I’m the Team Mom, dontchaknow?”

“He said you guys didn’t get through everything you’d planned.”

“We didn’t. Something came up.” She grinned. “Erm, we’re going to need to meet again, real soon, to finish our business.”

“If you’re going to fuck him anyway, you should try to see if you can’t get the boys more playing time.”

She chuckled. “Funny you should say that, but he is planning to start Jackson next game.”

She shook her head and patted my cheek as she walked by. “It really could be about anyone. Oh, and by the way, I invited Charles over for drinks and dinner tonight. He and I were talking yesterday and I invited him over to continue the conversation.”

I gaped at my wife. I couldn’t accuse her of deception. She had done it. She’d sucked off another man. But even if she was no longer writing fiction, she’d lost none of her delight in mischief.

***

Kayla's unerring instinct for inflaming me was well on display.

When Charles arrived with a bottle of wine a little after seven, Kayla was still upstairs getting ready. Charles’ eyes widened when she finally showed up.

Charles was about a decade older than us. So, mid-50s, a child of the late 1970s and early 1980s. Kayla pranced onto our patio committed to exploiting that. She was wearing flowered, bell-bottom, hip-hugger jeans, and a white Oxford shirt with wide lapels knotted at her waist. She had on high-heeled, cork sandals. With her hair swept back she looked like an extra from the original Charlie’s Angels.

Charles smiled at the blast from the past and rose to give her a hug that lingered just a moment too long.

I was teetotaling – the boys were at the mall, planning to see a later movie, and I was on tap to pick them and their friends up and drive them home after – but Kayla and Charles weren’t.

As dinner began to wind down, Kayla leaned toward Charles. She’d had a few glasses and her eyelids were heavy. “So, Charlie, how do you and Janey do it?”

I jolted. Was she asking about sexual positions?

She continued, “I mean, thirty years married. That’s amazing.”

He shrugged. “You two have been married a long time too.”

Kayla sighed. “I know. Sixteen years. Seems like forever.”

I chuckled at the provocation. She glanced over at me. “I am not saying it’s bad. It’s just a long time.” She looked back at Charles. “People change, which can be difficult. But worse, I guess, is when they don’t change. No matter how much you love and respect someone, things have got to get a little boring.”

Charles nodded. “Janey’s heard all of my stories, and me all of hers. And it’s also true that once you’re empty nesters, you realize how much of your lives were bound up with the kids.”

“What do you and Janey do to spice things up?” She ran her fingertip over the edge of her wine glass.

He glanced over at me and I could sense him trying to take my measure. It was a confusing moment, and different assumptions shaped the dynamics. I recognized that Kayla was establishing another suspect. She’d invited him over, dressed sexily for him, and was obviously flirting. If it was a red herring, then his expression might represent assessing my reaction to my wife’s coquetry. On the other hand, if he was the mystery man who’d come on her face, then perhaps his expression reflected uncertainty about how much I knew.

He tried to deflect. “Well, I have asked her to add more curry to our meals.”

Kayla laughed louder than strictly necessary. She leaned further in his direction, her wine glass held at a jaunty angle. “I meant more in bed.”

“We try to avoid curry there,” he replied.

She laughed again.

“It’s interesting how skittish people are about talking about sex. I mean, everyone talks about some of the challenges of a marriage – fighting over money, housework, the stress of kids. That’s all common, even when it involves potentially embarrassing stuff, right? Like, we’ll out our kids’ behavioral problems. Billy has ADHD. Emma-Jean is a pothead. And married couples will squabble about money and chores in public. But it’s considered inappropriate to talk about overcoming boredom in bed, even if many couples experience that.”

Charles nodded and opened his mouth to speak, but he seemed to think better of it.

“I think you’re embarrassing our guest,” I noted.

She reached out and placed her hand on his forearm. “Am I? I didn’t mean to.”

“It’s fine,” he replied. “I just… don’t know quite how to answer your question. I think, in part, you… I mean, we, find something that works, and just sort of stick with it.”

“But what about the novelty? Don’t you miss it?”

He shrugged. “Sure, but then again, a lot of stuff remains novel precisely because it’s not that appealing. So, like, Janey and I have never dressed up like furries because while that might be novel, it’s also, I mean I hope this isn’t offensive, but it’s weird.”

Kayla laughed. “Noted. We’ll keep the squirrel costumes out of sight.”

My wife peeked at her watch. “Movie should be ending soon,” she noted.

I sighed. “Guess I better get going then.”

Charles rose. “I’ll head out too.”

“Big plans for the rest of the evening?” Kayla asked.

“I’ll probably just soak in the hot tub for a bit.”

“That sounds delightful,” she chimed.

“Erm, you’re welcome to join me.” He turned toward me. “If you don’t mind.”

Kayla shot me a glance. I shrugged. “Not up to me.”

She smiled. “Great. I’ll be over in a bit.”

“I’ll, um, go get the kids.”

Kayla smiled. “Thanks Honey.”

So, yes, I left my tipsy, flirty wife to go over to our hunky, older neighbor’s house to soak in a hot tub with him when his wife was out of town. Not that I had much choice. Kayla had cleverly engineered it.

I didn’t think Charles was the mystery man, though I couldn’t rule him out. He’d seemed a little surprised by Kayla’s boldness, though, of course, his surprise might have been feigned or perhaps his discomfiture was because he didn’t know what I knew or what agreement Kayla and I had.

But she’d effectively placed the suspicion in my mind. And in any case, it occurred to me that we’d never discussed whether the plan was to seduce just one man in our circle or several.

I drove to the mall and texted the boys I had arrived. They took a while to answer, and it was another several minutes before we could meet up. Then I had to drive their friends home before finally being able to return home myself. In all, I was gone for just over an hour. Plenty of time for Kayla to get into trouble.

She wasn’t in the house when I returned, but she must have heard me pull into the garage because a few minutes later she sauntered through the side door in flip-flops and wrapped in a towel. She popped her head into the basement, and said goodnight to the boys and bade them not to stay up too late. Then she returned to the kitchen, gave me a raised eyebrow, and made her way upstairs.

I followed her and locked the bedroom door behind me.

She unwrapped the towel from around her body and tossed it into the hamper. I let out a low whistle. She was nude.

“You skinny-dipped?”

“I thought that’s what one did in the privacy of one’s backyard.”

“Your own backyard. Not your neighbors’. And not with your neighbor.”

“Are you jealous?”

“A little. And also feeling preemptively awkward about seeing him around.”

“Then mission accomplished,” she grinned.

“What else did you do with him?”

“You mean tonight or yesterday?” she smirked.

“Was he the mystery man?”

She shrugged. “As the Magic 8 Ball might say, ‘Ask again later.’”

“And tonight?”

“You mean, besides climbing naked into a hot tub with him?” She approached me and cupped my package. I was already hard.

“You shouldn’t tease people like that. I mean, other than me.”

Kayla chuckled. “I didn’t tease. That would be callous and unfair. Teasing implies I wouldn’t put out, which we all know isn’t true.”

“How does he know that?”

“Well, either I’ve already sucked his cock or I made it clear tonight that I’d enthusiastically do that and more.”

She continued to the bed and climbed up onto it on her hands and knees. She reached back and pulled her cheeks apart.

“What is more exciting for you as a man, when a woman shows you her pussy or when she gives you a peek at her asshole?”

“I… erm….”

She giggled. “I feel like the pussy says, ‘fuck me,’ while the asshole says, ‘use me however you want.’ Don’t you think?”

I moved in behind her and pressed my cock in her pussy.

“That’s it, Charles,” she moaned, “fuck me before Jeremy gets home. Send me back to him with a load of come inside me.”

“I’ve always wanted you, Kayla. You’re such a hot, little slut.”

“Mmmm,” she moaned, grinding back against me. “Fuck my slutty, married pussy.”

I did.

It was fun. The role playing. But when I reflected on the evening later, it was her reveal that she’d been naked in Charles’ hot tub rather than our little excursion into community theater that really got me going.


SEVEN

I was still reeling the next day  as we got ready to go over to Donnie and Amanda’s for a cookout and pool party. It was a family thing, so perhaps a respite from Kayla’s now-constant teasing. Not that I wasn’t enjoying it, but I looked forward to a normal afternoon.

I didn’t get one.

Kayla eschewed open provocation. She wore a cute, but conservative light-blue one-piece bathing suit, paired with a darker, patterned wrap. She added a little spice with bubble-gum pink lipstick and matching neon sunglasses she’d picked up from a sorority table on campus. The boys rolled their eyes at their mother’s fashion choice.

Once at the party, our kids quickly abandoned us to hang with the various other teens, who had commandeered the pool house. Kayla and Amanda hooked arms and disappeared into the kitchen, where Amanda was prepping the meats for grilling, and where there was a bottle of wine open. I tracked down Donnie, who was getting his wood grill going, with a cooler by his side.

“Can I help?” I asked.

Donnie chuckled. “Why do people ask that? You know I’m going to say no.”

I chortled as well and grabbed a beer from the cooler. I held out the base to clink with him.

“What have you guys been up to?” I asked.

He hesitated a second, before offering a bland response. “You know, the usual.”

“You?”

I hadn’t really considered how many, if any, details I’d offer Donnie about how our game was going. It was hard to believe that less than a week ago, I’d been hesitant to share Kayla’s mutual masturbation revelation. How was I supposed to broach that she’d skinny-dipped with our neighbor last night, much less that she’d actually blown a guy.

But, of course, he might already know that. Are you the mystery man, Donnie? Did you blow a load on my wife’s face?

“Yeah, us too.”

He seemed surprised. “Yeah? Nothing new on the Kayla front?”

Why was he asking? What did he know? There were a lot of potential risks and rewards floating around. I remembered Kayla’s suggestion that she’d be open to a threesome or moresome. And I wondered if, maybe, she’d taken a big step toward making that happen by involving Donnie in our game. I knew I’d have mixed emotions if it did turn out Donnie was her lover. I’d be at least a little put out that he’d gone behind my back. But I’d also be relieved it was someone I trusted. I’d be anxious about what it would do to our relationship. But I’d also be intrigued at the possibility of bringing Amanda into the mix because, not surprisingly given Amanda’s thick blond hair and killer body, I’d rubbed one out more than once thinking of her.

“It’s complicated,” I replied.

“Yeah,” he nodded before adding, “I’d think it would be.”

He poked at the embers and I sipped on my beer.

More guests arrived, including a surprise. In addition to the usual neighbors and friends, a young, very muscular Black man showed up with a six-pack of beer. It took me a moment to place him. It was Tony, my boss’s son.

He approached Donnie and me with a beer in hand. He gave me a puzzled look.

“I know you.”

I smiled. “You’re Courtney’s son. We met Monday.”

He nodded. “Right, right.”

Donnie interjected. “Erm, Tony is, uh, Amanda’s personal trainer. You know, she has the race coming up, and, well, she… I guess, I thought it might help or, uh, something.”

Tony chuckled. “It sounds like Mandy didn’t mention she’d invited me?”

Mandy? I don’t think I’d ever heard anyone call her that.

“No, sure she mentioned it,” he replied. “Glad you could make it.”

And yeah, Donnie did seem off.

“So, when do you start the new gig?” I asked Tony.

“Right away. Honestly a little weird being back on campus. I don’t think I’ve been back since graduating. And the guys,” he chuckled, “man, they’re kids.”

Donnie seemed clueless. I explained about Tony’s new job at UCSD and Tony added some additional details about his responsibilities.

Donnie nodded as we filled him in. “Oh, wow,” he said. “Sounds like a great job. You know that Jer’s wife works there, right?”

Tony shook his head. “Not until now.”

“She’s a prof in the English department,” I noted.

Tony chuckled. “Now, that is one place I will not be going. But tell her she can look me up if she wants to try personal training.”

“You can tell her yourself,” I replied as Amanda and Kayla approached, carrying a couple of platters of meat.

Kayla looked Tony up and down. I couldn’t blame her. He was in a tank top, thickly muscled, and covered in tattoos. I knew she was wondering about his cock and how he fucked. Hell, I was wondering that too.

“Kay,” I began. “This is Tony. Funny thing. He’s Courtney’s son and Amanda’s personal trainer… and your new colleague at UCSD.”

He held out his hand to my wife and they shook. “Not really colleagues. I’m just a musclehead working with the jocks.”

Kayla grinned and then leaned and in a stage whisper replied, “That’s probably a more valuable contribution to the community than analyzing the works of women Beat poets.”

I straightened myself and proudly announced, “Kayla is the world’s greatest expert on Hettie Jones.”

“Who?” asked Tony.

She slapped me. “Idiot.”

Kayla’s one weakness is that she’s self-conscious about her academic work, which she acknowledges is both a passion and yet of questionable relevance. And also more than a little obscure.

I grinned. “What? It’s true.”

Kayla rolled her eyes.

Tony shook his head. “I don’t get it.”

Kayla sighed. “She was a poet and essayist. Almost no one knows her, which is my idiot husband’s point.”

“Idiot? Excuse me, but I seem to recall being praised in the preface of your book for my insightful comments and endless patience –”

Amanda took Tony’s arm and yanked him away. “Don’t worry about those two. This is just some of their weirdo banter. I think they do it as foreplay.” She led him back toward the pool. “Let me introduce you to some other friends.”

I looked over at Kayla. “I think we got dissed.”

She chuckled. “Deservedly.” She turned toward Donnie. “You’re a brave husband. That’s a handsome man.”

I saw the blood drain from Donnie’s face. I shot Kayla a death gaze. It was one thing for her to mess with me, but not fair to torment him.

“Maybe Amanda is trustworthy,” I said.

“Am I not?” she asked. Her lip curled upward.

“No, you’re very trustworthy. You do exactly what you say you will. Maybe I meant that Amanda is incorruptible.”

Kayla grinned. “And I am corruptible, then?”

“It depends. What thought went through your mind when you noticed Tony’s muscles?”

She laughed. “Probably the same as went through your mind.”

Touché. “I surrender,” I chuckled.

Kayla shook her head and grinned. “Okay, you two, don’t burn the steaks. I like mine… bloody.” She mimed taking a bite.

I turned back toward Donnie. “Sorry about that.”

He shrugged. He was clearly uneasy. It struck me as odd. He knew that Kayla and I were… experimenting. And he’d clearly gotten a kick out of our initial disclosures. So why would he be uncomfortable with a little banter? And then it struck me… he wasn’t ready for his liaison with Kayla to come out to me… or to Amanda.

I watched as he carefully laid out the meats on the grill. Chicken in the upper left. Steaks lower right. Sausages placed across the grills. I peered at his legs and tried to match them to my memory of the man in the video. Could be. I wondered if Donnie was well-hung or whether he shaved his pubes. And yeah, I realized, even as it passed through my mind, that it was a peculiar line of thought.

I had to hand it to my bride. She knew me well and knew how to get under my skin. And this man I run into “regularly” thing was inspired. It is a strange dynamic when you’re assessing every man you meet to ascertain whether he might be your wife’s lover. More difficult still if you’re trying to act normally at the same time.

Donnie remained silent, and I was tempted to let him off the hook. Hey man, no hard feelings if you’re the guy messing around with Kay. It would be strange. And awkward. But I was pretty sure I could deal with it being Donnie. He had a better excuse than anyone else. After all, he knew that Kayla and I were exploring, which would have made it that much more incredible if he’d refused a no-strings-attached blowie. But I didn’t know for sure that it was him, and I couldn’t quite formulate the words to explain the situation without sounding completely ridiculous. See, here’s the thing, Donnie. Kayla is messing around with someone I know, but I don’t know who it is. And I’m okay with that because… blah, blah, blah.

So, I stared at Donnie and he stared at the grill.

“Hey, I’m going to switch to wine for those steaks. You want a glass?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Maybe later.”

I clapped him on the shoulder. “I’ll be back.”

I didn’t actually return. Instead, I slowly circulated. And then I saw him, Coach Riley, engaged in an animated discussion with his Team Mom, Kalya. She spotted me and then leaned in closer to him. She gave me a wink.

I went to the bar and poured myself a glass of Cab. I surveyed the scene. The party was growing, with at least two dozen folks milling around, and another bunch of kids in the pool house. Amanda was setting out plates and silverware. She was looking fine in tight, khaki shorts and a ribbed tank top that barely contained her full breasts. Tony had a beer and was sitting with his feet in the pool, chatting with another neighbor, Clara, and being anxiously watched by Clara’s husband hovering nearby. I could understand his concern. Clara, with her tawny curls and sexy bikini, seemed to have Tony’s full attention. As if to reinforce my mood, I heard Kayla’s laugh, loud and flirtatious.

There was a palpable sexual tension in the air. Almost as if an orgy might break out at any moment. I chuckled. No, that was all in my head. This was just an ordinary neighborhood pool party. It’s just that Kayla had gotten under my skin.

The food arrived off the grill. I took a piece of steak and some salad and sat in the gazebo. Amanda joined me a few moments later.

“Hope you’re not upset about what I said to Tony,” she began. “I wasn’t thinking that it might get back to your boss.”

“Naw. All in good fun. I know that Kay and I can be a handful.”

She chuckled. “Handful is fine. But anything more is wasted, right?”

I peered at her boobs involuntarily. She laughed.

“What?” I replied. “What did you expect? You make a boob joke, and we look at the nearest boobs. Men are predictable.”

“Not that predictable. I mean, you and Kay….”

“What did she tell you?” I asked.

“What is there to tell?” she replied with a laugh.

“Nothing. Nothing more than we’ve already said.”

She tilted her head. “You’re a bad liar. Your question gave you away. You two are holding something back, and you’re wondering if Kayla spilled the beans to me behind your back.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

She grinned. “It’s interesting because the more you protest, the more convinced I am. I wonder why that is?”

“Maybe you have an overactive imagination?”

“That I do,” she admitted. She bit into a chicken leg and took a sip of wine. “Do you want to know what I am imagining about you and Kay?”

“Erm… sure.”

She stared at me and it felt like she were looking right through me. I shifted uneasily.

“Here’s the thing about sexual fantasies,” she began. “They escalate. You start with a little flirting and that gets you thinking, you know? You start wondering about what it might be like to kiss the other person. And then more, right? It feeds on itself.”

“Not always. Sometimes it remains an innocent, little flirtation.”

“Oh sure,” she took another sip of wine. “But that’s when there is a constraint. The other person is unattainable, maybe. Or somehow off-limits. Maybe they’re too old or too young. Too inappropriate somehow. Although, let’s be honest… that sort of taboo just makes the fantasy hotter. No, the thing that keeps it an innocent little flirtation under control is the respect you may have for your partner or theirs.”

“Not all of us get to choose which fantasies become real. We don’t all look like you,” I replied.

“Just because I have big boobs and blonde hair doesn’t mean I always get what I want.”

“But often.”

She laughed. “I doubt Kayla ever had many problems in that regard. Do you think men have often turned her down?”

“Not often. I try not to think about it too –”

“But, you do,” she interrupted. “You are into this… so….”

“Why aren’t you having this confab with Kayla?”

“Aren’t we friends too?”

“Of course. I just….”

“Maybe I have? But anyway, I’m more interested in getting your perspective. You’ve made clear you’d like her to do more than flirt. And… I’m thinking you probably got your wish. And… I’m wondering if you have any regrets.”

“Are you asking for yourself or for Kayla?”

“Hmmm. That’s an interesting question.”

I sighed. “You win.”

Her eyes brightened.

“Oh?”

I leaned forward. “Kayla hooked up with a guy. Well, I don’t know, is that the right term? She, um, fellated another man.”

Amanda surprisingly kept her composure, which sort of confirmed that she already knew. But I wondered if she knew more than I did. Did she know the identity of my wife’s lover? And was it, perhaps, her own husband? I needed to be careful if I didn’t want to out Donnie.

“Well, that’s interesting. That Mick guy?”

“No, it was….”

I trailed off. What if it was Mick? She had a connection with him already. They’d fooled around and watched each other masturbate. He wasn’t someone I saw regularly… but maybe he was someone I would see regularly in the future because he was having sex with my wife. It was oblique, but in a way, right up Kayla’s alley.

I continued, “Actually, it might have been. I don’t know who it was.”

“But you know she did it?”

“I saw a video. Carefully framed, so yes, but I don’t know with whom. Do you?”

“I didn’t even know she’d done anything more. The little slut’s been holding out on me. But then again, we all keep some secrets, don’t we?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Do we?”

She shrugged as well.

“Amanda, seriously, all these games are fun, but also, you know, frustrating. Which I get. That’s part of the fun for Kay, and also, she’s probably right that it makes it hotter for me. But I don’t know that I can handle games with more than one person at a time.”

“I’m not trying to mess with you. I’m just trying to avoid any landmines.”

I didn’t quite get what she was saying, though I nodded as if I did.

“So, regrets?” she persisted.

“No regrets. It’s hot. I think so. She thinks so. I hope she does more. I can’t really explain it. It just works. I dunno. I know it seems weird.”

Amanda didn’t say anything. She just looked at me until I finally looked away.

Finally, she broke the silence. “You know, I think in a way, none of us really know what makes us tick until we happen upon it. And then… it just makes sense.”

It felt like she had more to say. Some further revelation. Maybe she was as turned on by the idea of Donnie banging Kayla as I was of Kayla taking a lover. And maybe we were just dancing around that. I didn’t get to ask because we were soon joined by several others – Clara, Tony, and Clara’s despondent-looking husband; Coach Dan; and Amanda’s daughter, Emily, all of sixteen and wearing a bikini that must have given Donnie heartburn.

Dan sang Kayla’s praises, and I wondered if he was trying to get a rise out of me. Was he her lover? It was all too confusing. I finished my meal and went to refill my wine glass.

I was soon waylaid by my kids asking me to judge a goofy dive contest, which I did with pleasure. As fun as it can be to be tormented with cuckold angst, it’s also nice to get away from those thoughts.

My escape didn’t last long, however. With the contest over, I returned to the party and quickly ascertained that Kayla was not by the grill. Nor was she in the kitchen. Or in the bathroom. Or anywhere. I stood at the sliding door to the pool deck. There was Coach Dan… but where was Donnie?

And then it struck me. Amanda’s fishing expedition made sense. Kayla’s man was Donnie, and Amanda was in on it. She was just looking to confirm, I guess, that everything was indeed on the up and up. Having corroborated that, it was likely that Donnie and Kayla, maybe with Amanda watching, were escalating things further. Maybe even engaging in that threesome Kayla had said she’d consider.

I did another quick tour of the ground floor and then peered into the basement. There were various people around: Kids playing ping pong downstairs, a small clutch of neighbors in the kitchen, but no Kayla, no Donnie, and no Amanda.

I decided to try upstairs. Because, you know, isn’t that a perfectly normal thing to do? Skulk around in your friends’ home to try to discover your wife getting boned by your best friend while his hot wife looks on. That’s not insane at all, right? Right?

I crept up the stairs, peering around corners, not looking at all suspicious. I paused at the landing. Their kids had the wing to the left, Donnie and Amanda to the right. Wings might be an overstatement, but Donnie and Amanda were not short of financial resources, even compared to the rest of the overstuffed residents of La Jolla. I turned toward the double doors of the master bedroom at the end of the hallway.

I needn’t have tiptoed. I was still a good twenty feet from the doors when I heard them, and from their sounds they were not in the least bit concerned about being discovered. She was moaning like a porn star, and from the machine gun sounds of flesh on flesh, he was fucking her like one. Donnie kept in shape, but damn, I didn’t know he had it in him. But it all was starting to come together. After our dinner revelation at Donatello’s, Kayla and Amanda must have talked, and Amanda, perhaps pursuing her own voyeur fantasy, must have talked up her stud of a husband. And so, here we were, and on the other side of those double doors, my wife was being fucking hammered by my best friend. I was jealous. I was also fucking hard as a rock. Kayla was making sounds like I’d never heard her make. Moans, mixed with mewls and squeals, a woman at once in the throes of passion and almost overwhelmed with the intensity of it. I began rubbing myself through my shorts and I crept closer.

I put my ear to the door and my hand on the knob. Well, one hand on the doorknob, the other on my own knob. I carefully cracked the door open. Their sounds got even louder, and I looked over my shoulder to make sure no one else was wandering around. I opened the door a little wider and peered inside.

My expectation was that I would see Donnie railing Kayla on their bed, so I was taken aback and confused to see a very muscular black man with a white woman’s legs over his shoulder. Tony? Shit, was Kayla fucking Tony? My gaze shifted to between his legs where his long, fat prick was pounding into her pussy, her lips clinging to his massive shaft.

He reached down and cupped her ass with both hands. He thrust in even harder.

“Oh… oh… ooooohhhhh,” she gasped, his cock driving her mad with pleasure.

Then suddenly, he rose up off the bed, taking her with him. She wrapped her arms around his neck, and I caught a glimpse of her long blonde hair… wait, blonde?

He rolled over and stood up, and I saw her face. It was definitely Tony, but definitely not Kayla. No, Tony was railing Amanda. Lifting her by her butt cheeks, he bounced her up and down on his cock. I spotted the ruby tip of a butt plug in her ass. My eyes widened.

“Oh my God, oh my God!” she gasped.

“That’s it, Mandy. Cream on my big dick.”

“Oh Fuck, Tony, oh fuck!”

Her body shook. He took a few steps forward and wedged her back against the wall. He fucked her even harder until suddenly he growled and pumped his load into her battered snatch.

My mind cleared, and I realized I needed to make a hasty exit. I retraced my steps. I had to find Kayla.

EIGHT

I was all aflutter for the rest of the afternoon. I needed to talk to my wife about what I’d seen. But I still hadn’t found her, and indeed, things got even more complicated when Amanda and Tony rejoined the party. I was dealing with two sets of issues. I was still obsessed with Kayla’s mystery man, but that competed with my newly discovered revelations about Amanda.

It felt like the two situations must be connected, somehow. Maybe that was the deal Amanda and Donnie made? If he could fuck Kayla, then she could fuck Tony? That was an exciting possibility, although it did leave me feeling left out… which, of course, might be the whole point of the scheme.

When it began to get dark, we packed up the kids and brought them home and got them to work on the homework they’d “forgotten” about all weekend and now had to scramble to finish. But at least that gave me an opportunity to talk to my wife. I virtually dragged her out for a walk around the block.

“Everything okay, Jer? You seem all worked up,” she asked.

“Where were you?”

“Around.”

“Around where?”

She smirked. “Oh my, someone’s imagination has been running wild about something. What are you proposing I’ve done? Or maybe, whom are you proposing I’ve done?”

“Donnie’s your man.”

She seemed genuinely shocked. And then she laughed. “Wow. You really are spiraling.”

“A non-denial denial,” I hooted.

“What, are we characters in All the President’s Men all of a sudden? You know, this is even more fun than I had anticipated. What I love is how committed you are to each of your little theories. It’s Anders! No it’s Coach! No it’s Charles! Now Donnie. I almost have the impression that you wish it were all of them, maybe even all at once.”

My cock twitched. Her eyes were shining. I knew I’d get nothing out of her.

“Fine. At least tell me about Amanda.”

She tilted her head. “Amanda?”

“Come on Kay, spill it.”

She laughed. “Is this some sort of weird interrogation tactic where you throw out cryptic accusations in the hopes that I start randomly confessing to crimes?”

“You promised you’d come clean if I figured it out.”

“Yes. Sure. And what is it you think you’ve figured out?”

I sighed. “I think you cooked this up with Amanda. I think after our dinner with them, you two talked and came up with a little win-win scheme. I think Amanda agreed to let you use Donnie as prop, and in return he agreed to give Amanda a hall pass.”

Kayla stopped in her tracks. “Wait, what? Jer, are you saying you hooked up with Amanda at the party?”

“What? No!”

She breathed a sigh of relief. “Okay, so… what are you talking about?”

“I saw Amanda. With Tony.”

She shook her head briskly. “What did you see?”

“I just told you.”

“No, you really didn’t. Too much room for ambiguity. What did you see Amanda and Tony doing? Like flirting or kissing?”

“How about him going balls deep and then picking her up off the bed and bouncing her up and down on his cock.”

Her eyes widened. She gasped and covered her mouth. “No!”

I nodded.

“Are you serious?” she demanded.

I nodded again.

“Start from the beginning.”

“I… Are you sure that –”

“That I don’t know what you’re talking about? Yeah, I’m sure. Fill me in.”

“I thought your mystery man might be at the party.” I paused, waiting to see if she’d confirm it.

She chuckled. “That’s too vague for me to confirm or deny. You’re going to need to catch me in flagrante delicto or something like it for me to cop a plea.”

“That’s what I was hoping to do. At one point you disappeared, and I went looking for you.”

Kayla grinned. “I do love how crazy this all makes you. So, you were sneaking around their house looking for me?”

“Yes.”

“And if you’d caught me, would you have intervened or just watched?” She chuckled. “Nevermind. We’ll talk about that later. Okay, and….?”

“I went upstairs and I heard, um, sounds.”

“From?”

“From their bedroom.”

She laughed again. “So, you were snooping around our friends’ house, and you heard people having sex in their bedroom, and you….”

“I peeked in.”

She giggled. “Oh my God, Jer. You didn’t!”

“I did. I was sure it was you and Donnie.”

“But it wasn’t.”

“No. It was Tony. I… I couldn’t tell who he was with. I assumed it was you. But then, they rolled over, and he picked her up, and….”

“It was Amanda?”

I nodded.

“Wow. That’s wild,” she said.

“Heck of a coincidence, don’t you think? I mean, we tell them about our game, and then a few weeks later, she’s hooking up with another guy.”

Kayla chucked. “Not gonna lie, but I’m a little jealous. Tony is a stud.”

“Well, you two work on the same campus now,” I noted.

She laughed. “Don’t think I don’t know that. Okay, so, could you tell? Was it just his biceps that are big?”
 

“Size doesn’t matter. You know that.”

“Right, of course. Doesn’t matter at all. I’m just curious.”

“You’ll need to ask Amanda for details. But yeah, he looked big, and he’s obviously very strong. He was throwing her up and down like a rag doll.”

Kayla fanned herself. “Oh my.”

“There’s more.”

She giggled. “More?”

“I, um… when he stood up, I, um….” I took a deep breath. “She had a butt plug in her, um, butt.”

Kayla laughed. “You’re making this up.”

“I am absolutely not.”

“Wow.”

We walked for a bit in silence. I noted the well-maintained homes on our path. I wondered how many other perfect, little homesteads provided cover for sexual adventurism.

“What are you thinking?” I asked.

“I don’t know. I’m, honestly, a little taken aback. It’s not that I’m surprised, necessarily, that they have a kinky streak. It’s just that the timing is odd. And, I’m a little miffed that they didn’t confide in us. You know, reciprocate.”

“Maybe it just happened? Like the party was their first time?”

Kayla laughed. “You think Amanda always has a butt plug in her ass?”

“That does seem unlikely.”

We walked another block. It was dark, though a full moon illuminated our path.

“You’re really not going to tell me where you disappeared to during the party?”

“Nope.” Her wicked little smile made my stomach flip.

We circled around and approached our house.

“So what do we do now?” I asked.

“I don’t know what you’re going to do, but I am going to corner Amanda and make her spill her guts.”

“Wait. You can’t tell her I was –”

“Sure I can. You said it yourself. You were looking for me. And you found a different slut instead.”

“I don’t know.”

“Oh come on, Jer. You know you want the scoop.”

“I guess I do.”

“And I, it seems, could use the inspiration.”


NINE

It was difficult getting the image of Amanda and Tony out of my head. Even when Kayla was sitting on my dick, riding me up and down, I kept remembering the sight of Amanda and her butt plug bouncing on Tony’s huge prick. Then, not surprisingly, I began imagining Kayla in Amanda’s place, impaled, stretched out, gasping in passion.

I wished I had remained longer, though I knew I couldn’t. I wanted to know if that butt plug was just for stimulation or whether it was preparation. Surely Amanda could not handle a tool like Tony’s in her ass. But God, how I’d have loved to see it if she could.

A sexual haze enveloped me, like a low-grade fever, leaving me distracted and vaguely confused. I seemed to be inhabiting a surreal pornified version of reality. It had started as something of a game, and it remained that in a sense, but it was also something more. Kayla had sucked off another man. Her best friend was fucking a hung, young stud. Donnie and I shared a strange, unspoken bond. Our wives were having sex with other men. It was peculiar.

Still odder was the fact that no one else knew about it. At work, I still received, and asked, the same bland, “How was your weekend?” questions. I answered with the usual responses, something about kids and chores. Because what else can you say?

I knew my discovery about Amanda had likely turned up the heat. Kayla might otherwise have dragged things out. She could easily milk the blowjob for weeks of sexy taunting. She could give me new little details. How she’d offered herself. What else she had promised. And though the video ended quickly after he came, there was no reason she might not have continued sucking him off through another erection and another climax. I wondered what would come next, or maybe I should ask, who might come next?

There were five suspects in the running: Donnie, Anders, Charles, Dan the soccer coach, and, the dark horse, Alex, the barkeep. Alex, whom Kayla had called a “Zaddy,” and who reminded her of an early, and fond, sexual memory, seemed plausible, but precisely because he was also the safest of the options, it made him seem less likely. If her goal was to get me riled up, Alex was the least likely.

As if to re-establish himself as the front-runner, Anders appeared in my office late Monday afternoon. He sauntered in and took a seat uninvited.

“How was your weekend?” he asked.

“Uh, fine. I mean, the usual. You?”

He smiled. “Oh, the usual too. Sometimes I think I’m missing out on not being married and having kids, but then again, I slept in both mornings and didn’t have any shopping or laundry to do. So, there is that. And how’s Kayleigh… Kayla… Kaysha?”

“Kayla,” I clarified, noting to myself that he seemed to be trying too hard not to remember her name. “She’s good. Why do you ask?”

“Isn’t that what one does? Ask after a coworker’s spouse?”

“Yeah, well, Anders, I’m a little busy. So… I doubt you dropped by just to chit-chat.”

He put his hands together in a pose that, I think, meant to convey pensiveness. “Jeremy, we don’t need to be enemies. We’ve had some disagreements in the past. But I think it’s time to put that behind us.”

I felt a twinge of misgiving. What would cause Anders to try to resolve our dispute all of a sudden? Unless that was part of the deal with Kayla? She offers to suck his cock, and he makes nice with me? Had she offered him a quid pro quo? And was that just her way of killing two birds with one stone, or did she like the idea that from now on, every time he behaved decently, I’d have to think about my wife, on her knees, eagerly demanding his load?

“I don’t think we’re enemies,” I replied.

He smiled. “Then it’s settled.” He rose and began to leave, before pausing at the door and peeking back at me. “You know what? Let’s consecrate this over dinner. How about we all get together this weekend. Come over with Kayla, we’ll have a few drinks, get to know each other better. I think it’ll make this coming audit easier than the ones in the past.”

Now my Spidey sense was really tingling. Dinner with Kayla? And if having dinner with him would make the audit easier, did that mean that refusing would make it more difficult?

“I’ll have to ask her,” I said.

He grinned. “Great. I’m sure she’ll agree. Saturday? Weather should be nice, and we can eat out on my deck.”

He rapped on my door frame and disappeared down the hallway. I felt dizzy and realized my heart was pounding. Holy fuck. That seemed to remove ambiguity from the situation. So, Anders was the man. And this Saturday was… what… a chance for them to consummate fully their connection with me watching?

Kayla had done research on the whole cuckold fantasy. And surely she’d come across that classic trope – the hotwife who allows herself to be seduced by her husband’s rival. Did she already have it all mapped out, complete with he fucks me so much better than you jibes? My hands trembled and I felt cold drops of sweat run down my sides from my armpits. Oh, and also, my dick was rock hard.

***

Kayla and I were chatting across the table after dinner. I was doing bills on my computer, Kayla was on hers, checking up on the kids’ homework.

“So, Anders invited us over for dinner,” I said.

I waited until she was looking at me to say it. I wanted to see her expression. She evinced what seemed like mild surprise.

“Did you say yes?” she asked.

“Should I?”

She laughed. “He’s your work colleague, not mine. Your call.”

“He’s my colleague, but what else is he?” I asked.

“Are you trying to suggest something, um, suggestive?” she replied with a smile.

I hesitated. “How does this work, actually? Like, once I figure out who the man is, will you acknowledge it?”

She hesitated. I could almost see her mind spinning intricate webs.

“It’s like Clue, I think. You can only make one accusation. If it is correct, then I’ll admit it. If not, well, then you lose and leave the game.”

“What does that mean in this context?”

“I take the secret to my grave… or at least until it seems like a fun time to reveal it.” She smirked. “Oh, and you don’t get any more details of my sexy time.”

“So, wait, if I guess wrong–”

“If you make a formal accusation,” she corrected.

“Then I never find out who –”

“Whom.”

“Whomst you’re fucking and you get to keep fucking him and not tell me about it?”

“That’s your skin in the game.”

“I’m not sure this all seems fair.”

“Fair and sexy are not necessarily synonyms,” she noted.

“Um….” I shrugged. “Okay.” She returned her attention to the screen in front of her. “So, dinner?”

“Up to you,” she replied. “I’m game.”

She grinned.

***

So many red herrings. I wondered how Kayla could keep up with work and family commitments while still thinking them all up. I wasn’t sure whether to be impressed by her ability to multitask or concerned about her capacity for skullduggery.

On Tuesday, she met up with Coach Riley to go over end-of-season awards, a meeting she conveniently scheduled for Harry’s, which allowed her to keep bartender Alex in play. Wednesday, I came home to find our handyman, Manny, in our backyard shoring up the repairs I’d made to the fence after Kayla asked him to review my handiwork, which added a nice little emasculating touch to her flirtation with him. I’d ruled him out as the mystery cock on the basis of ethnicity and body type, but since Kayla had suggested that she might involve more than one man in our game, he, too remained a possible lover. On Thursday, Kayla managed to time her morning run to go out at the same moment as Charles, our neighbor. I watched them run off together in the direction of the Torrey Pines trail. Her skin-tight running shorts and jog bra outfit struck me as more than a little provocative.

On Friday we had Donnie and Amanda over for dinner. It was our first time seeing them since the party. I was a little nervous as we awaited their arrival.

“Did you get anything from Amanda this week?” I asked my wife.

“Nope. She cut me off before I even got three words into asking her about Tony. She told me I’d gotten away with being a mysterious bitch for weeks and that I’d have to wait.”

“You think they’ll come clean tonight?”

She gave me a pensive glance. “Depends on how hard we push.”

“Think Donnie knows?” I asked.

“Yeah. Amanda’s not as puckish as I am.”

“Less of a tease, huh?”

“You love it.”

I laughed. I did.

“Okay, well, I think I’ll let you take the lead.”

“Good idea,” Kayla replied without further comment.

***

Kayla had made a roast, and Donnie arrived with a lovely St. Emilion. We opened it to let it breathe and started off with a Sauvignon Blanc and puff pastries as hors d'oeuvres and mindless chit-chat about the kids and neighborhood goings-on. Kayla seemed to want for us all to be properly lubricated before proceeding to the main business. 

We settled down to dinner and our second bottle. After the usual round of this is great and the wine is amazing, Kayla pulled the pin.

“So,” she began, allowing a pregnant pause to focus attention on her words, “I think you have something to tell us?”

Amanda tilted her head slightly and smiled at my wife. Donnie seemed suddenly preoccupied with slicing his meat with a precision that bordered on surgical.

“Whatever do you mean?” Amanda trilled.

“You’ve been holding out on us,” Kayla responded.

“Have we?” She shifted her attention to me. “What makes you think that?”

I glanced at Donnie. He was still staring at his food. The fact that this conversational gambit didn’t cause him to perk up his ears and Amanda’s playfulness made clear there were no secrets between them. Or, at least, I hoped that I was reading it correctly.

“You guys know what we… I have been up to,” Kayla said. “Quid pro quo time,”

Amanda took a deliberate bite and chewed slowly. “Is this about our party?” she asked finally. Kayla nodded. Amanda continued, “Well, I don’t remember anything out of the ordinary happening out by the pool… or kitchen… or anywhere guests might have been.”

I blushed. The price of her confession would be mine.

I sighed. “I was snooping. Upstairs.”

Amanda nodded. “What were you looking for?”

“I was looking for Kayla, actually.”

“Trying to catch her being bad?”

“Something like that.”

Amanda turned toward Kayla. “And you tolerate this sort of behavior?”

Donnie winced. Kayla narrowed her eyes.

“Perhaps I shouldn’t have,” Kayla replied. “Jeremy and I will need to discuss further. But for now, you’re deflecting.”

“I saw you,” Donnie said suddenly, startling both me and Kayla.

Amanda chuckled. “We were wondering how you’d broach it. I’m a little surprised you didn’t go to Donnie first.”

Kayla jumped in. “Still water runs deep and all that, Mandy, but we trusted that you wouldn’t go behind your husband’s back.”

I looked at Donnie. “Sorry man. I should have talked to you. It’s just….”

“Weird. I know,” Donnie said, letting me off the hook.

“Okay, so we’re all on the same page,” Amanda said. “Brass tacks time, I guess.”

“What is the etymology of that? Brass tacks?” Kayla said.

“Squirrel,” I jumped in. “No distractions.”

Amanda and Kayla laughed.

“It was my idea,” Donnie said.

“Provoked by us?” I asked.

He shook his head. “No, just coincidence. I… erm… noticed how buff Tony was at the gym, and, I guess, my mind ran away with me.”

Amanda held out her hands nearly a foot apart and added, “And by buff, he means hung.”

Donnie reddened and Kayla’s eyes widened. “Wow. Really?”

Amanda shrugged and narrowed the gap between her hands very slightly. “Yeah, it’s big. You should try it.”

Kayla looked over at me. “What do you think, Honey?”

I felt my pulse quicken. Her question triggered both excitement and trepidation.

Amanda chuckled. “Maybe we could tag-team him.”

Kayla grinned. “Judging by the looks on our husbands’ faces right now, I think that touched a nerve.”

“I wish we’d known about their proclivities sooner. Think about all the fun we might have had over the years.”

“How long has it been going on?” Kayla asked.

“Just a few weeks,” Amanda replied. “And actually, it’s basically run its course. We’re not looking to bring a long-term third into our relationship”

“Oh, so you guys are done playing?”

“No. We’re, um, changing things up. See, we found this resort in Aruba that caters to our particular, um, preferences.”

“Like a swingers’ resort?” I proposed.

Amanda shook her head. “No, it’s, well, more specialized than that. It’s really geared more to matching up White women with Black men, which I know is fucked up, but as they say, the pussy wants what the pussy wants.”

“No one says that, Honey,” Donnie said.

“Kayla prefers ‘the twat wants what the twat wants’,” I said. “Iambic pentameter.”

“It’s actually a heptameter,” Kayla corrected, but then she keyed in on one piece of that revelation: “Men? As in plural?”

Amanda smiled and nodded enthusiastically.

Kayla turned back toward me and raised an eyebrow. She seemed to be gauging my interest in that sort of scene. I had to admit that the thought of Kayla and Amanda prancing around in string bikinis, surrounded by a gaggle of fit, well-endowed Black men, was exciting. I imagined them, both on their knees, tits out, sucking on one cock after another. I pictured strong men, fondling their bodies, breasts, asses, fingers sliding into juicy pussies. And then the two of them, side-by-side, men lined up to take a turn, particularly lucky ones plunging their cocks in first Amanda and then Kayla.

Kayla laughed at my shell-shocked expression. Then she said, “Wow, you guys sure jumped in the deep end.”

“You have no idea,” Donnie added.

***

After they left, Kayla and I sat in the kitchen and chatted about the dinner conversation.

“So, would you like to go to a resort like that?” I asked.

“Would you want me to?”

I shook my head slightly. “I think it could be hot, but it might also be too much.”

She agreed. ”I hope they have fun, but yeah, it does seem too direct. I find the teasing and buildup to be the most fun.”

“Though seeing Amanda and Tony was pretty intense,” I noted. “What did you think about Amanda’s idea of you teaming up on Tony?”

“I don’t doubt that he’s a good time. And I don’t necessarily object to a little girl-girl play. But doing it with Amanda might be a little close to home.”

“So, we won’t be swinging with them, I guess?”

“Are you saying you want to bang Amanda?”

“She’s a beautiful woman. Not as sexy as you, but….”

Kayla laughed. “I bet she looked pretty sexy taking Tony’s dick.”

I nodded. “So, if Amanda is too close, then does that mean Donnie isn’t your mystery lover?”

“That would not be a safe assumption. I think he’s cute, and I would get a major kick out of cuckolding you with your best friend. You can assume that I wouldn’t do it without Amanda’s permission, though. But then again, it sounds like she’s planning on completely slutting out in Aruba, so getting Donnie a hall pass from Amanda might not be too hard.”

I pondered that for a few moments. Despite her comment about cuckolding me, I felt pretty confident that Donnie was not the man. Still a possibility in theory, but my gut told me it was not him.

“Hey,” I segued, “so, you never did answer me about whether you’d ever had a threesome.”

She smiled. “I didn’t, did I? Well, that might actually be a story better story with more privacy.”

As if to highlight her point, we heard the kids’ screams from downstairs. They had either won or lost a video game; those two outcomes generated similar outbursts.

“Meet you upstairs?” she proposed. “Give me a few minutes.”

I nodded.

It took a little while for us each to finish up some pre-bed tasks around the house. She was already in the master bedroom when I arrived.

“Lock the door,” she chimed from the bathroom.

I did as she asked. I sauntered to the bed and sat down on the edge. I had pulled off one sock and was reaching for the other when she came out. I let out a low whistle.

She was wearing a set of lingerie I’d bought one year for Valentine’s Day. It was a green garter belt and hose, thong and demi-cup bra set. She twirled on her high heels. I admired her perfect ass bisected by a skimpy strip of emerald lace.

“Uh, wow,” I said.

She stalked over to me.

“Do you remember my friend, Lori?”

I nodded. “I think so. She was at the wedding, right? Tall, skinny blond? Haven’t seen her in forever.”

“She was just slumming out West. She’s back in her native habitat, Newport regattas and summers on the Cape. She had this boyfriend. Javier. Javi. He came to our wedding, actually. Tall, really well-built, thick, thick dark hair and brows. Young Antonio Banderas?”

I nodded. He seemed vaguely familiar. As recognition dawned on my face, Kayla drew her hand across her body.

“I was his birthday present one year. Lori told him she had a special gift for him, and then she brought me out, dressed about like this, though not this quality, and with a gift bow in my hair. He was pretty shocked, not sure if this was a setup. Lori came over to me and grabbed my hair.  She kissed me hard and put her other hand into my bra, pinching my hard nipple.”

She reenacted it for me, exposing one pert breast and rolling her stiff nub between her fingers. She kneeled down between my legs and massaged my thighs.

“Then she walked me over to him and had me kneel in front of him. She gave him a big, wet kiss, and fondled his package. Then she slowly unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his jeans. I remember licking my lips. She pulled down his boxer briefs and gripped his shaft.”

Her actions mirrored her words, and I moaned softly as she handled my prick.

“Was he big?” I asked.

She grinned. “Yes,” she answered, “about as big as yours.”

I suppressed my instinct to argue the matter.

“Uncut, dark, big balls.”

She fondled mine.

“It was so sexy watching her jerk him right in front of my face. Then she grabbed his prick and fed it into my mouth. She grabbed my hair and used my mouth to pleasure her boyfriend.”

She took me deep into her mouth and bobbed up and down roughly, demonstrating how they’d used her.

“She kissed him passionately. His excitement spiked. His pre-come leaked into my mouth. She had me service him for a bit longer, and then she repositioned me on my hands and knees. Lori pulled aside my thong and pressed a finger into my wet pussy. ‘She’s wet for you. Do you want to fuck her?’ He just grunted. She grabbed his cock and rubbed it up and down between my lips. I moaned and wriggled my hips.”

Kayla got up on our bed and offered herself to me, face down, ass up, her slit glistening with excitement.

“Take off your clothes,” she said.

I complied.

She reached between her legs and began rubbing her clit. She moaned. I pressed in close. She guided my cockhead between her labia. I entered her in one, slow thrust.

She moaned passionately. “She stripped him naked and then herself. As he fucked me, she would periodically take his cock out and suck it before putting it back in. Then she’d kiss and fondle me, while encouraging him to fuck me harder.”  She peered back over her shoulder at me. “Fuck me harder,” she repeated. 

I quickened my pace, gripping her hips firmly. She moaned louder.

“It was amazing,” she sighed. “The three of us, licking, sucking, fucking. I came so many times. And when he came inside me, Lori slurped his cock relishing our mingled juices. He got hard again almost right away. He started fucking her, and I took on the role of sucking his cock fresh from Lori’s pussy.”

The vision of that finished me. I came inside my wife.

We collapsed onto the bed, breathing hard.

“Was that true?” I gasped.

She laughed. “Yeah. Lori and I had a bit of a mutual flirtation, and she knew I thought Javi was hot. So, it just sort of worked out.”

“There’s a lot of stories you never told me.”

“I didn’t know that my slutty past would turn you on rather than off. Not all guys work that way, you know?”

“Are there more stories.”

She laughed. “Uh… just a few.”

I hugged her tight.

“Fuck, you’re sexy, you know that?”

“I do.”


TEN

Whereas Kayla had dressed down for dinner with Amanda and Donnie, I was sure she’d make a special effort for dinner with Anders. She didn’t disappoint. She wore a mid-thigh, mauve, skater dress paired with heeled, black suede, over-the-knee boots and a matching purse.

“You look great,” I said as we walked out to our car. “What are you wearing under?”

She smiled and said, “Maybe if you’re lucky, you’ll find out.”

“If I’m lucky? Or Anders is?”

“You know what sort of makes this game fun?”
 

I climbed into the car and waited for her to join me.

“You getting to play with strange cock?”

“That is fun,” she enthused. “So yes, but also no. What I was going to say is that I can’t quite figure out whether you want me to fuck Anders or not. I think it disgusts you, but also it gets your dick hard. Any truth to that?”

“Could be. Honestly, at this point, I’m mostly just relishing the effect on you. That story last night was… hot.”

She laughed. “I do my best.”

“And I have not yet heard about Claude.”

“Le Butsex, yes, that is a fun story…. In due time.”

My heart raced as I imagined multiple anal sex stories from my wife.

“So, you really made it with Lori?”

“You mean aside from that night with Javi?”

I nodded.

“Just the usual drunk kissing and fingerbanging. What? You’ve never jerked off another guy?”

“No! Jesus. I mean, God bless, whatever, but no, that’s not a standard rite of passage.”

“Oh please, you’ve never been in a circle jerk? Or watched porn with other dudes in the room?”

“Um, yes to the latter, no to the former.”

“Same difference.”

“It is not. Watching porn with other guys is not the same as a circle jerk.”

“Sure it is. Just delayed in completion. Whether you all whack off in the same room or jerk it alone in your beds later that night… it is still a circle jerk.”

“Tis not.”

“Should I ask Anders what he thinks?”

“Be my guest.”

“Speaking of which, any topics that I should consider off-limits? Karen?”

I pondered that for a second. “Up to you. I’d hate to cramp your style.”

She nodded, and I noticed a small grin cross her face as she looked out into the traffic.

***

“Nice place,” Kayla said as she entered his foyer. Anders lived in a luxury townhouse community. He had an end unit which gave him additional light.

I shook his hand and gave him a pricey bottle of red.

“Nice, thanks,” he said. “I’ll go open this to let it breathe.”

I started to follow him, but then I glanced down and noticed the tile floor. I froze. Was it the same as in the video of Kayla sucking cock? My heart raced. Holy shit, was I standing at the scene of the crime?

“Uh, Honey, you coming?” Kayla said.

I looked up to see her and Anders looking back at me from the living room.

I forced a smile. “Yeah, sorry, just remembered I’d, uh, forgotten to, um, nevermind.”

Kayla raised an eyebrow at me. Anders directed us to the sofas in the living room. His place was modern, nicely put-together in a way that suggested he’d gone to West Elm and just ordered up entire rooms.

“Can I offer you a drink?” he called from the kitchen. 

Kayla leaned over to me. “Tell him I want a Sex on the Beach.”

“Or maybe a hummer in the foyer,” I replied.

“I have no idea what you mean,” she said.

“I have red, white, beer… let’s see what else… bourbon,” he clarified. “Sorry, not really much else.”

“I’ll have a white wine,” Kayla answered.

“Sure, me too,” I added.

He returned momentarily with our drinks and sat on the loveseat opposite us. I felt like I’d walked into a set-up.

He raised his glass. “Thanks for coming over,” he said.

We raised ours as well. I shifted my gaze back and forth between them, but I couldn’t read anything in their facial expressions or body languages. Perhaps because I was flustered, Kayla took the lead in starting the conversation.

“Do you live alone?” she asked.

“Just the three of us: me, myself, and I.”

Kayla chuckled. I rolled my eyes at her.

“You’re a handsome guy, how come no S.O.?”

“Is your wife flirting with me?” he asked with a wink. “I like the bachelor life.”

“Which is what, exactly?”

“No responsibilities. Go to bed when I want. Have beer for breakfast if I want.”

“Sounds lonely,” she said.

“I do okay,” he replied.

“Do tell.”

“Erm, I don’t know. The usual. Meet someone. Have a little fun. But then things run their course.”

“You need to put a little work into a relationship. Spice things up when you’re in a rut.”

I felt my simmer turning into a boil. Here it was, the big reveal.

“Oh?”

Kayla put her hand on my shoulder. “Well, take Jer and me. We’ve been together a long time. Past the big excitement phase. So, Jer had a great idea.”

“Which, of course, you know all about,” I snarked to Anders.

He seemed oddly perplexed, which left me befuddled. Kayla interceded, “You told Anders about our trip to Europe?”

I turned toward my wife. Cheshire Cat. But I was the one who wished he could turn invisible.

“I, erm, I think so, right Anders?”

That left him even more confused. I hadn’t spoken to him about it, in part because we were not actually planning a trip to Europe. Luckily a timer chimed from the kitchen. He rose and excused himself.

Kayla giggled. “I told you not to assume things.”

I glanced back toward the foyer. Tile. I remembered the tile. But white tile is hardly a unique design feature. I thought about excusing myself to rewatch the video in his bathroom to see if I could spot any identifying features, but decided against it.

She continued, “But then again, maybe Anders and I do have a dirty, little secret. So difficult to know.” She finished off her wine and then rose as well. “Can I give you a hand in there?” She disappeared into the kitchen after him.

After a few moments, I rose and followed them. It had only been a brief time, but my overactive imagination already had them entangled and half-naked. They were not. Instead, Kayla was watching as Anders took a couple of pans out of the oven. Store-made Beef Wellington by the looks of it and garlic green beans. Well, at least he had not worked too hard on dinner.

We plated the meals and walked out on his back deck where he’d set a simple table.

“So, why Europe?” Anders asked. “Why not something more exotic if you’re looking for excitement?”

I looked over at Kayla and gave her a small chin nod. She’s gotten us into this mess and would have to get us out. As is often the case, I misunderestimated my wife.

She took a bite of Beef Wellington, and then a sip of wine. “Oh, I studied in France junior year. I just had so many amazing experiences. Some I haven’t even mentioned to Jer. Just want to go back and, you know, try new things, meet new people, maybe track down old friends.”

“Maybe even an old boyfriend?” Anders joked.

I managed to suppress a groan. This was definitely a set-up.

“What do you think, Jer? Should I see if Claude still lives in Le Marais?”

“Be careful of those Frenchmen,” Anders said to me.

I forced a smile. “Do you travel much?”

“I’m more of an active vacation guy. Skiing, surfing, rock climbing,” he said. He rolled his shoulders.

“That’s a great way to stay in shape,” Kayla replied.

“I try.” He actually subtly flexed his biceps. “And for real excitement, there needs to be some danger. Scuba with sharks. Bungee jumping. Something to get your blood pumping and heart racing.”

“Well, there are plenty of ways to get blood pumping and juices flowing,” Kayla replied.

Anders grinned and raised his glass to that.

We continued eating and the conversation became less sexually charged. Anders began showing his true colors. As the wine hit, Anders gave us his views on life, which struck me as a series of vapid platitudes – he told us, for instance, that he believed the key to a happy life was ‘collecting experiences.’

“Sounds a little selfish,” I noted.

He waved his hands. “Selflessness is an illusion. People only do good when they think someone or,” he glanced up momentarily, “something, is watching.”

“So, if you rid yourself of the idea of selflessness,” Kayla said, “then you can be wholly self-involved.”

“Self-involved is a judgmental way to say it. Why not self-care or self-love?”

Kayla pumped her fist. “Self-love is a good way to describe it.”

He laughed but also shrugged. She was not going to convince him.

Kayla looked at me pensively. Then she turned back to Anders.

“So, I thought this was supposed to be an air-clearing dinner?”

“More of a get-to-know-you-better dinner,” he responded.

“Hard to do one without the other,” she said. “So, let’s talk about Karen.”

My mind was racing in ten directions at once, leaving me mute. Things were suddenly moving faster than I could process or react.

Anders shrugged. “What is there to say? She and I had a normal, adult, consensual relationship. It ran its course. And that’s that… or should have been.” He glanced at me.

“And Jer, how would you describe it?”

“Older guy took advantage of a younger woman and then dumped her after he’d gotten his rocks off a few times.”

Anders laughed. “It was more than a few times, but okay, so what? I promise you she got off plenty too.”

“Yes,” Kayla began, “but, as a young woman, attracted to a successful, older man, she may have thought more was in the offing than simply, uh, boffing. Did you make your intentions clear?”

“I’m a feminist,” he replied. “I trust women, young and old, single and married, to make sound judgments in their own interests.”

She laughed. “That’s the kind of bullshit that curdles feminism into misandry.”

He seemed a little puzzled, so I provided a definition. “Contempt for men.”

He shrugged. “Look, I’m not saying I was a great guy. But I didn’t lie to her. It’s not my fault she caught feelings. What should I have done?”

“Not fucked her,” I proposed.

“Well, you were taking that role already, right?” he smirked.

“Gentlemen, please,” Kayla interjected. “Let’s keep this productive.”

I jumped in. “Excuse me, though, I think part of the issue is Anders’ unjustified resentment toward me. All I did was tell a friend the truth when asked a question.”

“She asked you specifically whether I fucked around with co-workers?”

“No,” I replied. “Just what kind of guy you were.”

“Exactly! You could have said, ‘he’s detail-oriented,’ or, ‘he always meets deadlines.’ Instead, you went with, ‘he fucked a girl in the office.’  Which I did, by the way. Right on my desk.”

Kayla chuckled. “You can’t decide if you want to wallow in your victimhood or brag about your crimes.”

“What crimes?” He insisted. “I gave a pretty girl the best sex of her life.”

“Are you sure about that?” Kayla asked.

He nodded. “Well, I could, uh, propose a personal demonstration if you’d like.”

“Hey!” I shouted.

Kayla stood and put her palm on my chest. She turned toward Anders.

“You know, Anders, Jer and I have been having a debate about you. See, he thinks you’re just an asshole. But I’m thinking it’s some of that big dick energy warping your brain. So, which is it?”

He laughed. “You’re asking if I’m an asshole or whether I have a big dick? Uh, I think I’ll plead guilty to door number two.”

“Prove it,” Kayla challenged.

“You want me to show you my dick?” He glanced from her to me and back again.

I was shaky. Kayla had me initially convinced Anders was her lover, and then that he wasn’t, and now, again, it seemed inevitable.

“You don’t expect us to just take your word for something like that,” Kayla replied.

“Well, here’s the problem, Baby, I’m a grower, not a shower.”

“Surely at your age you know how to fluff yourself up.”

He laughed. “At least I need a little visual stimulation.” He stood and looked my wife up and down, deliberating what to ask for. “Show me your boobs and I’ll show you my cock.”

She didn’t even glance at me to check my reaction. And now I knew, knew, knew. My face reddened and my cock stiffened. I was about to watch Anders fuck my wife. I was frozen. Torn between two extreme reactions, not sure whether I wanted more to jerk myself off or punch him in the face.

Kayla said, “okay.” She peeled her dress off her shoulders and pulled the top down. She was braless beneath, her pert breasts needing no support. Her nipples stood out, prominent and erect.

He chuckled, “Are you cold or just excited about what you’re about to see?”

“Put up or shut up,” she taunted.

His expression was smug. He pulled up his pullover, exposing a flat stomach and pale, downy hair on his upper abdomen. He unbuckled his belt, his hips swaying slightly. I could sense this was not the first time he’d stripped for an eager audience. He unzipped slowly, pulled his pants open, and slid them down across his muscular thighs. He was wearing black, boxer briefs. His erection was prominent. He drew a finger across the length.

“Good enough for you?” he asked.

“Not even close,” Kayla replied. I noticed her rapid breaths and flushed expression.

He glimpsed in my direction. My stunned expression and passive demeanor seemed to encourage him. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and slowly eased them down. His pubes were blond, his cock, bouncing into view, was long, thick, uncut, and still not fully hard. He began to stroke himself slowly.

It took me a moment to process it. This was not the man Kayla had blown. He was much too big. But that mystery deferred, the situation was intensifying. Anders continued to stroke himself, my wife a suitably admiring observer. Her eyes shone bright, and she licked her pursed lips.

“You ever had one this big?” he asked.

She shook her head, perhaps also suddenly shocked at how far things had gone.

“I didn’t think so.”

He continued to stroke himself. Kayla’s blush spread to her upper chest. Her hands pressed down across her thighs.

“It’d get even bigger with a little personal attention.”

I shivered. There was a table between them. It created a physical, but also psychological, barrier. I could see in Kayla’s expression that she was captivated by his member and by the lewdness of it all. That without the table, she’d have already approached closer, hefted his prick, stroked him, and sucked him.

It could still happen. There was a moment of stasis, an equilibrium that held us all in place. It could be punctured in an instant. A sound, a word, a shiver, even a gust of wind could trigger a sudden reordering of the scene.

“We should, um, probably go,” I said.

I reached for Kayla's hand and endured a moment of terror as her palm trembled and she seemed likely to pull it away and reject my intervention. But instead, she gripped my hand tightly.

I was standing. Kayla’s dress was back in place. As we hurried from the townhouse, Anders was still on his deck, cock in hand, smirking as we fled.

I had limited my drinking. I was sober. But my head swam. I pulled out and began driving toward the highway. Kayla was just staring ahead, eyes glazed.

We had dodged… something. I was relieved. And disappointed. It would have been explosive. Kayla was primed. Anders eager to demonstrate his dominance over my wife. They’d have fucked hard and loud.

I took us by surface streets, not quite feeling myself able to handle the freeway. Kayla's soft moan caught my attention. I peeked over at her. Her eyes were closed and her hands were in her lap, her dress creeping higher and higher up her thighs.

“Pull over, Jeremy,” she growled.

“What’s the matter?”

“There,” she said, pointing, “church lot.”

“Kayla?”

“Pull the fuck over.”

I turned off the road and into the lot. It was empty. I drove in and slowed beneath a light. She pointed toward a darkened corner instead. I followed her direction. I shifted into park.

“Kayla, what–?”

She shut me up by shedding her seat belt and climbing into my lap. Her body was hot, trembling. She reached down the side of my seat and pressed the recline button. As I leaned back, she ground against me.

“Jeremy, either you fuck me right now, or drive me back to Anders’ place so I can ride that huge cock of his.”

Not that the latter option was actually possible since she was straddling me. Her dress was bunched around her waist, and she pulled it down off her shoulders. I sucked hard on her nipples as she fumbled with my pants. I couldn’t help much. The best I could do was grab her ass. I palmed her cheeks and felt her drenched thong. My fingers slid beneath the fabric. She was wet and swollen.

Kayla got my belt unbuckled and tore my pants open. Between her efforts and my squirming, I managed to free my prick. She grabbed my shaft and let out a raw growl. She squirmed in my lap and managed to get my cock positioned. With a sigh, she sank down on me.

I gasped at her wetness. For a brief, delirious moment, I imagined that she had somehow slipped away with him, and that I was experiencing the aftermath. Sloppy seconds in an obscenely stretched cunt.

She sucked on my ear lobes. “That’s it, Anders, fuck me with that big dick. Fuck me with that big, beautiful dick.”

My heart raced. I was drenched with sweat.

“Fuck me like you fucked Karen.”

I grabbed a handful of her hair and kissed her hard. It was desperate, painful, teeth and lips mashed together, and the taste of blood.

“I’m going to make you fall in love with me. Fall in love with my big dick. You’ll think of me every time that loser fucks you,” I growled.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck!” she growled.

Her pussy pulsed on my cock.

If I had not pulled Kayla away when I did, I was certain she’d currently be spread wide on Anders’s bed as he pounded her juicy pussy. And from her level of arousal, I also knew that I had just delayed the inevitable. Anders was going to fuck my wife.

My orgasm hit like a freight train. I could barely breathe. By the time my head cleared, Kayla had slid back into the passenger seat and sat there gasping.

She chuckled. “You’ll think of me every time that loser fucks you? That’s a dark thought.”

“It made you come.”

She sighed. “Yeah, fuck, it did.”


ELEVEN

We made it home. We were shaky, but we made it home. The kids seemed oblivious as we popped our heads into the basement and told them not to stay up too late. Although, honestly, I sort of hoped they’d stay down there long enough for Kay and me to sate our still coursing passions.

She’d been the aggressor in the car. I took on that role at home. As we walked down the hallway, I suddenly felt this urge to grab her hand and yank her into our bedroom. I shut the door behind us and locked it, and then I dropped to my knees.

“Baby, no, let me get cleaned up.” She half-heartedly tried to push me away.

I pressed her dress up over her hips. “Take it off,” I ordered. She obliged, yanking it over her head. She parted her thighs slightly. Her thong was soaked. I yanked it down. Her pussy was wet and swollen. I slid my thumb between her slick labia. She moaned softly.

“What if he’d asked to see your pussy rather than tits. Would you have shown him?”

“Yes,” she gasped.

“I wouldn’t have been able to stop you fucking him,” I said. I slowly fucked my thumb inside her, massaging her clit as I did.

“I’d wish you didn’t!”

“You think you could handle that big cock?”

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, her pussy pulsing. “Just thinking about his big dick inside me makes me come.”

I knew I’d just come inside her, but her swollen, juicy gash was too hot to pass up. I leaned in and sucked almost her entire sex into my mouth. She grasped my head and humped my face. She was gushing. A mix of excitement, sweat, and come. It was intoxicating. 

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, Jeremy, that’s so hot. Oh fuck.”

I stood up, my face covered with her mess. I kissed her, her tongue playing over my lips, sharing the taste of us. I was rock-hard again and wrenched down my pants. Kayla wrapped a leg around my waist. I grabbed her ass and thrust upward, into her gooey mess of a cunt. There was almost no friction, which was good, because as hot and wet as she was, I almost came right away in any case.

Even still, it didn’t last long. It was just too exciting and raw. Kayla pumped her hips frantically. I gasped for breath as I returned her thrusts. I groaned and plunged fully into her. I came, grunting and moaning.

We sank to the floor, still entwined. We both instinctively listened for the sounds of the kids, but after a few moments determined that they had remained downstairs. We kissed gently, the passion turning to loving affection.

***

After cleaning up and doing our bedtime routines, we met again beneath the covers.

“Was tonight fun?” Kayla asked.

I laughed. “You really need to ask?”

“Yeah, I do. Because what’s hot in the moment is sometimes cringe after.”

“I’m not cringing about anything. Are you having second thoughts?”

“No, not really. I just want to make sure we don’t go too far too fast.”

“We’re moving slower than Donnie and Amanda,” I noted.

“Yeah, about that. What’s going on with you and Donnie?”

“Huh?”

“I mean, turns out Amanda and I both have some lingering inner-slut issues. But awfully coincidental that both you and Donnie came up with this fetish at the same time.”

“Coincidences happen? Or maybe it’s a midlife crisis thing.”

Kayla laughed. “I think the usual way for that to manifest is a sports car and chasing after girls barely out of their teens rather than throwing dicks at your wife.”

“Two sides of the same coin, though.”

“How so?”

I shrugged. “Just two ways of spicing things up when time has, unperceived, turned a pleasant but increasingly well-worn path into a rut.”

“Think we were in a rut?” she asked.

“Well, there was something going on. We may have thrown the dicks, but you two gals are the ones who decided to swallow them whole like a seal eating a fish.”

She laughed. “I could have done without that simile.”

“Oh, now you’re getting squeamish?”

She laughed again.

“What happened back there?” I asked.

“Honestly, I don’t know,” she replied. “This game. I think about it all the time, you know?”

“I know. Me too.”

“It’s almost like, I don’t know, like an out-of-body experience. Like I’m not quite in control, but rather watching myself doing all these crazy things, having all these crazy thoughts. But it’s not disassociation. I don’t feel disconnected. Quite the opposite actually. It’s all very, very intense. But you know, like being immersed in a really great book or movie. Just lost in it. And sometimes you feel that more strongly than real life.”

“I didn’t cry when my mother died,” I said. “But the end of Saving Private Ryan has me bawling my eyes out. Weird, right? It’s almost like because it isn’t real, you can completely let your guard down.”

“That’s really deep.”

“Are you messing with me?” I asked.

“Not in the least.”

We held hands and remained silent for a long while. Those deep thoughts faded and my mind returned to Kayla and our adventures.

“You were right about Anders,” I said.

“So were you. BDE and asshole are not mutually exclusive.”

“Think he’s as big or bigger than Tony?”

“When I fuck him, I’ll bring a tape measure.”

“So, you’re going to fuck him?”

“Not right away. I have some unfinished business.”

My cock was beginning to twitch back to life. “Oh?”

“I have an assignation scheduled for this week.”

“Who, when?”

She laughed. “Same man as before. As for when, well, the first you’ll hear about it is when I have a hot new video for you and a pussy full of another man’s come.”

“I’ve ruled out Anders as a suspect.”

”Do tell.”

“You’d need to have some serious CGI to downsize Anders’ cock to match the one in your first video.”

“Fair enough. How are you going to deal with Anders?” she asked.

“You mean at work?”

“Uh, yeah, especially now that I’ve shown him my tits and panted like a bitch in heat at his cock.”

I laughed. “So, being compared to a seal eating a fish is disturbing, but self-identifying as a panting bitch in heat is okay?” She laughed as well. “I dunno. We’ll see how he handles it. But it is what it is.”

“And you’d be down with me fucking him?”

I chuckled again. “No. It would be the worst day of my life. I can’t even imagine the humiliation I’d feel knowing that asshole was fucking you like I never could.” I dragged her hand down between our bodies and placed it on my cock. “Problem is, it also makes me so fucking hard.”

She snaked her hand into my PJ bottoms and gripped my erection.

“I’ve never had one that big,” she cooed. “Think it will drive me mad with passion?”

“Probably.”

“What if I can’t get enough? What if he demands I come into your office and fuck him there?”

“Which, of course, you’d do.”

“I wouldn’t be able to resist. How could any woman resist that cock and not be awed by it?”

“Laying it on a little thick, don’t you think?” I said.

“I’ve warned you before that you didn’t quite realize what you were asking of me. Sex for a man is different. Find a juicy hole and put your dick in it. You don’t spread yourself open. You don’t get penetrated. You don’t know what it’s like to have someone inside you, how amazing and also overwhelming that can feel. How you have to surrender and trust your partner. And that’s with a normal cock. Anders would stretch me like no one ever has. He’d go deeper than anyone has, giving me sensations I’ve never felt. I might hate it. Or I might love it. But whatever it is, it’ll be more intense than anything I’ve experienced before. Who knows how I might react?”

My mouth was dry. She took my hand and pulled it between her legs.

“Do you feel how wet I am?” she asked. “Just talking about it? And it’s not just my pussy.” She moved my hand across her chest. “See how hard my nipples are? Can you feel my heart pounding? God, I’m tingling all over.”

“Maybe you should see a doctor?”

“The only treatment I need is more dick.” She yanked down her PJs and rolled on top of me. It took a few moments of fumbling before we managed to free my dick. She impaled herself on me with a low growl.

“You’re insatiable,” I sighed as she fucked me hard.

“You reap what you sow.”

I grabbed her luscious ass and squeezed it hard. “Oh Baby, I love the harvest.”

“You sure you’re still going to love it when you’re sharing the cornucopia?”

If she was trying to warn me off, she was doing a terrible job. All I could think was how amazing she felt, all wet, hot, and horny, fucking my brains out.

“If it gets you like this, count me in.”

She leaned forward and kissed me sloppily. Then still slinging her cunt up and down my shaft, she gasped in my ear. “First, I’m going to fuck my mystery man. Then I’m going to fuck Anders. And then Amanda and I are going to tag-team the shit out of Tony.”

I gasped as I tipped over the edge, my cock pulsing. It was my third orgasm of the evening, and it was almost painful. I deflated quickly and slipped out of her. She continued grinding against me, but I knew that would not be enough.

I grabbed her and threw her face down onto the mattress. I folded a pillow in half and wedged it beneath her, lifting her ass in the air.

“You’re going to need to call in another man to finish the job,” she taunted.

“We’ll see,” I replied, smacking her ass.

Her yelp turned into a moan as I shoved two fingers into her gooey snatch. I slid them in and out, coating them with our combined juices, and then I added a third finger. She groaned as I stretched her pussy.

Deep inside her, I began to curl my fingertips against her spongy flesh. She moaned and humped back against me as I stimulated her g-spot. With my thumb, I began rubbing her clit as well. Her hips pumped up and down sensuously. I dove in and thrust my tongue between her cheeks, licking her anus.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” she gasped. She buried her face in the mattress. Her muffled moan was still shockingly loud. “Oooooohhhhhhhhh!”

And then she exploded, her body spasming as if electrocuted. Her pussy squeezed my fingers. Her anus pulsed against my tongue. Beads of sweat bloomed all over her body. She bucked and spun out of my grasp, rolling over and glaring at me, wild-eyed. And then she began to cry.

“Are you okay?” I asked, pulling her into an embrace.

She clamped onto me with her arms and legs. She was trembling and sobbing. I pulled the covers over us.

“Kay?”

She remained mute, but her shivers subsided. I felt her hot, wet tears against my chest.

“Kay?”

She peered up at me, eyes red-rimmed, but a smile on her face.

“Holy shit, Jer. That was fucking amazing.”

“You’re amazing. That was so fucking hot.”

Her breathing returned to normal, and our embrace became less desperate. We kissed gently.

“Maybe this has gone far enough,” she proposed. “Whatever rut we were in, we’re out of it now.”

I pondered on that a bit. Cliches filled my head. Know when to quit. Don’t fly too close to the sun. But it was too exciting to resist.

“Were you telling the truth about having already made plans for this week?”

“I told you I wouldn’t make things up anymore.”

“Even about Anders and Tony?”

“Yes,” she admitted.

My poor cock protested with a twinge of pain as blood again began to flow into it.

I chuckled. “I think we’re just getting started.”

I felt her nipples stiffen against my chest.

“Jesus, Jeremy, you’re really insane, you know that?”

I caressed her hair and kissed her forehead.

“When we’re 80, old and wrinkled, we’ll still get horny thinking about what we did this year.”

She laughed. “So, this is some sort of investment in a carnal IRA?”

“The more you put in now, the more you have to withdraw later.”

She rolled her eyes. But she didn’t protest.


TWELVE

A couple of days later, I came home from work to an empty house. On the kitchen counter was a note from Kayla. Text me when you get home. I did.

<Jeremy>: I’m home.

She responded almost instantly.

<Kayla>: Took kids to Top Golf. There are leftovers in the fridge for you. Oh, and in a couple of minutes, I am going to send you a video. Enjoy.

A video. My heart raced.

With the house to myself, I decided to indulge myself. I grabbed a beer from the fridge and went upstairs to our bedroom. The link to the video arrived momentarily, and I set my phone to screencast to our TV.

There was no preamble. The video opened with Kayla, nude, kneeling between the legs of her lover, gripping his hard, wet cock. They were on a bed, and he was holding the phone. She smiled at me and licked his cock head.

She moaned softly and then said, “Time to make a deposit. This is what you’ve been waiting for, Jeremy. I’m going to fuck another man for you.”

Kayla sucked his cock into her mouth, bobbing up and down. He reached out with his right hand and cupped her head. She slurped on his prick noisily. He gasped and moaned.

She pulled back and stroked him with her fist. It seemed to be the same man as before, or at the very least it wasn’t Anders and his king-sized pecker. Her hand squished on his shaft.

“Hard and wet,” she cooed. “And it’s about to slide into your wife’s pussy.”

She paused for a couple of moments as if to allow me to call a halt to it. But, of course, it was already done. I gasped at the realization. She’d already fucked him. And I didn’t even know for sure when it was. When I kissed her yesterday after work, had she already fucked him? Was her pussy still tingling from their encounter?

She licked his shaft one more time. She rose up, spun around, and backed her ass up toward his prick. She leaned forward, her chest toward his shins, and reached back to grasp his prick. I gaped at the sight of her pretty pussy, slick with excitement, and her tight, little asshole, also on prominent display.

Kayla drew the stranger’s cock up and down her slit, the head sliding between her lips. She wriggled her ass and moaned as she rubbed his glans against her clit.

“Ohhh,” she sighed.

She repositioned his prick, and then slowly rocked back against him, taking him inside her. She reached back and with both hands, spread her cheeks. I had a perfect view as his cock disappeared inside. He let out a soft moan as her juicy pussy enveloped him. She began to fuck him sensually, rolling her hips slowly, first taking him deep, and then switching it up by rapidly working the head.

He reached out and palmed her ass, and as she rode him, he teased her anus with his thumb. She moaned louder and began fucking him harder and faster. Her pussy squished on his shaft.

I was rock hard, of course, watching a close-up view of my wife fucking another man on a fifty-inch screen. It was like being there, right there. So, my reaction was especially intense when he pressed his thumb into her ass.

Her body twitched repeatedly, her back arched. She let out a long, low growl.

“Oh God,” she cried out, impaling herself completely on him.

Her body shuddered in passion. And then, as she recovered, she began fucking him harder. She peered back over her shoulder, eyes wild.

“Come inside me,” she demanded. “Fill my married cunt with your come!”

Her man seemed happy to oblige. Thumb still deep in her ass, he began thrusting upward to meet her strokes. He grunted excitedly and the video shook. And then, with one last deep thrust, he shivered and climaxed.

Kayla took a little time to catch her breath. Then she slowly rose off him. He withdrew his thumb, and for a few moments, both her ass and cunt remained gaping. His come began leaking out of her. Before I knew it, I was coming as well, drenching my shorts.

As my eyes refocused, I watched her spin around and lick his slimy prick.

“You can turn that off,” she said. “I think that’s enough of a show for now.”

He didn’t hesitate. The video ended abruptly. The screen darkened.

“Holy fuck,” I gasped. “She did it.”

***

I took a shower and got cleaned up, but even smelling of soap and wearing fresh clothes, I still felt ragged and shaky. I didn’t dare watch the video again. I knew Kay and the kids would be home at some point soon, and the last thing they needed to see was me with my dick out wanking it to a video of their mom fucking another dude.

As I waited for them to return, I reflected on how quickly our lives had changed. Had it just been a few months ago that Kayla had come home from a happy hour all flustered about flirting with another man? I recalled the weird excitement that had overtaken me as she admitted her minor indiscretion, and how quickly I’d tried to inflame it into a major one. Kayla had tried to dampen my enthusiasm, but only momentarily. It was stunning how quickly she’d come around as well, and then taken the lead, how her fantasies and mine seemed to have evolved and become intertwined.

The rapidity and completeness of her embrace of our new lifestyle should have been disconcerting. At some point between the flirting and the fucking, I should have had misgivings, or she should have. But the truth was, I loved it. I loved the teasing, but the consummation was even more exciting. I thought of my wife with another man’s come in her mouth, his cock in her pussy, and his thumb in her ass. Her orgasm as she rode him was seared into my mind.

When she came home, I noticed first the questioning look in her eyes. I felt my face redden and saw a grin play across her lips. The boys rushed over and gave me a rundown of their various golfing accomplishments, and I nodded and made the appropriate exclamations, but I couldn’t stop my continual glances over at their mother’s oddly provocative nonchalance.

I love my kids, but the evening felt interminable. I wanted to drag Kayla into our bedroom, strip her naked, and extract from her all the details. When had she met up with him? How many times had they fucked? Was her orgasm real and was it as intense as it seemed? And what would come next?

I kept myself under control. And finally, the kids retired to their bedrooms and we to ours.

I was waiting for her by the entrance, and when the door shut, I pulled her into a passionate embrace.

“You liked what you saw,” she said with a gasp.

“When did you fuck him?”

She put her hands on my shoulders and pressed me to my knees. I peered up at her. She smirked and unzipped her jeans. She wriggled them down over her ass, leaving me staring at her black panties. I noticed the damp spot, and then she pulled them down as well, and I saw the milky remnants in the fabric.

“He’s still leaking out of me,” she said.

“Oh God,” I gasped.


THIRTEEN

It was a lovely San Diego morning, warm, sunny, a brisk breeze off the ocean. Kayla woke me up and reminded me the boys had a soccer game today, or I guess we’re supposed to call them a “match.” She was in her usual weekend attire, yoga pants and a tight tee shirt, her hair in a cute ponytail. The pants were new. I hadn’t seen her wear a camo pattern before.

I didn’t think much of it until we arrived at the field. The boys spilled out of the minivan and joined their teammates in warming up on the field. Coach Riley approached us.

“I like the pants!” he said.

Kayla swiveled, showing them off for him. “Thought you might.”

He smirked at me. “You are a lucky man.”

Which, I know, is a thing guys say. But when you think of it, the sentiment it actually expresses is, I want to fuck your wife.

“Don’t I know it,” I replied.

“I switched up the lineup,” he said, handing Kayla the rosters. She distributed those to the other parents.

I took the sheet of paper and noted that both our kids were starting. I raised an eyebrow at her.

She grinned, “I guess being Team Mom has its perks.”

“You know Team Mom and Team Wife are different roles, right?”

“Are they though? Isn’t it my job to help out and ease the coach’s ‘stresses’ however I can?”

“Um, you’re my actual wife and I don’t see you trying to ease my stresses. On the contrary, you often seem quite determined to add to them.”

She shrugged. “Some men need to be challenged, teased, and tormented. Some men need to be soothed, reassured, and serviced.”

“Serviced, eh?”

Kayla raised her eyebrows. “I had a boyfriend in college who got nervous before big exams. So, right before every test, I’d meet up with him, get on my knees, and suck a big load out of his balls. He got all As… at least until we broke up.”

“There is a lot about your past that you’ve never told me,” I said.

She shrugged. “I had to make sure I had my claws nice and deep into you first.”

“I’m also surprised this guy would let you go.”

“Wasn’t really his choice. It was right before my study-abroad year, and I was not about to pass up the opportunity to hook up with a plethora of hot, European dudes for the sake of a mopey boyfriend back home.”

“Ah, are we back to Claude?”

“Claude was one of many.” She chuckled. “I took as my inspiration Mary Boleyn, Anne’s sister. She spent time as a young woman at the French court, earning the nickname, ‘the English Mare,’ because, you know, everyone got a ride.”

I laughed. “God, I love you.”

“‘Mon dieu, je t’adore,’ is, indeed, how most Frenchmen responded to my charms.”

The whistle blew and we turned our attention to the match.

***

Our kids played well, and we won, though I missed part of the game because Kayla sent me out to pick up pizzas for the post-game. Another mom had brought soft drinks for the kids, and one of the dads had brought beer for the adults.

Despite having played a full soccer game, the kids were soon running around, leaving the old folks to chat and gossip before we all scattered to our next activities.

I was sitting on a picnic table, Kayla beside me when Coach approached. He had a beer in one hand and a slice of pizza in the other.

“Great game, eh?” he began.

“Nice win,” I replied.

He smirked at Kayla. “Thanks for the strategy tips.”

“You’re the master strategist. I’m just your humble assistant,” she replied.

“Jermy,” he said, dropping a syllable, “your wife and I make a great team. I wish she was Team Mom on every team I coach.”

“That would hardly be fair to the other teams,” I replied.

“She’s so helpful… with everything.”

“Jer got the pizza,” Kayla interjected.

He finished off his slice. “Finger-licking good,” he said, winking at Kayla.

She bit her lip flirtatiously. But I was focused on his hand. I’d never noticed that he was missing the top third of the ring finger on his right hand. And while I’d need to go back and confirm, I was confident Kayla’s lover had all of his digits intact.

The pack of kids returned to curtail any further banter, though Coach made plans to meet with Kayla later in the week to plan the practice schedule. We cleaned up the pizza boxes and started back toward the car. The kids ran ahead of us.

“You know, I don’t really think Coach Dan is your type,” I said.

“You may be overestimating the degree of attraction needed to make this work. The other man in this is just a prop. All he needs is a working pecker.”

I snorted.

“What?”

“Just, ‘pecker’ is a funny word.”

“You’re ruling him out?”

“Yes.” I pointed to my ring finger. “Coach is missing the tip. Your lover has all of his fingers.”

She nodded. “You’re watching these videos closely.”

“And thinking of them when I’m not watching”

“You spend all day just fantasizing about me and other men?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

“You’re getting so kinky.”

“I’m not the one playing with a strange cock.”

“True. I’m excited about fucking a new man after all these years. Sucking his dick merely whet my appetite.”

“And wet his dick.”

“You know those are homonyms, right?”

“Homo who?”

She ignored me. “Anyway, you know I’m not going to confirm or deny anything about Coach Dan.”

“Unless I make a formal accusation.”

“Precisely.”

I laughed.

“So,” she continued, “what is your plan to resolve this? Or is the idea that I just keep having sex with other men indefinitely?”

“Well, you’ve put a challenge before me, and I think you’d be disappointed if I didn’t try to solve it. No, I’ll make an accusation at some point. And I am working on a plan.”

“Do tell.”

“Ha. No. I get to have my secrets too.”

She didn’t reply, but I noticed a cute little smile on her face.


FOURTEEN

When I arrived at work on Monday at 8:42am, Anders was waiting for me in my office. He glanced at his watch.

“Sleeping in?”

“Hi Anders. What can I do for you? I don’t think we have a meeting scheduled.”

“Um, I thought we had better talk about what happened at my place. Maybe you should shut the door?”

I walked over to my desk and turned on my computer. He got up and closed the door himself and then sat back down across my desk.

“You took your time coming around,” I said.

“I figured I’d give you a chance to be the bigger man and broach it first. Oh wait… I am definitely the bigger man.”

I shook my head, amused. “What is there to talk about?”

He tilted his head quizzically. “Your wife showed me her tits and demanded to see my cock.”

“She’s a little wild.”

“What’s the game?” he asked.

“Game?”

He sighed. “What was the purpose behind all of that?”

I shrugged.

He glared at me.

“You know, I’m not cutting you slack on audit, no matter what kind of weird shit you and your wife are into.”

“Of course not. You have too much integrity.”

It was childish and pointless, but I was having fun. And sometimes that’s the most you can hope for.

“What if I told Courtney about all of this?” he asked.

“Running to mommy?” I laughed. “That’s weak, even for you.”

His eyes narrowed. “Alright, then how about I see about meeting up with Kayla on my own. Give her a taste of a real man for once.”

“Anders, knock yourself out. But I’ll give you a warning. She’d eat you up for breakfast.”

“I’m willing to take that risk. Are you sure you are? When Karen was crying on your shoulder, did she ever tell you how she begged me to take her back? She offered me her ass. I took it. And still dumped her after.” He rose and paused at the door. “Get your spreadsheets in order, Jeremy. You’re going through the wringer.”

***

I wasn’t worried about Anders. I knew my team was solid and that our documentation was complete. As before, he’d nick us on the equivalent of a misplaced comma, but it’d be fine. Still, it was a lot of extra work.

By the end of the day, I was ready for a beer and decided to invite Donnie out. It would also provide a chance to probe deeper into what was going on with him and Amanda. I felt like, despite the completely insane revelations they’d already shared, he was still holding back on something. We arranged to meet at Harry’s, which would also give me another opportunity to assess whether Alex, the “zaddy” bartender, was still in the running as Kayla’s mystery man.

I arrived before Donnie and took a seat at the bar. Alex came over and offered me his hand. I shook it, looking carefully for any distinguishing marks. I saw none, though I noted that his hands were particularly well-groomed. His eyes met mine. I searched for any tell-tale sign that he was having sex with my wife. But either Alex was innocent or had an impressive poker face, which would hardly be surprising for a bartender.

I ordered a beer. As Alex set it down, I spoke to him. “Remind me, how long have you been working here?”

“Eight years, I think. There are better tips at trendier places, but then you have to deal with trendy people.”

“You don’t think I’m trendy?”

He chuckled. “There goes my tip.”

“Don’t worry, my wife would surely agree with you. She’s the one with the style.”

He gave me a bland smile. Nothing. Was that almost too much nothing? Was Alex’s demeanor too placid, and was that the tell?

“You remember her, right?” I probed further.

“Sure, you’ve brought her around a few times, right?”

“More than a few. And she comes in on her own sometimes.”

Then he nodded and stuck out his hand. I turned to see Donnie reaching out and greeting Alex. Donnie glanced down at my beer. “I’ll have one of those.”

He sat down. 

As Alex poured the beer, Donnie and I sat in awkward silence. It was only after Alex had delivered the drink and left that I spoke.

“So… I guess we’re the two people who can talk about this shit openly.”

He nodded. “Still weird to talk about it out loud.” He leaned in close, conspiratorially, “It’s a ratchet, you know. It only gets stranger.”

“Are you having sex with Kayla?” I asked. “I mean, it would be okay if it were you. I… I just want to know.”

He shook his head. He began to answer, but then instead he just chuckled.

“What?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Dude. I’m barely allowed to have sex at all. Amanda’s, uh, sort of experimenting with the whole denial kink.”

“Whoa. And like… the whole thing?”

He chuckled. “Uh, yup. Cage, key, the whole bit.”

“Wow.”

“Honestly, I feel like that is the least of the weirdness. Amanda has grabbed this whole thing with both hands. I’m just along for the ride. So, anyway, no, I am not having sex with your wife.”

“At least not yet.”

He laughed. “True. Who knows what our ladies have up their sleeves?” He took a sip of his beer. “So, you still don’t know who her mystery man is?”

“I’m narrowing it down. I think it is either our next-door neighbor or.…” I wagged my chin in the direction of Alex.

“Alex?”

“Kayla thinks he’s hot,” I replied.

He chuckled. “Uh, I’m not sure Alex swings that way?”

“Huh? He’s gay?”

“Ask him.”

“I absolutely will not.”

Donny shrugged.

I peered over at Alex trying to concentrate my gaydar, and largely failed. He was handsome, distinguished, even. Crisp and decisive in his movements. Well put together and, yeah, very possibly gay. And then it occurred to me that his lack of recognition of Kayla might be more plausibly ascribed to his sexual orientation than any careful effort to disguise his knowing her.

I chortled. “Well, fuck me.”

“Told you. I can’t fuck anything. At least not until fucking Amanda unlocks me.”

“Jesus,” I groaned.

He laughed. “I know you don’t want to hear this. Definitely TMI. But, Dude, when she’s done teasing, and it finally comes off…. Wow. I mean, who knew?”

We ordered another round. I didn’t quite know how to respond to Donnie’s revelation. They really had jumped in the deep end. Not that my end was shallow either. I peered again at Alex, the belief that our neighbor Charles was my wife’s lover becoming firmer.

“When do you go off to Aruba?” I asked.

“Not for a couple of months.”

“And Tony’s out of the mix for now?”

He shrugged. “Supposedly. Though, I doubt Amanda will be able to keep her distance for long. He’s really made an impression on her.”

“Yeah, I bet,” I said.

My thoughts drifted back to what I’d witnessed myself in their bedroom. He was young, powerfully built, and hung like a horse. There was no real competing with that.

“And you’re okay with that?” I asked.

He took a sip of beer, lowered his head, and peered at me. “Dude, that is the best part. See, Amanda is gorgeous. Sometimes I just, like, wonder what the hell she’s doing with me, you know?”

I nodded. I often felt the same way about Kayla.

Donnie continued. “She, uh… this is hard to express. But, like, sometimes I’ll catch a glimpse of her, and for some reason, I’m not seeing Amanda, my wife. I see, instead, what I’d see if I didn’t know her.”

“Like if she was a stranger?”

“Yeah. And,” he shook his head and grinned, “you know, then she’s just this hot number. Maybe the kind of girl I’d creep on Instagram or something. Or, maybe, like, the girl whose look makes you click to see more on, like, a porn site. You know what I mean?”

I nodded cautiously, not quite sure how full-throated I wanted to be in agreeing that I also sometimes imagined Amanda as a porn star. It’s one of those unspoken things among men. Yeah, we have lurid fantasies about each other’s wives and girlfriends.

He continued, “And then I saw Tony at the gym. Saw all of him, you know? And it was, like, something clicked. All that crazy shit. Hot wife. Am I enough for her? Did she want more? Need more? And… fuck… it wasn’t just that. It wasn’t, like, me suddenly being insecure and worried that I wasn’t satisfying her, though, I don’t know. Maybe that was part of it. But, look, it was selfish at its core. My own weird fantasy. Hot, blond wife. Hung, Black dude. Something suppressed because, you know, it’s all rooted in bleak, misogynist, and horribly racist impulses. And you can fight it. You can deny it. But it’s still there. It’s rooted in our dark history as a nation, but it goes beyond that. Rooted in some atavistic impulse. Them. The other. Taking our women. The danger, threat, risk… taboo.”

He paused. I waited for him to continue, but he seemed dazed, spent.

“You’ve given this a lot of thought,” I noted.

He gulped his beer and wiped his lips. “Yeah. No shit. It doesn’t come easy to me. I don’t know how you do it with Kayla. All that weirdo intellectual shit. I mean, love you guys, but hanging with you two is a bit like watching a Woody Allen movie. Just want to give you a wedgie sometimes.”

“And yet, here you are,” I said.

He chuckled and held out his glass for a click, which I reciprocated. All good, Bro.

“And you said all of this to Amanda?”

He laughed, louder this time. I noticed some heads turn in our direction.

“Fuck no! Still haven’t. I just dangled the bait, and the fucking slut gobbled it whole.”

I’m not sure if it was Donnie’s intention, but that did trigger a very explicit mental image of his wife on her knees demonstrating her sword-swallowing skills.

“For which I am weirdly grateful,” he acknowledged. “Though, not gonna lie, it’s a little much. Anyway, we’re having fun, working it out.” He took another swig of beer. “So, you and Kayla?”

“The same and also completely different.”

I explained our situation. Kayla’s flirtation. My encouragement. I recounted her hoax and then the planning for the trip to Vegas. And then the aftermath. The confrontation we’d had over the relative stakes for each of us.

“She insisted I had to have skin in the game,” I said. “Which I still have trouble completely wrapping my head around because, you know, it seems like my wife having sex with another man does affect me, even if it is my fantasy.”

“Her body, though,” he replied.

“I get it.”

He laughed. “I guess we’re in the same boat in that sense. They’re getting as much of a kick of messing with our heads as anything else.”

“You sure about that?” I asked. I was thinking about how Kayla had shuddered and immediately climaxed when her mystery man pressed his thumb into her ass.

His mouth twisted into a smirk that might have passed for a grimace. Then he did a double take. “Wait, so she’s done it? Really? With another man?”

I nodded. “Yup. I’m now an official member of the cuckold club.”

We clinked glasses. He chuckled. “So, were you in the room?”

I shook my head and explained about watching her on our bedroom TV.

“Dude,” he said slowly, “that’s fucking intense. But you won’t believe what it’s like in person. Whole other level.” He shrunk down slightly onto his stool, his voice barely above a whisper. “Holding her hand while she takes a huge cock up her ass….” He wiped his mouth slowly before adding, “Dude.”

There followed a few moments of silence. Alex approached and swirled his fingers asking if we wanted another round. I nodded for both of us. He returned a moment later with refills.

“Hey, Alex,” I said. “You married?”

He shook his head. “Haven’t found the right guy yet.”


FIFTEEN

So now I knew. Or at least, I was ready to make my formal declaration to Kayla. The kids had eaten early and were down in the basement and would be there playing video games until we shooed them upstairs, so it was just her and me. She’d made one of Amanda’s recipes, a Sriracha, crispy chicken with rice and broccoli. It was delicious, but she was disappointed.

“I don’t know how she gets hers so crispy.”

“Some sort of magic,” I proposed.

“Probably.”

I took a sip of Gewürztraminer as she picked at her chicken, looking for a particularly crunchy piece. She finally found one and popped it into her mouth with a satisfied grin. I shook my head and chuckled.

“What?” she asked.

“Just thinking about how amazing you are.”

“I am, aren’t I? But what are you thinking about?”

“I mean, you’re the whole package. Beautiful, smart, funny, creative, a wildcat in the sack. What more could a man want?”

“Apparently for your beautiful, smart, funny, creative wildcat to spread it around to other men.” She raised an eyebrow.

“Touché.”

We had a couple of more bites. Then I said, “Kay, how much of this is just for me at this point?”

“What do you mean?”

I shrugged, not quite sure how to respond.

She filled the silence. “I wouldn’t be doing it if you hadn’t encouraged me, of course. And I’d stop if you asked me to, also of course. I hope that does not disappoint. I know some guys get off precisely on not being able to control it at all. But I’m afraid I couldn’t do that. You’ll have to content yourself with being a Stag of sorts rather than a full-blown Cuckold.”

“Stags usually choose their wives’ lovers.”

“Hence why I added the modifier, ‘of sorts.’ But the general principle is the same. This isn’t something I am doing to you, but rather something we’re doing together, even if I am shaping the terms.”

“How much is an act?” I asked.

She chewed on a piece of broccoli before answering. “What do you mean?”

“Did you enjoy it?”

She nodded. “Yes.” She took a sip of wine. “More than I would have imagined.”

I felt my cock twitch in my pants, an anxious flutter in my chest.

“And I’ve tried to unpack it, but I can’t. I’ve thought about you every time. With Mick. And now, twice, with X. You’re omnipresent, but also not even there. I feel bifurcated. Two completely distinct threads coexisting in my head, but also sometimes swirling together. I don’t know if that makes any sense?”

I shook my head. “Not really.”

“It’s like, on one hand, I’m there. In the moment. Watching and enjoying another man’s hard cock. Feeling his hands on my body. Tasting him. Feeling him inside me. But I’m also imagining you hearing about it, seeing it. Your reaction.” She chuckled. “Yes, that shell-shocked expression on your face.”

I looked down, suddenly self-conscious.

“Jer, don’t. I didn’t.”

I looked back at her. “Shell-shocked, eh?”

She shrugged. “And that’s when it all comes together, you know? Or maybe you don’t know. I mean, it’s, like, this is sooo hot, and oh, my God, Jeremy is going to see it or hear about it, and… it’s intense.”

“So, you were not faking?”

“When X made me come?”

I nodded.

She shook her head. “That was very, very real.”

I swallowed hard as I remembered his thumb sliding into her ass and the way her body had shuddered in response.

“It didn’t end right then, did it?”

She smiled sweetly. “I had to clean him up and, well, one thing led to another.”

“Why didn’t you keep filming?”

“That would not have been fair to him. I told you. I won’t treat another person just as a prop. It violates my sense of Kantian ethics. And anyway, you’d gotten enough of a show. I don’t want you to turn into a glutton.”

“That is a risk.”

She finished off her plate and tilted her head. “Clean up the dishes. I have a treat for you upstairs.”

“What?”

“Well, that’s a little bit up to you.”

She rose and flicked her napkin on the table. “See you upstairs?”

I nodded, watched her sashay away, and began cleaning up the kitchen.

***

I made my way upstairs. Kayla was still in the bathroom. I sat on the bed and waited. She appeared a few minutes later short and sheer teddy, her hard nipples visible through the fabric, her pussy flashing me as she approached.

“Wow,” I gasped.

“You’ve seen me in this kind of thing before.”

“I gasp every time.”

She grinned and approached me. She pressed her knees between mine and then dropped between my thighs. She drew her fingernails across my quads.

“Claude was the first man to buy me lingerie like this.”

I swallowed hard. Claude… Le Butsex.

“I’d always liked clothes,” she continued, “but never really spent much time thinking about underwear…. Until I met him.”

My heart raced but my mind was blank, at least in terms of words to speak. As I sat mute, she unbuttoned and unzipped my fly, pulling out my already rigid member. She began stroking me slowly.

“He taught me all sorts of things.” She smiled at the memory. “He was an older man.” Now a giggle. “I mean, to me, then. He was in his mid-thirties. I was twenty. He was enjoying an afternoon pastis when I asked him for a light.”

“You smoked?”

“France,” she said by way of explanation. “He was so French. Tall, slender, aquiline nose, a sharp chin, and a hint of stubble. He was wearing a sports coat over an open-collared white shirt and a scarf wrapped around his neck. I knew I had to have him.”

She gave my cock a quick tongue flick.

“I was in his bed before dinner. After dinner too. I spent a lot of time in his bed.” She grinned. “And on his sofa. And pressed up against the wall. He was an amazing lover. Creative. Great hands. Just that right combination of dominant and grateful.”

She leaned forward and swallowed my cock deep into her mouth.

“A gentleman too. None of that college boy come-on-your-face bullshit. But he did have some kinks. He said I had the le plus jolie cul he’d ever seen. The prettiest ass.”

“You do.”

“It is nice, isn’t it?” She said with a grin. “But he didn’t just like to look. The first time we made love, he pressed his finger inside me. I wasn’t sure about it at first. It didn’t hurt, but… anyway. I grew to like it. It’s part of what made me come so hard with X. Brought me back to those nights in Paris.”

“You’ve never asked me to do it.”

“It’s not for every man. I figured it just wasn’t your thing.”

“It’s not. Not really. I mean….”

“You like the idea, but….”

I nodded.

“He liked it. A lot.”

“So, you did have anal with him?”

She didn’t answer directly. “You tell me. He wanted it. He told me I’d like it. We watched Last Tango together. This was before Maria Schneider came out and condemned the scene. You know what I’m talking about?”

I nodded. Brando. Butter. Anal.

“He took his time working me up to it. First getting me used to the sensation of his finger inside me, then his thumb. Making me come while playing with my ass. I wanted to please him. Then one day, he asked if I was interested. I was scared, but I said yes.”

She trailed her fingertip up the length of my shaft. I shivered and nearly came.

“I was in his bed. And he was so tender, so gentle. He kissed me all over. Made me come with his hands and his mouth. He asked me again. And again, I said yes. He began to prepare me. Fingers. Lube. More fingers. And then he was ready. We were side-by-side. He was behind. He rubbed the head off his cock between my lips and then moved to my ass.”

My cock throbbed. Pre-come coated the tip.

“I felt his head against my ass. I tensed. He slowed. He rubbed my clit. And when I relaxed, he tried again. This time, he began to press inside me. I felt the pressure. I began to open. He….” she paused for a moment. “The tip, just head, maybe… I’m not sure. And then I panicked. I… I scooted away, as if scalded. Out of his grasp. Out of bed.” Her smile turned bittersweet. “I was embarrassed. Felt like a kid all of a sudden. He was gracious. But that feeling didn’t relent. I didn’t see him again.”

“It’s okay, you –”

She laughed. “Oh Jer. That was a long time ago. I don’t still feel that way. But in the moment, it was raw. Like all my pretensions of sophistication had been stripped away. I just wasn’t ready.”

Then she suddenly stood. She slowly lifted the teddy over her head and stood before me, naked.

“I am now.”

She reached back and pulled her cheeks apart to reveal the jeweled head of a butt plug in her ass. She peered back over her shoulder.

“You mean –”

She chuckled. “Not so fast.”

Kayla spun around and climbed into my lap. She grasped my cock and rubbed it against her very wet pussy. She slowly impaled herself on me. I grabbed her cheeks, my fingertip tapping the end of the plug.

“You have until the end of the week, Jeremy. You have until the end of the week to identify my lover. If you do… then you get my ass. If you don’t… then he does.”

I came. Suddenly, explosively.

She chuckled.

“I should have spaced those statements out. Now I don’t know which one made you come. Do you know yourself?”

I collapsed back onto the bed, spent. She crawled up my body and kissed my cheek.


SIXTEEN

Le Butsex. Not that I’d never thought about it. The way Kayla looks in yoga pants… or jeans… or a sundress… or… nothing… brings it to mind. But I’d never asked. Never initiated. Until recently, her ass was just something I admired, particularly in doggy, with that narrow waist, that swell of the hips, and her delicious, crinkled rosebud pulsing so temptingly with each thrust. And I’d teased, and then recently, in a frenzy of lust, tasted her there, but I’d never really considered anal sex. Not with Kayla and not with anyone else either. I don’t want to portray myself as a saint or anything, but I’ve never quite gotten over my sense that anal is somehow disrespectful to a woman. Demeaning. Those are, of course, my hangups. Plenty of people have anal sex in perfectly considerate relationships. But I hadn’t, and my experience of it, so to speak, was largely in the context of porn, and all the problematic associations that go along with that.

But there it was. On offer. All I had to do was say aloud what I was 98% sure of: That our neighbor Charles was Kayla’s secret lover.

There was still that 2% out there. I could put a name on that as well. Janey, Charles’ wife, also our neighbor, and if not a close intimate to Kayla, at least a friend. Would Kayla really do that to Janey? I think Kayla knew or suspected I’d figured things out. That was the purpose of her deadline. Her offer. Fish or cut bait. I did neither.

That 2% doubt is what I initially focused on, but that level of denial was too hard to sustain. A fig leaf. And then I had to admit it to myself. The question wasn’t whether I was confident I’d solved her game. I was. The question was whether I wanted another man to slide his hard cock into my wife’s tight, little, virgin asshole instead of me.

The timing had been close enough to fudge. But even if I was not willing to admit I’d come thinking about her having anal sex with another man at first, the repeated, persistent fantasies of it that played in my mind over the next day erased any doubts.

It was the same pattern, replayed over and over. Every seed Kayla planted took root and grew riotously. The soil was fertile, the richest loam imaginable. With each step, I expected some second thoughts, some regrets. But I had none. I had angst, of course. My heart fluttered and my stomach ached. But I loved it. Loved everything that Kayla had done. Loved the way her eyes sparkled as she invented, recounted, teased, and taunted. Loved the way that I now found my wife more sexually exciting than at any time in all our years together.

So I said nothing.

She was surprised, at first. I wondered if she was disappointed in me. Wondered if she longed for me to reclaim her as my own. But she loved the game as well. Whatever surprise or doubts or disillusionment she may have initially felt quickly dissipated. As the end of the week approached, she became an ever more energetic tease. She wore tight pants and skirts. She was continuously bending over, shaking her ass in my face.

It would have been overwhelming had work not continually intruded. That weird night when Anders had invited us to dinner, and Kayla and Anders had taken turns exposing themselves, loomed large. He was even more arrogant and insufferable than ever. Kayla’s name constantly on his lips, subtly though unmistakably in public, openly and tauntingly in private.

After a status meeting with my entire staff where Anders had mentioned my wife twice, he sat in my office for a sidebar he’d asked for.

“What do you want, Anders? Unlike you, I have actual work to do.”

He smirked. “So, when are you, me, and Kay going to get together again?” he asked.

“Never. How does never work for you?”

He shrugged. “So just me and her then. Cool, cool, I can work with that.”

I stared at him mutely, hoping he’d simply tire of it if I didn’t rise to the bait.

He threw more chum in the water. “How’s this work? Do I tell you about it? Film it? Or just send her full of come and stretched out from her first real cock?”

“What if I told you I was recording this and going next to HR?”

He leaned forward. “I double dog dare you.”

“You’re right. I have more to lose. People respect me.”

He sat back and nodded. “You’d win a popularity contest around here. Maybe except with Kayla. Does it bother you that she thinks about me all the time?”

I snorted.

“You don’t know women, Jerry. You think you do. All that sensitive, women’s rights crap. You think that makes you insightful.”

“Jesus, dude, get the fuck out of my office with your alpha male bullshit.”

He shook his head. “See, that’s where you get it wrong. That’s not what I’m saying, man. I’m not saying women should be subservient or some shit like that. That’s what you got wrong with Karen too. You just saw some asshole fucking over some poor, young thing. Like she needed to be protected from me and wanted you to protect her.”

“Whatever.”

He slapped my desk. “We fucked on your desk. It was her idea. She thought it would be funny since you had such a stupid, little, puppy dog crush on her.”

“Fuck you.”

He smirked, tasting blood. “Women don’t need some simp white-knighting for them. Don’t need it and don’t want it. It’s patronizing and just as demeaning as ‘make me a sandwich’ type of bullshit. You know why women fuck a guy like me? Because they want to fuck a guy like me.”

I laughed. “That’s real deep.”

He shrugged. “Think about it. And you know what else is deep? Deep is what I’m going to be in your wife’s juicy little pussy. Or maybe I’ll put it in her back door –”

I leapt out of my chair. “Get out!”

He rose slowly, a victorious smirk on his face. I literally shook with rage as he walked calmly out of my office.

***

I had to hand it to him, he’d gotten under my skin. I’d underestimated him, mistaking his bravado for overcompensation. But he was keener than that. Or maybe he’d just gotten lucky. Was his jibe about Kayla just a crude taunt? How much did he really know about what was going on between us? With just a few words, he’d planted a new set of doubts in my mind, or perhaps just activated ones that I’d been suppressing.

Where to begin? I’d always imagined myself as in control of the game. I’m the one who’d encouraged Kayla’s flirting. I’d egged her on at each stage. And ostensibly, I was always in a position to pull a plug on things if they went too far or too fast.

Perhaps that was all an illusion. What if, from the start, this was Kayla’s game and not mine? What if she tested me with an admission, hooked me with a novelist’s flair, and then manipulated me, Svengali-like, into a situation that, from the start, had always been her intention – her complete sexual freedom with my dopey, naïve assent?

I didn’t doubt Kayla. Not really. But Anders’ taunts pushed me in a different direction. It’s not that I wanted her to be with him. Or, at least, I couldn’t admit that to myself.

I tried to distract myself. I pulled up Karen’s profile on LinkedIn. She’d moved on to another position not long after Anders broke up with her, and we were no longer in touch. I sighed and then cringed. For all my efforts to protect her, she’d never really seen me as the mentor I thought I was. Both Anders and Kayla were right that I’d deluded myself about that.

Karen was a lot like my wife. Also a bit of a chameleon, able through attire and the magic of makeup to transform herself. I remembered her as an adorable, young woman, fresh-faced and enthusiastic about her first real job. And I remembered her as a budding vamp, her huge green eyes and those masses of dark, curled tresses.

There were also fantasies. I remember trying to deny them, but that just made them more insistent. Then I allowed them but tried to convince myself they were compartmentalized. Surely I could respect her and treat her like a colleague even if I also imagined her peering up at me as she swallowed my cock… even if I imagined peeling off her tight jeans and grasping her perfect ass, bisected by a sexy thong… even if I imagined what her juicy, shaved snatch tasted like, her sultry moans as I licked her clit… even if I imagined her playing with her full breasts as I pressed my cock into her hot, tight pussy… even if I imagined her, gasping and sighing, her cunt spasming on my shaft, her face a mask of gratitude and wonder that any man could make her come so hard.

Had I really thought that she’d never noticed any of this? That I was such a great fucking actor that I’d hidden my stupid infatuation from her? God, even Kayla had seen it from afar. And it hadn’t bothered her, apparently, because either she trusted me, or she realized that Karen was no threat because I was in no danger of seducing her.

Karen had succumbed to Anders. By rumor, she was not the first co-worker he’d bedded… or desked, I guess. I wondered if his impressive endowment was common knowledge. Or maybe it was just his confidence. His Nordic good looks.

I ran my palms across my desk. I had no reason to doubt his claim. Right here, she’d been bare-assed, legs spread, moaning as he speared her with his oversized cock. I shook my head, trying to clear the vision. It didn’t work, and instead, I pushed myself back away from the desk and stalked over to the window.

I peered toward the northwest, toward La Jolla and the University, too far to see, but thinking about Kayla.

It was time to put an end to the game.

But the moment that thought entered my mind, I immediately felt a pang of regret. I didn’t want it to end. Even Kayla’s ultimatum, designed to push me to admit what I had concluded about the identity of her lover, was an offer as much as a threat. It wasn’t ‘Come clean or I’ll give my anal virginity to another man’, it was ‘Which would you prefer’? I wasn’t sure what I wanted or what she did. I think we were both attracted to the excitement, and likely risk, of what was at stake.

But Anders lurked in the background. Whether or not Kayla offered her ass to Charles felt like an afterthought. For whatever reason, he didn’t feel like a threat. But maybe he was a gateway drug to something more dangerous and also more enticing.

Perhaps Kayla didn’t think of it that way. I couldn’t be sure. It was difficult for me to fully internalize what she’d said about risk and vulnerability. I understood it intellectually, but not viscerally. I had trouble imagining my wife as anything other than in control. But despite that, my pushes had been, at most, gentle nudges. Encouragement to indulge the fantasies of freedom and seductiveness that she’d always had – as Claude demonstrated – but which she’d largely suppressed beneath the facade of bourgeois sexual mores.

I thought of Kayla’s dissertation on Hettie Jones. Jones was a poet, but probably better remembered later as the wife of Amiri Baraka. Though moving in Bohemian circles, she was, despite her marriage to a Black man, surprisingly conventional, and came, later, to question her deference to the men of the Beat generation. Baraka had written a play, The Dutchman, which featured a mature, white woman named Lula seducing, or at least tempting, a young black man, Clay. The encounter ends with Lula killing Clay, a powerful, if not too subtle, indictment of White America’s simultaneous fascination and hatred of Black culture.

A big part of Kayla’s study focused on the Hettie/Lula diptych, and the powerful and, not too subtle, misogyny of the play. The decision to make flirtation and innuendo a prelude to murder. The recasting and racialization of the Adam and Eve narrative. The way the enormity of White racism could be transmogrified into a woman’s sexual appetite. Kayla’s dissertation explored how women of the Beat Generation had often internalized a profound anti-feminism, against which the next generation had rebelled under the banner of sexual liberation. But that, also, had been something of a dead end, less empowering in practice than in theory.

I could feel myself being pulled into a whirlpool. And I couldn’t help but wonder whether what I saw as a little game to spice up a long, successful relationship, might become, for her, a road toward a profound liberation centered around her sexual desires rather than conventional morality. It wasn’t that I thought Kayla had set me up somehow. That there was any premeditation behind it. But by the same token, I wondered whether she and I were still aligned.

Anders loomed large in my imagination as I pondered this. He was arrogant but handsome. An asshole but hung like a horse. He was a personal nemesis but perhaps an ideal tool for Kayla’s declaration of independence, if that was what she was groping towards.

From the beginning, I’d been self-centered. Focused on how exciting her sexual exploration was for me. Anders wasn’t a deep thinker, but he had forced me to recenter the last few months around Kayla’s motives rather than mine. Peering in the general direction of where she worked, I wondered what she was doing, thinking about, planning?

There are times when a vision enters your mind, unbidden. Not an intrusive thought, one of those moments of self-loathing to which the human brain is prone, but rather an apparition, surreal, yet utterly convincing. A moment that feels like genuine revelation, a moment of clarity when everything, suddenly, makes sense.

I remember my wife’s reaction to Anders’ prick. Her wild, irrepressible arousal, so powerful she’d demanded I pull over and fuck her. In the moment, it had been overwhelming and exciting, one of the most intense erotic experiences of my life. An adventure I don’t think I’d ever even imagined. But, in retrospect, I was just convenient. I erased myself and rewound the tape and put Kay back in Anders’ apartment.

And there she is, my beautiful wife and her perfect booty, naked, face-down, ass-up on Anders’ bed. His lithe, pale, toned form rises behind her. His hands pull her cheeks apart, his huge cock pounds into her pussy. Sweaty, worn from already multiple orgasms, she gasps, moans, whimpers, groans, and squeals. She’s delirious and euphoric. He spits on her pulsing anus and presses his thumb inside. She comes yet again. He pulls out his cock and slaps the thick, bulbous head against her butthole. She peers back at him, pupils dilated. He presses inside. She hisses and her eyes roll back into her head. Her entire body shudders. She collapses onto his mattress, soaked, exhausted, and he takes her, inch by inch, again and again, until he’s conquered her, fully and irretrievably, so that she belongs to him, and only him, to use and abuse at his pleasure.


SEVENTEEN

I left work late. It wasn’t primarily about any looming deadlines, but rather the need to allow my pants to dry. There was still a stain, but if I moved quickly, I doubted any of the few folks still at the office would notice.

When I arrived home, everything was quiet. A note in the kitchen informed me that the kids were at a sleepover at the house of one of their soccer teammates. That surprised me. It was a school night… or was it? A glance at the calendar reminded me that it wasn’t. Teacher Work day. The end of the week had crept up on me.

I went upstairs. There was a second note on our bed.

Jeremy:

I don’t know quite what has gotten into you. Or why you are so desirous about things getting into me. 😊  But here we are and there it is.

I was wrong about me being the only one with skin in the game. I was sure that by bringing this into our circle of friends and acquaintances, it would provoke you to pull back. To pull us back. I think now that I wanted you to save me from my own desires, my own guilt about the woman… girl really… I was once. It’s funny, isn’t it, the things we carry around, deeply buried? The way we compartmentalize our lives so as to construct, protect, defend the image of ourselves we wish to present or at least that we think we need to present. And I wonder whether I misled you in that sense. Did you expect me to be the responsible one? I think you did.

Here’s the thing: If I was somehow hoping you’d save me from myself… I’m glad you didn’t. My God, I offered you everything, didn’t I? Either explicitly – my virgin (though not for long) ASS – but by implication virtually anything else. You’ve unleashed me in something powerful, dark, weird, and fuck me, so Goddamn hot.

Was that the idea? That you wanted me constantly sizing up men as sexual partners? If so… it worked! You’re probably wondering why I am suddenly musing philosophically. Or not. You know how I am. A navel gazer. But my God, what’s been in my head these past few weeks. I’ll see a sexy man and my mouth waters thinking about sucking his cock. I soak my panties imagining him bending me over, taking me hard. I take a detour from my classroom to my office to swing by the athletic field. Maybe Tony will be there. Maybe he’ll give a tour… ‘round the world as they say.

And now, here I am rambling on a sheet of paper. Fortified with a tall glass of chardonnay. I’ve primped and primed. I’ve shaved to exquisite smoothness. Lotioned from head to toe. I have on my cutest, flimsiest sundress, no bra, of course, and my nipples seem ready to poke through the sheer fabric. Tiny panties, so easy to slide aside, or better yet, torn off. My thighs are damp with excitement. My ass stretched by a thick toy.

And now I come to the end of this note. I’m off to see my lover. I think you know who and where. You might still be able to stop me and have this delicious morsel (if I do say so myself) for yourself. Or… not.

I’ll be home… sometime.

Love, K

I walked to our bedroom window and peered into our yard, and then beyond to Charles’s house. The lights were on in his kitchen, and I noted two wine glasses on the counter and an empty bottle of white beside them. The sliding doors to the patio were cracked open invitingly. Despite the drawn blinds, I saw the light in his bedroom.

I returned to our kitchen and poured myself a glass of wine, which I quickly gulped down. My head swam. I poured another. I drank half of it, and then put it down, and proceeded onto our patio. The fence I’d repaired had come apart again. I’d need to call Manny after all. But for now, it seemed serendipitous. I followed the gap left by my shoddy workmanship into my neighbor’s yard and then crossed the manicured lawn. As I stepped onto their tiled patio, I glanced toward the hot tub, tucked away behind a privacy screen, where Kayla had skinny-dipped with Charles. I heard music coming from inside the house – soft, sultry jazz.

Squeezing through the sliding doors, I stepped into the kitchen, and then headed toward the interior of the house, my arms bouncing in a vain effort to cushion my footfalls like a burglar in an old cartoon. I had a moment of clarity as I realized the absurdity of the situation, reflected on the fact that I didn’t even know for sure that Kayla was there, and pondered the embarrassment of being caught. It passed as quickly as it came, and I continued through the darkened house towards the stairs. This was, after all, my second time stalking through a friend’s house looking to catch my philandering wife.

Before cresting the stairs, I peered to the right, toward where I knew Charles and Janey had their master suite. The door to their bedroom was wide open. The hallway was dark, the bedroom lit. It felt almost like a summons. I slipped off my shoes and continued.

I could hear music, but little else, at first. But then there were voices, low and sweet. The doorway beckoned. Though I remained in the shadows, I had no illusion that I was invisible. For a long moment, I was rooted to the spot, just short of where I could see in, but also where I was still safe from being seen.

The music faded away, a brief pause between tracks. I heard heavy breathing, sighs, and moans.

“Do you like it?” It was Charles.

“Yes.” Kayla replied, her voice throaty.

It drew me forward and I spied an intensely erotic tableau. It hit me all at once, though I can only describe it bit by bit.

They were on the bed, nude, spooning. Kayla was rolled slightly onto her back, a leg draped over Charles’ thighs. Her nipples were dark and swollen. Her eyes closed. Moans escaped from her pursed lips. His arm rested across her torso between her breasts. His hand on her mons, two fingers rubbing her clit. His glistening cock slid in and out of her ass.

It was mesmerizing. My chest was so tight I could hardly breathe. He pressed his fingers into her pussy. Her shuddering moan turned to a gasp as he thrust deep inside her.

“Oh God,” she sighed.

He kissed her cheek. “You feel amazing,” he murmured in her ear.

The details were overwhelming. Her tongue flicked across her lips. Her thighs quivered. A strand of hair plastered, damp across her forehead. The flare of her nostrils as his cock pierced her anus. Her painted toes curling. I could only imagine how tight she felt. Her ass clung to his shaft.

The hairs stood on the back of my neck. I felt a sudden presence. I turned my head to see Janey walking down the hallway toward me. I peered back into the bedroom, then half-turned to face Charles’ wife, hand up to ward her away. She smiled and shushed me with a finger to her lips. She continued to approach. Kayla’s moans drew my attention back to the bedroom. Charles had removed his fingers from my wife’s pussy and was tweaking her hard, incredibly sensitive nipples. His dick continued to churn into her ass.

Janey sidled up beside me and placed her hand on my lower back. I shivered as she pressed up against me.

“So, you do like to watch,” she said softly.

I swallowed hard.

“She’s beautiful,” Janey continued. “And so sensual. Her climaxes are exquisite, like a dream.”

I looked down at her. Her big blue eyes betrayed a hint of pain. She gave me a small nod.

“Oh God,” Kayla cried out.

My gaze returned to the bed. He was again rubbing her clit. Her hips churned. Again and again he speared her ass. Her brow furrowed. Her cheeks reddened. Her stomach rippled. She let out a low, choked moan. Her body shuddered. A single tear ran down her cheek. Exquisite.

Janey sighed softly.

Kayla rolled over, partially onto her stomach.

“Do you want me to stop?” Charles asked.

“God no,” my wife replied. “How do you want me?”

He kissed the tear from her cheek and let his cock slide out of her ass. It gaped open for a brief moment and then pulsed closed. He rolled her the rest of the way onto her stomach and placed two pillows beneath her. He grabbed a tube and added lube to her anus. He pressed his thumb into her ass. She gasped.

“Are you sure?” he asked.

She drew her knees beneath her, lifting her ass higher in the air. Chest pressed against the mattress, she gazed back over her shoulder.

“Go hard,” she said. “Go hard until you come.”

He spread her cheeks and for a moment admired the view. I knew from experience how glorious she looked from that angle. He positioned the tip of his cock against her pucker and entered her again. He was a considerate lover, giving her time to adjust, but also enflamed now as his pleasure beckoned.

He thrust in deeper. Kayla’s moans turned to squeals.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Yes, do it.”

Janey reached around and ran her hand across the front of my pants. My cock was throbbing already. She unzipped me and snaked her hand into my slacks. She gripped my prick and gave me a firm stroke. I exploded immediately, and Janey steadied me as my knees nearly buckled.

“Yes, yes. Fuck my ass,” Kayla gasped as Charles sodomized her with hard strokes.

Janey released my cock and wiped the jism onto my pants. She took my hand.

“It’s going to be a while. She sucked him off before. And at Charlie’s age, he can’t always come a second time. But I know he’s going to try.”

I nodded. I was dizzy in any case, my throat dry.

She led me away, my wife’s cries of passion echoing in my ear. She handed me a towel from the bathroom and walked me downstairs. I cleaned myself up as best as I could. She sat me down at their kitchen table and poured us two large glasses of wine. She peered into my eyes.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

I nodded. My mouth opened and closed several times before I found my voice.

“Yes. I’ve just never…. This was my first time seeing it in person.”

She gave me a wan smile. My head slowly cleared.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said, but her shrug seemed to belie that answer.

“Yes?”

“It was my idea.”

I shook my head. “I don’t… understand.”

Another small shrug. Then an explanation. “Charlie and I haven’t had sex in a long time. It’s… complicated.” She glanced down toward her lap and then looked back at me. “I’ve encouraged him to take a lover for many years.”

“Oh… oh. So… this was….” I felt set up. My expression soured.

“You had to know that Kayla would have talked to me.”

I shook my head instinctively, but then slowly nodded. It had seemed out of character for Kayla to tempt our neighbor into infidelity.

Janey explained, “Women talk. Men don’t. It’s why the world is so fucked up sometimes. Life is life and life sometimes just kicks you in the ass.” She sighed and slowly shook her head. “Sorry. I’m a little salty.” She gulped and refilled her wine. A pause and a smile. “Charlie is the best lover I’ve ever had. He’s considerate and creative. And, Baby, he can go hard.”

I’m not sure I could actually hear Kayla at the moment, but her sounds of passion as his cock plunged into her ass still seemed to resonate.

“But life is life. Have I already said that?” She shook her head again. “And Kayla. So smart. And you took her by surprise, you know? We talked. She knew about me and Charlie and our… problems. My problem, I guess. So, she told me about yours. Not that she really needed me to provide advice. Just a sounding board. But when she said she needed a safe dick to fulfill your fantasy, well, that was too easy, right?” Another chuckle. “And fucking Charlie. Can you believe it, he needed convincing. Unbelievable, right? I mean, that’s part of where your fantasy comes from, right? Knowing that, like, every guy that sees her wants to bend her over. Knowing that anytime she wants to cheat on you, she could.”

“I’ve never quite….”

She tilted her head incredulously.

“Okay, maybe,” I admitted.

“Anyway, of course, Kay took to it like a duck to water. Still water runs deep. And my dumbass husband… you know, he still didn’t get it. Sexy neighbor shows up, shakes her sexy little ass. Talking about how handsome he is. Penthouse Letters come to life….” She paused. “Do you even know what those are? Probably not. By the time you were ready to wank, you already had Internet, right?”

I smiled and remembered downloading porn, an image at a time, careful not to exceed our usage limits. Still reliant on modems. A video was a major commitment and half the time would turn out to be a corrupted file.

“You’ll never believe this, but these three Swedish stewardesses moved into my apartment building….” she chuckled. “Anyway, for what it’s worth, Kayla is safe with him.” Another chuckle. “I probably shouldn’t have said that. You’d probably like it better if I told you he had a magic cock and that,” she snapped her fingers, “he could make her forget you in a heartbeat.”

She stopped talking and her sudden silence was disconcerting.

“Janey?”

“Go home, Jeremy. Go home and rub another one out or two. You’re still young. Charlie hasn’t had a whole night with a piece of ass like Kay in a long, long time, or ass in a long time either. I think they’re just getting started.”

EIGHTEEN

Kayla didn’t come home that night and didn’t return until mid-morning. I didn’t sleep well. I was too hyped up, and when I did doze, my dreams were disturbing. They were the kind where you’re in a familiar location, but also unfamiliar, where doors lead to unexpected locations and then double back on themselves. A maze in the trappings of home. It was almost enough to make me believe in dream analysis.

I decided to telework. Or rather “telework.” As in, I sat in my home office, my computer connected through a VPN to the company server. I even had a couple of spreadsheets opened. But mostly I gazed out the window across our backyard and toward Charles and Janey’s house.

I heard the front door open and shut. I sat unmoving. Paralyzed with indecision. Should I wait for her to come to me? Too cold. Disinterested. Should I run to her? Naw. Too desperate. I chose the middle path.

Spinning my desk chair around, I called out, “Hey Kay, is that you?”

No one answered. And after a couple of moments, I stood and approached the doorway, nearly running into my wife as I did. We both startled and she grinned.

“I’m home.”

She was in her weekend mom attire of yoga pants and a work-out tee. Her hair was in a ponytail scrunchie.

“You weren’t wearing that last night.”

“I wasn’t wearing much of anything last night.” I gave her the groan she was going for. “I brought a change of clothes. Didn’t want to make the walk of shame too obvious. We are proper bougies, don’t you know.”

“Right.”

“Oh, boy, do we need to talk? Does someone have some regrets?”

“You clearly don’t.”

She smiled and held out her open palms. “Guilty as charged.”

I didn’t quite know how to answer.

“Okay then,” she said. “I am going to go down to the kitchen. I'm going to brew a big pot of coffee and make myself a stack of pancakes.” She mimed a stack about a foot high. “I burned a lot of calories last night. You’re welcome to join me… or you can just wallow in your bad decisions.”

She spun on her heels and with a perky bounce in her step disappeared down the hallway and toward the kitchen.

I follow after her, but not before a decent interval. I took a deep breath and entered the kitchen.

Kayla was stirring the batter. Our cast iron skillet was already heating on the stovetop. She mixed in a batch of frozen blueberries and poured out a couple of elongated pools of batter.

“Pancakes are supposed to be round, not oval,” I noted.

“Lots of things are supposed to be one way but turn out to be just as good another.”

“I don’t think you’re talking about pancakes anymore.”

She raised an eyebrow and nodded toward the coffee maker. “Pour us some coffee and sit at the counter.”

I did as I was told, taking up a position across from the stove as she kept a close eye on her pancakes.

“Now… Jer… you know that you’re in no position to –”

“Kay… stop. I know. And I’m not upset… well, no, that’s not true. I am upset, you know, as in discombobulated. Not angry.”

“Not even a little?”

“I don’t know.”

“Points for honesty, I guess,” she replied.

“How’s this for honesty: I sort of wish you were not so upbeat.”

She flipped the pancakes over. The blueberries bubbled and hissed.

“Oh? I should have come back, what, conscience-stricken? My God, what have I done? Something like that?”

“I don’t want to fight.”

“We are not fighting. At least I’m not.”

She grabbed plates from the cupboard and placed a pancake on each. Then she poured more batter into the skillet, this time perfect circles. I got the butter and syrup from the fridge. She passed me a knife and fork.

“Yeah, then, I guess, maybe feeling a little uncertain at least.” I guess. “How'd you know I wouldn’t be, like, upset.”

She’d taken a big bite of pancake and chewed frantically to be able to reply, which she did after a sip of coffee.

“Because you were there!”

“But I left.”

“After getting a handy!”

“It wasn’t a handy. It… forget it.”

She shook her head. “Believe me, Jer, I am not angry or whatever. Just to be clear, you do not have a free pass. But the circumstances were certainly excusable. My point is… you could have stopped all of this. You could have never started it. You could have pulled the plug at each new experience. You could, even though it would have been weird, have cut things short last night. And speaking about weird. Why are you being so weird all of a sudden?”

“I don’t know.”

“No?”

I changed the subject. “Did you have fun?”

She raised an eyebrow as if pondering and then quickly began to nod her head. “Yes. I can’t imagine there’s any benefit in pulling punches at this point. It was one of the most amazing sexual experiences of my life.”

“One of the?”

“Second only to our wedding night.”

I chuckled. Like many couples, by the time we got to bed after our wedding, we were drunk and completely exhausted and didn’t even fool around.

She flipped over the second set of pancakes.

“So, the butt was that good?”

“That part was intense. Different. Sexy, you know? Taboo. It’s hard to explain. There is something about being transgressive that is weirdly erotic. Especially with an audience.”

“You mean me or Janey?”

“Both really.”

“You know, she’s ambivalent about it.”

Kayla nodded. “We all are, aren’t we? The human experience is rarely black or white. And it’s often in maneuvering among those shadows that we find our most intense experiences,” She paused. “And it wasn’t just the anal. That was, more, like the cherry on top.”

“Now popped.”

She chuckled and waved her fork at me as if to say, good point. “You know what the real difference was? This was the first time I really let myself go since we started this thing. Every time before there were boundaries. Logistics. Doing enough to escalate, but not too much. The stupid filming.”

I flinched slightly.

“No, I don’t mean that I resented that. It was our connection. But it was a performance.”

“It’s not like you filmed everything.”

She nodded. “No. That’s true. But, anyway, there were boundaries. And last night there were none. Just what felt good with a talented, creative, considerate, and very grateful lover.”

“I saw part of it.”

“You could have stayed longer.”

“Would you have liked me to?”

She shook her head slightly. “Sorry, no. I’m glad you were there for part of it. That you saw how much pleasure he gave me. That you saw him having me anally. But I liked that for most of it, it was just him and me. Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes. But I don’t want to talk about me yet. I want to hear more about you.”

We finished up our pancakes and refilled our coffees. We moved onto the loveseat in front of the bay window. A strand of hair escaped from her ponytail, and I slipped it back behind her ear. She caught my hand and gave me a small kiss.

“No pulling punches?” She asked.

“No pulling punches.”

“So, I went over after writing that letter. Janey was there. She and I spoke for a few minutes. Made sure we were on the same page. Then I went to get Charles, while she went to her studio. We drank a little wine and I asked him if he’d let me go down on him.”

“Must have been a hard decision for him.”

“He knows how good I am. Or he thought he did. I think I outdid even my usual amazing self. I took my time. Really took my time. I wanted it to be special. And I wanted to give you time to intervene if you wanted to. Did you see any of that? I made sure to do it in the kitchen with a nice view from our house.”

“I was at work late.”

“You usually warn me about that.”

I shook my head. “Weird day.”

“Oh?”
 

“I’ll tell you later. So… you took your time.”

She smiled. “Oh yes. Lots and lots of tongue. His balls. His shaft. Swirling around the head. I pulled down my dress and rubbed his head against my nipples. Dirty talk. I told him how much I wanted him. How much I liked his cock. How good his pre-come tasted. Very submissive too. I asked permission to kiss him, to lick him, to swallow him deep into my mouth. He was so hard. I took him into my mouth. Real slow at first. Making love to his cock.

Her eyes were shining. “It’s making you wet thinking about it.”

“Yes. And it made me so, so wet when I was doing it. He tried to stop me. Told me it was his turn to please me. But I refused. I told him I was just getting started. I started bobbing up and down, taking him to the root, feeling the tip of his cock against the back of my throat. Just slobbering all over him. Wet, sloppy, lots of slurping and gagging.”

“Like a porn star.”

“I do my research. Then I stopped. And I got real serious. And I told him I wanted to swallow his come. And I did. I jerked him into my mouth. Squeezed out every last drop. And swallowed it all.”

“You don’t do that for me.”

“I have.”

“Not often,” I replied.

She gave a smirk and shrug.

“Well, at this point he insisted it was his turn. He picked me up off the floor and sat me on their countertop. The cool granite tickled my butt. He lifted the hem of my dress and ran his thumb across my panties. He moaned when he felt how wet I was. Then he hooked his thumbs in my panties and eased them off me. That’s when he noticed the toy in my ass. He asked if that was for him. I told him that it was, as long as he didn’t mind that I was a virgin.”

She chuckled. “You men are so weird about that. Being the first one there. Why is that such a turn on?”

“Is it, though? How'd you explain that I didn’t want to go there first?”

“That’s easy. Competing fantasies. Tell me, Honey, haven’t you been weighing it in your horny little mind? Whether plundering my back door would be hotter or whether letting some other man do it? Tell the truth now. Haven’t you been fantasizing about some other man taking your woman’s ass?”

“Plundering your back door?”

“Don’t deflect. And I told you I’ve researched your fantasy. You won't believe the dreck that is out there.”

I nodded and then chuckled. “That’s part of why I was late.”

“Huh?”

“Anders. He came by my office, and we got into it again. Karen came up and then you did. And, I don’t know, my thoughts spun out of control, and before I knew it, I was fantasizing about you and him… and he was plundering your backdoor, and I had an accident. Had to wait for the spot to dry. Pathetic, right?”

She mock-fanned herself. “Oh my. So kinky. So, so kinky. Still water runs deep.”

“That’s what Janey said about you.”

She laughed. “We’re two freaky peas in a pod. I look forward to the second half of our marriage.”

“You didn’t before?”

She tilted her hand side-to-side. “Uncertain.”

I shook my head and grinned. “What happened on the counter.”

“He kissed my clit. I thought he was going to go to town, eat me out like a maniac.”

“It’s what I’d have done.”

Kayla’s eyebrow went up. “Promise? But his approach was different, just as exciting. He admired me. Janey’s right on that cusp. To shave or not to shave. I was his first shaved pussy. I hadn’t really let him explore before. His tongue flicked my clit. He pressed a finger inside me and tasted me. And then did it again and had me taste myself. He spread my labia and gently sucked the folds into his mouth. He found that if he lightly tapped on the butt plug while licking my clit that… I liked it.”

“God you’re hot,” I groaned.

“He sure got me hot. That’s one thing I wish you could have seen. Maybe you’ll think about it next time we’re over there for dinner. Me, half-naked, bare-assed on their kitchen counter. Dripping from excitement. Writhing. Humping my mound against his face. I came so fucking hard, Baby. He said he could see my pussy spasm. Said it was the hottest thing he’d seen in his life.”

“I bet.”

“Although later on, I apparently gave him some alternatives.” She tilted her head. “Are you hard? Maybe we should finish this later?”

It was tempting. There was little I wanted to do more than bury my throbbing cock in her quivering quim. I’d also read plenty in the genre. But she was right about me. Competing desires. It would be explosive. And over soon and the mood would be broken.

“No, not yet, tell me more.”

She smiled, reading my mind. “Are you sure? There’s a lot.”

She was a master fisherwoman. She’d set the hook, now she’d reel me in. “Tell me.”

“He scooped me off the counter. I wrapped my arms around his neck. He carried me upstairs into their bedroom and deposited me onto their bed. He climbed on, beside me, and we started kissing. That’s a foul on my part. I should have cleared that with you first.”

“I’m pretty sure that kissing is a lesser included contingency to sex.”

“It isn’t, Jer. Or at least it shouldn’t be. Kissing is different. It is, in a weird way, more intimate than sex. It’s why prostitutes don’t do it.”

“I’m not sure that’s actually true.”

“What? The intimacy part or the sex worker part?”

“The latter.”

She nodded. “Could be. But anyway, there is truth to it. You don’t fall in love with someone by fucking them. You fall in love by kissing.”


“Did you fall in love with Charles?” 

“We mostly fucked.”

I laughed.

“But kissing was a nice way to get naked. He removed my dress, and I removed his clothes. He was getting harder, but not quite there, so I went down on him again. And when he was hard, I sat on his dick. I didn’t want to make him come. I just wanted to feel him inside me. He played with my nipples, rolling them between his thumb and index finger until they were so hard I thought they might burst. He squeezed my ass. He grabbed me by the scruff of the neck and pulled me into deep, passionate kisses. And then, as he thrust up into me, and I kissed his neck, I asked him to fuck my ass.”

I shuddered.

“Did you make a mess?” she asked.

“God, I am so close. It’s like last night. Just a touch would set me off. I….”

She paused and took a sip of coffee. And then I slipped away from the edge.

“Good?” she asked.

I nodded. “Tell me more.”

“You were there.”

“Not for all of it. I didn’t see him first enter you.”

“I’m sorry. I wish we’d timed that better.” She paused. “Actually, no, I don’t. The coordination would have detracted from it. This was… perfect. He’d done it before.”

“With Janey?”

“Don’t know. Could be. A long time ago. But I guess it is like riding a bike.”

“I’d think your part is the more challenging one.”

She smiled. “True that. A hole is a hole from the man’s perspective, right?”

“Something like that.”

“He moved slowly. I’d brought some lube, but he had some as well. He gently played with my clit as he began to play with the butt plug, twisting it first from side to side, then slowly pulling on it. You’ve seen videos, right?”

I nodded.

“As it comes out, it stretches you. The base is thin, though you still feel it, but the bulb. As it's going in or coming out, you can feel it opening you up.”

“Does it hurt?”

“It could. But it doesn’t have to. It feels more, like, you know, any time you’re really stressing a muscle. Like that one last squat. Pressure. The sense that you might tear apart. There’s a burn, and, I guess, if you went too fast or too hard too soon… but he went slow. Reading my sounds, my breaths. That was my second orgasm, as he slowly worked the plug in and out, teasing my clit the whole time. And then with the toy out, he used his fingers on me. After a while, he asked if I was sure I wanted to do this. I told him I was. He had me on my back and pressed my thighs to my chest. But I told him I wanted something different.”

“Claude,” I said.

“Yes. I wanted it from behind, spooning. He pressed in close behind me. I craned my neck to kiss him as he fingered my anus. Then I told him to do it. I told him to fuck my ass.”

“How did it feel, going in?”

“Amazing.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. I felt the pressure and tried to relax. The head popped in, and I gasped. There was no stem. His cock was hard and thick along its entire length. I felt so stretched out. It was different with just the head and when he was deeper. I felt so full, so penetrated. I don’t know how to explain it. It felt like the deeper he went, the more I was surrendering to him. Gay guys talk about being a power bottom. But I don’t get it. When a man is in your ass, he’s in control.”

“Maybe that comes with experience.”


“Surely,” she replied with a curious raised eyebrow. “But for me, it was, and this was not just the first time, a deeply submissive experience.” 

“You like being in control,” I noted.

“But I also liked being taken.”

“You looked amazing when he was inside you. So sensuous. So… I don’t even know how to describe it. So into it.”

She nodded, eyes shining. “It felt like every nerve in my body was extra sensitive when he was inside me. My nipples ached. My clit throbbed. Just his fingers sliding across my belly gave me these shivering, mini climaxes.”

“Did you know I was there?”

“I don’t know. Maybe I sensed it. Maybe that was part of why I was so sensitive, so aroused.”

“Or maybe you just had a dick in your ass for the first time.”

“Maybe. How much did you see?”

“Until you came.”

“And then what happened?”

“Janey. Handy. We went downstairs and talked for a bit.”

“So, you didn’t see when he fucked my ass doggy?”

“Just the beginning.”

“I told him to go hard. And he did. And long. Say what you will about older men, but they have stamina.”

“That’s an N of 1,” I noted.

“I’ll have to gather more data then.” She gave me a wicked grin. “He was good. Not rough… or maybe, just rough enough. He went deep, fast. He squeezed my ass. And when he came, I could feel it, feel every throb as he spurted inside me. And then he slowly pulled out and he cuddled me tenderly. And I had this sudden, weird, emotional outpouring. I cried. He thought something was wrong. But then I started laughing, and I think he was sure I was insane. But it was just, all, so overwhelming.”

“I don’t know if I could have handled that.”

“I think you could. I think you’d have understood it for what it was.”

“The best sex of your life?”

She blushed.

“Then what?”

“They have an amazing shower. Two-person, shower heads up and down the walls, a low bench along one side. We were sweaty, messy, and he led me inside. We turned up the jets full power and really hot. We cleaned each other with soapy loofahs, taking turns. And then, he kneeled behind me and spread my cheeks apart. He licked my ass, tonguing me inside. I reached back and cupped his head. I came, gasping, but energized, not satisfied. So, I returned the favor, eating his ass and stroking his cock until he was hard again. He sat on the bench, and I climbed into his lap, taking his prick into my pussy. He didn’t come. But I did. And then we went back to bed.”

“More sex?”

“Not right away. I think I wore him out. He was out like a light. But I couldn’t sleep. I was still so charged up. I played with myself. Not all out. Just, like, light touches.”

“Edging.”

“Edging. But then I wanted more and I dipped under the covers and started sucking his dick.”

“God, you’re insatiable.”

“I’m a dirty, little slut. Or at least I was last night. He woke up and I got him hard, and then I rolled him on top of me. I spread myself real wide and took him in my pussy again. I grabbed his ass and told him I wanted him to fuck me hard. I told him I wanted him to leave me sore and thinking of him for days.”

“Did he?”

“A little. But not as much as Anders would. Or Tony.”

“You really want a big one, don’t you?”


She didn’t answer directly. “Charles was big enough. He gave me what I wanted, what I needed. He made me come again.” 

“Did he come?”
 

She shook her head. “Not yet.”

“There was more?”

“That satisfied me for a bit, but yeah, I knew I couldn’t leave until I made him come at least one more time. So, after another couple of hours, as the morning sun began peeking through the curtains, I woke him again. I tore off the covers and climbed on top of him. I kissed him hard and pinned his hands above his head. I told him, ‘You just lie there. I’m going to make you come.’ I writhed against him and went down on him again. I got him hard and climbed on top, reverse cowgirl to give him a view of my best assets. I took him in my pussy and gave him the full treatment. I impaled myself on him, and ground against him, and rose up and twerked on his prick. I fingered my ass and then lubed back up and took him in my ass.”

“See, you can be a power bottom.”

She laughed. “I made him come and then he tapped out. Told me I was too much for him. But from his smile, I’m pretty sure I was just right.”

“When are you going to see him again?”

“Jeremy, no. You’re not serious, right?”

“I don’t know. I mean, that was quite the story. Quite the night. I –”

“Jeremy… I’m not looking for a relationship. I have one. I’m married to you.”

“I know, but –”

“No. Stop, just stop. That was it. The end of the story. A wild, sweaty, climax to an adventure. An adventure that is really about us.”

“So that’s it? Just back to normal?”

“What’s wrong with that?” she asked.

“Nothing is wrong with it. But I like what this does to you.”

She rolled her eyes. “I think you misunderstand me. I just meant it was done with Charles. That chapter is finished.”

“But other men?”

A shrug.

“Tony?”

A grin.

“Anders.”

Her eyes went wide.


EPILOGUE

I stared at the spreadsheet, as I’d been doing all morning. I double-checked the data source and then the macros. If there was a mistake, I couldn’t find it. And yet there had to be. Because otherwise, $32 million had disappeared from the project. My project. Gone in a series of complex transactions that I couldn’t remember approving, but which I must have, because my digital signature was on the documents in the proper places.

It didn’t make sense. I couldn’t explain it. Couldn’t even start. But the evidence was clear. Someone had stolen $32 million on my watch.

My calendar reminder chimed for an upcoming meeting. In fifteen minutes, I had to sit down with financial controls – Anders – and provide a status update on our audit.

I sat back in my chair and rubbed my temples. It was going to be a long day.
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