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Foreword
I started writing, many years ago, because I was tired of searching and searching for that book or story that hit all my personal fantasies. I found them, don’t get me wrong, but it became clear that there were few and far between. So I started writing, first just short stories that I posted online for free, and then later on, stories long enough that I could consider them books.
Over the years, an amazing thing happened—I discovered a subset of authors whose stories resonated with me. No matter what book of theirs I picked up, I was always impressed with it. Their characters felt real, the scenarios were sexy, and their prose put them a notch above the rest.
Ben Boswell, Max Sebastian, Kirsten McCurran, and Arnica Butler are the best. The name of this anthology is not hyperbole, in my opinion. They excel in the erotica subgenre that comprises hotwife, cuckold, swinger stories. Every time I learn one of these authors has a new book out, I’m filled with anticipation. Those times between? I’m full of impatience.
I’m fortunate to be in such good company, not just because these are good people, but because I’ve found some kindred spirits.
Don’t worry, I’ll continue to write my own books even though now, unlike all those years ago, I don’t have to search and search for some good writing that hits all of my buttons.
Last anthology was themed around summer: pools, bikinis, and the sexy wives that inhabit them. For volume two, we’re trying something spookier, darker, yet still just as sexy.
Enjoy!
Kenny Wright



Blank Canvas
Kirsten McCurran



“Have you decided what you’re going to be yet?” Cassie asked. She still picked at her salad with the plastic fork, but mostly she was finished with it and just pushing the dregs around the tortilla bowl, which she’d chipped a couple bites from. It was a Saturday morning in early October and they’d stopped for a bite at a little café after hitting the gym. Ellen had only been joining her at the gym for a couple months, but she was proud her friend was sticking with it, even if she thought Ellen was protesting too much. Most women Cassie knew would kill to have a curvy body like Ellen’s, especially the way her breasts swelled to D-cups after the baby! Cassie, just a large B-cup herself, was certainly jealous. Still, ever since her baby was born last spring Ellen complained that her body wasn’t bouncing back the way she hoped it would.
“Yeah, I figured it out a couple months ago. I’m going to be June Cleaver. I’ve got the heels, of course, and pearls. I just need to find a good ‘Fifties style dress. Feel like hitting some vintage stores?” Ellen said.
“Sure. We’ll find something appropriate. You should carry around a tray of cookies.”
“I thought of the cookie sheet, but I think I’m going to carry Jell-O shots on it instead.”
“You’re sure to be the hit of the party then!”
“What are you going to be?”
“I’ve been thinking about this for months and I just kept drawing a blank.”
“That’s not like you. You’ve always got the best costume.”
“But it’s hard to think of something I like that’s remotely original. I don’t really feel like going the slutty route like everyone else this year, either.”
“That will disappoint your fans.” Ellen had been teasing her about the attention some of her costumes drew for years, not that Cassie thought any of her costumes were over the top. She was comfortable with her body, but she wasn’t the type to run around half naked.
Their group of friends had been having these Halloween parties since they were teenagers and they were all in their late twenties now. Cassie had always been a flirt and had no problem admitting she loved the attention, even more so now that she was engaged. It is important to know you’re still desirable. Luckily her fiancé was not the jealous type, not that he had any room to complain. Don had just as many female friends as she did guy friends.
“Maybe not. I think everyone will have fun with my idea.”
“I thought you said you were drawing a blank.”
“I was,” Cassie replied. “And then I realized that was my costume.”
“I don’t get it.”
“I’m going to be a blank canvas and I’ll let people do their art on me. I’m going to have little brushes and a little box of paints.”
“You’re just going to let people paint you? Uh, Cassie, are you saying…”
She could see where Ellen was going. “I’m not going to be naked! Jeez!”
“Well, you said you were going to let people paint you.”
“I’ve got two costume options. I can go safe and wear one of those white painters’ coveralls that zip up the front, but if it’s too baggy it’s going to be hard for people to really decorate it. The other option is to wear a unitard. I found some white ones on the Internet. I’m not sure I want to be walking around all night in a unitard, though.”
“At least you could get away with it if you wanted to. I understand how you feel though, you might as well be walking around naked in one of those things! How does Don feel about it?”
“Oh, he doesn’t care. He loved it when I was Catwoman.” That was a memorable costume, but somehow a skintight white unitard seemed more daring than the black vinyl catsuit she’d worn.
“I bet. He probably likes it that all the guys are drooling over you and he’s the one who gets to take you home.”
Cassie suspected her friend was right, although saying all the guys were drooling over her was an exaggeration. Cassie was pretty, she knew, but not in a flashy, look at me kind of way. She rarely wore make-up and didn’t tan because the sun just gave her freckles. She’d always been complimented on her cool blue eyes. Her shoulder length blonde hair was in a ponytail as often as not and she was really a jeans and t-shirt kind of girl when she wasn’t dressed for work. She worked hard to keep her five-foot-six figure slim because it seemed like every errant order of fries showed, but she didn’t dress to flaunt it like some of their girlfriends. Today she’d changed into a faded, comfortable pair of jeans, boots and a dark blue Phillies t-shirt after showering at the gym. She really was the quintessential girl-next-door and Cassie was proud that one of the reasons the guys liked her was that they thought she was cool, because she was approachable.
“You’re crazy,” Cassie demurred. “There are always a lot of girls there way hotter than I am.” She thought of their friend Sonja, a smoky brunette. Sonja was hot. The first time Don met Sonja he couldn’t stop staring and Cassie couldn’t blame him. She couldn’t wait to see what Sonja was going to dress up as this year.
“Just remember there’s going to be strangers this time, so maybe the coverall is a better idea.”
“That’s right, Frank said he was going to invite people from work.”
Way back when, their Halloween parties had just been their small group of friends and it floated from house to house. Over the years new friends and spouses joined in the fun and nowadays there were close to thirty people. Frank bought a big new house this year and insisted on hosting the party since he wanted to show off his new digs. Since he had so much room he warned his group of friends he was inviting people from work. His thinking was that some of their group was still single and what better way to make things fun than to throw some new people into the mix. Besides, everyone in their group who could possibly date each other already had. Cassie shuddered to think how many of her friends she’d hooked up with over the years. The fact that Don knew all about their incestuous little circle and didn’t mind was just one of the reasons she loved him so much. Cassie thought the more the merrier, but she knew some of their friends resented the intrusion.
“You could be right,” Cassie agreed. Parading around in a unitard, essentially naked, with a bunch of strangers around might not be a good idea. She was sold on going with the coverall.
When she got home that evening Cassie ran her idea past Don and he liked it, even though he pointed out that letting her perverted friends attack her with paintbrushes might not be a good idea. “It’s a good thing I’ll have you there to protect me then,” she said.
The party was actually the night after Halloween, which fell on a Friday. That allowed their friends with children to do the trick or treat thing with their kids and then have their own grown-up night. Cassie had gone to a hobby shop and bought small jars of washable paint that fit into a box she wore on a belt. She was sure she would get sick of lugging the box of paints around and it would be set aside before the night was even halfway through. Maybe by then she would be covered and it wouldn’t matter.
Cassie pulled her hair up and tucked it into a white ball cap so she wouldn’t get paint in it and was zipping up when Don found her in the bedroom. He’d been down the hall applying make-up and she thought he wanted help with his wig. Don was going as Captain Jack Sparrow and had gone all out with the costume. He even had a fake beard with the beads dangling from it.
“Hon, I’ve got a problem. Work just called and the whole orange line is down. They’re calling everyone in to work on it.” Don was an engineer with the local transit company.
“That sucks. Do you have any idea how long it will be? We can go late.”
“It’s going to take hours to get the whole system back online. There’s no point in waiting for me. You’re not going to be mad if you have to go on without me, are you?”
“Well, I don’t know who’s going to keep the perverts from drawing crazy things on me,” she joked. She pulled Don into her arms and gave him a long kiss. She knew he was looking forward to this party just as much as she was. “Of course I’m not mad. Just come on out as soon as you can.”
“I promise I will. Have a good time for both of us, okay?”
“If you insist!”
It turned out Don didn’t even have time to get out of his make-up, so he threw his costume into the back of his car and took off for the depot. Cassie could only imagine the comments he was going to get from all the macho men he worked with. She left a few minutes later, after setting her GPS to Frank’s address.
Frank’s house turned out to be one of those McMansions that developers throw up on a postage stamp sized piece of land. The house was beautiful, three stories high, with a big open entryway and a great room in the back, but it seemed that you could almost lean out of the window and touch your next door neighbor. If Cassie ever moved out of the city, it would be out to some old farmhouse on a big piece of land where she could plant and maybe even have some animals. She just wasn’t the cookie cutter conformity type.
After parking way up the street, she let herself in, knowing no one would hear the doorbell over the blaring music. The house was already crowded and with greeting everyone it took her ten minutes to make her way back to the kitchen, where one of her friends, Neil, pressed a big, red plastic cup of beer into her hand. The keg was on the deck out back and people kept shuttling in and out for refills. It wasn’t quite warm enough so late in October to leave the sliding doors open. When Frank finally reached her she barely recognized him under all his green make-up and his wild wig. He was covered, except for the tattered purple pants he wore. She kissed his cheek, but didn’t give him a hug because she didn’t want his Hulk costume rubbing off on her.
“Okay, I can’t figure it out. What are you supposed to be?” Frank asked.
She held out the box of paints she’d set down on the counter and explained her costume.
“That is going to get very messy before the night is through. You have to promise to save me a spot. Where’s Don?”
“He got called in to work at the last minute, but I expect him later.”
“Sucks for him. I’ll find you later. I’ve got to mingle.”
Cassie had the potential artists lining up for her when she explained her costume and she took up court in a corner of the rec room, which took up a quarter of the cavernous basement. The ones who came first got the best canvas space, but things started out relatively tame. A few of her girlfriends painted flowers or little designs on her arms, while the guys painted as close to her naughty areas as they could without crossing the line. Todd, one of her more talented friends, painted a little blue Smurf who looked like he was climbing upward and about to scale her left breast. Another of her friends, who was dressed as a pimp, told her, “I always thought you would look good with a tattoo.”
“How do you know I don’t already have one?” Cassie teased. She actually did have one, a tiny little heart just below the bikini line, but he would have never seen it. Few people had.
“I guess I don’t. Wanna show me?”
“Not tonight, John,” she laughed. He’d always been an incorrigible flirt and ever since that summer at the shore when they were sixteen—when they had a drunken hook up—he’d been after her for a replay. That fact that she was engaged to be married didn’t slow him down one bit. “So what are you going to give me, then?”
“I don’t know, maybe a dragon. It’s always hot when you see something like a dragon or lizard peeking out from some chick’s tank top. Just sit back and let the artist work.”
Cassie leaned back on the battered old leather couch and John straddled her leg without a second thought, but everyone knew she was a physical person and not one to be concerned about such things. After all, she went to the party knowing people would be touching her all night! John pulled down on her coverall and then placed a hand just below her breast to keep the fabric taut. Before he started painting, he handed over her beer and said, “Here, this will help with pain.”
“Thanks,” she said and drank. She already had a nice buzz going, helped along by a couple Jell-O shots from Ellen’s tray.
John leaned forward and really took his time painting. The color was too bright a green for a proper dragon, but it didn’t matter much as he wasn’t much of an artist. He wasn’t creating a masterpiece, but since it gave him an excuse to get his hands on Cassie he was going to take as long as she allowed. The dragon’s tail curved down around the outside of her right breast and the rest of the ugly beast perched just above it. He gave the dragon big yellow daggers of teeth and then added fiery red breath. By the time he’d finished it looked like a six-year-old had been working on her, but she couldn’t deny enjoying the stray touch he stole as he painted all around her breast, or they way he started massaging lightly with the hand holding her coverall in place. By the time he was finished her stiff nipple was just about visible through the taut coverall and she was feeling that sweet, familiar tingle that came from being touched or caressed. There was nothing overtly erotic about the way John touched her, but she’d always been susceptible to those light touches and the drinks she’d had just amplified it.
Once John crossed that line, others were more than willing to follow him across it and Cassie’s friends grew increasingly more intimate in their drawings. One of the guys knelt down in front of her and pressed his hand against her left breast. Even Cassie was shocked at his brazenness, but she did not stop him. The touch did feel nice and she sort of invited it with her costume she reasoned. Besides, he was just one of the guys. He didn’t mean anything by it, although he did grab a quick squeeze while he was tracing his hand. When he finished drawing the outline in black, he took his time filling it in, leaving a big handprint over her breast. He was heavy handed with the brush, giving her chills as he teased her breast over and over again.
Another guy had her bend over and he traced her ass through the coverall, which meant that she couldn’t sit until the paint dried, so she grabbed a fresh beer and then went upstairs to the living room, which had been turned into a small dance floor. On the way a couple more people grabbed her and added their own art. She would soon be a complete masterpiece.
She had a great time dancing and was glad to move around after sitting so long to be the human canvas. As she danced people admired her artwork and a couple of her friends made wisecracks about the more risqué art adorning her body. After a couple songs the crowd thinned and she found herself dancing with a Joker she didn’t recognize. He wore his face paint smeared, like Heath Ledger in The Dark Knight, but even with his identity disguised she knew it was not one of her friends. When he spoke, he even did a fair approximation of Ledger’s voice from the movie.
“Why aren’t you just a living work of art?” he asked with a low cackle.
“You’re not too bad with a brush yourself.”
“I didn’t mean the paint,” he added with a wiggle of his brow.
Cassie laughed and instantly warmed to the stranger. He was quite charming and even with the make-up she could tell he was handsome. “Thanks. That’s a really good costume.”
“Oh, this old thing?” He glanced down at himself, smoothing out his tattered, multi-hued hobo’s suit. It may have been a nice three-piece suit about thirty years ago, but time had not been kind. It appeared that he had done his own coloring and she wondered what color it had been when he found it.
“It’s just something I threw together. It’s not nearly as interesting as your costume.”
He took Cassie’s hand and spun her to get a good look at the work that had been done on her. Yellow angel wings sprouted from her shoulders and a complex design in blue stretched down the length of her spine, ending in a poorly drawn Stop sign right where a tramp stamp would traditionally go. When she turned back to face him, the Joker reeled her in and held her tightly against him for a moment before dipping her. With her buzz, the sudden move gave her a head rush and when he pulled her back up she happily leaned into him, because otherwise she might have stumbled. He felt solid under that shabby costume and she wondered just who he was.
“You’re getting filled up there. I hope you save some room for me,” he rasped.
“It depends on what you have in mind.”
“It won’t be any fun if you I told you ahead of time.”
She wondered if he missed her engagement ring, or just didn’t care. Either way, it was fun to flirt, especially considering her horny, naughty mood. There was no danger in a house full of people and Don would be the ultimate beneficiary. When he finally got there she might just have to drag her fiancé into an out-of-the-way room if she kept feeling so good!
“I’m Cassie, by the way.”
“My pleasure, Cassie,” he replied, taking her hand and kissing it, leaving a red smear.
“And you are?”
“I’m the boy you don’t take home to mother. I’m the mistake that you can’t help smiling over.”
“Really?”  Cassie laughed.
He pulled her close again and whispered in her ear, “Maybe if I get to paint you I’ll sign my work.”
“We’ll see. I am going to get some air, but I’ll save a spot for you if I can.” She wasn’t sure if she really meant it. Somehow letting a stranger work on her body like that seemed wrong, but just the thought of the sexy, enigmatic stranger taking a brush to her made Cassie tingle from head to toe. She really hoped Don wouldn’t be much longer.
One thing she hadn’t anticipated was that the coverall would be so hot in a crowded house. She wanted to peel it off, but she hadn’t worn enough underneath to leave herself the option. Instead she was just going to hang out on the porch for a while. She pushed her way through the kitchen and stepped onto the back deck, where several of the guys were having cigars. Ellen was out there too, sneaking a joint with John.
“You bad, bad girl,” Cassie teased.
Ellen sucked in a deep hit and offered the fat joint to Cassie. Although she rarely partook anymore, Cassie took a hit for old time’s sake.
“You should talk. Look at you!” Ellen replied, once she’d released a lungful of smoke. It looks like all the guys have had their way with you.”
“And some of the girls too.” Cassie giggled and unzipped the coverall to the middle of her chest, revealing a tight, white lace trimmed camisole underneath. The cool air felt good and added to the heady feeling she received from the pot.
“That one’s mine,” John said pointing out his work on Cassie’s chest.
“Oh, very classy. I think you missed your calling,” Ellen teased.
“Thanks. I’m heading in, it’s cold out here. I’ll catch you girls later.”
Once they were alone, Ellen said, “It’s a good thing Don’s not the jealous type.”
“Eh, he knows it’s just the guys. None of those fools are going to get lucky. Speaking of guys, did you see the Joker in there?”
“Sort of ratty looking? Yeah, I think I saw him talking to Sonja earlier. They were off in a corner and it looked like they were getting along very well, if you know what I mean.”
Cassie could have guessed. There was no way Sonja would miss a guy as interesting as the Joker, and in her little sailor’s outfit he couldn’t have missed her. Cassie sighed with jealousy when she first saw her sexy friend that evening. The little navy blue dress was skintight and low cut, exposing a deep valley of cleavage, and ended in a very short pleated skirt with white accents. The outfit was finished with white fishnets, high heels and a little white sailor’s cap perched atop her raven hair, which she wore pulled back, with big, bouncy curls. Every time Sonja passed through a room all eyes were on her, even the other women’s. Her sex appeal certainly wasn’t lost on Cassie.
“So do you know who the Joker is?” Cassie asked.
“I have no idea. He must be one of Frank’s work friends. Why are you so interested? You’re not going to get yourself into trouble, are you? Maybe you should cut back on the drinks.”
“No, don’t be silly. Those days are behind me. I was dancing with him before and I was just curious, that’s all,” Cassie replied. She couldn’t blame Ellen for being suspicious of her motives. In her younger days—not so long ago really—Cassie earned herself a reputation for acting crazy when she’d had too much to drink. She just couldn’t help herself sometimes. She loved feeling high and light when she had her buzz and for some reason being horny had always gone along with it. And she was never so drunk she was completely out of control—she always told herself—or couldn’t remember what had happened, which was key. For one thing, she never wanted to blame her actions on being drunk, that was lame, and for another some of her best sexual escapades had occurred while she was drinking or high and she was glad for the memories.
Cassie drifted back into the house with a fresh beer and went downstairs again after finding the queue for the main floor powder room too long. She knew there was another bathroom in the basement and headed for it, but found a line of people three deep waiting to use that one as well. She decided to stay and wait and chatted up a friend while they awaited their turn. She was in line by herself when Sonja came around the corner and joined her.
“Looks like you’ve been having a good time,” Sonja commented, eyeing up the gallery of their friends’ work adorning Cassie’s body.
“You look like you’re out to have a good time,” Cassie teased, eyes flitting from Sonja’s breasts to her legs. The little sailor girl dress seemed to have been constructed around Sonja’s hourglass figure while she posed.
“I think I could have a couple takers if I wanted.” Sonja put her hand on her cocked hip and ordered Cassie to turn so she could see it all. After Cassie completed a 360, Sonja added, “I’m glad you saved some room for me.”
Cassie looked down at the coverall and wondered where her friend might find enough space to do more than add some squiggly lines. “If you can find a spot you’re more than welcome to add something.” Actually, she quite liked the idea of Sonja taking a paintbrush to her.
“I know exactly what I want to do.” She knelt down beside Cassie with a quick flash of white satin panty. In that position Sonja’s skirt did not quite meet her stocking tops.
Sonja took her hand and pulled her down the hallway and into a child’s playroom. Dolls and blocks were scattered around the floor and Cassie almost twisted her ankle stepping on a Brio block. There was a short, plastic play table with a big bright orange beanbag chair beside it, which Sonja deposited her in when she stumbled. Sonja took the box of paints from Cassie’s waist and set it on the play table.
“Ooookkayyy…” Cassie said, giggling. Just what was Sonja up to?
“I’m glad you saved the best for last,” Sonja said, uncapping all the paints and taking up the paintbrush. She dipped it into the black, which was nearly depleted, and pushed Cassie back so she was flatter on the beanbag chair. “Now spread your legs,” she ordered.
“What are you doing?” Cassie asked, leaning forward so she could look down her own body.
Sonja did not need to answer, as her intentions were instantly clear. She pushed Cassie’s legs apart and began outlining a large leaf right over her pelvis. No one else had dared get that close to her most intimate area. The way Cassie had fallen pulled the coverall tight around her crotch, which made Sonja’s work easier. It also made Cassie feel every brush stroke through the thin, papery material. She was also all too aware of Sonja’s hand on her inner thigh and its sweet pressure on her tender flesh. If she just extended her thumb she would be touching the swell of Cassie’s mound. She would never have let any of the guys touch her like this, even in her high, horny state, but letting Sonja do it was another matter. Cassie’s heart started thumping in her chest and all those dirty little throwaway thoughts she’d had about Sonja over the years sprang back with urgency. She hoped Sonja didn’t notice how flushed she was becoming.
Once she finished outlining the leaf, Sonja went for the green and filled it in using long, slow strokes. It seemed to Cassie that she was spending a lot of time right in the center, where it would tease her the most. Cassie couldn’t tear her eyes away from the brush, taking stroke after stroke over her pussy. She didn’t know if it was her imagination or that she was so over stimulated, but she was sure she could feel every pass of that brush, even through the layers of clothing. Her need was palpable and she barely contained to urge to grab Sonja.
“Now I just need to add the veins,” Sonja said. She smiled at Cassie as she took up the black brush once again.
Sonja added long, spidery lines to her leaf and adjusted her hand as she worked so it was even closer to Cassie’s throbbing pussy. Cassie wanted to be touched down there so badly, yet she remained still. She wondered when the hell her fiancé was going to get to the party. She knew they would not be waiting until they got home now.
“So what do you think?” Sonja asked.
“It’s good,” Cassie rasped. “Interesting choice.”
“Well, I couldn’t leave you exposed, could I?”
“No, that would be bad,” Cassie replied, as she unzipped the coverall to her belly button. “It’s really hot down here, isn’t it?”
“I hadn’t noticed, but feel free to open up. That thing must be hot and I was wondering what you were wearing under there anyway.” Sonja pulled open the unzipped coverall and regarded Cassie’s body, which was only covered by the tight, white camisole that barely reached her belly button. She unzipped the coverall further, revealing a skimpy pair of lace trimmed panties. She trailed her fingertips across Cassie’s flat belly.
“So do you approve?”
“Honestly, I was hoping you weren’t wearing anything at all under there.”
“Oh,” Cassie replied softly, belatedly realizing they were having a moment.
Sonja only briefly paused at the edge of the camisole before sliding higher and grazing Cassie’s breast. Cassie gasped when Sonja traced her pebbled nipple. The women locked eyes. Their desire for each other was unspoken, but evident. Sonja flicked the nipple with a navy blue painted nail and Cassie bit her bottom lip and reached out for Sonja. Sonja palmed Cassie’s breast and kissed her hard. Cassie thrust her tongue up into Sonja’s mouth.
Cassie pushed her chest against Sonja’s hand while twining her fingers in her friend’s thick, raven hair. Sonja kneaded her breast roughly before releasing it to concentrate on pinching and pulling her nipple. Cassie moaned into their kiss. It was fantastic that Sonja understood just how to touch her, how rough she could be without causing pain. It had been many years since Cassie had been with another woman, she’d only done it a handful of times, but she fell right back into it, savoring the differences. She loved how Sonja’s silky hair felt between her fingers, and brushing her cheek, how different Sonja’s lips felt, even the way she sensuously used her tongue to tease Cassie’s. Cassie threw herself into kissing Sonja with abandon.
While Sonja slipped a strap from Cassie’s shoulder inside the coverall and Cassie reached under her dress to squeeze a round, ripe cheek. She always thought Sonja had a terrific ass. She got a good feel of it too, as Sonja was only wearing a thong under her short costume. Sonja’s hand felt cool on her overheated flesh. She massaged Cassie slowly and only touched her pale pink nipple as an afterthought, giving it just enough of a pinch to make Cassie moan and dig her short nails into Sonja’s ass.
Cassie opened her eyes to see Sonja looking at her while they kissed. There was something predatory in her eyes and it made Cassie shudder. Sonja gave her tongue a playful flick in her mouth and then moved downward, kissing and sucking on Cassie’s tender neck. Cassie couldn’t contain her soft cry when Sonja nibbled on her earlobe. It had always been a particularly sensitive trigger. Most guys she’d been with quickly figured out that if they spent some time biting and sucking her earlobes that Cassie would be putty in their hands. No fool, Sonja figured it out too. She bit and pulled Cassie’s earlobe and Cassie’s soft cries turned to whimpers and she clutched Sonja to her. Cassie found the gusset of Sonja’s thong soaked through and rubbed her there.
“Mmm, that’s good,” Sonja breathed into Cassie’s ear.
Cassie was rubbing the side of her hand against Sonja’s sodden cleft and pressed harder when the jet-haired beauty rimmed and teased her nipple with the pointed tip of her tongue. Sonja flicked that painfully hard nipple and Cassie cried out and pushed herself at her ruby lips. Sonja pulled back and kept teasing with her tongue. Cassie breathed hard, yearning for Sonja to kiss her there. She pushed the flimsy thong to the side and found Sonja’s clit with her thumb. She stroked the slippery little button and Sonja stiffened and locked her mouth over Cassie’s breast. Sonja sucked hard while chasing Cassie’s nipple with her tongue and Cassie arched her back. Cassie turned her hand just enough to slip a couple fingers inside Sonja and she could hear wet sucking sounds as she slowly worked her fingers in and out.
“Fuck, Cassie,” Sonja murmured as she moved from one breast to the other, almost tearing the camisole as she tried to pull it out of the way. She couldn’t get the other strap down with the way Cassie was holding her.
Cassie opened her eyes and looked lustily down at Sonja, with her now messy mass of black curls and ruby lips, which contrasted from Cassie’s pale breast. She also caught movement from the corner of her eye and realized they weren’t alone. Standing just inside the doorway was the Joker! How long had he been watching them?
“Sorry for interrupting,” the Joker grinned.
Cassie’s mouth dropped open, but only a moan came out. She knew she should stop Sonja and cover up, but it was so hot to have the mysterious stranger standing and watching them. She couldn’t keep her eyes from flitting down to his crotch to see if he liked what he saw. The tenting she saw in those raggedy, pinstriped slacks made her curious to see more.
“You’re not interrupting anything, sweetie,” Sonja said, resting her head on Cassie’s chest. She shuddered when Cassie massaged her g-spot, which was Cassie’s way of saying we need to get rid of this guy and get on with it!
“Well, I’ll let you get back to your ‘nothing’ then,” the Joker replied. He turned to leave.
“Why don’t you hang out? Let’s have some fun,” Sonja said.
Cassie didn’t know how she felt about that, but she was so turned on that she didn’t object when the Joker closed the door behind him and shed his rainbow-hued jacket.
Sonja went back to licking and sucking and nibbling Cassie’s breasts and Cassie closed her eyes and let her head fall back against the beanbag chair, trying to forget that she and Sonja weren’t alone anymore. Sonja slipped a slender hand down inside the coverall and cupped Cassie’s mound and gave it a good squeeze. Cassie moaned and pushed herself encouragingly at that hand. What must be going through his mind? Cassie wondered. She opened her eyes and saw the Joker was no longer across the room, but standing right beside them, staring down at all of Cassie’s exposed skin. He was close enough to touch, if her hands hadn’t been busy already. She wondered how much he wanted to touch her and if she would stop him if he tried. As titillating as being the center of attention was, Cassie thought it would be better if Sonja was more a part of their little show.
“Oh Cassie,” Sonja cried when Cassie attacked her clit in earnest. She slid her fingers faster in and out of Sonja and rubbed her clit in a hard little circle and Sonja’s whole body jerked in reaction. Sonja screwed herself down harder onto Cassie’s fingers and increased her own attentions on Cassie’s clit. Cassie arched her back and moaned and it seemed to be a race to see which woman could make the other climax first.
Sonja was kissing her way downward again, and as she did, she took the Joker’s hand and put it on Cassie’s breast. Cassie was shocked by her friend’s forward move and wondered what the hell she was thinking. Cassie thought being watched might be a nice little distraction, something she could go for in her horny, drunken state, but Sonja was taking it to a whole new level. It was becoming something far more, something that Cassie knew she should not be involved with, not when she had a fiancé. But even with all of that flashing through her mind, she did not remove the stranger’s hand. Instead she sighed and moaned when he groped her with his calloused hand. His rough fingers made her sensitive nipple tingle and having two people touch her sent Cassie into overdrive. A threesome was something she’d often fantasized about, but not something she’d done. She certainly didn’t think she’d ever have one under these circumstances.
Cassie was forced to pull her fingers from Sonja as the other woman moved around between Cassie’s legs. On impulse, Cassie pressed her fingers to the Joker’s red lips and he sucked them in, licking off Sonja’s sticky juices. His tongue darted quickly around and between her fingers and she wondered what else he could do with that talented tongue. She took her fingers from his mouth and held his face while she pulled his lips down to hers. She kissed him full on, her apprehensions evaporating as he and Sonja touched her in concert. He pulled her little white cap off and Sonja shook her hair free to fall down around her shoulders.
While Cassie was busy kissing the Joker, Sonja was between her legs, kissing and rubbing Cassie right above the panty line. But that was as far as the coverall would allow her to go. The zipper only opened so far. She cleared her throat until the others took notice of her and then said, “Can I have a little help here?”
The Joker jumped to help her and pulled the coverall from Cassie’s shoulders. Cassie leaned forward and then pushed up on her hands so the others could peel the coverall away. He followed that by folding the camisole down so both her breasts were fully exposed and ripe for the picking. Sonja pulled her panties right off and suddenly Cassie was almost nude. She felt funny, and dirty, being so completely exposed, especially when the other two were still dressed. That was something she had to remedy.
Cassie sat forward on the beanbag and grabbed Sonja and kissed her. Even with her eyes closed, it was easy to find the zipper in the back of Sonja’s little costume and she yanked it down. As Cassie started pulling it off, Sonja shimmied her body and shed the sailor outfit like a discarded skin. A navy, satin bra proved to be the source of her fabulous cleavage. Cassie unhooked that bra hurriedly and threw it on the floor. Their breasts pressed together, the women kissed and groped at each other frenetically, Cassie kneading Sonja’s ass, while Sonja found room to squeeze her hand between them and grope for Cassie’s cunt again.
Cassie shivered when she felt her hair swept aside and the Joker kissing her neck from behind. He pulled her back just enough to massage both Cassie’s breasts, trapping her nipples between his fingers. It was so easy to just turn his hand and touch Sonja too and that was just what he did, filling one of his hands with Sonja’s heavy breast. He groped both women until Cassie turned and pulled him into an embrace while pushing her tongue into his mouth. Drawing back, she pulled him into a three-way embrace and turned his face to Sonja’s. While they kissed, Cassie sank down and kissed and licked Sonja’s breasts. Sonja had thick, brown nipples and she really seemed to like it when Cassie pulled on them. At first she just used her lips, but then she nipped with her teeth and Sonja dug her nails into Cassie’s scalp. Sonja also pushed the Joker down to join her, and he and Cassie attacked Sonja’s pendulous breasts side-by-side. Cassie also thrust her fingers back into Sonja’s slippery pussy.
“That’s so fucking hot, guys,” Sonja moaned, holding them both to her chest.
Sonja soaked up their attentions for a bit and then turned the focus to the Joker, who was the only one of the three still clothed. Sonja stood and pulled him to his feet before sinking back to her knees. She and Cassie exchanged glances and then both went to work on his pants. Cassie got the belt and the button while Sonja attacked the stubborn zipper and pulled his pants down.
“Now ladies, be gentle. I’m a delicate flower,” he cackled.
In keeping with his costume, he had crazily colored paisley boxers under his pants and both women reached for his package through them. They joined hands and caressed him together. Cassie was pleased with what she felt and her few remaining reservations evaporated in the heat of her excitement. Even if it was wrong, she was having too much fun to stop now. She reached in through the loose fly on the boxers and grasped his hot shaft. He was long and thick, a tad bigger than most of the guys she’d been with. He filled her hand nicely and she tried to put out of her mind how nicely he could fill her in other places. He practically purred as she stroked him and she only let his cock go when Sonja wanted to pull down his boxers.
Cassie was so close than when his cock sprang up it almost smacked her in the face. She brushed her hair back and leaned in and gave the tip a sweet little kiss. One kiss was followed by another and another until she was softly sucking and licking and she tasted the salty precum that dripped from him. Sonja got in on the act by going low and kissing the side of his long shaft, working her way downward until she was licking and sucking his balls. It felt oddly intimate to be so close to Sonja while they pleased a man together. Their faces brushed each other and Sonja’s hair tickled her ear. It was how she’d always imagined it in her fantasies. Cassie started going up and down on his cock and her lips touched Sonja’s.
The women kissed each other and licked his prick as their lips came together at the crown. It was such an intense kiss that Cassie almost forgot they were supposed to be focused on the costumed stranger. She held Sonja’s breasts and pulled her nipples while Sonja slipped a hand back between her legs. Sonja took over by grabbing the Joker’s shaft and going down on him, not stopping until his head was in the back of her throat. Cassie was impressed. She took Sonja’s role and kissed and licked his balls, pleased that he had done some manscaping down there. Sonja sucked him for a minute or two and then passed the baton back to Cassie. The friends did that, passing his cock back and forth, keeping him on the edge until he couldn’t take it anymore.
“I should warn you ladies. I’m about to pop my cork,” he stuttered, shaking and rocking back on his heels.
He was in Cassie’s mouth and she wasn’t about to let him go, but Sonja pulled her away from his shaft and kissed her hotly. Okay, Cassie thought, I guess she has other plans. While they kissed, Sonja eased her backwards so she was laying back on the beanbag chair again. Sonja fell right on top of her with her knee between Cassie’s legs. As they kissed and groped each other Sonja pressed her knee hard and Cassie responded, grinding her pussy into that knee, setting off firecrackers throughout her body.
Sonja’s mouth was busy as she made her way down Cassie’s body once again, but this time there was nothing to halt her descent. Sonja pulled Cassie’s panties right off and then lifted her friend’s legs over her shoulders.
“Oh God!” Cassie cried when her friend’s tongue plunged inside her. This was another advantage to being with another woman, Cassie remembered. Not that her fiancé wasn’t good at going down, but she’d never been with a guy who was as good as a girl. Every guy sort of hunted around and darted from place to place without explicit instructions on what to do down there. Sonja, on the other hand, knew exactly what to do. She was a maestro with her tongue, sweeping it just so, right where Cassie needed it. And then Sonja kissed and sucked and worked her lips and effortlessly made the nubbin of Cassie’s clit explode. Cassie hung her head back as she cried unintelligibly.
Cassie’s head snapped up when she felt another mouth and hands on her body. The Joker did not stay on the sidelines. He was sucking and nibbling one of her breasts while he pinched and massaged the other one. It really was heaven and how she’d always imagined a threesome; all the attention was focused on her. He took a hold of his cock jerked him off while he helped Sonja make her feel amazing. Together, they brought Cassie to another toe curling climax and she struggled to stifle her cries, lest someone beyond the little playroom hear her. The joy that pulsed from between her legs did not stop as the others kept kissing and licking and stroking her. Cassie thought she was going to melt into a puddle if they did not let up, but they showed no sign that they were done with her.
The Joker flicked out his long tongue and worked his way down her tummy to join Sonja between her legs. She didn’t know how the two of them could go down on her at once, but the possibly of two tongues busy down there was exciting. As he moved lower, Cassie noted he left a smeared skid mark of red, green and white makeup down her body. He was kissing her thigh and then deftly slid into place as Sonja moved out the other side.
“Oh,” Cassie whimpered when he slid his tongue inside her. It seemed impossibly long and he was able to almost use it like a cock to penetrate her, except that it curled and flicked and darted around to touch all of her most sensitive areas. Impossibly he even curled it inward and up and tickled her g-spot in an impressive feat that left her breathless. He kept her a sobbing, moaning mess while completely ignoring her clit.
Sonja half-lay on the beanbag beside Cassie and turned her face to kiss her. It was a slow, languid kiss, punctuated by Cassie’s moans, which came every time the Joker’s tongue found a particularly sensitive spot. It was the sweetest torture. He added a couple of fingers to his tongue, filling her, and worked on her pussy in a way she’d never quite felt before. Cassie felt a slow burn orgasm that made her catch her breath and whimper softly rather than scream to the rafters.
Much as Cassie loved being the center of attention, she wanted to make this encounter memorable for Sonja too. She wanted to give as much pleasure as she had received. Cassie turned to the side, rolling off of the beanbag and trapped Sonja beneath her. It twisted the Joker’s fingers inside her, giving Cassie such an intense flash she nearly came again. She wasn’t general multi-orgasmic like this, which really made tonight special.
Cassie was on top now and it was time to take charge. She took a lot of time scaling and sculpting and generally teasing Sonja’s breasts. They were just so full and beautiful and Cassie loved the way Sonja moaned and cried when she pinched and pulled her nipples. Sonja moaned, “Yesss…harder Cassie…oh damn…just like that…” But Sonja was not the only one moaning with pleasure, because their mystery friend had not given up on playing with Cassie. He knelt beside her and was kissing her back while massaging her breasts from beneath and using all his fingers to stimulate and drive her crazy. She had never been so keyed up in her life. Juices literally ran down her thighs and she thought she just might never want to leave that little play room.
“Come on, hon, lick my pussy,” Sonja begged, pushing on Cassie’s shoulders to urge her lower. Cassie was planning on going down there anyway, but it was nice to hear she had her friend so aroused that she was begging for more. Cassie did not tease her way down the way the others did to her, but skipped straight down, scooting on her knees and pushing Sonja’s legs far apart. She liked the way Sonja looked, waxed clean, and thought maybe she would get rid of her own slim landing strip. She thought Don might like it.
It had been so long since Cassie did anything like this and she hoped she did it right. She just did what she knew she liked and it seemed that Sonja approved. She had both hands on the back of Cassie’s head, forcing her face harder between her legs. Sonja was obviously unconcerned that someone in the hallway would hear because she was caterwauling to wake the dead. She cried, “Yesss…yessss…Yes! Oh damn!” Sonja bucked her hips at Cassie’s face and she could only guess Sonja was cumming.
Meanwhile at the back of all that action, the Joker got up to his oral tricks once again. Cassie’s ass was sticking in the air and she felt him press his face against her and then snake his tongue inside her. This time it reached out and tickled her clit and Cassie wailed straight into Sonja’s muffling cunt. It was like a brand searing her flesh and Cassie went from wet and happy to trembling and on the edge of climax in seconds. Cassie slurped away at Sonja’s pussy, but her technique was shot, at least for the moment.
He stopped licking her and Cassie was caught between relief and disappointment. She was on the edge of control and knew he was about to tip her over into a lusty abyss. She was at that dangerous place where she was ready to let him or Sonja do anything to her they wished as long as she kept feeling so blissful. She refocused her efforts on making Sonja climax again, but immediately she found her resolve tested. The Joker kneaded her ass and pulled it higher into the air and then she felt the tip of his cock against the backs of her thighs. She was ready to protest, to tell him to stop, but Sonja held her snug to her pussy with both hands on the back of her head and before Cassie could pull away or voice a complaint he stabbed forward, filling her completely with his thick shaft.
Cassie closed her eyes as her senses reeled. God, he felt good inside her. She was so wet he just slid right in to the hilt and she locked down around him. His cock was the final match thrown onto the gas soaked bonfire of her unslakable need and even though she knew it was wrong and that she had to make this stranger stop, she couldn’t. She just didn’t want to. His prick was inside her and she knew he was going to give her the fucking she so desperately craved. In a twisted way she reasoned away everything that had happened to that point as being not that bad, but even in her drunken, lust filled state she couldn’t justify letting another man—a stranger no less—fuck her. But then he really started doing it and all those thoughts went right out the window.
Cassie was glad her face was buried in Sonja’s lap because she was beyond being quiet now. The Joker gripped her ass tightly and slammed his cock in and out of her rapidly. He was fucking her hard and fast and she whimpered and pushed back at him, wordlessly pleading, Give me more, dammit! God, don’t stop!
Sonja must have realized that Cassie was going to be useless down there while she was so exquisitely distracted, because she finally let her friend come up for air. Cassie lay her head on Sonja’s thigh, but she did not completely abandon her friend. She slipped first two, and then three fingers inside Sonja and frigged her as hard and fast as the Joker fucked her. Cassie buried her face in Sonja’s flesh, even bit her thigh as she tried to confine her cries to the playroom. His balls slapped the backs of her thighs and she squished around him and he climaxed before she did, but only narrowly.
“That’s fuckin’ it!” He exclaimed.
“Uhnn…uhnn…yessssss…” Cassie hissed, arching her back as her muscles tensed all at once and that comet of pure pleasure rocketed through her. She felt him throbbing inside her as he shot his load and then slipped out, slimy and spent. Sonja was not left out of the orgasmfest. While Cassie was fingering her, Sonja was busy rubbing her own clit and she came gushingly.
Cassie curled into a ball between Sonja’s legs, sated and happy. She opened her eyes dreamily to see the Joker doing up his pants. He executed an exaggerated bow and announced, “I hate to fuck and run, ladies, but I suspect my presence is no longer required.” He slipped from the room, closing the door behind him.
“Wow, that was…” Cassie started.
“Yeah, it certainly was. You were amazing,” Sonja agreed.
“I was out of my mind, is what I was. I had a great time, but we can never speak of this. Seriously, if anyone find out about you and me and…”
“Don’t worry, I’ve got your back. He won’t ever find out from me. But if you wanted a repeat performance sometime, something a little more private…”
Cassie grinned and gave her a hug and kiss before reassembling her clothes. “Well, I never say never.”
Sonja left the room first and then Cassie slipped out a few minutes later. Now that the sex was over and she was left alone with her thoughts, Cassie felt an overwhelming sense of guilt. She was happy that she had a fantasy fulfilled, but she felt guilty that she did it without Don—even if it was probably easier to do it without him. She knew she would have been jealous if he was there and seemed more into Sonja than her. It was better to do something like that with a man who didn’t mean anything to her. Still, it was not fair to Don and while she knew she could never come clean, what would be the point, she knew she had to find a way to make it up to him. Maybe she would invite Sonja over to their place one night and put on a little show for him, but he would only be watching.
Cassie slipped out of the playroom and went right into the bathroom to clean up. Getting the Joker’s makeup off her body was the toughest part, but she got most of it. She headed back upstairs to get a fresh beer and some air when Ellen corralled her in the hallway.
“Where have you been?”
“I was just taking a break.  Why?”
“Don got here about a half hour ago. He’s been looking for you. Are you okay? You look kind of worn out.”
“It’s just been a long week. Thanks for the heads up.”
Don found her in the living room and pulled her into a long hug followed by a longer kiss, which Cassie enthusiastically returned. Despite her recent encounter, kissing her fiancé fired her right up again. She just hoped she didn’t taste suspiciously minty fresh.
“You weren’t downstairs, were you?”
“No, why?” Cassie replied, eyes darting to the side.
“I heard Sonja put on quite a show with some guy dressed like the Joker. There was a ton of noise coming from some room down there and then someone saw Sonja and this guy leave the room separately.”
Cassie was thankful the hallway was empty when she left the playroom. “That sounds like Sonja,” she said, taking his hand. “How about we find an empty room upstairs and see if we can’t get some people whispering about us?”
“What’s gotten in to you?”
“Nothing, I just missed you.”
“I’m right behind you,” he replied as she led him up the steps. “This will give me somewhere more private to check out all your artwork. No wonder you’re worked up if people have been touching you all night. Looks like a couple of people got pretty daring, but please don’t tell me who.”
Cassie laughed and said, “You have no idea.”
She found an empty bedroom and pulled Don into it. He sat on the end of the bed and she did a slow turn so he could see everything. He may not have been a jealous guy, but she wondered what he really thought about all the paint on her tits and other places. Obviously a lot of the guys at the party had had fun with her. She just had to make sure he never found out exactly how much fun she’d had.
“Looks like the guys really took their advantage of their chance to get crazy,” Don commented.
“I thought you didn’t want to know anything.”
“Now that I’ve had a better chance to see just what they did to you, I have to admit I’m curious. I kind of want to know, even though I don’t.
“You know I’ll tell you anything you want to know, but I’d rather not waste our time up here talking about other people. And it wasn’t just the guys painting me.”
Cassie moved between his legs and rested her hands on his shoulders.
Don ran his hand over her breast, tracing John’s dragon. John was the one guy he had shown a little jealousy over, only because he knew too much about their hook up in the past, and because John made it clear he’d love another shot—always disguised as a joke, of course.
“But I know a guy did this one. And I can guess who,” Don said.
“You know it was just all in fun, right?”
“I know for you it was—though I know you well enough to know you really enjoyed every second of the attention.”
“You have nothing to worry about, babe.” The Joker flashed through her mind, but Don truly had nothing to worry about. She loved him—one bad decision didn’t change that.
“Oh, I know.”
Don traced the leaf between her legs and then grabbed there, giving a strong squeeze. All the fun she’d had earlier did not matter. She was still very horny. She pushed back against his hand and steadied herself on his shoulders.
“That,” she said, referring to the leaf, “was not one of the guys. That was Sonja.”
“Mmm, now that sounds like something I wish I’d been there for.”
The room was already a little crowded, Cassie thought. “Oh, you’d like to see Sonja painting me?”
“What guy wouldn’t? Come on, Cass. You could sell tickets. I’m sure every guy in the room was staring when she did it.”
“They probably would have been, if we hadn’t been alone.” Cassie didn’t know why she teased him with that. It was venturing into dangerous territory.
“Oh really?”
“Sonja cornered me.”
“It sounds like she was doing a lot of that tonight.”
“How do you know the Joker didn’t just grab her and have his way?”
“Because I know Sonja. She knows how to make what she wants happen, and no one takes advantage of her. Sonja is always in control.”
Cassie thought about that, and wondered if Sonja running into her in the hallway wasn’t coincidence after all. If it wasn’t, the Joker probably did not just happen upon them either. She started to believe her friend had set her up for a threesome. Cassie knew she should be mad, but it was hard to be angry when she had had so much fun.
“So what did Sonja do besides paint you?” Don tugged at the zipper on the front of her coverall.
“What makes you think she did anything more than paint me?” Cassie asked nervously.
“Sonja didn’t have to get you alone just to paint you.”
“I guess not, but it was more fun that way.”
She could tell Don was finishing for something, but she did not know how he would respond to even a fraction of the truth. He knew she had been with women in the past, and he always—half-jokingly—bugged her for a threesome for his birthday, but that didn’t mean he would be cool with her going off for a quick hook up with Sonja without clearing it with him first. He probably thought there was nothing to tell, so it was safe to tease him a little bit, she decided.
“She wasn’t exactly shy while she was painting me,” Cassie continued.
“Meaning?”
“Her hands wandered a bit and I didn’t stop her. It felt good.”
“You dirty girl.”
“Just a little bit.” He doesn’t know the half of it, she thought.
Cassie pressed her knee forward and felt the effect the image of Sonja groping her had on him. The coverall hung open, and she pulled it from her shoulders. It was simple enough to step out of. Don helped her out of her panties and she pulled the cami off—it was the second time that night she was stripped, and she was just as excited as the first time.
“It’s a shame Sonja didn’t do any painting on the inside,” Don said, running his hands down her sides, and over her flat tummy. She loved the way he touched her.
They hooked up on their first date and when he caressed her she wanted to throw him down and fuck him right there in the car. It took all of her restraint that night—restraint she did not need now. She pushed him backward on the bed and straddled him.
Cassie leaned over him for a hot kiss and Don scooped both her breasts into his hands, rolling her nipples in that way that always made her tremble. He pinched and pulled them harder. She moaned into their kiss. He ground her pussy down against his bulge and wished his costume wasn’t between them. She broke their kiss and hung her head, enjoying his touch before whimpering, “You are wearing way too many clothes.”
“Let’s do something about that,” he agreed.
Don rolled Cassie onto her back and made short work of his costume. When his boxer-briefs were tossed onto the floor, he grabbed one of the paintbrushes from her box of supplies, but did not dip it. He trailed the tip down between her breasts. She closed her eyes, lost in his wonderful teasing.
“What do you think you’re doing? There’s no paint on that brush,” she sighed.
“Does that really matter?”
The brush did carry traces of red paint, leaving faint lines as Don traced in spirals of her breast, tightening until he flicked it over the hard pebble of her nipple. The wet brush was firm enough that it almost felt like the tip of a downy soft tongue teasing her nipple. Don went back and forth, teasing both nipples and Cassie arched her back off of the bed. The static charge of pleasure shot straight from her nipples to her pussy with every swipe of that brush, driving her mad. She blindly reached out and found Don’s cock, several thick inches of wonderful meat she wanted inside her. Cassie was so turned on by all the night’s activity that she did not need to be teased. Her cunt was slick and ready for Don. She stroked his prick, drawing him closer, hoping he would take the hint and stop the teasing.
“Christ, I’m never going to get over how incredible you look naked,” Don marveled. Although they’d been together for a few years now, he always reacted to her nude body like he was seeing it for the first time, and couldn’t believe how lucky he was. It was certainly good for a girl’s ego. Cassie was so lucky to have a guy like Don. That made it so crazy that she would risk everything by losing control like she did in the basement. She could never put herself in that position again.
“Baby, please stop teasing me. I’m ready,” Cassie pleaded.
“I’ve been thinking about this all night. I’m in no rush.”
Don began kissing his way down her supine body and she panicked, realizing his intentions. She could not allow him to do that, not after what she had done with the Joker. Cassie grabbed him forcefully by his shaggy dark hair and insisted, “I mean it. I need you to fuck me. Now.”
“Wow. I guess all that attention really did get to you,” he chuckled, pushing her legs back against her chest.
“I don’t know. I don’t care about anyone else’s attention. I want you.”
“Alright already!”
Cassie cried out and gripped the sheets in both hands when he rammed it into her. Don slid in smoothly, like he was meant for her—like she’d been waiting for his cock all her life. The bedsprings were impossibly loud once they got going, and she hoped no one would hear them and look in to see what was going on. Last time an unexpected guest had come into the room things took a bizarre turn. Her legs were over Don’s shoulders and he took her urgently, plunging deep inside her, balls bouncing on her thighs with every powerful thrust. He was a man possessed.
“You’re thinking about Sonja touching me, aren’t you?” she gasped.
“Uhn, maybe…”
“You want to see her hands all over me, don’t you?”
“Yes…”
“And kissing me.” It was hard to form the words between her moans, but she did it, knowing how hot it was making Don.
“Fuck yes…”
“It was so hot. I wish you’d been there to watch us.”
“She made you cum, didn’t she? Sonja licked your pussy,” Don growled. Imagining Cassie and Sonja together had turned him into an animal.
“Yes! Yes, I came so hard, baby. It was so hot.” Cassie wasn’t faking her enthusiasm. She did cum hard when she was with Sonja. It was just that Sonja was not the only reason. The threesome was one of the hottest things she’d ever experienced.
Don pulled out and flopped onto his back, demanding, “Fuck me, Cass. I want to watch you.”
Cassie climbed on top and pushed down onto his shaft. She loved riding him. He pierced her so deeply this way. She worked her hips, drawing off of him and then pushing back down in a sultry rhythm. He held her hips, but moved his hands to grasp her taut ass, urging her forward onto his cock. She saw the look in his eyes and knew he was picturing her and Sonja together as he watched her. She closed her eyes and reveled in the intense pleasure his invading cock radiated through her body.
The sound of the door catching drew her attention and Cassie opened her eyes to find Ellen standing there in the shadows, watching them fuck. Don had not noticed, and Cassie tried not to stare, lest he figure out they weren’t alone and stop. The women’s eyes met briefly, enough for each of them to acknowledge the situation. Ellen made no move to leave the bedroom, but leaned against the wall and began unbuttoning her pretty, floral, ‘Fifties style dress. The way it clung to her breasts and flared at the waist, it flattered her figure perfectly. She was every inch a sexy June Cleaver. With the dress pulled open, Cassie spied a lacy black bra, which strained to contain her copious cleavage, and matching panties. Ellen’s hand slipped inside those panties, and her lips formed a surprised “O” as she began touching herself. Ellen was every inch the prim Fifties housewife in that costume, which just made watching her touch herself seem all the dirtier.
“Mmm, I bet you’d love to watch me with Ellen, too. You want to see me play with her big tits?” Cassie teased. Her gaze flicked from Don to Ellen. Her friend smiled. Ellen was full of surprises. Cassie had no idea Ellen was so wild. She certainly had no clue her friend was into something this crazy.
“Yeah, that’s sexy baby,” Don groaned. “That would be the hottest thing ever.”
Cassie was not surprised by his reaction. Ellen was right up his alley—curvy, dark-haired. Cassie was anything but his usual type. “What would you do if she was here right now?”
“I don’t think I could just watch.”
“No? You want to play, too?”
“Can I?”
“If you’re a good boy.”
“I promise I’ll be good.”
“Maybe we’ll both use you.”
“Please…”
“You can lick her pussy while I ride you. Your cock is mine.”
“Oh fuck, Cass…”
Don grabbed her hips again and fucked Cassie violently up and down on his cock. Each temblor of pleasure roiled her brain. She could no longer speak. And it looked like Ellen was right there with her. Ellen bit the side of her hand, but still whimpered as her fingers worked furiously in her panties. The women climaxed at the same time, and Ellen’s throaty moan was lost in Cassie’s high-pitched cry. Cassie arched her back and jammed down on his shaft. Don never heard their observer. He came just after the women and his own orgasm consumed him. Cassie fell onto Don and held his face to hers, so she could peek at Ellen, but he could not. She wasn’t sure why she wanted to keep her friend’s presence a secret, but she was keeping a lot of secrets tonight. She watched Ellen button her dress and silently slip out of the room.
“I love you, baby,” Cassie cooed, proving it with a long hot kiss.
“I love you, Cass. I’m so lucky to have a sexy woman like you.”
Cassie wanted to cuddle with him on that bed, but they were not at home. “We should probably go back downstairs. It seems like we’ve been up here for a while.”
“People are too busy talking about Sonja to notice us,” Don said. He turned serious. “You were making all that up about Sonja, right?”
Cassie smiled wickedly. “You’ll never know.”
“Very funny.”
“What about Ellen? Seems like you’re pretty hot for her.”
“I think being with you two would be hot. I could follow the rules,” he eagerly replied.
“If anything like that ever happens—and I do mean if—I doubt it will be with anyone we know.”
“She might be into it,” he insisted.
“But her husband probably wouldn’t be.”
Don chuckled. “He doesn’t need to know.”
“Right.” She drew the word out. “We need to get out of here.”
They dressed in the semi darkness. Cassie had spent a lot of time that night getting dressed and undressed. Don went downstairs to grab a drink, while she diverted to the bathroom to clean up—yet again. When she came out, Ellen was waiting for her.
“Care to explain what that was all about?” Cassie asked, leaning her shoulder against the wall and crossing her arms over her chest. She wasn’t really angry—she honestly didn’t know what to think—but she felt she had the right to given Ellen the third degree.
“I heard you going crazy again and decided to find out what it was all about.”
“What do you mean again?”
“You know what I mean.” Ellen looked very pleased with herself.
Cassie just stared while she tried to control her rising panic. She thought she could trust Ellen, but if she knew, who else did. She admitted nothing.
“Don’t worry, I don’t think anyone else knows. I saw you guys slip into that room, and then saw the Joker go in there. I listened at the door and recognized your voice, but no one else was there. Someone saw the other two leave, but no one saw you.”
“So you listened at the door?” Now that she knew she hadn’t been found out, Cassie was curious what was going on with her friend.
“It sounded hot. I couldn’t help myself.”
“And you thought it was hot, just listening?”
“Well, I wasn’t just listening. I was picturing what was going on in there. Even if it was only half as hot as I imagined it must have been pretty incredible.”
Cassie couldn’t suppress her smile. “It was hot. It was so…” She caught herself. “It was wrong. It can’t happen again.”
“It’s not wrong if no one gets hurt,” Ellen said.
“I don’t think I can go through life that way.”
“You don’t need hot strangers anyway, not with a guy like Don.”
“So you enjoyed our little show?” Cassie was glad for the subject change. She did not want to discuss what she did wrong.
“Watching was even hotter than listening.”
“You’re a voyeur. I would have never guessed.”
“Why? Because I’m a nice girl? Nice girls like to be bad, too. Why didn’t you let Don know I was there? Were you afraid he’d invite me over?”
“Maybe. I don’t know. It felt hotter to just have you there watching.”
“And touching myself?”
Cassie blushed. She was not used to talking about these sorts of things so openly. It was one thing to just do crazy, spontaneous things. It was another thing to analyze them. That made her squirmy. But Ellen was waiting for an answer. Finally, Cassie admitted, “Yes.”
“I’m glad we all enjoyed it. Don’t worry, I won’t say anything to Don about this either.”
“Just one thing,” Cassie said. As long as they were talking about this, she might as well satisfy her curiosity. “Why did you just watch? Why didn’t you join us?”
“I wanted to save something for next time.” Ellen smiled and kissed her cheek, and went downstairs to rejoin the party.
Next time, Cassie thought. She was sure there would be no next time. But then again, she knew Don would love it, and maybe if she did this for him it would erase her guilt about the threesome with the Joker. Did it work that way? Could one sin wash away another? If Ellen was serious, maybe Cassie would find out.
For now, Cassie just wanted this crazy night to be over. She went down to collect Don and go home. She hoped she would wake up tomorrow and this whole night would turn out to be one wild, sexy dream.
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This was down on the beach, a while up the coast from anywhere particularly inhabited. There were a surprising number of vehicles parked up on the verges around there, though. This was a bigger deal than I’d thought.
Nervously, I found a place for my own battered Celica, and quietly crept out, heading for the beach behind a cluster of other youngish types, all dressed for the sand and the surf despite the fact that twilight was already upon us.
Wandering through the dunes to the beach, the clusters of people became a stream, and on the beach itself it was like some hipster indie music festival. I’d guess maybe there were a hundred or so present. My shock probably made it seem like more.
Rosie had explained that there would be several covens coming together for this Grand Ritual, plus various interested potential recruits. A coven could be, what, thirteen people? I guess one positive was that I was able to blend in with the crowd, draw safety from the numbers.
Most of them were wearing costumes of various kinds—the bikini-clad, the beach bods were in the vast minority as it turned out. But the outfits weren’t the kind of thing you’d expect at a conventional Halloween gathering, the tacky Frankensteins and ghosts and vampires, the plastic masks sourced from a dozen bland, suburban strip malls. That wasn’t to say that by the fading light of the orange sun, and the flickering glow from the fires that they weren’t frightening. Garish colors and flowing robes, flowers and vines and sticks coiling around arms and legs, woven into hair and wrapped around temples—for the most part it all hinted at some kind of authenticity about this whole gathering.
They weren’t naked, which I guess I’d been preparing myself for. For me, though, it was a little too Wicker Man.
I wandered. Somebody handed me a drink that turned out to be a surprisingly sweet, but startlingly devilish fruit punch, which burned the back of the throat and hit me deep in the gut with its array of strong spirits. There was a lot of it about all over the beach, judging by the number of people holding the same red plastic cups as my own. I guess I relaxed a little. Music helped, although various sources of a fairly eclectic nature were competing for the attention of the crowd, leading to a faintly chaotic affect that fed into the vague hint of danger that I felt from it all.
The people were dotted about between fires, all the way down to the shore. Only as I flitted between them did my addled brain start to distinguish patterns among them—that they gravitated into loose groups, often attached to a single bonfire.
And there was Rosie and her coven. My pretty wife was wearing the long white robe I’d seen her pack into her Volkswagen that morning. It was a little too bridal for comfort, if I’m honest. She was standing with three men, talking. All of them held red plastic cups, and I could tell from the way they stood that they were well fortified by alcohol. Was she flirting with them? I couldn’t tell for certain, but the stirring between my legs suggested a desire for it.
“Ronan.”
I nearly jumped out of my skin at the sound of my name almost whispered in my ear. I turned to find Alex, the only member of Rosie’s new coven whom I’d actually met before, dressed in a hooded scarlet robe that made her look like Little Red Riding Hood.
“Alex. You recognized me,” I blurted out, feeling terrified as though I were some Cold War agent caught behind the Iron Curtain.
“You’re wearing a bath robe,” she said drily. Her hood covered her long, dark hair, but the robe did actually accentuate her curves by the way it was held by her sash belt.
“It’s all I had left after the moths were done with my wardrobe,” I attempted.
“Rookie mistake.” She smiled, and my terror abated a touch. Then she flicked open my black bath robe to reveal the Bermuda shorts and t-shirt beneath, and looked horrified. “Might want to lose those,” she suggested.
Her own robe parted slightly, enough for me to see that she herself wasn’t wearing much underneath. The white swell of her breasts suggested she was at least topless under there.
“Hey,” she said, and I thought at first she was chiding me for staring at the glimpse of cleavage I’d been afforded. But she was drawing my attention to something she was holding up in the fading light.
Two bottles, bearing the Durex brand. In her left hand she held a blue bottle, labeled “Tingling”. In her right hand, a gray-and-red bottle, labeled “Long-lasting”.
“Which do you want?” she asked me.
For a moment I was confused, not quite understanding what she was asking me. Then as I suddenly realized what she was showing me, I felt stunned, flustered, shocked. That she would come on to me in such a blunt fashion, knowing I was the husband of her friend.
“Not for you to use!” she sniggered, and I felt relief that she wasn’t getting me involved in any of this ritual stuff.
I shrugged, thinking it odd she would ask my recommendation on such a thing as sexual lubricant, before figuring that this whole affair was odd.
“Long-lasting,” I said.
She nodded, smiled wickedly. “Good choice.”
Alex said a courteous ‘hello’ to a couple of people without showing much interest, but my attention was drifting back toward Rosie, who seemed particularly into one of the guys, a fairly tall, dark-haired twenty-something dressed in dark green. I couldn’t determine whether he was a bona fide hipster, or just a little on the geeky side. Alex looked back at me and I tried to hide the fact that I’d been peeping at my wife.
“Come on.” She grabbed me, and dragged me around the fire toward Rosie.
Yet instead of reuniting us, Alex stopped me just as I came within earshot of my wife, and introduced me to some stoner who was too high to communicate—without actually mentioning either of our names or anything about ourselves that might aid conversation—before departing my side.
“Hey,” I said, wondering if this guy was someone special, someone Rosie needed me to meet.
“Hey,” he nodded at me. And that was the extent of our conversation.
I was about to turn to ask Alex what the hell she was doing, when I heard her voice next to Rosie.
“He’s here,” she said.
“He is?” Rosie sounded nervous. I liked that.
“Here,” Alex said to my wife. “He even chose this for you.”
The shocks just seemed to be getting stronger and stronger. I felt a strong pulse of intense heat shoot through my heart as I heard Alex say that, and as I glanced subtly over my shoulder I could see her handing the box of ‘Ultra Thin, Extra Sensitive’ condoms to Rosie.
“He did?” Rosie said.
“I think he enjoyed choosing. Knowing what it means,” Alex said. She glanced over her shoulder, and our eyes connected. She winked.
“He really did?”
“Uh-huh. He wants this as much as you do. You know he does.”
God, she was stirring it. I felt anger for the first time, yet I couldn’t yell at her, couldn’t let Rosie know I was right there, not now. Okay, so underneath it all, I had to admit that there was a certain amount of excitement along with the terror. It was just difficult to deal with the whole shock thing, the paranoia.
Alex slipped away from Rosie’s side, and she was back with me, dragging me away from their coven, toward the relative peace of an inter-coven space.
She laughed, and I felt strangely light-headed, and suddenly unable to speak despite the strong feelings whirling around my head, the outrage throbbing in my chest.
“You really don’t mind, do you?” she said to me, and strangely it did seem to defuse the blackness inside my soul.
I just nodded.
“You’re a cuckold,” she said, stark, blunt, brutal.
“What... Why…?” my lips couldn’t really settle around any kind of sensible question.
“I’ve known it a while, from what Rosie’s been telling me.”
I felt a red-hot flush of embarrassment sweep through me, and looked awkwardly over toward my wife. God, I’d never really accepted that term. The research I’d done online about my feelings, about all of my reactions, the fantasies provoked within me by Rosie’s latest progress in her strange religion, that word had come up a lot. I’d just never quite attached it to myself.
“It’s all right,” Alex said, smiling again, reassuring. “There’s nothing wrong with it.”
“No.”
“In fact, among all of us...” she indicated everyone on the beach, not merely her own coven, “...people like you are seen as kind of special.”
“Oh.”
I looked over at Rosie again, but still felt humiliated that she might think of me in such terms.
“Oh, Rosie doesn’t know,” she said. “She still thinks you’re just supremely tolerant of her religious choices.”
“I don’t mind what she believes...” I insisted.
But she smirked, “It’s okay, you don’t need to defend yourself. I said, didn’t I? I think you’re special. And I can help you.”
I looked at her, confused. She handed me something. A mask. I took it from her, and as she put on a similar black mask herself, I put on mine.
The drums stopped. For a few moments, there was only the sound of the fires crackling and, somewhere off in the distance, the waves crashing against the shore. People were moving, all around me. It was confusing, bewildering, I had no bearings on where people were moving, what the overall plan was. Alex was standing by my side, taking hold of my hand. Someone else, standing by my other side, grabbed my other hand, leading me through a crowd that was burbling and twittering in an exuberant mood. When we stopped being pulled and nudged and jostled, we were standing in a large circle holding hands—one of several such circles of people convened among the bonfires on this beach.
I glanced at Alex, and she just smirked at me. We all gazed at the empty space inside our circle as though anticipating some performance—gladiators, perhaps. Dancers, I guessed, though my fears were telling me that what everyone was really waiting for was the High Priest and the High Priestess—Rosie, to do what I knew she had to do.
The drums launched into a new, more urgent rhythm, and it sounded both awesome and terrifying to me, with the sense of dread as though we were about to be invaded by a vast army of orcs. The ground shakes... drums, drums in the deep. We cannot get out. The shadow moves in the dark. We cannot get out. They are coming...
Then the drums stopped again. There was a great roar from all around the beach.
Everyone dropped their robes—and I mean everyone. Such is the power of peer pressure, after a split second seeing what everyone on the whole beach was doing, I was doing it too, there just didn’t seem any other option. I would have stood out like a sore thumb.
The circle opened to admit two people still in their robes—not the robes I’d seen them wearing earlier, though. These were elaborate, hooded robes that were part Star Wars and part Roman Catholicism, purple for him and white for her.
I caught my breath as I laid eyes on her, seeing that it was Rosie, my wife, the center of attention for the dozens of people standing around in this circle. Her partner seemed larger than the man I’d seen with her earlier, and at least a foot taller than Rosie.
The crowd seemed in rapturous mood as the two of them strode out into the middle of the space. I turned to Alex, and she flashed her eyes at me, seeming to simultaneously goad me and reassure me.
The High Priest, as I assumed the tall man was, knelt at the center of the circle, and as he did so, so did the rest of us watching. I felt Alex’s hand gripping my arm to guide me down onto my knees with the rest of them.
Rosie—the new High Priestess—walked around the High Priest, her hand trailing around his broad shoulders, her white robe billowing out in the breeze. She came to a halt in front of him, turning to face him head-on, brought both her hands to cradle his head, and bending over slightly, began kissing him on the mouth.
*
My wife is a witch. Oh, I don’t mean one of those witches you’ve seen in movies, The Wizard of Oz, The Witches of Eastwick, The Craft, what have you. Black hats, green skin, crooked noses, cackling at young girls from Kansas. It’s an actual religion—technically, she’s a Wiccan. But it’s basically Pagan witchcraft.
When we met in college, Rosie was broadly apologetic about it all, though I never had a problem with it. I’m all about religious and philosophical freedom, even if I’m an atheist myself most days, agnosticism just about being the best I can do if pressed on the matter.
We talked about it, sure, in the early days of dating. It was quite interesting to me, since I’d never really heard about it before meeting her. Sure, there were spells. There were covens. There was the dancing naked around bonfires at Halloween—although, she was at pains to stress that she’d only ever participated in that kind of thing twice.
I didn’t care. Rosie didn’t try to convert me. It seemed a fairly liberal kind of religion, progressive, unthreatening. While we were dating I was mainly focused on persuading her to dance naked around me, or even just lie naked with me. While we were engaged I was just content that her religion encouraged her to be in tune with her sexuality.
It’s a fertility religion, you see.
For the most part, though, she keeps it to herself. Oh, she lights candles before a little altar thing in our bedroom each night, says prayers. But how different is that from the good little Catholic girl kneeling down by her bed before going to sleep?
She does believe, though. I realized early on that it wasn’t in the slightest bit fake for her, and though she can laugh at witch humor like anyone else when it crops up, and devoured all things Harry Potter while that was all over the place, there’s no need or no point in making jokes about her beliefs. It’d be like trying to poke fun at the rain. She grew up on a kind of hippy commune, where Wicca wasn’t forced on anybody, it just became part of the common experience, and from what she said seemed so positive and logical and life-affirming that it was hard not to accept it all at face value.
During college she’d even spent six months trying to reject it all, embracing the cold rationality of pure science instead. The fact was, she didn’t believe the universe was just some happy accident resulting from the way in which various subatomic particles interact, to her there was a vibrant magic about everything around her—and she was miserable without embracing that sense of magic.
Well, I’d had Christian girlfriends before, I’d had a Muslim girlfriend. I didn’t believe in any of it myself, but I respected how important it was to them.
Anyway.
I think the first time I did find something humorous about Rosie and her beliefs was when we moved to the suburbs and bought our first house together. She was 28 by then, and I was 30, we’d been together nine years, married seven. Rosie seemed nervous about moving to a completely new neighborhood, but from the get-go had been intending on finding a new coven, fairly close by—and naturally she had my blessing to do so.
It wasn’t strictly necessary in the religion to be part of a coven, you could practice it alone. But Rosie had always been comfortable doing it that way, and feeling the support of like-minded people around her.
Out there in North Halligan, the local coven was suitably welcoming, and from her very first meeting with them, I could see how the anxiety melted away.
“They do things a little differently to what I’m used to,” she reported back to me after that first night.
“Uh-huh?” I was interested, honest, though I didn’t look up from my copy of Cloud Atlas as I lay in bed listening to her.
“They do skyclad rituals, for one...”
“Uh-huh?... ‘sky clad’?”
“Nude,” she said, and smiled as she saw me drop the novel and gawp at her. “Some of us believe clothing interferes with the magic in all of us.”
“Okay...”
“But it also creates this wonderful sense of intimacy, everyone accepts everyone else for who they really are...”
“You all... got naked?”
She shrugged, and right in front of me shed her clothes as though demonstrating what had happened earlier. I was instantly hard, not only because this kind of move from Rosie meant inevitably she was in serious need of sex. Even after seven years of marriage, the sight of her petite, pale body contrasting with her shoulder-length bell of cherry-red hair and those matching flames licking up from her mound, her little pink nipples rising prominent from her small but delectable creamy breasts, and the wicked smile on her previously innocent, fresh freckly face, was enough to get me going.
But now I had the mental image of my exquisite Rosie baring all before her coven, kneeling with them in a circle around a camp fire, and it had a surprisingly powerful impact on me.
“It’s just the ritual,” she said, slowly stepping up toward the bed, enjoying my response to her nudity even though I was attempting—fairly poorly—to minimize my obvious lust. “Most covens these days choose not to practice skyclad, but this one... well...”
She climbed onto the bed, her blazing eyes looking me over as though she might be able to see through the bedsheets to determine how hard I was for her.
“There are guys in your coven?” I spluttered. Sexy.
“Oh, sure,” she said effecting an air of innocence. “Almost half of us.”
“And they see you... like this?”
She shrugged, and reached forward to peel back the covers from me. “It’s not a peepshow, it’s just about being comfortable with each other, and celebrating what we all have...”
I couldn’t believe any guy faced with Rosie stripping off would feel so very chaste and worthy about her nudity—but the revelation about what happened at this new coven of hers prompted a very unexpected reaction in me. I liked that other men might see her like this, that they might lust after her.
“Wow, you are hard as a rock,” she purred, as she pulled back the sheet to reveal the bulge in my underwear.
“You never told me this coven would involve nudity,” I said.
“I didn’t really know it would until I went tonight.”
Her face lit up as she peeled down my underpants to expose my obscenely hard cock, and curled her cool fingers around its shaft.
“You don’t seem to mind all that much,” she said, slowly stroking my length, “I mean... you’re so hard, honey...”
I knew she was gently manipulating me into believing I accepted this strange new characteristic of her religion. I guess I did accept it, although I felt confused. Somehow I felt certain I was supposed to object to my pretty wife stripping off before a bunch of strangers. I was supposed to feel jealous, angry even. Yet I didn’t. I felt turned on.
“Did you... like it?” I said quietly, feeling a trifle concerned that she might read my lack of anger as revealing some loss of manhood on my part.
She smiled, and ducked down to gently kiss the tip of my cock. “I didn’t think I would, but I did. It made me feel... confident... comfortable.”
I groaned as she stretched her lips around my hardness, and engulfed me with the soft, warm wetness of her mouth. She seemed particularly hungry for it tonight. I guess she was always a little more revved up after her coven meetings, and ever since we’d first talked about it all, I’d always known there was a sexual element underlying the religion—the celebration of male and female, the phallic symbols and so on. I’d just figured it was symbolic, metaphorical, and not discussed while all the Wiccans were naked.
That they had all performed this ritual of theirs in the nude added something to my perception of her.
And strangely, I liked that it made her extra horny.
“They’re all... nice guys... then?” I asked her.
“Mmm-hmm...” she said with her mouth full.
She withdrew from me, snatching a breath, and grinned. “They all really respect me,” she smiled, ear-to-ear.
“That’s good.”
“Uh-huh. I never felt it like this before. Afterwards the High Priest was saying they’re all really impressed I’ve been a Wiccan for so long.”
“Well, I guess you were born into it.”
She nodded, and climbed up my body, going for the quick one tonight after only a brief taste of my hardness. When she slid onto me, it was striking just how wet she was.
When her orgasm came just a few moments later, it was even clearer how revved up she’d been from this nude ritual of hers.
Feeling her sweet pussy tight around my shaft, gazing into that pretty freckled face, my own climax wasn’t so far away. Oddly, as it approached, I found myself wondering whether Rosie had stolen secret glances at some of the men in her coven, at their naked bodies, at what they were carrying.
How could a thing like that get me going? I couldn’t understand it. Shock, I figured, at learning of my wife’s new naturist group. But ultimately, I wasn’t angry about it. It wasn’t as though anyone but her little coven knew about any of it, it wasn’t as though it would really affect my life. My wife just happened to get together with a few people once a week or so, and they all happened to take their clothes off for a while.
Then I came home from work—late, as I usually did when Rosie was out with her Wiccan posse—to find Rosie had invited a friend home with her from her coven. This was Alex, who wasn’t too dissimilar in age from us, but hadn’t been doing this Wiccan thing much longer than five years. The two of them were slumped on our couch together, supping red wine.
“Alex works in your building,” was the first thing Rosie said, amusement spread across her face. “Isn’t it a small world?”
I felt my stomach lurch, though why should it matter that we worked in the same building?
“Who’re you with?” I asked her.
“Marsh, Tompkins and Azalia,” she said.
“Oh, right. I know it.”
I nodded, recognizing the name as being displayed in the lobby along with my own agency, along with various other legal and regulatory organizations. She was attractive—tall, black-haired, sharp-featured, hazel-eyed. In a floral summer dress and large military black boots, her face was given a gothic look with lots of eye-liner, black lipstick, pale foundation. Her appearance seemed to fit my preconceived notion of a Wiccan much more than Rosie’s ever did.
I sat awkwardly in the armchair opposite them, and sure, I did find myself almost immediately imagining what Alex must’ve looked like naked—not because I usually did when meeting women for the first time, but because of Rosie’s revelation that their coven was into the whole “skyclad” thing.
“You’re imagining me naked,” Alex said.
I coughed and spluttered. Very cool.
She laughed and shrugged, didn’t seem particularly upset about it. “Rosie said she’d told you about our meetings,” she said.
My guilt pushed my eyes toward my wife, who was merely laughing along with her new friend.
“You don’t mind, then?” Alex asked me.
“Mind?”
“You know… the whole naked thing.”
I shrugged, trying to seem as though it wasn’t a big deal to me at all. But I couldn’t shift the mental image of Alex and my wife kneeling among a circle of naked pagans.
“It’s not so bad,” Alex smiled. “And we do keep the ritual kissing to a minimum.”
I really was spluttering at that. Still not angry, I’d say. Surprised. Alex found my reaction hilarious.
“I better go,” she chuckled. My wife insisted that she was welcome to stay, but she clearly preferred to drop a bombshell and then leave.
When it was just the two of us, Rosie was telling me, “Kissing’s not really a big deal, is it?” sounding all innocent, like Marilyn Monroe.
I said, “I suppose not.”
But we went to bed, and once again it was rock star sex between us.
The next time she was away at her coven, I was left at home imagining them all hanging out naked together, and keeping their ritual kissing to a minimum. And all the members of the coven looked as good as Rosie and Alex in my imagination.
Minimum, my ass. I couldn’t deny to myself, though, that the mental image of a naked Rosie making out with whoever else was in her coven did turn me on like nothing much had before.
And when she came home, she was once again all revved up and in dire need of attention.
“Who were you ritually kissing tonight?” I even asked her at one point during our raging coupling, teasing her but not really.
“Uh... Jamie,” she said, apparently truthfully, apparently believing me to be simply curious, and politely tolerant of whatever it was her religion required of her. “He’s a grad student from Berkeley. Lot of the Wiccans round these parts are students, actually.”
And that only drove me, and apparently her, on to even more physical bliss.
The annoying thing, though, was that every time I went to work now, I was dreading running into Alex again. But hey, it was a big building, one of the biggest in the Downtown area. Chances of running into her were fairly slim, I told myself. What wrecked it was her use of email, demanding lunch one day. I could hardly say ‘no’, since my wife had passed on my email address for this express purpose.
“I swear, I’m not trying to convert you,” she promised when I came downstairs and there she was waiting for me in the lobby.
“Okay…” I said, my expression asking the question: so what is all this about?
She shrugged. “There aren’t any other Wiccans in this building…”
“I’m not a Wiccan.”
“You’re close enough,” she smiled.
She was a good lunch companion. We probably only had lunch together once or twice a month, and since she was fast becoming Rosie’s new BFF, I didn’t mind. Besides, she divulged little tidbits about what the Wiccan life was life beyond those Rosie told me, and that I found fascinating.
There was the naked thing, the kissing thing, but then a few months down the line, Alex told me that yes, the guys in the coven were usually erect when the rituals were underway. It was actively encouraged, it was seen as a wonderful thing considering the fertility deities they were worshipping. She seemed to enjoy shocking me, though I didn’t actually get the feeling she was trying to torpedo my relationship with Rosie.
She started coming to my office on the days when we’d agreed to do lunch, despite my protests that the world of economic policy frowns on skirts as short as she wore, or blouses that showed quite as much cleavage as hers. What really frightened me was that she might let slip to my co-workers that my wife was involved in witchcraft, in naked rituals, in kissing guys who were very probably erect at the time.
It wasn’t long before she was revealing to me that, yes, most people in the coven did touch themselves at least a little during the naked rituals, during the spells. Again, the sexual expression and satisfaction was part and parcel of the liturgy for this particular coven, as it was for many of the more traditionalist covens around the country.
Concealing my instinctive horror that my wife was involved in such things—since any outward reaction seemed to me to feed Alex’s need to tease me, to shock me, to attempt to repulse me—I did, however, have to also conceal the stiffness between my legs. I just couldn’t avoid the fact that, to me, it was just plain hot that my Rosie was a member of such a group. Public nudity, kissing that might border on adultery, public masturbation. I guess plenty of husbands would have been enraged to find out. I was aroused.
It was Alex that told me that on certain occasions, the coven’s High Priest and High Priestess had to engage in sexual intercourse in order to complete certain important seasonal Grand Rituals.
It was Alex who eventually told me that the coven wanted my wife to be their new High Priestess.
Rosie was in floods of tears when she told me the coven had made the proposal to her.
“They want me to be their High Priestess.”
I found myself feigning surprise at the news. I was surprised at her tears, however.
“But that’s terrific, isn’t it?” I said. She’d said on numerous occasions that she’d wanted to be a High Priestess since her earliest of days in Wicca.
“You’re not going to like what it would involve,” she said.
How wrong could a wife be about her husband?
*
I felt a jolt of shock seeing her like that on the beach, my Rosie making out with another man in so public a location. Starting out tenderly, but quickly working up into a passionate fervor, tongues and all, as he reached for her body. And yet, my shock seemed to pass quickly enough. Their kiss was vigorous, but after a few moments seemed to me staged. It was performance, not affection.
I glanced sideways toward Alex, seeking some kind of reassurance, some kind of validation that what I was seeing was just about the ceremony, not about Rosie actually wanting another man over me. But Alex seemed too amused, and when she glanced down, I could see why: I was hard as granite. Proof, I suppose, that I was as she had labeled me.
But then she whispered, “It’s okay. Look...”
I followed her gaze, and saw that there were others around the circle in a similar state of arousal.
Now Rosie walked away from her High Priest, toward the people in our circle, almost opposite where Alex and I currently sat on our haunches. She began walking around the circle, her white robe streaming out behind her. I could almost have tracked her progress by the way the faces of those near her brightened as she approached and passed.
Then she was drawing close to Alex and me, and I was suddenly terrified that she’d see me there, and either get distracted by my presence, or denounce me in front of everyone for being such a weak cuckold, for sitting back while my wife was debauched by someone else. Only as she passed by me without even noticing me did I remember that I was wearing a mask, as almost everyone else was in our circle.
As she passed, I heard her murmuring something, “Blessing upon the creatures and spirits of the West...” over and over. I could detect the sweet smell of honeysuckle and vanilla as she went by, and knew that others in the circle smelled it too. It was like breathing pure, shining gold.
She kept walking the perimeter of our circle, passing by me again, murmuring, “Cast the circle thrice about, to keep the evil spirits out...”
I counted three times that she walked around our circle, and on the last lap she seemed to allow the wind to take her robe: with barely more than a slight shimmy of her shoulders and her hips, it slipped off her body and caught the breeze for a few moments before slinking silently to the sand. And my Rosie was naked in front of the whole crowd.
She was so beautiful, the firelight catching in her autumnal red hair, her pretty face emphasized by dark eyeliner and bright scarlet lipstick, her bare flesh otherwise so very pale in the twilight. She walked by me, and I saw how stiff her nipples were. I saw the goosebumps on her flesh. I saw that she’d shaved her pussy all but a tiny puff of flame-red flicking out over her mound.
Slowly, walking like a model down a catwalk, she returned to her kneeling High Priest, and leaned over to kiss him again, just as passionately. I felt the butterflies fluttering around my stomach, I felt my heart throbbing, my manhood throbbing, at the sight.
The High Priest pulled her to him, his hands clutching at her small waist, and now as he kissed her stomach, then around and over her hip. Rosie was all smiles, stroking her hands through her red, red hair, turning to appreciate the attention of all those around the circle.
She seemed in her element. Not the shy, retiring, nervous performer I thought she’d be. Who was this sexy nymph? Was it really the woman I’d married?
As he planted kisses over her behind, I saw that the High Priest had his arm curled around her thigh, his hand wedged in between her legs, up against her sex. He was stroking her, actually touching her there. I felt another jolt of shock, but I have to admit it was exciting as well as terrifying.
I was going to have to get used to this, I could see it then.
As we watched, Rosie took a step back away from the High Priest, her hands placed on her buttocks as she gazed down on him, admiring him as he now whipped off his robe like a stripper at a bachelorette party to reveal a surprisingly toned physique. And, by the way, a large and very erect cock.
Rosie swept her hands through her hair, and over her breasts, down over her stomach to rest between her legs for a moment.
She recited some incantation in a clear voice, “I conjure thee, O Circle of Power, that thou best a meeting place of love and joy and truth; a shield against all wickedness and evil...”
I can’t remember it all.
I do remember feeling a hand on my hardness, and flinching back away from it, to the sound of Alex quietly giggling.
“Look,” she said, urging me to cast my eyes around the circle of people surrounding Rosie and her priestly partner.
All of the men had their hands between their thighs, holding their manhoods in their fingers, stroking themselves. Then I saw that all the women were sitting on their haunches with their hands similarly wedged between their thighs.
Alex laughed, and again reached for my wildly erect cock, to close her fingers around its shaft and start the process of stroking it, in the same way that the High Priest was stroking his at the center of the circle.
Quickly I pulled her hand away, replacing it with my own. I was hardly going to jack my cock in public, though everyone else was doing similarly, but I wasn’t going to have some stranger do it for me, either, despite the fact that my wife was currently in the process of cheating on me in front of dozens of people.
And Rosie, by the way, was now on her knees in front of her High Priest, kissing his mouth, his shoulder, his pectoral muscles, flicking her hair out of her face before taking his large phallus in her delicate little hands, gazing at it for a moment before saying something—chanting something—that I didn’t quite catch.
Okay, so it was religious. That seemed like some kind of excuse. Ceremonial. But now my wife licked another man’s erect cock slowly from the base to the tip, then with her hand gripping his shaft, she sucked its end into her mouth.
Bobbing her head eagerly down on him, enjoying the feel of so much manhood stretching her lips, filling her cheeks, reaching to her throat.
She got a rise out of the crowd with everything she did. There were ‘ooh’s and ‘aah’s aplenty, gasps and even cheers. They chanted and sang and though I didn’t focus enough to decipher the words, it seemed so strange and powerful and dangerous to me. So bizarre that so many people apparently believed in all this so fervently, so very seriously. Believed in something that required followers to bare themselves like this, prostrate themselves like this, engaging in actual public sexual intercourse like this, albeit as spectators.
The passion, the dark heat of the occasion, the sounds that seemed almost to overwhelm my by themselves, it all wound me up, and there was that strong, strong sense of peer pressure to bear as well, the sense that if I wasn’t doing likewise, I was an outsider and not welcome.
I was touching myself, as every single soul in that circle—and all the other circles, I’ve no doubt—were too. I was watching and moaning and yelling and cheering and goading and encouraging the couple in the middle of us to dance and embrace and kiss and fuck.
It was an extraordinary experience, even for one who had had the strange thoughts I’d had about my wife possibly needing to engage in intercourse with another man.
Here on this beach, it seemed to me that it wasn’t just my wife: an entire crowd, the entire circle of people was cuckolding me. Did they know who I was? I’m sure it was my paranoia that made me feel that they did, that they recognized me as the husband of the woman who now crouched over the High Priest as the man licked her pussy. I could see Alex winking at me, smirking at me, flashing her eyes at me in the knowledge that I was here, I knew what was happening, I was stroking my hard cock as I took in the sight of Rosie riding another man’s face, stroking the top of his head as he ate her.
As my paranoia threatened to get the best of me, I remembered my mask, and reminded myself that since most people around us were wearing similar disguises, that is was unlikely I could be identified even by the few here who actually knew who I was.
I could even relax a little, enjoy myself, indulge in the feelings I wanted to feel as I shared my wife with another man, and with dozens of their acolytes. I could appreciate the beauty of my wife flaunting herself naked in front of the crowd, the stunning sight of my wife having sex, witnessing it from a perspective I’d never get to do when it was the two of us making love. I got to see how much pleasure she gave this stranger, how much pleasure she herself received from all this, how much pleasure she gave the crowd in performing for them.
And despite the religious nature of all this, the sense that Rosie was required to do this, I got the sense of her wickedness, her naughty desire to misbehave with another man, outside her marriage vows.
Her energy, her wickedness, her grace, her beauty, it was all sensational.
And the core of the flames that burned inside me seemed to be this all-purveying taboo that I, the husband, was allowing her this extraordinary experience. Not merely allowing her, in fact, but reveling in it, gaining sexual satisfaction from it myself, and forming part of the crowd that urged her onward. I was part of the crowd that was cuckolding me.
They kissed, they sucked on each other’s tongues, but it wasn’t affectionate. I could tell they liked each other, that they were attracted to each other, but I got the sense that through the excitement, the bliss of religious expression, this was still a performance rather than some sharing of real romantic love. That might have been me deciding it was like that, to protect my own ego. But through it all, Rosie was gaining confidence I’d never seen before, to the point where she was almost playing to the crowd more than to her lover. He was merely the equipment she was using to demonstrate her own sexuality before this great fertility cult.
Yet that didn’t stop me from reacting with a mixture of horror and fascination as each new step in her adultery arrived. Their first kiss, their first touch of the genitals, the first time she took him in her mouth, when he first applied his mouth to her womanhood.
And now, as she crouched over his hips, and he held aloft his surprisingly huge erection, the first time that she actually took another man’s cock inside her pussy since we had started dating all those years ago.
I gasped, my heart skipping a few beats, my lungs filling with fire and my stomach squeezed to oblivion by unseen forces. One hand on his ripped chest, one hand on his powerful thigh, she sank down onto him, taking that whole thing into her body. How on Earth did it fit?
The crowd went crazy. It was like watching Led Zeppelin live, only to have Roger Daltrey come out to join the line-up. She was fucking him like some wild cowgirl, thrashing about, her bright red hair blazing in the light from the nearby flames, holding him like some untamed stallion as she rode him, her petite body rising and falling on that great column to the rhythm of the drumming, which was now loud enough to convince me that all across the beach, among the other circles, other couples were engaging in full public sex at the exact same time, to the exact same beat.
And God, it just didn’t stop. He pulled himself up like some triumphant emperor, and she sucked on him again, then turned to present her behind for him, for him to mate like some animal.
There was a moment where I saw them writhing like ballet dancers in this whole choreographed thing, and I suddenly found myself convinced that somehow the two of them were managing to simulate sex in front of all these people—it was fake, all of it.
But then they moved again—as they did often as though to ensure all those around the circle could witness the joining of male and female, yin and yang, et cetera—and the High Priest lay down with his head toward me, just a few feet away in fact, and I could see without any possible doubt that it was not simulated. My wife eased herself down onto his great shaft once again, and bounced on him such that I could see that huge veined length sinking into her each time, her hungry pussy slurping it up, spitting it out, coating it in her copious juices.
It was exhausting and exhilarating, and went through late into the night. The two of them making out like teenagers, fucking like dogs, moving like prima donna ballerinas.
I got to see my pretty wife coming more than she had in the past year in one night, and that egotistical part of me, which I might actually have been relying on to get me through the whole experience, told me firmly that it wasn’t merely some other man giving her this pleasure, it was me, because I had agreed to this.
The High Priest had stamina, I’ll give him that. Whether he’d sold his soul to the devil for it was something for others to judge, since I didn’t really believe in the devil. You might have persuaded me, though, that these witches had discovered some kind of potion to allow him that kind of fortitude.
Only as I watched him finally slam that massive tool into her quivering pussy and buck—once, twice, three times—as he emptied his giant balls inside her, was I reminded that I’d chosen the “long-lasting” lubricant for this pair. Complicit in my own cuckolding, I had aided his stamina with my choice of Durex-branded assistance. Jesus. I wondered if Rosie had chosen to end up facing her friend Alex, but I had the most explosive view of him finishing inside her—I could see his cock throbbing, juddering, jolting as it shot his cream deep within her womanhood.
And as I’d read in my various researches, it really did make me want to go in there and breed with her myself, to ensure my seed had a good chance of displacing his. That biological urge, after all, was what ultimately drove my desire to see her shared; that was what this atheist believed.
She stood, and I could see his contribution leak from her sex.
The circle broke around the couple, and I suddenly feared for my wife’s safety as the ordered arrangement of followers and priestly types broke down into chaos among the fires. Alex smiled at me to reassure me, as I had no choice but do as everybody did, leaving my robe and my shoes where they were and going with the flow of people heading down the beach, toward the sea.
I remember how bright the stars were so far from centers of population, and how dark it became as we moved beyond the light from the fires. No streetlights out here. I remember feeling nervous about this slow-speed stampede, feeling that though I was keeping pace with the bodies all around me, that all it would take would be for someone to stumble, then things would get really dicey. Particularly as we felt the cool water lick at our feet, swirl around our ankles, then submerge our legs and our hips.
“Blessings to you, lover.”
“Blessings to you.”
“Blessings to all mankind and all womankind.”
There were wandering hands, there were embraces, there were kisses. I was getting more than a little freaked out, not that there wasn’t some inevitable sense of pleasure involved. This was not what I’d signed up for. Hands closed around my cock, pulled on it.
“Don’t worry, just go with it,” I heard Alex.
Where was Rosie? She was the only one I wanted. And yet there was a distinct tickle inside my chest at the thought of countless hands reaching for her, pulling her to them, touching her and embracing her and whatever else this might turn into.
My naughty, devilish Wiccan wife.
I turned tail and headed for the beach. I wasn’t a believer. I was a voyeur. And as much as they apparently applauded me as a willing voyeur of my wife’s own debauchery, I wasn’t there to share the worship of their fertility gods and goddesses. I’d gotten my fill of the experience. I’d witnessed my ultimate fantasy come true. I didn’t feel like further exploiting their actual beliefs—even if I did, deep down, suspect that those who had created this religion in the first place had done so to drum up some great excuse for libidinous behavior.
Besides, I really was drained, drained even if I’d somehow managed to refrain from spilling my own seed on that beach, perhaps the only man who hadn’t.
*
I drove home, back to our tiny little apartment out on Hossman Avenue. Not exactly a trailer park, but not a place you’d want to show your parents.
I crashed out on our little bed, and in those few still moments in the early hours of the morning before I succumbed to the blackness, I swear I could still hear those drums, I could still hear the sound of the surf crashing on the beach, I could still hear the flickering crackle of the bonfires. I could still hear the sighing, the moaning, the whimpering as my wife fucked another man.
When I woke, I was hard, and the first thought that popped into my head was the image of my wife gazing straight at me as she straddled her High Priest, as she fed his enormous cock into her soaking pussy.
I heard voices out in the hallway—Rosie, but she wasn’t alone. I must have been woken by the sound of the front door opening and closing as she came in. My heart started pounding to hear her near me again. Its rhythm quickened suddenly as I made out the second voice—a man’s—accompanying her. They were talking in hushed voices and whispers, but there was no way to keep from disturbing a slumbering husband in an apartment barely larger than a cheap RV.
I heard Rosie giggling, and the sound of the refrigerator being opened. Wine glasses clinking, and being filled, then the slurp of their imbibing. Was it her High Priest? One of her acolytes? Despite the throbbing of my engorged manhood, I felt a terror rising in my heart, a slight nausea in my stomach. Had I lost her? Had she assumed I’d left her, striding out of the sea as I had, leaving them all to it, climbing back into my cozily familiar Celica for a swift exit due south?
I waited and listened to them casually conversing in mumbled, muffled tones. The sound of the fridge opening, the glasses being refilled. Rosie stifling a giggle. The unmistakable wet sound of a kiss.
I heard the sound of the bathroom door being opened, for once giving me reason to be glad I’d never quite gotten round to spritzing the hinges with WD-40. I heard the shower being started up. Rosie laughing, her Romeo laughing over the pitter-patter of the water flowing all over their naked bodies.
Were they fucking in the shower? Jesus, I was lying there in the bed desperately hoping that they were. Hardly the normal reaction of a spurned husband. But then, I wasn’t quite the normal spurned husband.
Alex’s words on the beach still haunted me.
“You’re a cuckold.”
Did they know I was there in the bedroom? My car was parked right out front on the cracked pavement. You could hardly miss it on your way into the building. I felt the fear of social awkwardness, from being discovered lurking there under the sheets by the new lovers. Was I supposed to be gone?
And yet as I pulled the sheets up over my head as though to assuage my fear with a stupid not-quite-hiding place, I was straining to make out any moans or cries from the bathroom, any hint of rhythmic pounding of one body against another. I couldn’t quite make out anything to satisfy my craving.
The shower was switched off, and I heard her say, “Goddess... that feels so much better...”Her voice was a little too loud, as though she hadn’t thought to moderate her volume now that the shower was switched off.
“Uh-huh,” said her friend.
“I had sand absolutely everywhere by the end. I’m not sure how I held it together that last time...”
I suddenly wondered if I could sneak out, if I could grab my clothes and just make a run for it, if they were distracted enough by each other to miss me passing by the tiny hallway through to the front door. It was a stupid plan. I pulled the sheet back down to expose my head. The only real option I had was to wait—wait for her friend to leave, or for the two of them to meet with surprise as they entered the bedroom to find me there.
“I’ll just take a little look...” I heard her whisper, and my blood ran cold. She said to her friend, “You mind getting it for me? Yeah, in the glove box.”
The front door opened and closed, Rosie’s friend leaving the apartment.
Then,
“Oh... hey!” I looked up, and there she was, now wearing a little black tank top and a pair of fairly plain but still uber-sexy pink panties, clinging onto the door jamb as she peered in at me.
“Hey,” I said, feigning sleepiness.
“I didn’t think you’d be awake,” she said in a soft, gentle voice. Caring. Affectionate. Pitying?
“I got some sleep,” I shrugged, trying to make it seem like it wasn’t a big deal. My subconscious trying to make me appear forgiving to her, accepting. To make her subconscious realize she didn’t have to leave me, not all all.
She nodded, stepped out from the doorway. Her face an open question. “But... you were there? Alex said you were...”
Sitting up, I said, “I was there. I said I would be, didn’t I?”
“Do you hate me?”
“Of course not.”
“Alex said... she thought you... enjoyed it.”
“I did,” I said, feeling that thump-thump-thump of my heart again. Feeling the heat of the blush spreading through my cheeks, that sharp awkwardness cutting through my chest as I admitted my nature as a cuckold. She gave a tentative smile, and it made me feel better, made me feel bolder. “I enjoyed every moment,” I added, and my hard cock was throbbing again at the admission.
Rosie’s face filled with brightness. God, she was so pretty when she smiled.
“You were really... there?”
“I was there.” Still she looked happy, but doubtful. She leaned back against the dresser, nervous around me as though she was about to ask her first boyfriend out on a first date.
She said, “I... didn’t think you’d want to come. I thought... you might want to... you know... pretend nothing was going on.”
Despite everything, she was having a hard time understanding where I was coming from. She thought I was just one hell of a tolerant husband, one who could accept his wife’s strange religion and its unconventional sexual connotations, but would want to ignore it, hide from it, mentally pack away any thoughts of her adultery and act as though it wasn’t really happening.
“I saw you with him,” I said. “I was standing with Alex.”
Rosie nodded, “She said you were with her until the procession to the sea. She said you were really into it until then.”
I smiled. “I got really tired,” I said.
“No, of course...” she nodded. A lot of nodding. Nerves. “I mean, I wouldn’t have expected you to stay for so long...”
I pulled myself out of bed, filled with a warmth, a brightness that quite surprised me. The sense that she really wasn’t hoping to jettison our marriage, she really wasn’t over me because of her pagan ritual on the beach. I heard her catch her breath as I stood, and had half a thought that maybe she could see just how obscenely erect I was.
“It turned me on,” I said, seeing no way out of a full confession now. No point beating about the bush. “Seeing you with him was the biggest rush of my life. And I’ve done... oh, so many different drugs in my time...”
She smiled, laughed nervously but happily as I stepped toward her, put a hand on her cheek, tilted her face up to mine.
“I don’t know why I’m so different from other men, but... I liked seeing you with him... seeing you being sexual with someone who wasn’t me. Watching how much pleasure he gave you...”
“You really did?”
I leaned in to kiss her. She smelled of her usual fruity shampoo, but her soft lips, her mouth tasted different somehow than I remembered.
“Alex called me...”
“A cuckold,” Rosie said, a note of wonderment in her voice, astonishment. As though her coven buddy had revealed me to be a secret unicorn, or some kind of masked superhero.
I nodded. Brought her hand down to my loins, heard her catch her breath as I placed her hand over my rock-hard erection. “I don’t think I’d accept all of the aspects of that word,” I said. “But at a basic level she’s right.”
Rosie gently stroked my shaft, looking up into my eyes, her face filled with awe.
“How d’you mean?” she asked.
“Well... some guys who call themselves that... I don’t know... they like to be treated badly. Ordered around, treated like some kind of inferior... I don’t know... humiliated for it.”
“Why...”
“I don’t know,” I said, kissing her again, brushing a rogue strand out of her hair as I sampled the lips I’d seen so very recently stretch around the stiff cock of another man. Strange what a buzz it gave me, knowing where these lips had been that night. “I don’t know about other men. I just...”
I broke off as I detected movement out of the corner of my eye. Rosie’s friend, whoever he was, was edging toward the door—I guess he was feeling a little awkward, that maybe I was meant to be asleep when she brought him here to take a shower, or God knew what else.
I turned, recognizing the High Priest, no less. He was wearing a faded black t-shirt and jeans, dressed up and ready to make a quick getaway if one was called for.
Rosie gave a slight gasp at my seeing him, but said, “Oh sweetheart... I thought it might be nice if you met Jean. Our High Priest.”
She softened the jay of his name, and lost the final consonant, and in a moment introduced him as a Frenchman, or perhaps Quebecois.
He stepped forward, uncertain, but self-confident. A man who had probably never met someone who let his wife have sex with other men. “Good to meet you, man,” he said with a broad, blazing smile. Not so much of an accent, or at least not as discernible as a Frenchman might be expected. Made me think he was from north of the border, rather than across an ocean.
I smiled, accepted his hand. Felt strange, but it wasn’t as though I was mad at him. I’ve seen you banging my wife, I found myself thinking as I shook his hand. I’ve seen you naked. I’ve seen you sliding your huge cock inside her.
“Hi,” I said. “Good to meet you.”
Briefly he held up a small clear plastic bag to show Rosie he’d obtained whatever had been in the glove box of her car. She shook her head, not now. I’d never really thought my wife smoked anything. It didn’t seem like a huge surprise for a little weed to fit in with the Wiccan lifestyle, but Rosie had never seemed into it. I guess I had a lot to learn about her life in the coven.”You were really there tonight?” he asked, trying not to make it all seem too weird.
“Front row center,” I nodded. “I guess I have to expect that you two... will need to do that kind of thing fairly often now?”
“Now that Rosie’s our High Priestess?” Jean stepped to my wife’s side, putting an arm around her as he declared her official title, squeezing her shoulders a little. Friendly. Or possessive. I smiled, accepting his role in her religion, perhaps trying to show him that I had no problem with any of this. I liked that she had a kind of boyfriend now.
“Eight nights a year,” Rosie said, her hand now stroking my waist rather than my manhood. “But it won’t always be like that.”
“Samhain—Halloween—it’s the biggest night of the year for us,” Jean explained.
“Mostly,” Rosie said, “the rituals need us only to convene in private, or in front of only our coven.”
From her eyes, it seemed she was still testing the acceptability of these new requirements for me. I’m not sure how she would have responded if I’d objected, if I’d said no, I didn’t want my wife to ‘convene’ with Jean, in private or otherwise, on eight nights a year. But I didn’t feel any need to throw a wrench into the works. It was kind of exciting to think of my Rosie being wicked eight nights of the year.
Wicked, of course, being a relative term. Wicked, because my old Christian upbringing made all of this seem evil, against the rules. But her wickedness, if that was the word, was positive for me. Sexy.
There was a pause. The three of us not quite knowing what to say next.
I wanted to say something to reassure her, but I didn’t know quite what. I blurted out, “You really brought him here to introduce him to me?”
God, I suddenly felt like she could interpret me as being critical, upset at her for bringing him. I smiled, I chuckled, making light of it.
She smiled in return, a hint of relief in her features that I wasn’t being angry with her for this. “Well... we were required to perform one last... union... in private, away from the main ritual site....”
I laughed, “You did it in the shower?”
She shrugged. Jean smiled, politely more than anything. “Not entirely in it...” she said, realizing that I was astounded not because she’d brought her new boyfriend home to bang in our own bathroom just feet away from me, but because that shower was the tiniest little box you ever laid eyes on. Virtually coffin-sized, there was hardly enough room for a single person to adequately wash, let alone two people to get in there and fuck. Even the bathroom was so small that you could just about wash your face in the sink while using the toilet.
“We both needed a shower anyway...” she said. “And Jean lives all the way over in San Josephine....”
“So much sand everywhere,” Jean said.
I shrugged, took a step back, away from my wife. Away from the happy couple. “You could use our bed. Much more room...”
Jean looked at me, surprised at my offer, even if I’d made it so clear that I accepted them.
I took a seat in the chair at the foot of the bed, really just to rest my weary legs. “I left when we were all in the sea,” I said, knowing that this was a question still preying on Rosie’s mind.
“Uh-huh?” she prompted me. Jean still had his arm around her shoulders, I saw. She felt a little uncomfortable with that, but I think mainly because she was still trying to get the definitive answer about whether I was really okay with her being High Priestess of this coven, considering all its requirements.
I said, “I’m sorry, I just don’t believe in the whole religion thing. Yours, or any other.”
“It’s okay,” Jean said. I actually liked him.
I found myself wondering if I’d be so tolerant of my wife’s religion if it was one of the less liberal religions out there, but what was the point of debating hypotheticals?
Rosie looked at me, and I could see her trying to understand me. Hopeful, but not wanting any kind of BS answer to try to soften the impact on them of what I really felt.
I said, “I was there as some kind of observer, and it was an incredible experience....”
“But?” Rosie said.
I smiled, “But I felt like I was there for the wrong reasons.”
“Wrong?”
I sighed. Hard to put feelings into words. I said, “Everyone else was there to praise their god or their goddess, to celebrate their religion. I was there because I get turned on watching my wife having sex with someone else....”
“It’s okay being turned on...” Rosie said, and looked up at Jean, snuggling up against him like a territorial cat marking its territory. Testing me, it seemed to me. Teasing me.
I said, “I know, I mean everyone was turned on, right? And being turned on is a great thing when you’re worshipping a fertility god.”
“And goddess,” Jean smiled.
“I just felt like a bit of a fraud. Like I was invading everyone’s privacy because I was no more than... a voyeur.”
Rosie smiled, nodded, seemed happy at my answer. Relieved, actually.
“I thought it might have been be too much for you,” she said. “When Alex said you’d gone... I was worried you might’ve changed your mind.”
“So you brought Jean home to meet me anyway?” I laughed.
“Alex said you might appreciate meeting him,” she said.
Why did I get the feeling we were all puppets, with Alex holding onto the strings? All those lunches with Rosie’s new BFF, it had been about sounding me out, checking that a married woman would be okay being their High Priestess. That her husband could handle it. She’d obviously decided I could. She’d also decided I was a cuckold.
Rosie said, “Alex suggested you might... enjoy it... if Jean and I concluded our ritual here at home….”
“But you just did it in the shower,” I suggested.
“Maybe that was just... a trial run.”
There were flames in her eyes. It felt like they were igniting fires in my own. Was this really happening? We were both asking each other in silence. Do you really want this to happen?
“I thought you were supposed to do this part in private,” I said. I glanced at Jean, who seemed amused, and strangely fascinated by whatever was currently going on between Rosie and me, but indicated with a slight shrug that this wasn’t up to him.
“It’s our private bedroom,” my wife said.
“But I’m a non-believer.”
“So’s that chair. But if you weren’t here I’d do it in front of that chair anyway.”
“Are you objectifying me?” I said with a mischievous smirk.
Then she turned, curled a hand around Jean’s head, and gently but firmly pulled his mouth to hers so she could suck on his lips. They kissed, right in front of me, slowly, passionately. I was a little surprised, maybe a lot surprised. I think maybe the wine was helping with her choices, but I wasn’t going to complain.
She pulled apart from him, climbed onto the bed, looking at me provocatively. Silently telling me to stop her if I wanted to, but knowing that we both wanted this to happen. Maybe me even more than her.
“I love you,” she said, sitting in the middle of the bed, her legs slightly parted, her hands behind her on the mattress to prop herself up. It meant she was pushing up her breasts, enticing me with them, even if they weren’t particularly large.
“I know that,” I said, leaning forward to place my hands on her soft, smooth, freshly-shaven calves. “I love you too.”
“But you never told me any of this before...” she said. “You know... wanting to watch me... with someone else....”
I slid my hands up over her knees to hold her thighs. Leaned in to kiss her just above one knee. “I didn’t know I did until recently,” I said. My heart rate was heading off the charts.
I could see the dark hint of her sex through the thin pink cotton of her panties, and perhaps there was even a damp spot on her underwear already.
“And you don’t feel in the slightest bit... jealous... about all this? About what I did tonight... about Jean being here....”
I pulled her to me, kissed her neck. “I don’t think so.”
With hindsight, this wasn’t entirely factual. There was a hint of jealousy. I felt a little prickle of it as she’d kissed him, but along with that innate fear of losing her, it was somewhat overwhelmed by the sheer arousal I felt watching her engage with him.
Now that I thought about it, that hint of jealousy might even have enhanced the overall excitement I felt. It was stoking the flames of my manhood, my underlying need to challenge her coupling with him—it was my body making itself ready to mate with her the instant the opportunity arose so that I had a chance of supplanting his seed with my own.
It was my genes, my genes’ overriding need to replicate, that was driving my arousal over her adultery, and jealousy was a factor in that.
But she didn’t need to know I had any negative feelings about this. She didn’t need anything complicating things more than they were. She didn’t need anything that might generate guilt or reluctance on her part. I wanted her to do this.
“I don’t need to be the High Priestess, you know,” she said quietly as I kissed her cheek, running her hands through my hair, stroking my head.
“But you want to be,” I said. “You’ve always wanted to be.”
“I could quit, I could find a coven that doesn’t require this kind of... display.”
“But you don’t want to quit,” I said, barely more than a whisper in her ear. “You love having him inside you.”
She cradled my head in her hands, gazed directly in my eyes, smiled seductively. “Uh-huh.”
We kissed, and I felt a shiver run down my spine as I thought about where her mouth had been, where it might be in a few short moments.
“You love watching me when he’s inside me,” she whispered in my ear.
“I do,” I whispered in her ear in return, and it almost seemed like some kind of perverted echo of what I’d said to her in our wedding ceremony.
She was beaming, ear-to-ear as I kissed my way down her neck and her upper chest, grazing my face over her breasts, the thin material of her tank top preventing me from tasting her hard nipples, though transferring some of the friction as my lips passed over them.
I kissed her between the thighs, wedging my head against her hot flesh, pressing my face up against the damp cotton over her mound, breathing in that dark, dangerous scent of her arousal.
She moaned, and her moan intensified as I sucked on her through her panties, as I tasted her wicked pussy through her underwear.
Jean was tugging off his jeans. I was impressed. It didn’t seem to phase him that what he was about to do would be in front of another guy—and the husband, no less. I don’t think I’d be so bold in his position.
“You sit there,” Rosie said to me, pulling me up to her for another kiss on the mouth, then pushing back from me on the bed, rolling over so that she could crawl to where Jean was standing.
I sat where she wanted me to sit.
I watched her draw down his boxer shorts, take hold of his large uncut manhood in one hand. She shook her cherry locks out of her face and opened her mouth to take him inside it, smiling for my benefit as she stretched her lips around his impressive girth.
She moaned as she sank down on his length, and glanced my way. That sexy, knowing glance was almost hotter than the fact she was inhaling a huge great cock that wasn’t my own. It hinted at motivations beyond the purely religious: she wasn’t inhaling this High Priest’s cock now merely to praise the stars and the heavens for the great gift of life on earth. She was a woman enjoying her own sexuality for enjoyment’s sake.
She was also a wife enjoying the fact that her husband was a deviant who found sexual satisfaction in her promiscuity.
Jean held her hair out of her face and groaned in his deep baritone as my Rosie sucked on him. I just sat there like a statue, stunned. It was so shockingly real. It was the details that hit me so strongly, and that I perhaps missed during the light-deprived ballet I’d witnessed on the beach that night.
I could see his huge, veiny cock glistening with her saliva right in front of me, I could smell her arousal now, even above the clean fruit aroma of her shampoo.
More so than anything, though, the sounds of them convening made it such a raw experience for me. Even above the constant grinding of our decrepit air conditioning unit, I could hear her deep breathing, his low moans> I could hear her lips smacking each time she withdrew from his bulbous end, the slippery sounds of her tongue sliding around his colossus as she licked him. I could hear the wet sounds of her mouth slurping as she sucked on him, as her tongue squirmed around his solid meat. I could hear the friction of her lips rubbing against his shaft as she nodded her head up and down.
After a while she was up on her knees, tasting his lips, pulling him down onto her there on the bed.
He was wearing nothing but that faded black t-shirt, and as the two of them made out like horny teenagers, I could see her hand jacking his huge shaft as he lay over her, getting him ready to enter her again.
I watched him touching her between the legs, stroking her through her underwear. Watched her lift her hips and slide off her panties to ease his access.
She laughed at his boldness as he shuffled up the bed to present his hard dick for her mouth once again. He was an athletic specimen, trim, toned. He had reason for self-confidence. I liked it, though if I thought about it this kind of man usually rub me up the wrong way. But not in this case.
I wanted the man that fucked my wife to be hung, ripped, and bold. I didn’t want it to be another guy like me. This was an experience for her, an experience beyond what she already had.
She moaned as he touched her, and as he fucked her in the mouth. It was more than just the High Priestess convening with the High Priest, she was indulging in her adultery, in her consensual infidelity. In her naughtiness.
I couldn’t resist. I breathed in and my chest was tickled by the spiciness of her arousal. Her pheromones locked on me like some tractor beam, drawing me in. I knelt before the bed, kissed my way up her feet, over her shins. I was afraid she’d reject me, tell me to sit back in my chair. I was afraid she might not even notice me, her every ounce of attention on him.
But she moaned differently than before, and parted her thighs a little more, and her hand came to bat away his from her pussy, and to stroke my head affectionately as I approached her smoldering sex.
For a moment or two I just hovered over her, inhaling her dark scent. Appreciating the sight of this sweet flower that was puffy and reddened from a night of use by someone else, and perhaps wetter than I’d ever known it. This was really my wife, and she’d let another man sink his huge cock in here, her most personal space. Virtually all night long.
I licked her velvet-soft slit, I tasted her liquor. She sighed and began massaging my cranium to encourage me—as if I needed encouraging. Salty, tangy, yet with a hint of a difference from what I remembered—I was eating my wife’s pussy, and it was an adulterous one by now. I loved it.
She loved it.
She was humping my head by the time Jean had finished with her mouth, and my whole face was coated in her juices. Jean shuffled down her body, apparently unconcerned that I was there, and suddenly there was this great big prick looming over me, shiny with her spittle.
I made way, of course.
But can you believe it, I was right there, so very close, as that great piece of masculinity hung poised over her open flower? I’d never been close to another naked man before, let alone this close to another man’s appendage. It seemed so massive, so downright heavy. More so, in fact, than its size and density might suggest—that great cock carried with it the weight of potential, the potential to wreck Rosie for any subsequent lover, the potential to forever change our lives by its sheer fertility had Rosie not been safely on her birth control.
Its great, shiny, bulbous head touched down against her flushed pussy lips, and then eased its way in. I heard the wet sounds as she opened up for his entry, as her well-oiled womanhood stretched to accommodate him, as he glided his impressive length into her.
I heard her low moan, the gasp of wonderment as she felt him filling her so completely.
She said, “Slowly... slowly... I’m still a little sore....”
And he was fucking her. In, out, the muscles of his thighs and his rear working to drive his manhood into her. It felt so wrong to be watching this, just the last thing I ought to be doing.
But I felt my genes gearing me up to protect their succession. My body wanted to be completely ready to mate with her as soon as this bigger, stronger, younger male was done with her. I was harder than ever before, more desperately obsessed with fucking her than ever before, and the adrenalin surging through my veins was going to give me a stamina that wasn’t rightly mine to wield.
The upshot of all that was that my overwrought mind was tricked into believing fervently that I was simply turned on by the sight of this other man fucking my pretty wife right in front of me.
I didn’t care whether my biology was tricking me. It was the hottest experience I ever had.
I moved back to appreciate the sight of him fucking her from all vantages. I ended up by her side as he continued to pound her body under him, touching her breasts, teasing her stiff nipples.
She was a moaning, crying, gyrating mass of hot flesh and perspiration, but managed to turn her head to me, those big green eyes expressing appreciation, love for me. Gratitude for all this. I never thought gratitude could be so sexy in a woman.
She reached out to stroke the back of my head and we kissed, as powerfully and passionately as we had ever kissed before.
She was looking at me, her features posing me the questions: Can you believe all this? Can you really believe it? as he accelerated and headed for his climax.
She twisted under him, turned, pushed her body up, and he allowed her to get on all fours, he withdrew and lined up again, slid his dripping wet, rock-solid length back into her from behind.
“Hold me,” she implored me, and I did my best. We were kind of hugging, Rosie clinging onto me as though her body was caught in a riptide and I was trying to pull her out of the water into my boat. We kissed, we pressed our hot sweaty cheeks together, we moaned as one.
I felt her jostled by him, shaken by him, slammed by him with every impact of his body against hers. I felt her shake as her orgasm kicked in a little ahead of time.
I felt her body shiver as he pumped his seed deep inside her.
“Oh God... oh God... Oh God...” she was yelling breathlessly as she collapsed back on the bed, and it seemed to break with her Wiccan protocol, somehow, seemed more like a hint of Catholicism breaking through, though she’d never been a Catholic girl.
God with a small ‘g’, perhaps. Praising the male side of the Wiccan fertility powers for the joy ride he’d given her.
She lay there gasping for breath, and I slumped to the foot of the bed, just gazing at my sexy wife as the High Priest disengaged.
Jean patted me on the shoulder, almost saying to me, Way to go, man, and I felt a surge of adrenaline as my inner caveman took control. The sight of his thick, white cream leaking from her puffy pussy was the trigger for me.
I clambered onto her. My Rosie looked up at me with warm desire in her eyes, and not even a hint of surprise that I was so motivated to lay over her, rest my own hard cock over her burning, soaking slit, staking a claim to her myself.
“Do it,” she said, pulling my face in for a long, slow smooch. “Make me yours again.”
I bucked my hips, and drove forward, into her. Inside her red-hot adulterous sex even as the come of another man seeped from her body.
Oh Jesus. Jesus, Jesus.
Now I knew what a religious experience truly felt like.
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“I’ve got one,” my wife said, her fingers swiping over the screen of her phone.
I shouldn’t have been driving, I realized, wiping sweat from my forehead.
I’d had a few drinks. Not enough to make me a bad driver. A puff of weed. Not enough to fog up my mind.
It was...well, everything else.
I looked down at Jen’s legs again. As she shifted in her seat, her firm muscles flexed inside the orange and white thigh-high stockings of her costume. Incredibly, filthily sexy thigh-high stockings.
Ironically, Jen was dressed as a fish. Ironic because the dating app she was swiping away at that evening—the dating app she had used to find her date that night—was called Plenty Of Fish.
It was also ironic that the costume was so fucking hot.
A fish costume.
The stockings weren’t the half of it. I believed, but wasn’t sure, that she was supposed to be “Naughty Nemo,” but who cared at this point what she was supposed to be? The leggings were hooker-height, coming to a few inches above her knee. They went down to her ankles, where they ended without covering her feet. When she moved, the fabric slipped away from her ankle and it peeked out from beneath the fabric. Inexplicably, this peek-a-boo game with her ankle was driving me wild. She was wearing a pair of stripper-height platform black shoes that made her my height exactly, and drew her already-long legs to a cartoonishly, slutty length.
Between the shiny orange band at the top of her thigh-high Naughty Nemo stockings, her cinnamon-mocha thighs were bare, all the way to a frilly lace tutu-like thing. It barely covered her ass, that dress. Sitting in the car, the whole getup was scrunched up and I could see flashes of white panties when she moved.
The panties. The fact that she was in this ultra-sexualized getup, and wearing a plain white cotton thong like some dirty schoolgirl, was also driving me insane.
The skin-tight white and orange tube top of the dress barely made it to her tits. Jen is lean and her breasts are small and firm, like a model’s, but the dress had crushed them together to make a deep crevice between her rounded flesh.
There was all of that, getting me hard as a rock, making my balls ache. Distracting me from looking at the road.
There was the beer and a few puffs of a joint I had mistakenly taken to calm myself down.
And then, of course, there was the fact that my wife was swiping away at a dating app, guiding us toward her hookup on Halloween night.
An actual hookup.
Thinking about it, thinking about what we were planning to do, squeezed another injection of adrenaline into my blood. I felt beads of sweat form and start to drip along my ribs.
“Here, turn here,” she said, pointing her whole hand with the phone at one of the dark streets in the conglomerate of filthy, overcrowded and half-destroyed student homes bordering the university.
The university. My heart fluttered again and my eyes wandered to Jen’s slender legs and the phone in her hand. In the blue light of the phone, holding it as she was, she looked incredibly young. Incredibly young, and incredibly slutty.
I gripped the steering wheel and pulled my eyes away from her. Why the fuck was I getting so worked up about this? My cock was throbbing—just actually throbbing, like 15-years-ago-, adolescent-, surging-, testosterone-filthy-throbbing.
And I was driving my wife around, looking for her university-aged “date.”
The streets were dark and humming with activity. It was Saturday night, after Halloween, but it looked like the party hadn’t stopped since the night before. Students were out, drunk, horny, and all dressed up for Halloween.
The knot in my stomach was getting bigger, threatening to twist my stomach inside and out and make me throw up. I was sweating through my own costume, one I borrowed from a friend. It was a Yeti costume, and even without the head on, I was baking.
More costume irony.
I had the heat on for my scantily-clad wife. But it also didn’t help that my blood was boiling in anticipation, and maybe fear, of what we were about to get up to.
Or what she was about to get up to.
“God,” she breathed. “There’s no parking.”
She looked at me. Her pretty brown eyes were framed by dark liner, a smattering of glittery orange and white eyeshadow. The effect, like her schoolgirl white panties, gave her vaguely juvenile look. It made me think of lip gloss and bubble gum, and should have been highly disturbing, but instead only ratcheted my fucking cock up another ten clicks. Her lips, painted light pink, turned up and then down, a sign of indecision.
My heart rose and fell with her mouth, soaring and then crashing.
“Maybe it’s a sign,” she said lightly. “Maybe this is a bad idea.”
I braked hard for a gang of frat boys who were crossing the street. One of them held his hands up in the air and yelled, for no apparent reason. I stared him down, not knowing whether he was being aggressive or just a jackass.
“How old is this guy?” I said. I was talking about her date. Now that we were here, surrounded by these college-aged guys, it seemed a little...well, creepy.
I felt a terrible and delicious thrill as the dirty truth wriggled through my mind: now that Jen looked so...young...I was leaning more toward some of her other potential dates. Someone a little older, perhaps. Someone who would know what he was doing when he slid those white panties down to her knees.
I wiped my eyes. Jesus, I was coming fucking unhinged.
Really unhinged. What the fuck was I doing? How the fuck had these thoughts gotten inside my head?
I didn’t actually want my wife to act like a slut, did I? I didn’t actually want someone peeling that fish costume until her pert breasts popped out of it and bounced in front of some other guy’s mouth.
Did I?
“Jesus,” I whispered aloud.
Jen was staring at the frat kid, who apparently had forgotten either his anger or enthusiasm, and was now running across the street to jump into a bush. Heavy bass vibrated in the street beneath us.
“He’s supposed to be a grad student,” Jen said, shrugging. It took me a moment to realize she was answering my question about her date.
Grad student. That could mean he wasn’t too far from Jen’s age.
I edged forward down the street. “He could be lying,” I thought aloud.
Jen snorted.
Of course. If there was one thing she’d figured out in the past six months of doing research on dating apps, it was that everyone was lying.
Also, she had lied. Profusely. In her own profile.
Or better stated, I had lied profusely.
I was the one who had written it, after all. I was the one who spent hours on Jen’s dating apps, sorting through her choices, salivating over the possibilities. Making her appealing. Sexualizing her. Making her younger, much dumber, much more like a silly slut than she could ever possibly, actually be.
Jen was not 22, but her body wouldn’t reveal that truth.
She wasn’t at a community college. She wasn’t a flight attendant. She wasn’t any of the extraordinarily easy, slutty things I’d made her into.
And now I was driving her to meet some guy, with the hope in the back of my mind that she would act out all the filthy things I wanted to see her do.
I looked over at her again, uneasily.
It was a strange unease, the feeling inside of me. Because I had done all of these things, and pimped my wife out on the internet, and gotten hard thinking about it...but I found her enthusiasm for my games unsettling.
She was into it.
She was so into it. She was having as much fun as I was. She had slipped so easily into her role as a slutty bimbo that I had to wonder how it was possible. I had to suspect her of dark secrets, of a former life in which she had been the dirty little slut she was so easily becoming.
Not yet, I reminded myself, squeezing the steering wheel.
Nothing had actually happened yet. Up until now it had all just been a game. Up until now we had just flirted with the idea. We had posted her picture and sent a few sexts. We had teased a few guys and then Jen had told me dirty, made-up stories while I fucked her.
We had never actually gotten into the car, and gone after a guy.
Until tonight.
Jen fished the mask she had purchased out of her purse—a simple, lacy, carnival-style half-mask—out of her purse, and pulled it over her face. She flipped the mirror down and started putting on some new lipstick. Bright orange, to match her clown-fish costume, and compliment her cream-and-coffee skin.
Halloween was the perfect night to actually do it. People were dressed like whores, everything was make-believe. I could hide my erection and myself in this hairy fucking Yeti costume. I could stare out of the plastic grid of the eye-holes while my wife actually did some of those dirty things she had been promising for months.
My stomach flopped.
“Let’s say this,” she said, and pressed her lips together. Her calm demeanor unnerved me. “If we don’t find a parking spot up here, like, say, between here and Proctor, let’s just take it as a sign and go home.”
I looked over at her. Here was my wife all dressed up like the sluttiest fish you ever saw, her phone glowing in her left hand with the profile of her choice of hookup for the night, applying lipstick with the calm of a woman who was maybe on her way to work in the morning.
She pressed her lips together and looked over at me.
“You don’t want to do this anymore?” I blurted. My voice sounded strange, almost like someone mangled it. My stomach gave another violent flop.
How could she just go hot and cold about this? This was another thing that bothered me. How could this woman be so willing to get dressed up in a whore fish costume—as she never had before, she hated slutty Halloween costumes—and go out looking for a man other than her husband to fuck one minute, and then the next minute dismiss it all with the wave of her hand? How could she take it or leave it like that?
Jen’s eyes were dark behind her mask. Coffee-colored until her pupils were almost consumed, her eyes seemed black in the dim light and surrounded by her adolescent eye shadow. The effect was startling, making her eyes large and almost frightening. I could read nothing from them.
My own eyes met hers, flicked back to the street, then went back to her face. Then my fucking eyes tipped my hand. They fell to her pert breasts swelling out in the wave of orange at the top of her costume, and the tapering of the dress to her narrow waist.
“I didn’t say that,” she said.
Her voice was teasing. Or was it? I tore my eyes away from her and looked back at the road. I was paying about 1% attention to driving. I could have plowed over ten students and not noticed, the state I was in.
I swept my eyes over the side of the street, searching for a parking space. I both wanted desperately to find one, and desperately not to.
Probably, this was all a mistake. I knew that. I could feel it snaking around in my body: the cold, exciting feel of a mistake. But at the same time, it was tugging at me, whispering in my ear, seducing me.
“You don’t sound too convinced,” I said, and I realized I was just saying it to make myself feel better. “Maybe you want to call it off.”
“Do you?” Jen said, and now her voice had swung back in the other direction, to a concerned tone. “I don’t want to—”
And then, there it was. A Beetle pulled out abruptly, right in front of us. And the parking space we needed was not only there, beckoning us, it was only two houses away from our destination.
I pulled into the parking space, giving a look of dismay to the cars surrounding us. Beat-up student vehicles, old models handed down from parents. I had a nice car, because I was old.
Something about the entire, preposterous idea of what we were doing struck me in that moment, and I realized I didn’t really want to be there at all.
*
Jen was doing her postdoc research in sociology at the university. Specifically, she was looking into some nit-picky area of social interactions on dating apps. It was work that, for ethical and privacy reasons, was going terribly slowly and not really turning out credible research. (She was also working with her old mentor, and really closely, but that was another story for another day.)
So at some point, we had gotten really wasted with a bottle or six of wine, and played around on some of the apps she was researching.
Both Jen and I had entered and exited the dating scene just before dating apps became as prevalent as they (apparently) are, and so the experience was shocking at first. We began by just getting drunk and exchanging horrified expressions with each other.
I’m not really sure how the games of making fun of the dating apps or being shocked by them turned more serious. I can’t remember who it was, Jen or I, who softly suggested at the possibilities. At some point, though, I started to get turned on by the idea of playing around with them. Something about seeing my wife, who was beautiful, being rated and hunted down by men, or seeing her flirt with them in cyberspace, turned me on.
And Jen seemed to enjoy the attention, or enjoy amusing me. I don’t know which.
Eventually, we made a fake profile for her. Her first profile was tame. Full of tame lies and a tame photo. But it was deliciously exciting, watching her ratings pile up, seeing the messages from interested men. From the serious-sounding to the grittily predatory, there was a dirty thrill in reading their messages and looking at their profiles. I liked watching Jen, with a smile on her face, swiping through the profiles of the men who had communicated with her. I liked listening to her muse, in a low and slightly disinterested voice, about how this guy or that guy probably had a big cock, or a good sense of humor, or looked like a gentleman, or probably fucked like a barbarian in bed.
Those were the kinds of things she said. I wondered if she knew how wild she was driving me. If she knew that I was hanging on every word she seemed to be saying so carelessly?
And then we made a few more profiles. Some that were more realistic than they probably should have been.
And then we set them loose all over the internet. It was never quite enough. We would post her profile to one app and then, like addicts after a few glasses of wine, post to another, and then another.
For a while, it had been a great game—ego-boosting material, no more harmful than Instagram. Jen was thirty, but she looked younger than her mid-twenties if she did her makeup right, and she was hot. She got a lot of attention.
She had started having a lot of fun with it. Climbing onto the bed, working her way up to me like a cat, she would read off the messages she had been sent.
Like I said, at first we laughed about them. At first, it was all one big joke, a fun game and nothing more.
Then I started to notice a twinkle in Jen’s eyes. A little spark of mischief that ignited me on fire.
We began by just talking dirty to each other. Oh, so like this Dan guy? Is it because it looks like he has a big cock? And what would you let him do?
It was incredible. Jen had never been a dirty talker. The filth that started coming out of her mouth was pretty incredible.
Then who knows how it happened? Did I say it, or did she? One of us turned the conversation serious. One of us asked what would happen if we really did it.
That was about two weeks ago. I think we both had the same idea at the same time: Halloween. A night when strange things happened anyway. When people were all dressed up. When we could hide our filthy behavior behind costumes and the spirit of the holiday.
It had seemed like the perfect plan.
*
But now that we were here, in our car, really doing it?
“Jen,” I said, ready to give her a big speech.
Jen snorted and covered her face. Then she pulled the mask down around her neck. “Oh my god,” she said. “I know what you’re about to say. This is ridiculous. These guys are...puking. In the bushes. Oh god. It’s too gross.” She shook her head. “No. Yeah...no, this isn’t any good.”
I hadn’t turned the car off.
“Call it off?”
She held her phone up, teasing me by flipping through the “grad student’s” profile: an impossibly good-looking guy with straight dark hair and a million-watt smile flashed his fucking grin at me.
Jen smiled. “He’s too good to be true, probably. And who makes a date on Halloween?”
She swiped the window closed and tucked the phone into her fish costume. “Too bad, Marcus Harris.”
“Marcus Harris,” I said, backing up with a smile. I was relieved, to tell the truth. Not because there was no excitement to this, not because I totally hated the idea of my wife with another guy, but because this scene—this drunken, wild, college-aged scene—was grossing me out a little. “Sounds completely made-up.”
Jen gave a sniff. “Like Amanda LeBrun,” she joked.
Amanda LeBrun was her fake profile’s name.
I pulled into the street and moved as quickly as possible through the throngs of drunk party goers.
The sense of relief I felt sort of evaporated as we pulled back onto the highway, headed back to the city and our regular lives.
“We still have that party at Frank’s we could go to,” she said, glumly and out of nowhere.
Frank had a Halloween party every year, and it sounded about like what it probably would be: sort of fun.
It would be, at least, respectable. More respectable than those kids throwing up in the bushes. More respectable than sneaking around in the bushes myself, trying to watch my wife hooking up with Marcus Harris.
I looked over at Jen.
“It would be a shame to waste that costume,” I commented.
She grinned. “Or that one,” she said, indicating mine.
“You want to go?”
We both knew what we were discussing. We had left behind all of that adrenaline, that excitement, and we were headed to a house full of married couples with kids. Conversations about finance and mortgages.
Jen tapped the phone to her lips. “Yeah, okay,” she said finally.
So we went.
*
I let out a low whistle when we pulled up to Frank’s new house.
Jen peered up at it as we passed by.
“Hmmm,” she said. “So what is it that Frank does? Maybe I should have hooked up with him.”
She was joking. It was an old joke.
It still sent a delicious stab of pain through my gut. And then my head spun with images of Jen with Frank, her Nemo legs wrapped tightly around him.
I wondered what the hell was wrong with me and parked the car.
We stepped out and looked up and down the street. It seemed that quite a few adult parties were going on. Inside the homes, behind the vast windows of the McMansions crammed together on the street. Adult parties.
I felt a twinge of disappointment again. I followed Jen, admiring her ass in the tight shiny white material of her costume. The flouncy black lace lifted and fell, tantalizing with snippets of the bottom curve of her asscheeks. God, what a slutty costume. What a slutty thing she had been about to do.
Hope fluttered again in my heart as I looked up to see Frank’s house crammed full of people. Good looking people, younger than us, but definitely older than the college crowd we’d just left.
Maybe she could find someone here...
Jen looked back at me, almost as if she had read my thoughts. She gave a wink and a smile. She slipped her mask on, and rapped on the door.
Frank, dressed as The Hulk, opened the door and stared, dumbfounded, at Jen. I had the Yeti head under my arm and I was still walking up the steps. Frank’s eyes moved slowly up and down Jen’s body. Pleased. Trying to place her. Trying to understand how on earth fortune had deposited this hot little slut on his porch steps.
“Jesus,” I whispered to myself again.
I saw a few guys crane their necks, bending away from the conversations they were having to get a good view of Jen.
Frank’s eyes flicked over to me. I saw the wild surprise he registered, and then I saw his mind wheeling as he tried to put it all together. He moved his eyes from Jen to me and back again. “It’s...Chris! And....” He stared at Jen. He looked quickly back at me.
“Nice. Forgot my name. You’re off my Christmas list, Frank,” Jen said.
Frank’s jaw was still flapping around.
It’s fair to note here that Jen, who is definitely fucking hot, is most of the time dressed in baggy pants and some goofy, oversized shirt she bought at a Goodwill store or something. She’s a researcher. She’s a socially-awkward sociologist. She usually has glasses on and a pile of papers stacked up in front of her.
Sure, people knew that she could put on a suit and look “nice.” She sometimes wore a plain dress to a dinner. A dress with flowers and a high neck. A dress that swung playfully at her knees. Always a dress that swashed around her figure, never hinting at what was underneath it. She put braids in her hair and wore no makeup. She wore flat, sensible shoes.
I was the only one who ever really got to see Jen’s lean, long-limbed beauty. When I had finally convinced her to go to bed with me, I had been pretty surprised to find out what was under those baggy shirts and jeans. I suppose I had been expecting that she was hiding something—a paunchy stomach; a flat, wide skinny girl’s ass; cellulite thighs. But no. No, everything was in fine form.
Now, all of that fine form was on display in that slutty fish costume, and I had a rush of pleasure as I watched Frank’s hungry eyes soaking up the sight of it all with surprise and admiration. He watched Jen’s ass as she stepped into the house and then turned back to me. “Holy shit,” he said, plainly. He waved me in and guzzled his beer. As he closed the door I heard him breathe: “God I fucking love Halloween.”
I smiled, because I really didn’t know how else to react. Frank’s outright lechery as he watched my wife was doing exactly the same thing to me that her dating accounts were: making me sweat, getting me excited, and making me halfway sick.
And then there was Jen herself. I stepped through the living room, trying to follow my wife and her every move. I got caught up in a few conversations with some co-workers that slowed me down, so it was about twenty minutes before I found her again.
I poured myself a conservative glass of wine while I watched her through the windows of the kitchen. Her small, almost-exposed ass was turned up as she leaned lightly on the railing of the back deck. She had already attracted quite a following: men had clustered around her and were regaling her with stories about something.
The part that bothered me, as much as it excited me, was that Jen seemed to be having a good time attracting them to her. Getting the kind of attention she was getting. She never would have leaned on a balcony in such a trashy, men’s-magazine-pose, with her legs crossed and her arms draped over the railing...never in a million years. No, Jen would ordinarily have been with the more conservative ladies who were sitting on the patio furniture talking about pillow sales, dressed as a Freudian Slip or something.
I watched her in a trance, and downed the wine. I poured myself another one when she placed her hand affectionately on one of her admirer’s (some guy named Jim, not even wearing a costume, totally married, totally such a douche) arms. Her fingers splayed across his biceps and I watched in horror as she raised her eyebrows in admiration.
Overdone, exaggerated, bimbo-esque admiration.
Did she know I was watching her? Was she squeezing Jim’s muscles as part of our game? Or was she doing it because she had actually turned into a bit of a slut?
I was now remembering, Jim was also a climber and doing things like forty pull-ups in the doorway at the office, so probably his biceps were impressive.
Still. Such a fucking prick. He knew that was my wife.
I sneered. Jim had just said something to make Jen tip her head back and laugh. I could hear her throaty laugh through the window.
And wasn’t she fucking cold out there? It was fucking freezing.
Now Jim was leaving. Coming back inside. Jen stayed where she was, and almost immediately some other guy, dressed unoriginally as a vampire, swooped in on her.
“You lost your head.”
I looked behind me. It took a moment to focus on the source of the voice. A guy, with a vaguely familiar face buried in weird make-up that suggested nothing to me, was looking at me.
Then he raised his arm and pointed out the window.
For a moment my eyes, traveling in the direction of his fingers, went to Jen.
How the fuck did he know I lost my fucking head? Humiliation seared through me, as if maybe this guy (and who was he? Who was he?) had watched me staring at my own wife and had seen the awful thoughts I was thinking, had seen the torment and perverted pleasure that I was experiencing.
But no. Idiotically stomping around on the porch was a guy dressed as Superman, who had stolen my Yeti head (I could not even remember setting it down), and was “scaring” all of the ladies by holding his hands up and growling through the head.
Most of the ladies rolled their eyes, but a few screamed appreciatively.
I saw the moment when Yeti-Superman spotted Jen.
He slowed his assault on the other women, and moved straight toward her.
The door was open at that moment. I heard his muffled voice through the costume. “Well, he-llo.”
A seedy, lecherous, “he-llo.”
“Dude, is that Jen?” the voice behind me said. There was no doubt who he was asking about, even though all he could see of Jen was her ass hanging out of the dress, and her silky brown hair.
I recognized the voice just then. Peter Gray.
“Has she been working out or something?”
I kept my eyes on Yeti-head Superman, who was sidling up to Jen and making some kind of move.
I shook my head.
“That’s some fucking costume. Man. I had no idea she was such a hottie.”
Pleasure swept through me. It mingled with the mild irritation I was feeling as the Yeti-man slid closer and closer to Jen.
I mean, seriously. Chances were I knew this guy. Was everyone just going to very obviously hit on my wife, right under my nose?
The thought drove me wild. A cocktail of anger and lust swept through me as I downed another glass of wine.
Behind me, Peter was still talking.
“Man, I have to tell you...just, what the fuck, man? I had no idea Jen was so fucking hot,” he said. He was wasted. He repeated himself a lot when he was.
“Yeah,” I said, and I handed him an open beer from the counter as I saluted him and went for the patio door. It was unlikely Peter would remember this conversation or me leaving it abruptly, so I didn’t bother making excuses.
“Oh yeah?” Jen was saying, when I approached the two of them. She was smiling, her hand on her hip, leaning seductively on the balcony.
Her eyes went quickly to mine. She smiled conspiratorially. “This guy says one Yeti is as good as another.”
Was she suggesting something? Was she suggesting that we go back on our plan to abandon our plan? And with this guy, who was probably some jerk from work?
I was suddenly aware of the sweat trickling down my sides. A fat drop rolled down my spine. A rush of jealous anger crept up from the center of my body and over the back of my neck.
At the same time, I pictured Jen with some guy from work, her hair spread out on the mattress, her mouth open in ecstasy while she spread her legs open...
I shook my head.
“That’s my head,” I told Yeti-Superman plainly. And that’s my fucking wife, I felt like adding.
There was a brief moment of silence, while the three of us looked at each other. I couldn’t tell what Jen was thinking. She almost seemed amused, and maybe a little disdainful, of my outburst. Her lips were closed and turned into a slight smile.
She had picked up on my jealousy.
The only thing I didn’t know was how she really felt about it. Did it turn her on? And if it did, what kind of feeling did it give her? Was it a sick feeling, like the one I had? A feeling so twisted and strange that it was hard to understand?
Or did it simply amuse her? Did she just enjoy seeing my pain, riling me up? Was this all just an elaborate ploy for her to get permission to fuck around on me?
And what the fuck did I think I was doing? It was only an hour ago that I was going to drop her off on a date. Could I actually be getting jealous right now?
Superman lifted the head of my costume. “Hey, just messin’ with you.” He turned to Jen. “Jen...whoa. That’s some costume.”
Brian Finley walked his eyes up and down my wife’s body, and then turned jovially to me. He pushed the Yeti head into my hands.
Brian was a chubby, devoutly married guy with five kids, a long-time friend of Frank’s who made all the jokes in the office. He was about a foot shorter than Jen.
He was not going to fuck my wife. He wasn’t even going to try.
And, I would hope, Jen wouldn’t even want to fuck him.
And all of this had been obvious from the moment I saw him through the window. I had let my jealousy distort what I had been seeing. Distort it horribly.
I leaned on the railing as Brian left to get us some drinks, a mission he seemed likely to forget completely as he stopped to crack jokes with everyone he met.
Jen smiled and brought a drink to her lips. She looked out over the yard. “Brain Finley, huh?” she said.
I set the Yeti head on the deck and ran my fingers through my sweaty hair as I stood back up. I didn’t answer. Jen’s comment sliced through me, and I spent the next ten minutes staring into the yard and seeing nothing. Trying to decide what it was that Jen’s comment meant. And what I wanted. I felt like a crazy man.
Jen put her arm out and touched the heat lamp that was keeping her warm. She looked up at it. She was calm, secure, in control of herself. “Hey,” she said. “We should get one of these for our house.”
She winked at me. “I’m going in for another drink. I’ll try my hardest not to flirt with your ugliest and most ineligible friends.”
I stared at her as she slid through the door. She had a smile for everyone, and she seemed to know that all eyes were on her. It took her about ten minutes to get through the kitchen, and the whole time I watched her through the glass. On the deck, people came and went, refilling their cups at the keg, puffing on joints or cigarettes, talking about things I didn’t hear because I was too busy studying Jen.
What was so different about her? It as the dress but it was something else. The way she was standing, her hand on her hip. The way she was...what was she doing? She seemed to be flirting but what was it exactly that gave me that impression? Was it just what I wanted to see, and so I was seeing it when it wasn’t there?
But no. No, Jen was definitely possessed by a whole new attitude. She seemed to walk taller, and it wasn’t just the shoes.
Or maybe it was. Maybe shoes like that just made a girl slink. Maybe she had no choice but to roll her hips with every step, or tilt her ass up when she leaned on the counter.
She disappeared into the living room.
I became acutely aware that I had to piss at that moment. I looked down at my Yeti costume.
“Fucking Christ,” I muttered.
I opted to waddle in my oversized costume to the bathroom. The whole thing had to come off, and something about doing it in the backyard had seemed a bit young for my age.
When I dropped the costume down, two phones clattered onto the tile floor. Mine, and apparently Jen’s, which she had sneakily slipped into my pocket.
Her phone flashed slowly with the light of messages.
Maybe just friends.
Maybe just email.
Maybe something else.
I hesitated only a moment, as long as it took me to pee, and then I sat down on the toilet lid and broke into her phone.
An alert from a dating app I couldn’t even remember her having signed up for caught my eye.
Now I wasn’t thinking. I went diving in, and pulled up the app.
I stared at the picture of the profile that popped up. At the message beneath it.
Something twisted cruelly in my stomach. Excitement began to boil over inside of me faster than I could have ever expected.
The thing about dating apps is that they nearly always lied completely. Pictures were from years ago, and people looked nothing like their photo.
But no matter what trick of lighting this guy had done, he had one very stimulating quality.
A quality I hadn’t really even hinted to Jen that I liked in her potential dates. Really, really liked. Really sort of hated myself for liking so much. Didn’t want to admit to liking.
But I did. I liked it. I had even sneaked into as many of her apps as I could to put it as a preference.
This guy was black.
And not only that, if his picture was at all of him, he was a big, athletic guy. His muscles strained against his ebony-colored skin, and veins threatened to break out on his taut biceps.
My mind, of course, went immediately to another place where his veins might strain against his skin. And from there it was just a quick leap for my filthy mind to get that big black cock into my wife’s mouth. A vision of Jen with her slutty Nemo suit hiked up over her ass, on her knees with her mouth open dutifully for this guy’s dripping black cock, filled my mind and I had to unzip the suit to get some air.
Someone banged on the door.
“Minute,” I mumbled, swiping away at Jen’s phone. I stared at the message.
I see ur in the neighborhood If u look as good as ur photo come over I’m bored
My cock twitched. The app was one of those that located where you were and put you in touch with other users.
I stared at the app’s map. It appeared that, in fact, Darren was only a few blocks away from here.
No fucking way, I thought.
The door rattled again. I exhaled.
Just as suddenly as I had given up on the endeavor Jen and I had set out this evening, it was back inside of me. Gnawing at me.
I stared at the map.
I mean, he was right there. Maybe a bit of a jaunt, but right there.
It was a slight violation of our “agreement,” but I was drunk, and my cock had robbed my brain of blood. I typed a message back to him.
U having a party?
(On dating apps, Jen had informed me, never spell out the word “you.” It apparently made you look like an asshole.)
The door banged again.
“I’m fucking sick in here!” I screamed. I held the phone with both hands, trembling a little. My cock throbbed. All the excitement I’d thought I’d extinguished with booze was flaring up again.
Little party, Darren messaged me.
Good bc I’m wearing a costume
I stared at the phone.
Send me a pic
My chest went cold.
But I was drunk. I was feeling reckless. I stood up.
One sec, I typed.
I stumbled out into the party. I must have looked wild, people were giving me strange looks. I mumbled something to the girl waiting for the toilet about my costume. She rolled her eyes. The smell of weed was hanging in the air.
When I found Jen she was on the couch. She had a joint in her hands and was passing it back to an incredibly hot, raven-haired girl in a sailor costume. The two had an amused look on their faces. Jen smiled at me.
I waved her over to me.
“What?” she said, mildly annoyed, as I pushed her into a corner.
I leaned against her.
“Oh, god...pew, this costume needs a bath,” she said, waving her hand in front of her face.
“Check this out,” I said, too determined to get what I wanted to bother with her comment. I held up the screen so she could see Darren’s photo.
The corner of her mouth turned up slightly, and I saw mild confusion on her face. “Yeah...?” she said. “I thought we gave up on this for the evening?” She shrugged. “Or...?”
“This guy is right down the street,” I hissed. “He messaged you. He wants a photo of your costume.”
Jen shook her head slowly, her face contorted in disbelief. “My costume? How did he—”
“I might have sent him a message,” I said. I was being a little reckless, pressing up against her and talking quickly. I felt like someone had mainlined adrenaline to me: I wanted this.
Her eyes flicked back to the screen.
“He’s pretty hot,” she said. My cock throbbed inside the Yeti suit.
I stared at Jen as she debated things in her own mind. She could go either way, I could see. She had already decided to stay here; she seemed to be in a good conversation. I watched her features like a hawk, fascinated by the way she teased me. First she seemed ready to give in, then her face clouded over with doubt, then she opened her mouth. Then she smiled. She took the phone from my hand and read through his profile.
“Darren, huh?”
I nodded. My mouth went dry.
She swiped at the screen, her mouth in that wry little smile she had been using since she had figured out how much this pressed my buttons, her flirting with other men.
Then she shrugged.
“Okay,” she said. “He wants to see my costume, let’s send him my costume.”
She extended her hand and held the phone above her. She crossed one leg over the other and thrust her breasts out. She snapped the photo with flash and showed it to me.
I stared at the trashiness of the photo. It looked like a screenshot from a low-budget porn compilation, like Girls Gone Wild or something. And Jen looked young. Very, very young. She had only captured the bottom of her face, her mouth, pursed a little in the pout that young girls seemed to like so much.
I looked at Jen. “Do I send it?”
She shrugged again. I saw a flicker of uncertainty cross her face. “You really want to do this thing?”
I looked at her helplessly.
“Well,” she said. “It does seem like fate.”
I sent the picture with trembling fingers.
Then I looked at Jen. We were pressed together against the wall. She had a smile on her face, and she met my eyes and burned right through me. She moved her hips a little and parted her lips. Her eyes were wet and big and focused on mine, her pupils dilated to near-black. She was so turned on by what we were doing it was acting on her like a line of coke.
We just stared at each other until the phone buzzed in my hand. I held it so we could both see it.
Damn girl. U need me to come get u?
Jen grinned as she read the message.
“It’s a party, he said?” she asked, twisting on one foot. She chewed on her lip and flicked her eyes up at me.
She typed. Show me yours. I dont wanna show up and be the only girl in a costume
We waited in the corner of the living room, our bodies pressed together in excitement.
“You know this is an app strictly for...I don’t know...” she said.
“Booty calls?” I said.
Jen laughed. The app was in fact called Booty, and I remembered it now. Anyone with a profile on it was essentially advertising that they were a slut or a guy looking for a slut. Most of the photos of women didn’t even include faces. I knew I should have been repulsed by that, but something about it was almost even more exciting to me: the blatant, dirty sexuality of all.
We had hesitated about putting up her profile, but I had to admit it was the most enticing of all the apps. I liked that it was dirty. That there was no danger of any real affair going on between my wife and the users. Just maybe a shot at filthy sex.
Jen held the phone with two hands and pressed it to her lips. “You sure about this?”
I was sure. I was sure that I had been sure all along.
I was also sure that my head was spinning. That my cock was doing more thinking for me than it should. That I was drunk. That I was making a bad decision. Surely. Surely this couldn’t be a good decision, sending my wife out for some black cock on a Saturday night in a hooker fish costume using a dating app designed for booty calls...surely this was a terrible idea.
The phone rumbled in Jen’s hands and she looked down at her screen. She smiled and flipped it around to me.
Darren’s torso was bare, and his body was thick with lean, sculpted muscle. I felt a little quiver looking at him: he was a masculine specimen, twice the man I was. I am not a terrible-looking guy, but I’m an IT guy. I don’t work out at the gym. I ride my bike when I have time. I’m thin and I look pretty good, especially now that so many guys my age are getting taken down by beer bellies and balding, but this guy...
Jen giggled. “What kind of costume is that supposed to be?” she said.
I took the phone from her and typed that exact question.
We waited.
“Oh god,” Jen said, as the waiting took longer than expected. “This is fucking crazy.” She was getting hot. I saw a little bit of sweat on her temple.
Her phone rattled in her hand.
Gangsta. Darren had written back. Then:
I’m the only black guy at this party
“Witty,” I said, encouragingly, checking Jen’s face for her reaction. I could see she found it kind of amusing as well. Especially since she had, one year, wrapped a blanket around herself and dressed as a tortilla to salute her long-buried Mexican heritage that nearly everyone seemed desperate for her to get in touch with. (Jen was about as culturally Mexican as a Taco Bell in Thailand.)
“So?” she said, taking the phone back.
She typed. I looked over the screen and read her message upside-down.
Still dont wanna b th only costume
The phone rattled again in her hand, almost instantly. A picture of a fairly crowded party.
She looked at me. “I mean, it’s exactly what we wanted...”
My cock throbbed through the costume, and Jen’s knee was against my dick. She smiled, indicating that she had felt the surefire sign of my extreme arousal. “Do we do it?” she said.
She waved the phone back and forth in her hand, screen up.
So many things could go horribly wrong with this. I felt a twinge of pain in my chest.
Then I imagined my wife on her hands and knees, with the ripped torso of the ebony Darren behind her, his fat cock in his hand, moving closer and closer to her ass...
“Do it,” I said.
It was, after all, the perfect night. The perfect chance. It was practically throwing itself at us.
I watched Jen type:
Im leaving now
She smiled when he wrote back:
just ask for the black guy
I pushed her against the wall and kissed her. She smiled again at my arousal.
I slid my hand down her torso, and easily under the super-short skirt she was wearing. She looked to her right in alarm and wriggled a little as I slipped a finger under her panties and then down. But when she saw that no one could see what I was doing, her alarm turned to a wicked smile.
As I had suspected, or maybe just hoped, or maybe feared, my fingers found her pussy soft and wet. She had shaved all but a landing strip, and the feel of her smooth skin under my knuckles as I dipped deeper into her panties sent a wave of jealousy through me again. She hardly kept herself in such trimmed and pristine condition just for me.
And then I felt the opening of her cunt, slick and wet. Not gushing, not overwhelmingly sloshy. Not the equivalent of my painfully hard cock. But wet. Another pang of jealousy rippled through my torso. It made no sense to feel that way, to be jealous that she was turned on by doing precisely the thing I had prodded her to do. But as I sank my fingers deeper into her pussy, and began to stroke her sensitive g-spot, she began to purr like a cat and wind herself up to such a state that I couldn’t help feel it again: the burn of jealousy. She closed her eyes and her cheeks flushed—surely she was just trying not to make a scene (we were, after all, in the living room with ten other people) as I worked her up into a dripping lather and her pussy flexed around my fingers. But I took her closed eyes personally, inducing as much painful lust and angst as I could in myself. I imagined that she was imagining the big cock that was waiting for her, trying to block out the sight of her husband and superimpose the image of the ripped and fit Darren over my own.
Her flesh closed around my fingers, tightening them in the grip of her silken cunt as she neared orgasm. Rivulets of her tangy juices trickled over my hand. She lifted her thigh to move it against the length of my engorged shaft, but it only drove me wilder and gave me no relief at all. I felt her body shudder as she came, and she leaned her head forward to bite the bit of exposed shoulder at my collarbone.
She leaned against me, and I felt her hand pushing mine out of her. With gentle pressure she guided my fingers to her mouth, and nearly sent me over the edge as she sucked her own cum from my fingers, two at the same time, all the way to the knuckles.
She smiled.
“I hate to leave you like this,” she purred in my ear, dragging her thigh across my crotch again and sweetly squeezing my throbbing balls against my cock. “But I have to get going.”
She reached a hand down and adjusted her panties.
And then.
And then she brought her fingers up to her mouth, and sucked her cum from them. All the way to the wedding ring on her finger, which she pulled off and into her cum-stained mouth.
“You better keep this,” she said, taking my hand and sliding it onto my pinkie finger to the knuckle, where it swirled precariously.
“Oh god,” I said.
She slid down the wall, and under the arm I had propped up to hold myself against the wall.
“Follow me in like two minutes,” she said.
I was so spectacularly dizzy that I just nodded.
*
In retrospect, I might have made a better plan with her.
Peter caught me as I was trying to leave. He held me up with a barrage of questions, delivered with a raised eyebrow. Where was Jen? Why was I leaving without her?
I mumbled half-coherent responses, which made him conclude that I needed my keys taken away. My cock was still throbbing inside my furry costume, and I was sweating profusely with anxiety and lust. Not to mention it was just fucking hot. With every passing moment that Peter held me hostage, I could feel an increased sickness building in my veins. I was desperate to get to Jen, and with each dragging second he held me there, I was realizing that I wasn’t 100% sure where she had gone. I was getting behind; I might miss her entirely or get lost finding this party.
Finally, out of desperation, I gave Peter the keys to my car (probably for the best) and pushed him out of the way to get out the door.
I imagine, sometimes, what I must have looked like. A drunk man in a Yeti costume, my face steely with determination, searching the streets like a madman for my wife.
At the corner of the next block, I stopped and called Jen.
“Second thoughts?” she answered. Her voice cut through me, because she said it like it wouldn’t matter to her if I did have second thoughts. “I’m a block from the house. Where are you?”
Did she care? She almost sounded as though she didn’t.
“Peter,” I said, and I realized as I did that I was out of breath. I must have run to the corner instead of walking.
And I was walking. Rapidly. Speed-walking for my wife.
“How do I get there?” I said.
There was a pause, while I imagined that Jen smiled. Though with what kind of smile, I don’t know. She recited the directions in a low, sexy rumble.
“Okay. I’m here,” she told me. “It looks like quite a party, you can probably just walk in—”
She cut herself off.
And then she hung up.
I was pretty sure that just before the phone cut off, I heard a low voice growl, “Hey, girl.”
But that could have been my imagination, which was on overdrive at that point.
I stopped dead in my tracks at the bottom of the hill I was on.
“Fuck!” I screamed into the night.
I didn’t have my Yeti head.
I ran all the way back up the hill, and burst into the party.
“You okay man?” Frank said, as I blazed through his home. I knew that I looked crazy and I no longer cared.
“Where’s my head?” I shouted at Peter.
Peter just shook his head.
I rummaged through the house, and even though there was a lot going on behind closed doors in that place that I would have ordinarily paused to investigate, I didn’t relent for a moment. Time was slipping away. Jen could be up against a wall by then, her legs spread and her pussy full of Darren’s cock.
I took out my phone and typed her a message furiously.
Wait. Lost my head.
I found the Yeti head on the back deck, and it seemed as though someone had poured beer on it, but no matter. I ran from the party again, into the night following Jen’s direction. Every ten feet or so I held my phone up, hoping for a text from her. But there was none.
I saw the party from down the street. Remarkably, it didn’t look too much different than the one I had just left. It was in an older subdivision, on the other side of a socioeconomic-splitting avenue, but still a nice area. The crowd was about the same age—maybe a bit younger than Frank’s party, but not college-aged. A few people were sitting outside on the front porch. They held their hands up as I approached.
“Hey, sweet costume, man,” someone yelled.
I held up a hand to thank him. I had decided, running through the neighborhoods, that speechless was my best bet.
I was starting to like the costume. Inside of it, I was in cocoon of sorts with my own dirty thoughts. The scenes in front of me played out like some hyper-realistic computer game. People looked through me, instead of at me. I could get away with anything.
I turned a corner. And there it was: the very thing I wanted to get away with watching.
Jen had donned her face mask, but she was otherwise as unclothed as she had been all night. She had a plastic cup in her hand and was leaning against the counter in the kitchen. Very, very close to her new date.
When I entered and began searching through the booze with my cumbersome costume, she cast me a sideways glance and grinned a little, but otherwise pretended I wasn’t there.
I could barely hear the two of them as they spoke in low voices, just a foot or so away from me. They were leaning toward each other, saying the sort of things that people seem to feel they have to say before they fuck. Almost certainly that’s what they were saying, and without hearing it I was enraged by it.
I stared, because I knew I could, hidden as I was behind the ratted white head of the costume, at the big fingers of Darren, the “only black guy” at the party. He had put on a white t-shirt, but the muscles he had sent in his picture were very much real, and they gave a solid masculine shape to the shirt. His biceps flexed with youthful, athletic muscle. His hair was buzzed and his dark face was handsome and flaunted maleness. Rugged, absolute masculinity.
His thick fingers, wired with a strength that was visible in the fibers of his hand, were playing up and down Jen’s arm. Her toasted skin looked pale under his fingertips.
I shuddered as he moved up to her collarbone. He sucked his lips in and pressed them together. Distinctly, I heard him say, “Sort of noisy in here. Want to see another room?”
A knife of jealousy went through me again as I thought of my wife sliding her wedding finger down to my pinkie knuckle. My wife, with her wet cunt and her wet panties just barely hiding her shaved snatch from the world. My wife, who was smiling and taking the hand of the very black man who wanted her to go “to another room” with him.
My heart jump started again, to an even more rapid, crazed speed. How would I follow them? I was dressed like a fucking Yeti. Who wouldn’t see a gigantic hairy snowman peering at them as they fucked?
I followed them anyway, not really caring who saw me or if they were watching me watching them. After all, no one could see my eyes or my crazed face. I held my hand up, with the beer I had managed to pour from a keg in it. Several people cheerfully toasted me in the living room.
The house was more of a ranch-style. The rooms seemed to go on and on down a corridor. A lot of people were hanging out in the hallway, talking. I had to push past them. The lights were out and I could barely see Jen’s Nemo costume.
And then, just like that, it was gone.
She was gone. The orange and white stripes that encased her lithe body had just...disappeared.
I arrived at the end of the hall, and there it was: the obvious. Jen had just gone into a room with her black “date.”
And the door was closed.
I stood outside the door, staring at it, for several minutes.
I was in a daze. My stomach was flopping and running from ice-cold to hot and sick as I stood there thinking about the events that were unfolding right in front of me. My wife was maybe sucking on that guy’s cock right this moment, and I was missing it all.
My wife was maybe sucking on some guy’s cock right then.
What the fuck were we doing?
I put my hand on the doorknob. I should probably burst in, get my wife out of here. Put an end to a crazy, fever-dream of a fantasy and stop all of this before it went too far.
Because this was too far, right? It had all been fun pretending but now the moment was actually here. This was it. I was letting my wife fuck another man.
At that moment, a couple, all over each other in slurping, passionate hookup intensity, pushed into me and I went slowly crashing into the opposite wall. They crashed against the cheap, hollow old-suburbia door and fumbled with the handle. The door flew open with their combined weight against it.
And just before Darren said, “Hey man, this room’s taken!” I got a full, searing eyeful of what was going on in that room.
Jen was on the bed, kneeling with her legs spread wide open so her ass and her little white thong were exposed. The costume was peeled away from her tits, so I caught a glimpse of her dark caramel nipples as she turned toward the door. Her face was surprised, as though maybe she were expecting me. Darren’s hand was in her dark hair, his strong fingers clutching a handful of it tightly. His jeans and shirt were off, and his cock was pointed in front of him. He had his other hand on the heavy piece of meat—and it was exactly as I had imagined it. Dark, heavy, thick and long.
Pointed toward my wife.
The implications of his hand on her hair and his cock in his hand were clear. And God, what a sight it would be. The way Jen was kneeling she would have to bend over low, thrusting her ass in the air, to get her face pushed onto Darren’s fat cock.
The couple who had tumbled into the room laughed. They apologized in a peal of giggles, and tumbled back out of the room.
The door swung closed.
The couple started making out again as they stumbled down the hallway, trying doors.
I heard the door to Darren and my wife’s room click.
My stomach felt as though it were squeezed by a fist of ice.
Locked out.
Seared onto the surface of my eyes was the image I had just absorbed. Slutty, slutty Jen, propped up on the bed, her head in the hands of that dark man, his fat cock erect and ready for her mouth.
I froze for a moment.
Then, the image seemed to clarify. Details focused.
Ah yes.
The window.
I pushed through the crowd in the hallway, which seemed to have gotten thicker. More people toasted me as I walked by, and I discovered that I no longer had my beer. Just a vague memory of the plastic cup hitting the floor, and a cold sensation on my foot.
I made a mental map of the house as I exited. I nearly jumped onto the front porch. I swung my gaze around the yard.
The window of the room Jen was in, sucking on her lover’s cock right now, faced the front of the house. It was a corner window. And it was blocked by a hedge that came up and met the side of the house.
I looked around.
Everyone on the porch was looking at me, almost expectantly.
It didn’t even occur to me—and Jen would later find this hilarious—to go back into the house, through it, and out the back door, for surely it would have led me to the same place.
No.
Instead, flying on my cock-heavy high, my mind addled with images of my wife fucking a black man, my head spinning with alcohol, I did this:
I growled.
I turned.
I ran and launched myself into the bushes.
As I struggled to get through them, I could hear that the plan had worked precisely as I had hoped for it to. Everyone was amused, assumed I was wasted, and was almost back to whatever they were doing by the time I hit the ground, as though I had never been there.
Branches snapped and cut through even the Yeti fur as I very ungracefully struggled through the bush.
When I finally emerged on the other side, with the head of the Yeti costume rolling on a cement pathway, I was delighted to find that I had made a wise leap of faith. The corner window was a few yards away, and there was no one in that part of the yard—a little enclave around the side of the house. The lights glowed through the glass, and if I just crept up to the window, I would have a great view of my wife getting fucked.
I stood in the cold air, panting, trying to catch my breath so I didn’t pass out or steam up the window.
And then, I did exactly that. I crept up to the window, and crouching in a position that would have been wildly uncomfortable had it been for any other reason than sex, I slowly raising my head until I could peek into the room.
I caught the tail-end of what I had suspected was happening in the room all the while I was flopping around the house and yard. The fit, muscular, and very naked body of Darren was in front of my wife. Jen’s dark hair was wrapped around his fist like a riding crop, and it was clear that he was guiding her head with not entirely gentle pressure up and down the length of his shaft. I strained to see her lips around his cock, and only caught a glimpse. I could see her cheeks, puffed and strained by the presence of so much meat in her mouth. But she seemed to be taking nearly all of him.
Jealousy burned the back of my neck again. Jen never took me to the back of her throat. Fuck, she hardly gave me a blowjob ever.
Her tits had been freed from the Nemo costume. I knew that Darren had undoubtedly smooth-talked her with his low voice while his dark fingers peeled the tube top down and her tits sprang loose. Now they bounced over the cover on the bed as she bounced her face over Darren’s cock. Her nipples grazed the cover, and I knew that they were being tickled to arousal by the motion. My cock pulsed again.
Jen’s ass was in the air. Both Darren and I had a nice view of her two rounded asscheeks, parted by her cotton thong snug between her buttocks. The Nemo costume had also been roughly pushed up so that her ass was framed by the dark frills.
Almost as though it had occurred to him to look at the same thing, Darren moved a hand to my wife’s ass and slid it beneath the white cotton. I watched his hand snake under the fabric of her panties and between her asscheeks. Down and around, into her wet gash beneath. As he did this, he had to push his cock deep into her throat and left it there.
I watched in a mixture of horror and sheer delight as my slutty wife opened wider and wider and her whole mouth and throat filled up with dark cock. She must have been gagging, I knew. Gagging on black cock while Darren slid his fingers over her asshole and into her wet cunt.
Was he playing with her clit? I wondered, as she squirmed around. Maybe it was too much cock for her, or maybe he was sliding his finger on her clit and driving her wild. Either way, my wife was being impaled by a black man, right before my very eyes.
Then, to my disappointment but also excitement (for what might come next), Darren slid his hand back up and along her back until he had both of his hands on her head. He used both hands to push her head down, and ram his cock deep into her throat.
Jen pulled away, gasping for breath. He pulled her hair so her face turned up at him.
Her lipstick and makeup were smeared and watery. A long thread of saliva clung to her lips and hung suspended in the air between her mouth and his cock for a moment, before it sank to the bed. I wished desperately that I could hear what he was saying to her, because Jen stared into his eyes and nodded.
Then she was back on his cock again, all the way to the base. Darren used both of his hands to push her head up and down the length of his shaft.
I was so distracted by the lewdness of this act that I didn’t notice that Jen’s hands were sliding down her torso and to her ass. When I did, I felt a shudder go through me that almost made me splatter my cum all over the Yeti costume. She hooked her hands around her panties, and slid then down to her knees, all while Darren pumped her face over his cock. Then she placed her hands, palms against her asscheeks, on her ass.
I stood up, unaware that I was doing so. I stood up just in time to see what appeared to be my wife’s finger sliding into her asshole.
I went cold again with a terrible feeling.
This wasn’t my wife.
Had Darren ordered her to do it?
And was she enjoying it? This was the sort of thing she never did...
And then an even more enraging, delicious feeling swept over me: Jen didn’t even know I was watching her. Maybe she was unleashing some kind of sexual beast inside of her because she thought I couldn’t see her.
This went on for a minute or so. Darren pushing and pulling on her head with both hands, while she drew and plunged her own finger in and out of her ass.
And then, suddenly, Darren pulled her up to her knees and climbed onto the bed. He pulled on her to turn her face up to him and sucked her mouth up inside of his. The kiss was violent, dominating...and Jen’s fingers were still in her own ass.
I watched as Darren’s hands found her tits and squeezed her nipples.
The man was violating my wife. Manhandling her, throwing her around like a rubber fuck-toy.
My cock was so hard I couldn’t stand it.
They changed position at that point. Darren threw her onto the bed with her head at the headboard. I watched with a painful cock as he pushed her lean legs up to the headboard, splayed akimbo. Incredibly, Jen had kept her fingers in her ass, and now I could see it clearly, with her legs spread open. Her cunt glistened with excitement.
Darren was on his knees now, standing over her. He had his cock in his hand, and his mouth was moving to instruct Jen, my slutty wife, in what to do next.
And Jen? She was just staring at him, letting him order her, staring at his cock as it neared her pussy.
She spread her legs wider, and looked down as Darren guide the tip of his cock to her pussy. He rubbed his thick head over her clit. The head of his cock looked frightening against her small little button and the tiny black hole in the center of her stretched cunt.
Jen turned and tossed her head on the bed, but as per his instructions (I assumed), she left her hands beneath her own weight and held her legs open and up. I watched her back arch and then, at last, through the glass of the window, I could hear her squealing as Darren stroked her clit until she came.
Darren stood over my wife, enjoying his view of her writhing body and her gushing cunt. When she came, her legs began to flail wildly, so he had caught them in his hands and closed his fingers around her ankles.
As she panted and moaned, still shuddering with her climax, Darren spread her legs slowly apart, pushing them slowly toward the headboard. Jen’s legs were still encased in her thigh-high stockings and her feet were still in her black hooker shoes.
The effect was intoxicating.
I felt around on my costume—I knew with futility—for some way to tuck my hand inside and grasp my aching cock. At this point I didn’t feel that I could stand another moment of torture.
But I would have to. Darren brought his dick to the opening of my wife’s cunt, and one inch at a time while Jen squealed and strained against his grip on her ankles, his thick black cock disappeared inside of her.
He fucked her slowly at first. Jen’s eyes were squeezed shut and she was biting her lip, evidently having a hard time taking his fat cock inside of her. I watched as it slid down deeper, deeper, and then disappeared completely inside of her.
Darren fucked her slowly at first. She twisted her ankles in discomfort as he rocked slowly into her pussy. I could hear her low wailing as he worked her up with his gentle thrusts.
Then she opened her eyes. Her mouth opened wide in pleasure.
I stared as Darren began to fuck my wife like a rag doll. He pistoned in and out of her, all the way to the tip of his cock, then ramming the full length of his huge shaft deep inside of her. She let go of her ass and pressed her hands against the headboard to prevent herself from being fucked right through the wall.
I heard her voice again, rising up through the glass. She was shrieking in short bursts each time Darren’s cock was buried in her pussy. His fucking and her shrieking got faster and faster, and then she screamed until her voice cut off as she very clearly rocketed to a shattering second orgasm.
Darren thrust, and then he lifted his head and his jaw muscles went tight. I stared down at his cock buried in my wife as it pumped his load inside of her.
It seemed to last for an eternity, this emptying of his seed into her cunt. Jen’s legs had gone limp and he released them. They fell to the bed, on either side of his still-buried cock. He gave a final thrust, and then sat back on his knees, sliding his still-hard cock from inside of her.
I stared as they both smiled. As their bodies moved toward each other and they gave a lighthearted kiss to each other. A kiss that was amicable. Then they sort of lingered on each other’s lips. I could see Jen’s mouth moving, then his. Smiles. Smiles and, probably some self-congratulatory exchange between them about how good they were at fucking each other. How hot they were—because they were.
My stomach was boiling with jealousy. I felt like it would erupt up and out of my mouth.
Jesus. Did they have to do this for such a long time? Jen had her hand on his head now, rubbing the smooth shaved crown affectionately.
Affectionately.
Another exchange of smiles. Another wet, slurpy kiss.
And then Darren hopped up. He stood in front of the bed and looked down at his phone as he typed something. Jen swiped at his hand playfully, and then rolled over, laughing by looks of it. I watched as Darren put on his jeans. My wife was lying on the bed, on her stomach. He gave her a playful slap on the ass and she smiled, but continued with what she was doing.
Typing on her own phone.
My mind started to reel. Darren opened the door and left, and Jen was still there, typing. Was she so obsessed, so converted to slut-dom that she was looking for another date?
I went hot and cold with rage. I watched her sit up and pull her tube top up and over her breasts. She looked at her phone again. Typed again.
She adjusted the bottom of her skirt, and stood up, pulling her panties from the floor and tugging them up and under her dress. I saw now that she was frowning a little.
What was she thinking?
She held the phone to her ear. Calling someone.
It was only then that I connected the mild buzzing on the ground with what was happening. I looked down at the ground. My phone was in the mulched hedging. Buzzing.
She was calling me.
“Jen,” I said, breathlessly, answering.
“Where are you?” she said. Her voice seemed strained.
I stood up and looked in at the window. She had her arm crossed over her torso.
“I did it,” she said. Her voice had a confessional tone, and almost seemed to break apart. “Where are you?”
I tapped on the window.
Her eyes flew up to where I was, standing by the window.
Her mouth fell open slightly.
“I did it,” she repeated. She gave a wan smile. I could see now that guilt was slowly creeping over her face. And I don’t mind saying, it sort of thrilled me.
I said nothing. I just enjoyed the perverse pleasure of watching her squirm. Just for a little bit. She had been so confident, it was somehow beautiful to see her uncertainty.
“Did you see it?” she said.
I waited, letting her worry build a little.
“It was perfect, honey,” I said finally, and my cock throbbed as a look of relief fluttered over her face.
“I don’t know...” she said. “Did you see everything?”
“Almost everything.”
She pressed her lips together.
“Honey,” I said. “It was...it’s fine. It’s what I asked you to do.”
She smiled at me. It sent another crippling rush through me, to see that I still had some control over her. God, it was a little fucked up, I know that. But it felt good to see her thrown off her vampy, confident style a little. Hesitating, a little more like the wife I knew so well, before all of this.
“Come on,” I said. “Let’s get home.”
And then, contrite Jen disappeared from her face. She gave me a wicked smile. I watched as she opened her legs and slid her fingers underneath the soaked white cotton of her panties. Those white, cotton panties under that slutty fish costume. She dipped her fingers into her own slit, and brought them to her mouth. I stared, incapable of doing much else besides breathing heavily into the phone, as my wife closed her lips around the tips of her fingers. Her fingers coated in her cum and the dank semen of her departed lover.
“Meet you down the block,” she said. “I have to go clean myself up a little bit.”
The call ended as she pressed the screen of her phone, rose up to her full, slutty height, and turned to open the door and disappear into the house. I could barely walk through the backyard with my hardon, and I stumbled into more than one person. Luckily it was Halloween, I had my Yeti head on, and I was snug and anonymous in my costume, as I made my way down the street to wait for my wife and her dripping, unfaithful pussy to come back to me.
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A Dark and Stormy Night
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The driveway was long and smooth, even though unpaved. Curving, it climbed slowly up the hill, bracketed by thick oaks, intruded upon by hedges that seemed intent on bursting over the stone walls demarcating the adjacent fields that now contained a few stray cows or sheep, but which mostly felt abandoned.
The afternoon was wearing on. The sun, meager already in central Massachusetts in late October, was contending with a thickening sky, soupy and grey, that blotted out any hope of a sunset. The air was warm and humid, not cold nor raw as the date would suggest. Dying Indian summer, rather than even a whiff of winter, though that would come soon enough.
Diane was staring out the window silently. She did that a lot. There was something about a car ride that seemed to bring out the pensive side of her. Not that she was particularly boisterous even when not staring through a glass pane at the countryside. Quiet. Bookish. But also warm. Sweet. Empathetic.
Rich placed his hand on his wife’s jean-clad knee. She turned to him and smiled.
“Better than Salem, right?” he said.
She placed her hand on his. “Much.”
Salem, famed of course for the witch trials, was party-central on Halloween. Crowded. Loud. Boozy. Mardi Gras without any of New Orleans’ charms. Just a bunch of drunken Boston louts, their harsh accents exacerbated by too much booze. It shouldn’t have been Diane’s scene at all, but she had an unaccountably fond feeling about that night. The energy, the palpable sense of mayhem. It had been fun to observe, though she knew those same things had put Rich on edge.
“We could have just stayed home,” she suggested.
Rich felt his throat tighten. Anything but that. “And have all those kids constantly ringing the doorbell?”
Diane laughed. “I think they’re cute.”
“Until the older ones come out and throw eggs at everything.”
She nodded, though again, she couldn’t quite see why Rich seemed so put out. “We’ll still have to clean it when we get back.”
“But in the meantime, we get to sleep in at a lovely old farmhouse and go for a walk through hills and fields.”
“No complaints from me,” she replied.
The house popped into view over the next hill. Less farmhouse than surprisingly located Victoria, tall and angular, though softened with an absurd circular tower that rose high above the rest of the house. A quirky fancy added to a peculiar home.
Diane giggled. “Someone had a sense of humor.”
“It’s not that bad,” Rich replied.
She covered her mouth. “Oh God, you don’t see it?”
And then he did and laughed. With the curved gables on the roof below, and at just the right angle, the tower did take on the appearing of a man’s genitals. They drove on and the illusion faded. Just a particularly unlucky perspective.
Despite his laugh, Rich looked at his wife anxiously. She wasn’t usually one for ribald humor. Quite to the contrary, Diane was almost always demure, which often came as a surprise because in appearance she hinted at something quite different, with her thick, long, nearly-black hair, her pale complexion, full-lips, and a voluptuous body that could turn even what she was wearing today, pair of jeans and a sweater, into the garb of a temptress.
It was her looks that had kept Rich away for a while. Both because she could seem unapproachable, but also because she looked… a little… dangerous. A man-eater. But appearances could deceive, and ultimately it was her very groundedness, her good-girl personality that won him over. A girl you could bring home to Mother. It was what he realized he needed after all.
They pulled up to the house. Rich sprang out quickly and opened the door for Diane. One of those silly, courtly rituals he’d clung to ever since they started dating and that he continued still after four years together and three years of marriage. Part of it was that he was older, coming up on thirty-five, whereas Diane was only twenty-six. She’d been so young when they met, and he’d always felt protective of her. She rose up out of the car and kissed her taller husband on his smooth cheek. Rich was slender, and like Diane, pale, though his skin was more tawny than porcelain, and his hair fine and the color of sand.
He retrieved their overnight bags from the trunk. They edged up the creaking front steps, and before they could knock, the door opened for them.
“Welcome to Brooks Farm. I’m Sarah.”
She was a old woman, petite, her hair in a tight, grey bun, wearing a flowered dress under a heavy, beige cardigan. She had a warm smile, but her heavily-lined face and browline, horn-rimmed glasses suggested an old-fashioned austerity. It was hard to imagine her ever having been an object of desire, Rich thought ungenerously before catching himself. It was a bad habit, and he reminded himself that she didn’t exist just to fit into his sexual categorizations.
“Hi,” Rich said, hand extended. “I’m Rich, and this is my wife Diane.”
Sarah hustled over to Diane and pulled her into a hug. “Come on inside, sweetie. I have some tea brewed, if you’d like. And then I can show you to your room.”
The old woman and Diane swept into the home as he carried in the luggage after. They entered into a central hallway leading to a narrow staircase. To the left, a large parlor, with a upright-piano, and thin-legged upholstered furniture that looked more fragile than comfortable. To the right, a large dining room, with an oversized table, large enough for at least a dozen people. It was set for just two at the far end, by the unlit fireplace.
Sarah led them upstairs and Jeff observed the artwork. Like everything else, it was old-fashioned, portraits of severe men and women, oils of homes and landscapes, horses in a field, children clustered around a swimming hole. It created an oddly unsettling atmosphere. A home encased in amber.
The bedroom was more of the same. A slender four-poster, with a lacy canopy. Doilies beneath the water pitcher on the dresser. A mirror, the edges spotted with age, encased in an ornate wooden frame. A worn, ivory-handled hairbrush. It would have seemed almost too spot-on, except it was clear that this wasn’t a decoration scheme. It was genuine. The home a living antique.
Sarah gestured toward the closet. “There are some galoshes in there if you want to take a walk outside before dinner.”
“Wet out there?” Rich asked.
The older woman made a face. “And cow shit.”
“Appealing,” he replied.
“We’ll watch our step,” Diane said.
Sarah nodded. “You can go anywhere. I have a couple of old beagles that might decide to keep you company, but don’t worry about them. They’re harmless. Stay on this side of the stone fence, though. Dougy’s got a breeder bull out there, and the damn thing is aggressive as hell. I feel bad for his cows, though who knows… maybe they like it.”
Diane blushed.
“Anyway,” Sarah continued, “dinner’s around seven, if that’s okay.”
Rich nodded and Sarah departed.
“Earthy,” he said dryly.
Diane laughed. “That’s what you get for dragging me out here to the country.”
“She’s apparently a gourmet chef. Anyway. Isn’t this nice? Just the two of us. A romantic B&B.”
“Romance, eh? So this has nothing to do with getting away from the madness of Halloween, and is all just a ploy to seduce me.”
Rich fought back a shiver. It struck now every time Diane even hinted at a saucy side.
She noticed and turned away. It was odd. She knew Rich enjoyed sex, but he was also so conservative sometimes, a bit of a prude really. Not that she really minded. Rich was one of the first men she’d met who didn’t seem mesmerized by her breasts. But now that they’d been married for three years, she sort of wished that sometimes he seemed more… hungry.
Instead, he seemed to be becoming less and less so. Maybe it was just getting older. Maybe it was the fact that they’d begun talking about kids. But it sometimes seemed to Diane that the turning point had been that Halloween in Salem, two years earlier, when she’d gotten a bit drunk… well, a lot drunk, or something. One second just sipping on a pumpkin beer, the next… she wasn’t quite sure. The rest of the night was hazy, and she’d woken up in bed, surprisingly not hungover, but also oddly tingly, naked too, and with vague memories of deliciously naughty dreams. Rich was there with her, sleeping in the armchair as if keeping watch, and had been weirdly tight-lipped.
“Did you take advantage of me?” she’d asked amused. He’d shaken his head, aghast, and she’d dropped it.
“Erm, so you want to take a walk before it gets dark?” Diane asked.
Rich nodded and handed his wife the smaller of the galoshes.
It was cooler now and the clouds were dark and thick. They crossed the field behind the house and skirted along the woods, the trees heavy with moisture, dark, and foreboding.
“It’s going to pour,” Diane noted.
“It should hold off until after midnight.”
“The witching hour. So much for the partygoers.”
“They’ll be better off staying in,” Rich said.
She laughed. “You’re turning into an old fuddy-duddy.”
“Am not.”
“Are too.”
He hesitated. “I thought that’s what you liked about me. My beyond-my-years maturity.”
“True enough. Too many thirty-somethings still act like past-their-prime frat boys.”
“I didn’t realize they had a prime.”
“Also true.” She suddenly stopped short and grabbed his arm.
He followed her gaze. In the trees. A man. In dark flannel. A wild beard. A ball cap pulled low over his eyes. He’d appeared out of nowhere, but seemed to be watching them so intently that he might have had them under observation for a while
Rich stepped forward, and the man disappeared… or was it just an illusion, wind and shadows in the gloaming?
“You saw him too,” Diane said a bit shakily.
“I’m not sure what I saw. If it wasn’t for the clothes, I’d have thought it was a bear.”
“I’m still not sure it wasn’t. Big, too. Why didn’t he wave or say something?”
Rich shook my head. “Crazy country people…. Maybe we should just get back to the inn?”
Diane nodded.
They hurried back, neither one of them saying anything about it, but both shaken. The weather was changing quickly. The air becoming damp, heavy. Rich took several quick glances back, unable to shake the sensation that they were being watched, followed. The darkening sky, the coming rain, and… and… Rich shook his head to stop his train of thought.
As they approached the quirky, out-of-place, Victorian, the wind kicked up. It whistled over the fields and hissed through the trees, leaves rustled, brushes across a drum, a crowd of a thousand voices whispering, and then from it all, just one voice, familiar, laughing, taunting… you can’t get away from me.
Rich looked around desperately. Diane continued to march to the house, as heavy drops of rains began to whack in the earth around them.
“Hurry,” she said, tugging on Rich, “we’re going to get soaked.”
He allowed himself to be pulled along, even though all he could think to do was to seize Diane in his arms, throw her over his shoulder, and run, pell-mell, as long and as far as his legs could carry them. Instead, she was the one who began to run. Rich struggled to keep up as they crossed the field. He could feel his heart pounding, sweating in the moist, unseasonable warmth. Each step seemed fraught, the ground unsteady, hidden ruts and holes threatening a fall, a broken ankle. That’s all it took… one wrong step to change a day… a life. They closed the distance to the house, now looming closer, closer, in the wind and clouds, seeming more like an ominous trap than an awaiting refuge.
They leapt onto the porch, and collapsed side by side, just as the skies opened. The air heavy, wet, alive with electricity. Lightning flashed over the horizon, followed by a vicious, earth shaking crack of thunder.
Diane giggled as the landscape strobed again, “This is exciting.”
The air hummed. A voice carried on the current, redoubling Diane’s in lurid harmony, exciting.
“Let’s get inside,” Rich said.
“No,” Diane replied, eyes wide, “let’s watch the storm.”
She edged closer to him, and he could feel the heat from her body. She was trembling, but she wasn’t cold. Instead, she seemed almost giddy, laughing at the sudden tempest.
“Are you okay?”
She nodded curtly, and then peered at him through her eyelashes. She felt vertiginous, uncomfortable in her skin, tingly, an almost uncontrollable desire to just…. “Don’t you just want to run out there naked?”
He recoiled and they locked eyes. She stared at him, unblinking, her irises pulsing disconcertingly, as if going rapidly from darkness to light.
Then just as quickly as it had come on, the tide rushed back out. She blushed suddenly, embarrassed at her words, emotions, “I’m just kidding.”
He hesitated. “Okay.”
She resumed watching the rain, and he observed his wife in profile. With her head raised and chin jutting, she looked eager for action, yet he could tell she was pensive, questioning.
A gust a wind. Again the voice, It’s beginning.
Rich felt his heart race. Please no, he thought. A gust flattened the grass, turning it momentary grey as it reflected the clouds. He heard a woman’s laugh. Distant, yet intimate, amused, yet threatening.
“We should go inside,” he proposed.
Diane nodded, but couldn’t seem to move. The storm was mesmerizing. Raw fury as wind and rain lashed the ground and trees. Overwhelming and irresistible, and yet this was just a passing squall, nothing compared to the true power of nature.
Rich reached out and touched his wife’s shoulder. She tensed and then after just a moment relaxed. And Rich relaxed as well. Whatever had happened in the past, he knew he could contain it, bring her back, break the spell, ground her again.
But the voice seemed to read his mind. You can’t stop it.
Diane rose and Rich felt a surge of panic. He looked up and she smiled down at him, and he realized she was just responding to his suggestion to go indoors.
Inside, the house was all sharp, dagger-like, angles and shadows. The periodic flashes of lightning, psychedelic bursts, casting distorted spotlights on the ancient furniture and the oriental rugs.
“I’m going to change,” Diane said.
Rich nodded as she went up the stairs. He took a deep breath and circled the sitting room, pausing to run his fingers over the upright piano. The C8 key sagged and as his finger touched it, it dropped, a discordant, sharp note echoing in the otherwise silent room. He shivered and his eyes were drawn to a portrait of a dour older woman, Whistler’s Mother if she’d been turned to face head-on. Her eyes sought his, held them, reproachful, accusatory, the high piano tone warbling.
Diane walking with Rich through the streets of Salem. Partygoers in costumes becoming by turns increasingly lurid and slutty as the evening wears on, making Diane and Rich’s Hermione and Harry outfits seem tame and nerdy by comparison. Lots of booze. Too much. A woman, well a girl really, puking in an alley, two men beside her. A call for an intervention, but Rich, like the other revelers ignoring it, leaving her to fate. A pang of guilt. A suppressed memory trying to escape. He chokes it back.
Rich turns to Diane. Maybe we should leave. Diane’s eyes oddly glazed, but strangely determined, a forced smile. Let’s get a beer. She gestures toward a bar, calmer than most, and anyway most of the menace is out in the street. Rich nods. They enter. It is packed and louder than expected, but they edge toward the bar, squeezing in between a gaggle of drunk girls and a group of tall, surly, frat boy types, except not as preppy, jocks or maybe ex-jocks, early twenties, powerful builds. Ensconced between the two groups, Rich can feel the sexual tension… or maybe just tension. An approach gone wrong, the two groups retreating on themselves, the men resentful, drunk, looking for trouble. Rich and Diane now in the firing line. The tallest one, a ginger, with a broad face and droopy, sullen, boozy eyes is staring at Diane. He’s dressed as a Red Sox, or who knows, both the hat and the Ortiz jersey seem like they get daily use. A lazy costume if it is even supposed to be a costume. Diane looks over and smiles awkwardly. He takes it as an invitation, and edges into the space between Rich and Diane. Rich feels insecure and embarrassed. He’s holding a wand and wearing thick glasses. He has a scar drawn on his forehead. Red Sox can’t hide his contempt. Nor does he want to. He looks Diane over, taking in the swell of her breasts beneath her grey sweater, her legs beneath that schoolgirl skirt. He leans in and says something indistinct. She laughs. A thought goes through Rich’s head. Hermione doesn’t end up with Harry. She ends up with Ron, the big, dumb redhead. Hermione fucks Ron, not Harry, and as he thinks it, he knows that’s also what Red Sox has said to his wife. But she’s not angry, and she’s not embarrassed, and when she looks at Rich, she has a strange expression in her eyes, as if she’s not seeing him, but rather looking through him, as if he weren’t there.
Are you okay? Rich asks. I need to pee, Diane replies. She pushes between the two men, and now they are face to face, and Red Sox has scowling eyes and a thin, cold smile. He turns and follows after Diane before Rich can react, and when he does react, he’s stopped cold by a palm to the chest as the rest of Red Sox’s group closes in around him. They’re not assaulting him, but just getting in his way, jokey, teasing, not enough to warrant intervention by the barkeep or anyone else, but delaying him all the same, until neither Diane nor Red Sox are still in sight. Finally Rich breaks through, slipping past the last set of arms, the last grasping hands on his Hogwarts robe.
They’ve headed towards the back, and Rich follows. Into a hallway and toward the restrooms. The men’s room door is not quite closed. Gusts of wind make it creak open and shut, the gap filling with a sickly yellow light each time. Rich approaches and cautiously pushes the door open. She’s on the filthy sink. Her robe is torn open, now little more than a cape. Her sweater is bunched around her neck, her white blouse and bra in shreds, though her Gryffindor tie remains in place, dangling between her heavy breasts. Her skirt is wedged up, white school girl panties pulled to the side as Red Sock slides his long, thick cock into her obviously wet hole. She looks over and notices Rich, and once she does, she moans orgasmically. Oh yeah, fuck me hard with your big cock. The man looks back over his shoulder at Rich, smirks, and then thrusts in harder still. She squeals in passion. He mauls her breasts. She wraps her legs around his waist. Rich is dizzy. He hears a woman’s voice. A familiar voice that triggers such longing and regret that he can barely stand it. This is what you wanted. As that fat, pale cock plunges into his wife again and again and again.
“Mr. Usher?”
Rich jolted upright, the painting finally releasing its grip on him. But the memory remained behind, haunting, burning. Or what was it?
Somehow they’d gotten home from Salem and ended up in bed. A complete blackout from the moment Red Sox had emptied his balls in his Diane’s willing pussy. Except, that couldn’t be right. It was a dream… a nightmare… or was it? They didn’t discuss it; she didn’t mention it, and he lacked the courage to raise it himself. She seemed no worse for the wear, and acted as if nothing had happened. Indeed, if Rich hadn’t found her blouse in the wash, two buttons torn off the front… but what did that mean? What did that prove? It might have just happened as she struggled to get him home… as she must have. Or had she? Because none of it made sense. And that voice…. that had to be an illusion. Had to be. There was no other choice.
“Mr. Usher?” Sarah’s voice now tinged with a certain urgency.
He turned and forced a smile. “I’m sorry. Just lost in thought. Very powerful painting.”
Sarah smiled in return. “My mother painted it. The Warren women have been artists for generations, though it seems to have skipped a generation in my case.”
“Is all the artwork in the house your family’s?”
She nodded. “Yes, and as you can see, even in a family of artists, there is a lot of variation.”
“What are you two talking about?” Diane asked.
“These paintings,” I replied.
Diane eyed them evenly. They didn’t seem to affect her the way they had affected Rich. She changed the subject. “I love the clawfoot tub.”
Sarah laughed. “You better. That thing weighs a ton. Not sure how they got it up there, but I know it is never moving again.” She paused. “Would you like a drink?”
Rich nodded. A little alcohol would do nicely to dull his anxiety.
“Champagne?” Sarah offer.
“Yes,” Rich answered, “but I need to freshen up first.”
“I’ll save you some if you hurry,” Diane said with a grin.
Rich smiled awkwardly. It wasn’t like Diane to joke about finishing off a bottle of by herself. And it didn’t help his mental state to see her in a blue dress he’d never seen before. It was tight around her ass, and cut to show off generous cleavage. Yes, they were here for a romantic weekend, but his wife was dressed to go out clubbing, not to enjoy rustic gourmet in front of a roaring fire.
He shook his head to ward off the paranoid thoughts. Although, without paranoid thoughts they wouldn’t be out here, in the middle of nowhere, in a big empty house, with only an elderly woman to keep them company.
He went up the stairs. The paintings were maddening. All those faces, joyless and accusatory, those piercing eyes that followed him as he moved. He could feel them on him even when he determinedly kept his gaze straight ahead, focusing just on steps, carpet, and door. He ducked into the bathroom and splashed water on his face. His visage in the mirror looked wan, with sunken eyeballs, haunted. Another splash of water.
“It’s just your imagination,” he mumbled to himself. “Your sick, stupid imagination.”
He shut off the water, the faucet squealing in protest, the squeal covering up that taunting, familiar laugh.
“It’s just your—”
This time the laugh didn’t hide in the ambient noise. Rich shuddered. Even still, it had to be in his head. Had to be.
He’d packed a pair of khakis and had a tight, v-neck, charcoal grey tee shirt that he knew Diana liked. He hoped she wouldn’t be too disappointed.
As he approached the sitting room, he could hear music. Classical, modern, definitely 20th Century, though the sound was so peculiar as to be unsettling, scratchy, uneven, rough. He found Diane sipping on her champagne beside an antique gramophone on which sat an equally antique record.
Diane smiled up at him and nodded toward a second flute of bubbly.
“Can you believe this thing still works?”
She was reading an album cover with the name, “Fall River Legend.”
“Um, creepy,” Rich noted.
Diane grinned. “It’s about a murder,” she said, her voice low, conspiratorial.
“Yeah?”
“Lizzie Borden. Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.”
Rich felt shivers up his spine. “I….” He forced a smile.
She laughed. “Thought it would be a good Halloween choice,” Diane laughed. “Are you okay?”
Rich gulped his champagne and tried to swallow with it his rising panic.
“You know I love you,” he said.
Diane looked at him quizzically. “Of course. And I love you too. Which is why I’ve accompanied you to a creepy old house in the middle of nowhere in a rainstorm.”
From the other room, a bell chimed. Hidden between the rings was the voice yet again. She’d do anything for you.
“Your table is ready,” Sarah called from the dining room.
Rich was rooted to the floor. Diane tapped his shoulder. “I’m just teasing, you know. I like being just with you.”
He nodded and swallowed another gulp of champagne and let his wife lead him into the other room. Sarah had set a gorgeous table in front of the roaring fire. White, lace tablecloth and fine bone china. Ornate, heavy silver, and sparkling crystal stemware. The centerpiece of the table was a spectacular silver candelabra, holding a half dozen pearl white tapers of various sizes.
“Oooh,” Diana sighed. “Magical.”
Sarah smiled at her reaction.
“Hopefully you’ll feel the same about the food,” she replied.
The meal was spectacular. Winter greens followed by celery soup. Artisanal goose pate paired with homemade bread right out of the over. Duck confit with orzo and toasted barley. A specularly flaky raspberry tarte. All matched with rich, perfect wines, and concluded with an aged brandy, smokey and smooth.
“God that was amazing,” Diane gushed at the end.
“See, told you to trust me.”
He was feeling better now. The voice has not reappeared since the beginning of dinner and with the rain now falling steadily outside, Rich felt more confident that they were secluded and safe, away from any….
The candles had burned down, stalactites of wax dangling from the arms of the candleabra. Diane leaned forward to cup her brandy and as she did the flames reflected off her shiny, dark hair, turning it momentarily golden and shimmering. Rich gasped…
Alice in Wonderland. A blond wig and a bright blue dress. Diane is smiling and laughing as she hands out the Halloween candy. After the night in Salem, Rich is pleased to be at home this year, watching his lovely wife engage with the young “trick or treaters.” She reassures the little ones dressed as dogs and pirates and ninjas, gushes over the princesses, and pretends to be scared of the tweens with their ghost masks, ghastly, fake, bloody weapons and skeleton costumes. The crowd has slowed. The candy dish is almost empty. It is almost time to turn out the lights and retire for the evening before the rowdy teens show up with their eggs and toilet paper.
Rich is back in the kitchen when the doorbell rings again. He hears the door open, and trick or treat in a loud, male voice. Diane giggles. She sounds a bit tipsy and very flirty as she says, And who are you two supposed to be? The first voice answers, your wildest dream. A second male voice adds, your favorite nightmare. Rich walks toward the front door. In the foyer stand two young men. Tall, strapping, college kids by the looks of them. One, Dream, the blond, is dressed in a white robe and cloth belt, but what really stands out is that he is festooned in sex toys. Dildos hang from his belt like swords. He has a set of cock rings on a chain around his neck. In his hand, he wields a Rabbit vibrator. The other, Nightmare, dark and handsome, is in black leather, a whip in one hand, handcuffs in the other.
Diane steps back and the young men enter the house and closes the door behind them. So which do you want? asks the Dream. Trick or treat?, prompts Nightmare. Diane doesn’t hesitate. Her voice is throaty. Any trick from you is bound to be a treat, she coos. Rich shouts a warning and moves rapidly toward his wife… except, he doesn’t do either. He catches a glimpse of himself in a mirror, silent and still. Then the voice. The woman’s voice. Taunting and amusing. Nah uh, sweetie, you just watch. That’s what you’re best at. Rich shakes and howls in rage… except, he doesn’t.
The two men advance on Diane. She holds her ground, eyeing them through her lashes, nostril flared with excitement. They walk her backward and pin her against the wall. Nightmare wraps his whip around her neck and tears open her dress, shredding her bra. He grips one of her erect nipples and squeezes it until she whimpers, as Dream leans forward and tenderly suckles the other into his mouth. She gasps in passion. They continue to strip her, each staying in character. Nightmare is rough. He bends her over and begins to saw his fat prick into her mouth. Dream kneels behind, gently drawing down her panties and slowly rubbing the buzzing vibrator over her mound. Nightmare yanks on her hair and slaps her face with his prick. Dream licks her asshole as he slides a dildo into her sopping cunt. When she comes, they switch sides. Nightmare pounds her pussy, spanks her ass, plunges his thumb into her rectum. Dream caresses her face and runs his fingers through her hair as she eagerly slurps on his engorged cock.
“Rich? Rich!”
He looked up.
“Are you okay?” Diane asked, with a worried expression.
His mouth was dry, words seemingly impossible.
“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” she said.
That laugh. That maddening laugh. Then: If only she knew, right honey?
Rich swallowed back the bile that rose in the back of his throat. “I’m okay. Just suddenly a little tired.”
“Not too tired, I hope,” Diane said with a saucy smile.
He’d promised a romantic weekend. So there was nothing odd about her suggestion. And yet… there was something about her tone that set Rich on edge. He smiled. It felt forced, but she didn’t seem to notice.
“Shall we retire upstairs?” she asked.
Rich rose and took his wife by the hand. It was just the two of them and old Mrs. Warren in the house. No drunken louts around. No costumed frat boys trying out their pickup routine on a random neighbor. Just the two of them. He squeezed her hand. As long as he never let go….
Diane led her husband up the stairs. There was something about this old house…. Or maybe it was the spectacular dinner. Or maybe just being away from it all in the country, but Diane was having what felt like very naughty thoughts about her husband. She could feel her stomach tingling, the warmth between her legs.
They entered the bedroom and Diane turned suddenly, pressing Rich back against the door. He wrapped his arms around her to keep from falling. She kissed him harder, her large breasts mashing against his chest.
Rich wondered if she’d shared the vision. And whether it had gotten her all worked up. But how could she? It was all just a fancy... a dream… a nightmare. Like the night in Salem. Except that the next morning, just before going out to spray the shaving cream off his car, he’d noticed them in the corner by the door. A pair of handcuffs. Metal, but light. A kid’s toy. But where had they come from?
Diane lifted up Rich’s shirt. She pinched one nipple as she sucked on the other. He shuddered both from the sensation and the memory it recalled. Her other hand was rubbing the front of his pants, cupping his erection. She dropped her knees. Looking up at him, she slowly, deliberately, freed her big tits from the dress, holding them up, offering them to him as she tweaked her nipples until they seemed ready to burst.
She was so rarely like this, but it was so captivating that Rich choked back his ambivalence. And when Diane unzipped his pants and eagerly swallowed his hard prick into her mouth, Rich moaned softly and ran his fingers through her long thick hair, just as Dream had done. Her mouth was so warm and soft, her tongue playfully tickling his shaft. She began bobbing up and down, faster and faster, kneading his balls.
“Oh God,” he moaned.
She hummed her own excitement, swallowing him to the root, her hands squeezing his firm ass. She normally didn’t like him to finish in her mouth, but tonight she wanted to taste him. When he began to spurt, she didn’t withdraw. Instead, she held him tight, feeling his hot, salty, slimy jism coat her tongue and slide down her throat.
“I’m sorry,” he said.
Her smile told him he didn’t need to apologize. She rose and he leaned in to kiss her. He could taste the remains of himself on her tongue. She seemed to realize it too, and it inflamed her further. He eased her dress off completely, and then with her clad only in sheer panties, he pulled her over to the bed.
She hopped onto the soft mattress and sank into the thick down comforter. Rich peered down between his wife’s legs and could see her panties shining with her own juices. He peeled them off, inhaling the musky odor of Diane’s excitement. Her trimmed muff was soaked as he mouthed her swollen sex. She hissed in excitement, clutching at his head. He wanted to return the favor she’d done him, but she couldn’t wait. She clawed at his back, pulling him up between her legs. She took his still-recovering cock in a surprisingly firm, experienced grip and stroked him urgently. Once he was stiff, she guided him to her steaming hole, and by her eagerness encouraged him to enter her hard.
She gasped as he filled her, her hips lifting off the bed to meet his thrust. She craned her neck upward, kissing him passionately as she began to fuck his wife with hard, firm strokes. She came suddenly, but that only seemed to get her hotter as she gasped in his ear, licked his ear lobes, and wrapped her legs around his waist.
As he watched her walk to the bathroom naked, the voice returned. That should be enough to satisfy anyone.
He placed his palms over his ears. He just wanted to make it all stop.
After, when Diane had cleaned up and returned to bed in her virginal, white nightgown, Rich had trouble believing how passionate his wife had been. It wasn’t that he didn’t like it. He did. But the only time he’d seen her like that before was in his imagination. He spooned her and felt her slowly relax, her breathing slowing, her body softening, until he felt her drift off into slumber.
Rich awoke with a start. Something was wrong. He reached over. Diane was gone. There was a laugh, a woman’s laugh, carried on the wind that was blowing through the house.
Rich jumped to his feet. He went down the hallway and peered over the balustrade downstairs. The front door was open. A warm, damp breeze blowing in from outside. In boxers and his tee shirt, Rich went out onto the porch. It was raining. The grey clouds illuminating the night with a thin, sickly glow. He looked out onto the grass beyond the porch, and saw footprints in the wet lawn, leading away, toward the fence line. Diane. Without thinking, he started after her.
He reached the fence and saw the trail of matted grass cutting through a wide field, through swales, and rising up toward a wooded hillock. Through the trees Rich could see the yellow glow of an illuminated window, a house, or perhaps a cottage, a shack. He broke into a sprint, that redoubled the strain on his already pounding heart.
The woman’s voice. A laugh. Run, run, you don’t want to miss a thing.
“Please Angela, don’t,” he groaned through his gasps.
You remember my name. What else do you remember?
He remembered everything. How they first met at Jack’s party. The way they talked through the night until the sun came up. How beautiful she looked at their wedding, with her long, blond hair, and pale blue eyes, and a dress that seemed out of a fairy tale. The way they made love, Angela always so eager to please, so giving, willing to try just about anything. It should have been enough, but it wasn’t. The fantasy returned. He’d always had it. Of his girl with another man. Or another man taking her. In the rush of courting Angela it has faded, but slowly, slowly, it had grown, until after a couple of years of marriage he’d mentioned it. First as a joke; deniable, safe. They worked it into their lovemaking, asking her to pretend he was another man, then to tease him with stories about what she’d done behind his back. But it was a drug, and he always wanted more. And Angela, always so accommodating.
Then finally that Halloween. Months of working up to it. She was willing to try it with the safety of a costume to hide behind. The party at the harbor. Angela dressed as a slutty nurse and standing alone by the bar. How long did it take for a man to approach? You could clock it in milliseconds. Tall guy, Batman, buff. Rich, in his cowboy outfit, adjusting his chaps to disguise his raging hardon as he watched Batman’s hand on her shoulder, the way she smiled at him, laughing flirtatiously.
Rich remembered the moment when the man nodded toward a darkened corner of the room. Angela’s frightened, but excited glance back at her husband as she sought permission or maybe encouragement. Rich nodded curtly. He hoped it came off as confident, but he was jittery inside. She passed along the nod to Batman, who directed her away from the bar. By the time Rich cut through the crowd to find them, they were kissing, hard. He was cupping the back of her head, his other hand gently massaging her pert breasts. But the real killer was seeing her hand on his shoulder, sliding back and forth in time with their kisses.
Rich watched as Batman’s hand slowly slid down his wife’s body, breasts, then tummy, and then disappearing beneath the short skirt of her nurse’s outfit. Watching his wife first tense and then seem to melt, her lips parted as she moaned. They weren’t kissing anymore, just staring at each other, fiery, hungry. He imagined Batman pulling aside the fabric of her sheer panties, one finger, then two, pressing up into his wife’s tight, wet pussy. He couldn’t tell for sure, but he suspected she was stroking his cock as well, probably imagining how good that piece of strange meat would feel inside her. He wondered if they were going to fuck right there in the bar. The idea twisted him up inside. Despite all the talk, was Angela really such a slut that she’s fuck a complete stranger? Such a whore that she’d let herself get screwed in a bar? But he knew he wanted it. More than anything else ever. He wanted to see Batman spin his wife around, bend her over, and shove his hopefully huge prick into her hot, shaved snatch.
She glanced over at him again. This time she gestured toward the exit. He understood. Not here. Back home. As they’d planned. In the living room, him watching from the darkened kitchen. It took an amazing amount of effort to force himself to leave first, so that he could be positioned in his car to follow them home. Waiting outside, it felt like an eternity, but was only a few minutes until they appeared. He watched his wife walk a little shakily to Batman’s car, and he knew her knees were weak from excitement and anticipation. They climbed into a Lexus. Rich followed, Angela periodically looking back to make sure he was there.
Then at a stoplight. She glanced back to see Rich right behind, a perfect view. He watched her shift in her seat, and then with exquisite slowness dip her head down into Batman’s lap. Rich nearly exploded. Though he wasn’t there, he felt like he could see it all. His wife’s angelic face approaching Batman’s cock. Her mouth opening wide. A stranger’s fat prick disappearing past his wife’s lips. Her tongue swirling his glans. Her hand cupping his balls.
The light changed and the Lexus surged forward. Rich was slow to follow, which was why he had such a good view. A truck bearing down from the left, heedless of the red light in its path. A second that seemed endless, and then the suddenly, violent, sickening crash.
“I remember it all,” Rich gasped.
Guilt. So much guilt. If not for his fantasy, she wouldn’t have been in that car. If she wasn’t in that car, she’d still be alive today.
“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry,” he pleaded pathetically. “But please don’t do this to Diane.”
I’m just giving you what you want. I’ve always given you what you want, haven’t I?
“I don’t want this.”
Rich approached the house, a log cabin. He was drawn immediately to the window. Inside was a compact space. A cloth-covered couch, a rough-hewn wooden table in the corner, a roaring fire in the hearth. A bear of a man, with wild hair, a plaid shirt and jeans stood motionless with his back to the flames. Rich followed his gaze, which alighted onto Diane. She was barefoot, her sopping wet nightgown transparent and clinging to all of her luscious curves. She looked wild, strands of wet hair plastered to her face, a feral look in her eyes. She might have appeared threatening had she not be running her hands sensuously over her body, circling and emphasizing her full breasts, hard nipples, flat belly, and the tempting V of her trimmed bush.
Rich remembered the name Dougy, the next door farmer with the aggressive breeding bull. The man’s curiosity quickly turned to hunger. Dougy crossed the small room to Diane. He seemed surprised when she didn’t recoil. She looked up at him a confident, saucy smile that inflamed him further. He reached out and tore off her nightgown, the fabric no match for his powerful hands. She gasped but didn’t back down. He put his hands on her shoulders and she dropped to her knees.
That broke the spell for Rich. He pounded the window with his palms. He screamed out for them to stop. But they didn’t even seem to notice. Diane reached out and unzipped the man’s pants. He assisted her in fishing out a thick club of a cock. Without hesitation, she leaned forward and swallowed him deep into her mouth. Rich screamed again, but as before, no sound escaped his mouth, his hands remains stubbornly at his sides.
“Please Angela, please,” he muttered, his voice a barely audible whisper.
She seemed to hear him clearly. What’s the matter? Is it only my mouth, my pussy that you want to see used by another man?
He wanted to argue, but he knew it was hopeless. Angela would never forgive him. Not now, and not ever. And, in truth, he knew he didn’t deserve to be forgiven. It had been his fantasy that had gotten her…. He couldn’t even finish the through.
Through the window, he watched his young wife, so beautiful, so innocent, sucking on the rancher’s oversized prick. It wasn’t really Diane. He knew that. He could tell from her masterful technique—so eager, so enthusiastic. Both hands in on the action. Sucking his balls. Staring up at him as she accepted the thick shaft into her throat. Rearing up to engulf his cock between her heavy breasts. The way she gripped his muscular ass as she working the head of his prick.
You love it, Angela taunted.
“No,” Rich muttered helplessly. But he could feel his cock tenting his boxers.
Angela reading his mind laughed her cruel, distant laugh.
Dougy peeled off his shirt, exposing his hairy, muscular torso. His cock still in her mouth, Diane reached up and pinched his nipples. With her arms extended above her head, her back arched, tits dangling, and her lips stretched around his prick she was a picture of submissiveness.
The man seized a handful of her hair. He barked an order, and Diane gave a quick nod. Slowly she let his long, wet shaft slip from her mouth. She dropped down on her hands and knees, proffering her ass to him, adjusting her body so that she was looking straight at her husband through the window. For a brief moment, Rich hoped that the sight of him would break the spell, shatter Angela’s demonic hold on his wife, maybe even free him from his paralysis. Their eyes locked, but she didn’t react, and he knew there was nothing he could do to stop it.
The rancher positioned himself behind Diane. He spit in his palm and reached down between her legs to crudely coat her snatch with saliva. He positioned his cock. Diane’s eyes widened with excitement. He grabbed her hips, and now Diane gave her husband a wicked smile. With a rough thrust Dougy buried his huge cock inside Rich’s wife, taking her pussy as his own. Diane jolted, her eyes rolling back into her head, and then she again stared into Rich’s eyes as this dirty, hairy stranger used her body hard.
She began moaning loud and louder. Even through the thick glass, Rich could hear his wife’s moans, the sound of flesh on flesh. It seared into his mind. The way his hard thrusts seemed to propagate through her body. Her swaying breasts.
Rich awoke out of a deep slumber. Diane was beside him. He peered beneath the covers. She was nude, but her body seemed unblemished. No evidence of a run through the rain or rough sex with a stranger. It was all a dream. A nightmare. His own mind punishing him for what had happened with Angela.
He rose and went to the bathroom to splash water on his face. As he looked into his eyes, he noticed it. Hanging from the bathroom door. A plaid, flannel shirt. Extra large. And as he shut off the water, he heard it again. A woman’s laugh. High and cruel.
See you next year.
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The Agent and the Flight Attendant
Kenny Wright



Nathan wanted to make things right. He’d been traveling for work way too much lately and knew how frustrating it was for Jill—especially now that she was home with the two kids and she had to put them to bed alone so often and little Samantha wasn’t sleeping well and…
It was a lot. In many ways, her job at home was a harder one than his. By magnitudes. So a night off without the kids was a big deal. He had already already missed Halloween the day before. It made missing their night out even worse. He got it. But it was also frustrating. He hadn’t asked to be sent to Tulsa over the weekend. He had told his boss that it was Halloween. Like always, though, the man had been unmoved. Nathan needed to find a new job, but for now, this was the one he had, and quitting without lining up a new one wasn’t responsible. Not with the two kids to support. The mortgage. The car payments.
“This is you, I believe,” the driver said.
Nathan rose out of his guilt and frustration to see that he’d arrived at his destination: a house that he didn’t recognize tucked into the suburbs of the city. Costumed people were packed onto the wide porch, the party in full swing.
“Thanks for the ride,” he told the driver, handing him a twenty.
The driver took it, glanced at the house, teeming with people, then back to Nathan in his black suit and narrow tie. “So who are you supposed to be?”
Nathan slid his mirrored sunglasses over his eyes. “Agent Smith,” Nathan answered.
The driver blinked, not following.
“From The Matrix?” Nathan prompted.
The man shook his head.
“Computer-generated enforcer of the Matrix? ‘Do you hear that, Mr. Anderson? That is the sound of inevitability.’” He delivered the lines with tight, clipped precision.
“Never saw it, man.”
Nathan shrugged and got out, wearing the stony grimness of Agent Smith, Hugo Weaving’s villainous character from The Matrix. He stood on the curb, adjusted his tie, and cracked his neck like Neo was in there, ready to do battle.
It wasn’t the most original of costumes—the black suit and tie more reminiscent of a funeral home director than anything else. But Nathan did share the sharp features and high cheekbones of Weaving/Agent Smith. He had the same high forehead and receding hairline. He hoped the sunglasses—purchased last minute at the airport—would be enough to complete the look.
Not that a funeral home director wasn’t inappropriate for a Halloween party at all. But more importantly, he’d made it here in the first place.
Nathan scanned the front porch for Jill, but with his sunglasses on and the sheer number of people hanging out, he couldn’t find her.
In scanning, he realized another thing—he didn’t know any of these people. Not one familiar face was in the crowd. This party was being thrown by the boyfriend of a woman Jill did CrossFit with, and he didn’t even remember her name. Sara, or Michelle, or something. Most of the party people were also younger than him, it seemed, late twenties to early thirties. At thirty-six, Nathan felt old.
“Hey hey, who are you supposed to be?” a pretty, young blonde said as he approached the house. She was dressed like a slutty Alice in Wonderland, her hair in pigtails, her blue dress low-cut and short.
Nathan was so busy trying not to look into her cleavage that he failed to process her question. “Uh, Nathan.”
“Nice to meet you, Uh Nathan, come on in! Drinks are on the back porch, and you, sir, look like you need one.”
He did as she suggested, cutting through the thick throng of strangers on the main floor—with its vaulted ceilings that echoed with conversation and loud hip hop—and out into the back. A shirtless man dressed as the Hulk was manning the keg. The green body paint was fake, but the muscles were intimidatingly real.
“Agent Smith. Cool costume, bro!” the Hulk said.
“Thanks.”
“Beer?” The man began pumping beer into a solo cup before Nathan could respond. “You enjoying yourself?”
“Only just got here,” Nathan said.
“Cool. Then here you go, my man.” He handed Nathan the cup. “I’m Frank, by the way. I don’t think we’ve met.”
“Nathan.”
“Nice to meet you, man. Welcome to my home!”
It was a testament to how overwhelmed Nathan was feeling that he didn’t immediately pick up on the fact that Frank the Hulk was the host. It wasn’t until a curvy brunette in a sexy, Fifties-style dress—carrying a cookie tray laden with Jello shooters—sidled up to them and said, “Nice turn-out. I recognize, like, half of these people.”
“Told you I was going to mix it up with new blood,” Frank said. “This is Nathan...or should I say, Agent Smith.”
The brunette gave him a once-over, and Nathan took it as permission to do the same—albeit safely behind his shades. She had full breasts that created a deep, cavernous well of cleavage, emphasized even more by the trampy June Cleaver dress. When he arrived back at her eyes, he saw the knowing twinkle in her eyes. Go ahead and look, it said. She was even blushing, which made her cuteness even sexier.
“Nice to meet you, Agent Smith. Trinity here with you?” the brunette said.
“Uh… I haven’t seen a Trinity.” It was only after the words were out that he realized that she was asking if he was with someone.
She laughed. “Take a Jello shooter, Agent. It’ll help you relax.”
Unsure of what to do, he took one. She smiled one last time at him, shook her head playfully, and strolled away.
Frank said, “Don’t get any ideas with that one. Married, and she’s only flirty, I suspect, because she’s had one too many of her own shooters.”
“Right. I wasn’t... I mean, I’m not…”
“Plenty of others around though, looking for a good time. That’s what these parties are all about.” He clapped Nathan on the shoulder. “Now I’m going inside. I’m not wearing a shirt and it’s cold as fuck out here.”
What these parties are all about? These parties? What did that even mean?
He looked over at a woman dressed, incredibly, as a sexy clown fish—short skirt, striped thigh-high stockings, tight tube top—reclined on the railing of the deck as guy after guy lined up to hit on her. His heart picked up a notch as his mind started down a darker, seedier path than what Frank probably meant. He craned his head up, taking in the full height of the house. It looked like there were at least three bedrooms up there, all windows dark. But were they all empty?
For one, brief, heart-palpitating moment, he imagined Jill up there in one of those rooms, in the arms of another man, their lips devouring one another.
Nathan blinked, tore his eyes away from those empty windows, and downed half of his beer. He made sure to refill it before heading inside.
Inside, it was like a filter had been removed from his eyes. He had not paid much attention on his way to the deck, but now that he was, he saw a scene charged with sexuality. The costumes were, mostly, on the suggestive side. All seemed to be taking advantage of the fact this was an adults only party. his sunglasses let his eyes roam—ostensibly to look for Jill—and he realized that nearly everyone here was flirting, if not outright hooking up.
A brunette wearing a baggy, white jumpsuit was reclining on one of those sofas as a man painted something across her breasts, right onto her clothing. In front of them, couples were bumping and grinding to the blaring hip hop. He spotted the curvy housewife, who had ditched her tray of shooters and was busy talking with another man as she curled her finger playfully through a strand of her dark hair. Nathan got the feeling that he wasn’t her husband.
Somewhere, in the midst of all of this, was his wife. The thought touched down like a lightning bolt. His teeth chattered at the illicit excitement that sizzled through him.
He searched for her, scanning the crowd, looking for costumes that he figured Jill would wear—the witch with the long, black robes; the business executive with her hair tied up in a severe bun; the female Ghostbuster. He looked for her orange-red hair, her freckled complexion, her cute smile. A couple times, he thought he found her, only for the woman to turn and the illusion to shatter. Every time, though, he surged with the dangerous energy that came with the thought of catching her up to no good.
Nathan hadn’t texted, and if he was honest with himself—which he was able to do after two drinks—it was because he wanted to catch her up to no good, had the forbidden fantasy that it could happen. He’d had this fantasy of watching Jill with another man for longer than they’d been married. He didn’t know where it came from, but ever since they started dating, it had been there, lurking in the shadows. Not that Jill ever gave him cause to worry she would stray—or hope that it could happen. She was a sweet girl, cute rather than hot, the kind you proudly brought home to your parents. The kind who didn’t keep secrets.
As he went back out to the porch for a refill, it occurred to him that maybe she wasn’t here at all. Or that she’d come and left. As much as he loved the idea of his wife getting caught up in this crowd of attractive, young partygoers—specifically of the male variety—she’d probably felt as out of place as he did.
When he spotted the redhead in the retro-era stewardess dress—orange with a wide, vertical, white stripe down the center, short and and tight and...so short—he just assumed it was another woman who kind of looked like Jill, but was in fact one of Frank the Hulk’s friends. She wore white go-go boots that showed off her shapely legs, white gloves and an orange handkerchief around her dainty neck, and a matching hat atop her red hair, which fell in loose, suggestive coils.
She was hot, and a quick glance around the room showed that Nathan wasn’t the only one who thought so.
She was standing on the edge of a group of people he didn’t recognize, listening in on the conversation, when she half turned, lifted a hand to her face, and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.
Exactly the way Jill did it.
And then the scene crystallized. She didn’t look like Jill. She was Jill. Incredibly, improbably, erotically, this bombshell of a babe was his normally cute, normally quiet wife.
“Fuck, dude, I need to get laid,” a guy said behind him.
Nathan’s body tightened. His ears felt like they’d caught on fire, although he wasn’t sure whether it was the statement or his wife’s costume or both. He turned, looking back at the guy—the pimp he’d spotted earlier, painting that chick’s breast on the couch.
The guy he was talking to laughed.
The pimp shook his head, eyes wide. “No, seriously, Todd. I’m suffering here, man.”
“Cassie got you all worked up?” Todd replied, the laugh lingering on his face. “John, you know you’re not getting anywhere with that one, right? She’s got Don. Besides, there are plenty of chicks here.”
John clenched his jaw, looking ready to argue. He shut his eyes, released a breath, and nodded. “Fine, you’re right.”
Todd patted the man’s back. “Buck up, Johnny boy. Bit ironic that on the year that Frank invites all these new people to the party—the fresh blood—you fixate on one of the old gang. And an engaged one at that.”
“I think that’s what makes her so tempting.”
“You’re an asshole,” Todd said. “What about that redhead over there. The flight attendant.”
John followed Todd’s gaze to Jill.
Todd continued. “I’ve been watching her. She’s here alone. Been floating from group to group. And, man, look at her.”
Nathan couldn’t believe this conversation was happening—right beside him! He did everything he could to control his breathing, even as his heart raced and he felt like he was tumbling down the side of a steep hill.
John said, “You sure you don’t mind? You’ve always had a thing for redheads.”
Todd’s laugh was on the nervous side now. “I would, but I’ve kind of got this thing going on with Brenda. Don’t want to fuck that up.”
“Suit yourself.” John straightened his pimp hat.
“But John…” The good natured Todd was back. “Let me know how it goes.”
John grinned. “Of course.”
As much as Nathan’s insides were blowing up, he’d barely moved. He couldn’t move. He was rooted to the spot, ears perked, face burning, his eyes wide behind his mirrored sunglasses. He took one quick breath as John brushed past him, sauntering up to Jill in her short, tight dress.
Did he let this happen? Did he dare? Or did he step in, intercept, announce that he’d made it to the party after all.
*
As disappointed as she was that Nathan wasn’t here, Jill had spent the first hour and a half thinking about her husband and how he would have enjoyed watching her flirt. She didn’t come to the party expecting to do anything more than have a couple drinks, hang out with her friend Sara, and go home to her book.
But then Sara had convinced her to wear this airline stewardess costume that she’d supposedly worn for Halloween a couple years ago—a costume that Jill never would have considered under normal circumstances. But the circumstances had been right. Nathan was traveling, the kids were down, and Sara just happened to show up with a bottle of wine when Jill was feeling lonely...and neglected.
Neglected. Ugh.
She hated thinking like that. Together with Nathan, they had a near-idyllic life. They had a nice, small split-level in a good neighborhood with great schools. They had smart and healthy children. They still loved one another dearly. But currently, right now, they just didn’t...connect in the bedroom. Not the way that they used to.
“So did you do it? Did you see my girl??” Sara asked once they’d gotten halfway through the first bottle of wine.
Jill’s face colored at the question. “I went, yeah.”
“And?”
Jill took a deep sip of her wine. “It hurt.”
Sara tossed her head back and laughed. When she recovered, she said, “So you did it.”
“I’m not sure what a bikini waxing will do for my marriage…”
“Nathan will love it. Trust me. You take it all off? Or leave a little evidence that you’re a real redhead.”
“Sara!”
“What? You are a real redhead, right?”
Jill wanted to be outraged, but she was suddenly seized by a fit of giggles. She raised her wine glass to her lips, stared into the deep mahogany, and glanced at her friend over the rim. “There’s no more evidence to prove I’m not.”
“Very naughty, Jill. I knew you had it in you.”
The two women shared a laugh. Jill said, “You really think it’ll…”
“Reignite things between you? Yes.”
Jill laughed sardonically. “After how much that hurt, it better. But…”
“But?” Sara prompted.
Jill sighed, feeling the conversation shift to a more serious one. “It’s just that, he’s never mentioned...this as a fantasy.”
“So what has he mentioned?”
Jill’s heart started to race, but she didn’t say what was directly on her mind. “We don’t really...talk about fantasies. He’s never mentioned any, not specifically.”
Sara was too smart not to read between the lines. “But you know something.”
Jill shook her head. “I don’t know anything. It’s just a suspicion.”
“Spit it out, Jill. You’re doing that thing again.”
“What thing?”
Sara rolled her eyes. “You’re so...indirect,” she said, imitating Jill’s hesitant cadence “I love it, and I love you, but sometimes, you need to just be straightforward. Honestly, it’s probably why you two don’t know what each other’s fantasies are. You don’t talk directly—”
“I think he wants to see me with another man.” Jill blurted out. She knew that Sara was baiting her, but it felt good to get it out anyway. As she watched Sara’s eyes grow wide, she wondered if she shouldn’t have said it, and quickly added, “I mean, he’s never said anything about it, so I could be totally wrong, but…” She forced herself to pause and take a deep breath. “But I don’t think I’m wrong.”
“Okay,” Sara said, at a loss for words for the first time in Jill’s memory. “So…this is good. We can work with this.”
Jill’s insides tightened. Now she really regretted her confession. She didn’t want to work with it, because that would mean—
“Sara, I don’t want to sleep with anyone else. I love Nathan. I don’t need anyone else, and even if I did, I’m pretty sure that introducing another man is a bad idea.”
“You don’t need to have sex with another man to push his buttons.” Sara’s eyes were darting around in that unfocused way she did when she silently worked through a plan. Jill didn’t like it, and was about to say so when Sara said, “You’re coming to this party with me. Halloween party.”
“I’ve got kids who have been excited to go trick-or-treating since summer ended. Not going to happen.”
Sara shook her head. “It’s the day after. Saturday. Adults only kind of party. I work with the girlfriend of this guy who throws these wild parties. It’s perfect.”
“I told you, Sara, I’m not going to sleep with anyone else.”
“Sure, but Nathan doesn’t need to know that.”
Jill opened her mouth to object, then closed it, thought, and said. “I’m not following.”
“He’s traveling, right?”
Jill sighed, that unfair frustration creeping back like a fever. “Yes.”
“So you go to this party with me, and we send him pictures of you flirting. That’s all. Then, when he gets back home…” Sara waggled her brows.
Jill suppressed the instinct to object. It wasn’t a terrible idea. The few times that Nathan had gotten really worked up in bed lately—what had given rise to her suspicions—was when she’d let it slip that she’d been hit on by another guy.. This little plan could help her confirm what she thought. But still, the good girl inside of her put up a last ditch resistance.
“I have nothing to wear to a party like that. I don’t even think I could do it.”
“Have a few drinks and smile a lot. You can do it. Don’t worry, I’ve got you covered on the costume.”
And that’s how Jill found herself at a Halloween party filled with attractive younger partygoers looking for a good time, wearing a ridiculous version of a flight attendant’s uniform, getting hit on by a man dressed as a pimp and feeling herself growing excited.
All she could think of was sharing a few pictures to make Nathan jealous—and hopefully excited. But as it slowly dawned on her that this pimp—John, who was incidentally really cute—was genuinely attracted to her, thoughts of her husband’s fantasy slowly receded into a lusty, alcoholic blur. This man, with his glowing smile and strong jaw, actually wanted to...to fuck her. It was scary, and exciting.
She nearly giggled at the crude thought. Her nipples stiffened. She lost the thread of what he was saying for a moment as she fought to refocus.
“...all your many flights, you ever join the mile high club?”
The question, the danger of things getting out of control, hit her like a freight train. She felt her knees weaken and her body begin to buzz. She wanted to swoon. But that wasn’t what she did. Instead, Jill remembered why she was doing this, and she thought about Sara and what her friend had said—be direct, be more straightforward. Smile. She pretended she was someone else, a single girl flirting with a hot guy.
She reached out and ran her hand along the wide lapel of John’s purple shirt. His chest felt like granite where her knuckles brushed it. “Many times. It’s one of the perks of the job. How about you, John? Ever sampled your girls?”
Jill couldn’t believe what she was doing. She couldn’t believe anything that she was saying. These were not words that she normally said aloud.
John grinned at the game they were playing. “One of the perks of my job,” he said. “You interested in joining my stable? A girl like you could fetch top dollar.”
“How flattering.” Jill forced the sarcasm, but her heart trembled.
John licked his lips, sensing that he was getting close. “You want to audition?”
“Maybe,” Jill said. She’d never do it, of course, but even pretending was thrilling. She pulled out her phone and pulled John next to her. “Take a selfie with me.”
John slid in beside her, his thousand-watt smile lighting up the photo. When she reviewed it, she had to admit that she looked good. Her cleavage spilled forward, her freckles and pale skin adding sex-appeal to the outfit, rather than relegating her to cute status, as normal. And John, at her side, was hot. If she was single…
Or if she was sure Nathan had this fantasy… No, that was crazy. Right?
John didn’t move away from her after the photo was taken. In fact, he turned and collected her in his arms. He was strong. Virile. This was so wrong, but she didn’t stop him.
“So I know the guy who owns this place. And I know that there are plenty of bedrooms upstairs…”
Jill’s breath caught. Now the danger was real. She didn’t want this. Did she? No, she didn’t. Right? Only...only that niggling, slippery feeling wasn’t...temptation, was it?
*
Nathan watched, frozen, as another man pulled his wife close and whispered into her ear. He watched as she took a sharp breath, held it, and stared up into the pimp’s eyes.
He wouldn’t have believed that this was happening if he hadn’t seen it himself, and even then, he found it hard to believe. He looked at his cup—empty—and wondered if it had been laced with some kind of hallucinogen.
When Nathan looked back toward his wife, she was gone. Panic seized him—not out of worry for what he fantasized would happen next, but that he missed the moment, that he missed watching this other man lead Jill out to his car.
He nearly turned around and went to the front door when he found them squeezed onto the dance floor, pressed tightly against one another. Jill’s hands were up, white-gloved and balled into fists as she held her elbows above her head. Through the shifting crowd, Nathan saw John held her close, one hand resting on her hip, the other tracing up the side of her ribs. Her eyes were shut as she lost herself to the music, but John was focused on the view down her dress.
Seeing that, Nathan felt feverish—that was the right word. He wasn’t quite sick to his stomach. He didn’t feel nauseous, like he read sometimes happens in these situations. He didn’t even feel all that jealous—though there was a bit of that mixed in, like the metallic aftertaste of a generic soda. Mostly, he felt like he’d stepped into a waking dream, and at any moment, he’d leave it.
He watched the man’s hand walk up Jill’s freckled arm, watched their fingers entwine above their heads. Her eyes opened, seeing him for the first time through her long and uncharacteristically darkened lashes.
Nathan’s throat went dry. His heart stuttered, like he couldn’t decide whether to stop watching, or race forward.
He wanted something to happen. It was a startling admission. He knew there were problems with that thinking, and the consequences were large. In the moment, with a bead of sweat running down his back and his heart in his throat, he didn’t care. He needed something to happen, for this man to make a play, and for Jill to acquiesce. For the two of them to find somewhere private and tear their clothes off.
The guy leaned in again, whispered something that looked like a question—again—and this time, Jill nodded—enthusiastically. The walls around Nathan tightened. The man slid his hand into Jill’s and pulled her toward the backdoors. Nathan, unable to stop himself, followed behind like a tethered balloon.
He tried picturing the backyard, and whether there were any places to hide. It was small, he remembered, occupied mostly by the crowded deck, but perhaps the crowd out there had thinned. Was there a shed? Were there bushes in the corners? What about around the side of the house?
Nathan was so busy thinking about where they could hide and fool around that he blundered right out onto the deck without thinking, only to find that Jill and John were the only others out here anymore.
And they were currently wrapped in one another’s arms, making out like teenagers.
Nathan was caught so off-guard that he failed to stop the door from slamming shut behind him. Not that it disrupted his wife and this strange man. She was leaning against the railing, one hand bracing herself there, the other creeping up under John’s pimp hat to clutch the back of his head. John had one hand on her side, the other unmistakably squeezing her left breast.
Nathan could almost pretend they were just some random couple—drunk and hooking up. He’d seen a few inside already, on the sofas, and could only imagine what was going on upstairs. But this wasn’t a random couple, this was his wife, Jill, kissing another man.
It took about fifteen seconds to process the scene, slow, but it felt slower. Impossibly slow. He didn’t know what to do. The possessive side of him—and probably the rational one—wanted to confront them. The one with the fantasy wanted to stay and watch, or at least sneak away and watch from the upstairs window.
The couple separated before he could make up his mind. Jill looked over John’s shoulder, her hazel eyes clear and playful. “Well, hello there.”
She didn’t seem surprised to see him. Or ashamed. She didn’t leap out of John’s arms, or push him away, or immediately blurt out, This isn’t what it looks like. Any of those things would have been reasonable. Instead, she shot him a smile that immediately tweaked him down between his legs.
“Looking for the keg?” she said with a wink. “Don’t mind us.”
As if to punctuate this comment, John ducked down and kissed Jill’s neck, drawing a giggle from her.
Nathan felt… He didn’t know what he felt. Humiliated was a close enough word for it—it would explain the heat in his face and his desire to shy away. But he didn’t see any cruelty in Jill’s eyes. She wasn’t doing this to spite him, or to get back at him for missing this party.
Judging by the way she raised her brows ever so slightly, as if to ask, well? or should I stop? this almost felt like a test.
It was crazy thinking, of course. This could have been a dream, and if he woke up in a hotel room right about now, he wouldn’t have been surprised. But then she took her hand off of John’s back and motioned for him to come closer.
Adrenaline spiked through his blood. He took a lumbering step forward, and when he did, she smiled. She said, “You like to watch, don’t you, Agent?”
Nathan felt his lips turn up in a smile like he wasn’t controlling his body. When he spoke, it was like listening to someone else. “I’m just looking for the keg.”
John pulled away from Jill, shooting an annoyed look back at Nathan. “It’s right there, man.”
Jill whispered something into his ear, and John looked surprise. He said, “Really?”
Jill bit her lip and nodded. “Uh, huh.”
John licked his lips, the irritation replaced with eagerness. He looked at Nathan. “This one is wild.”
Nathan traced his wife’s body, encased in her sexy, yet uncharacteristic uniform, right on up to her springy, red curls. “She looks wild.”
“She wants you to watch us, if you’re game.”
Jill’s pale cheeks went bright red. Her lashes fluttered. When she spoke, her voice was low and unfamiliar. “Are you game?”
The question hung in the air. Nathan knew the enormity of what was being asked. This was the moment that everything changed. And, of course, there was only one answer he’d be able to give.
“I’m game.”
Jill’s breath caught. She mouthed, You sure?
Nathan nodded.
John, missing the exchange completely, just shook his head. “I’d say this is the craziest thing that I’ve done, but I’ve done a ton of crazy shit. Pimp’s life, right?” He took Jill’s hand and led her back into the house. “Come on, let’s see if any rooms are free upstairs.”
Gone was the giggly, playful Jill. She practically trembled as she passed by Nathan. Her hand felt clammy when she slipped it into his, and when their eyes met, he saw the excitement beneath her terror. She mouthed, I love you.
He returned it.
And off they went.
*
This was crazy. This was insane. This wasn’t supposed to be where the night would lead. She figured she’d flirt some, dance a little, and have some fun before going home and falling into a slightly drunken sleep. With the kids at her parents, it was a rare thing for her to be able to sleep in. That’s what she had most been looking forward to.
But then she saw Nathan across the room, watching her flirt with another man, and all of her plans changed. Her conversation with Sara came back, her theories and suspicions about his fantasies tangling with the alcohol and the arousal of the evening. Impulsively, she decided to test her husband and led John outside.
When he started kissing her, she’d intended to stop him. But it felt good and, she reasoned, what better way to test her theory about Nathan?
Only now, she was headed upstairs to… To what? To fuck another man? While her husband watched? This was insane, and crazy, and wrong, and dangerous, and…
“You’re so sexy,” John said, pulling her close and kissing her deeply.
They’d found a room—the master bedroom, judging by the size of it—and John had wasted no time pulling her close and getting things started. For a second, she got lost in the sensation of John’s strange tongue in her mouth and how hard his body felt against hers.
The sound of the door clicking shut pulled her out of it. She looked over her shoulder, where Nathan was standing, his face hungry. She would have laughed if she wasn’t so turned on.
John grabbed a handful of her ass and squeezed. She felt his cock against her stomach, hard and thick. That couldn’t be all him, she reasoned. When she realized that she would soon find out, her heart leapt.
He worked her zipper down, and the cool air caused her to gasp.
“Let’s see that body of yours,” he said, stepping back.
Jill risked a glance at Nathan, who’d sidled over to an armchair in the corner, but wasn’t sitting. He gave her a short nod of encouragement, and she felt her nipples harden again. Deep breath, then she reached behind her back and finished unzipping herself.
“Very nice, Jill,” John said. He took off his pimp hat and tossed it onto the bed. “Love the freckles.”
Jill always felt self-conscious about the thick dusting of freckles that covered her face, arms, and upper chest. As John admired her heaving cleavage over her black bra, though, she didn’t feel self-conscious anymore.
“Thanks,” she said, sliding her hands—still encased in white gloves—up her body and over her tits. She felt her erect nipples through the lace, pinching them for effect. John unbuttoned his shirt, revealing the chiseled upper body of a young man in his twenties.
Who wanted her.
Who was erect for her.
She turned her back to him, as much to give him a view of her boy-short clad ass than to be coy. “Unsnap me?”
He opened his pants first, pushing them away from his narrow hips. Beneath, he wore black boxer-briefs that stretched tightly over what looked like an enormous erection. Then he stepped close, reached out, and grabbed the back strap with his whole fist, twisting hard rather than unclasping it. The bra turned into a binding, tightening around her chest.
“So you still want to be one of my whores?”
Jill heard Nathan’s gasp on the other side of the room. This time, she resisted the urge to look.
“Yes,” she said, breathily.
John ran his free hand across her bare skin. “You’ve got the body for it. And the sweet, innocent thing going on, too. Put your hair in pigtails, a Catholic schoolgirl uniform, and you’d fulfill a lot of fantasies.”
“Yours?” Her question daring, fueled by adrenaline.
John chuckled. “You’re a pleaser, too, I can tell. That’s a good quality for a whore to have.” He released his grip on her bra, then deftly opened it. Turning her, she resisted the urge to cover her breasts, now exposed before another man for the first time in years.
“No freckles here,” John noted, cupping the pale flesh of her right breast in his hand. He dipped his head forward and ran his tongue around her nipple. Her breath caught. “You like to be pleased, too.”
She curled her fingers into John’s hair and nodded. “Mmm hmm…”
His mouth felt hot on her breast, his face scratchier than Nathan ever was, his technique more forceful. She matched his passion, tightening her fists in his hair until he hissed and pulled back.
He grazed his teeth along her nipple as he pulled away. She moaned in protest, trying to pull him close again when he pressed on her shoulders, pushing her back onto the bed. He loomed over her, his chest rising and falling as he appreciated her half-naked body.
“Yummy,” he said, tossing his hat beside her on the mattress. “Let me help you with those boots.”
He crawled onto the bed between her legs. Even the shifting mattress felt so different than when she was with Nathan, and that made it deliciously wrong. He smiled at her, leaned forward, and kissed the inside of her thigh. She held her breath as he gazed, heavy-lidded, at the damp gusset of her panties.
She waited for him to move there, to explore her sex, to push things further. She looked over at Nathan, who’d finally settled into the chair. He wasn’t going anywhere. That helped her relax--a little. Still, she had to calm the panic that rose through her as John slowly unzipped her right boot, exposing a creamy, bare leg.
“Nice legs,” he said, kissing her ankles and calves. “Bet you look amazing in thigh highs and a garter belt.”
Jill had never worn a garter belt, and only put on thigh highs once. Would Nathan like that? She made a note to get a pair, just to see.
John worked the other boot off, caressing her legs as he kissed higher—into the crook of her knee, along the inside of her thigh.
“Cute panties,” he said, although once again, he didn’t immediately move to peel them off. Instead, he kissed past them, to her tummy that had once been flat, but now had gone slightly soft.
She gasped at his soft touch—softer and more delicate than she had been expecting. She was being seduced, she realized, and that thought sent a giddy shiver through her. Glancing over John at her husband, she beamed. “You can try them on if you like them so much.”
John’s face hardened. “You know, I think I will take them. A little souvenier is always nice.” He grasped the sides of her panties, and pulled. He grinned at the sight of her bald mound. “Cute pussy, too. You should see this, man,” he said to Nathan.
When John moved aside enough to expose the new look of her pussy, she blushed harder than she had before. Nathan’s eyes went wide, darting between her pussy and her face then back again.
John brushed his thumb across her smooth cunt, and her vision lost focus. When John spoke, he sounded distant. “Think it tastes as good as it looks?”
A moment later, she felt his warm, wet tongue slither across her folds. She groaned, shutting her eyes and giving in to the new sensation. John felt different as he went to work, his technique was more forceful. She didn’t hold back, didn’t try to quiet her moans. The men in this room wanted a performance, and she was more than willing to give it.
“Oh, yes,” she sighed, twisting on the bed. “That feels so good.”
John’s tongue moved swiftly, spurred on by her reaction. He added his fingers. And all of it did feel good—so much more sensitive than before. New man, new sensations, new experiences, it all swirled together, spinning her head until her breath came shallow and her cries came loud.
“She’s a loud one,” John said to Nathan.
“Bet she’ll be even louder when you fuck her.”
Jill couldn’t believe her husband’s words until she looked at him and saw his eyes on fire.
“You think so?” John asked. To her, he said, “Are you going to scream when you ride my cock?”
Jill looked up at him through her lashes. Any hesitancy was gone.
“Let’s find out.”
*
Nathan pulled his hand away from his cock, just before he nearly came in his pants. Watching another man go down on Jill had been crazy. Seeing that she’d removed her lush, red curls down below was wild. But it was the enthusiasm to ride another man’s cock that almost set him off.
John pushed away from the bed, scooped up his pants, and removed the square packet of a condom from the pocket. This was about to get real.
He held the foil wrapper to Jill. “Put it on me.”
The air in the room felt thick. She seemed to move in slow motion, sitting on the edge of the bed, nude but for her gloves, the neckerchief, and the orange flight attendant hat. She took the condom wrapper from John. Setting it on the bed, she took a fortifying breath before reaching out and dragging his underwear down his thighs.
Nathan heard her gasp at his size, although he couldn’t see how large John was. He only picked up on what she was doing when John rocked his head back and stared at the ceiling as he groaned. A moment later, Nathan heard the slurp as she leaned back and picked up the condom wrapper again.
“God, you’re still wearing the hat,” John said. “And those gloves.”
“Only the best service for our first class passengers,” Jill said, affecting a ditzy voice. “Now let’s get this on you.”
That’s when John turned, and Nathan saw the size of his cock for the first time. Erect and wet with Jill’s saliva, it was enormous. Watching his wife roll a condom onto another man’s cock shouldn’t have been this erotic, but it took Nathan’s breath away.
“You’re so big,” Jill whispered. It almost seemed directed at herself, more than her soon-to-be lover. That hit Nathan in the gut and sent a thrill through his balls.
“You like them big?” John smiled at her as he climbed onto the bed, lounging back into the pillows. “The bigger the better?”
Jill didn’t look toward Nathan, but he felt her desire to. “I’m not picky, as long as the guy knows how to use it.”
“Climb aboard and find out.”
Jill shimmied out of her panties and climbed onto the bed. She grabbed his cock in her hand as she leaned down and kissed him wetly. Pulling back, she finally looked at Nathan. “Ready for a show?”
“This girl is something else,” John said.
Nathan understood that she was giving him a final out. He appreciated it, although there was no way he was backing out now. He nodded, and she smiled with relief.
She turned around, flashing her full, frontal nudity at him. This moment was as much for him as it was for her, she seemed to say. Everything hit him at once—the way she positioned John’s cock against her, the way her pussy was now completely bare, the lust tightening in her face, and the way her eyes were laser focused on his. John looked huge, nuzzled between her glistening, smooth lips. And wrong. And because of that, so hot.
“Ugh!” Jill cried as she sank down onto him.
Nathan watched, his body so tight that he could barely breathe, as inch after thick inch of strange cock sank into his wife’s pussy. Her face looked as tight as he felt, her brow furrowed, her teeth clenched, her nostrils flaring as she took John inside of her.
“Fuck you’re tight,” John grunted.
She bottomed out, her pussy coming to rest on his balls with one last shudder. A bead of sweat rolled off her brow. After collecting herself, she leaned forward, braced herself on the mattress, and rocked her hips up and down his length, slowly at first, then harder, faster, more urgently.
For about a minute, she looked lost in the sensations traveling through her body. Nathan looked on, memorizing every gasp, every shiver, every detail of her aroused body. He wasn’t with her, but at least he got to watch her, and for his fantasy, it was enough.
Then her eyes opened, and she looked at him, deep hazel and searching for an anchor. There you are, that look said, and her body relaxed. She still thrust back at John, and while the urgency was still there, the tension had dissipated.
John said, “I think you’re ready for the real ride to begin.” He ran his hands up her back, tightening his fingers around her sides. “Lean back, baby. I’ll take care of the rest.”
Uncertain, Jill let herself be pulled back into a reclining position, her legs spread wide on either side of John, her arms back and braced on the bed, over his chest, her hips hovered over John’s. John’s cock bowed and pumped up into her pussy, long and hard and inevitably riding against her g-spot.
For Nathan, it was an incredible sight. His wife, dressed only in her white boots and her orange hat, was exposed to him in all of her sinful, unfaithful sexuality. She held his eyes as long as she could, but when John started thrusting up into her, she was once again swept away in the raw heat of the moment.
John held her suspended above her, but he didn’t go at her hard immediately. He fucked her slowly, at first, pushing his hips off the bed and sliding his girth between her smooth folds. His cock, despite the odd angle and connection, never slipped free, something Nathan wasn’t sure he’d be able to pull off.
Only when she started moaning did John begin to really fuck her. He slid his hands beneath her ass to support her, lifting her up and and down his length as he thrust up. She threw her head back, spilling her long red hair over his shoulder as she moaned and gasped at the ceiling. John varied his thrusts, going at her long and hard, then short and rapid, then back again.
Jill came hard, barely recovered, then came hard again. She may have been the one on top, but she wasn’t the one in control.
Nathan managed to hold out as he watched, riveted on his wife. He’d seen her come this hard before, with him, but seeing it happen with another man was electrifying.
At last, John couldn’t hold out any longer. He lifted Jill up and down like she weighed nothing, fucking her in long, powerful thrusts. His moans mingled with hers, deep and guttural.
“Aw, fuck, baby. So… so…” He didn’t complete his thought. He thrust one last time, pulled her tightly against him, and roared as he came.
They collapsed together, still connected, dripping sweat. She twisted around and kissed him deeply. More than anything, that hit Nathan hard, taking his breath away.
Shakily, he stood. His movement caught their eye. He could see the worry in Jill’s eyes. He shook his head once, a short movement designed only for her. Designed to say, We’re good.
“Thanks for letting me watch,” Nathan said, as jovially as he could manage, despite the frog in his throat. “That was fucking hot, you two. Best Halloween of my life.”
Jill softened. “I know you’ll always be watching, won’t you, Agent Smith?”
“I’ll have to keep a special eye out for you.” Straightening his suit and tie, and making sure his erection wasn’t painfully, obscenely obvious, he made his way out into the hall. The air felt cooler here, although he knew that must have been just his imagination.
He was still dizzy from what he’d just heard—dazed enough that he didn’t hear the moans coming from the other rooms down the hall. He was surprised to find the party still going strong. The gathering was a little more drunk, the dance floor a lot more touchy-feely. These people knew how to party.
He wasn’t sure what came next, and what was happening upstairs in that bedroom. Were they going to fuck some more? He didn’t know how he felt about that. Both answers, yes or no, were hot.
Nathan waffled for about five minutes, at which point John came down the stairs, alone. He spotted Nathan, gave him a nod, but didn’t bother coming over to him. As far as he was concerned, their relationship was over.
Nathan returned the nod, thankful for the clean break, and waited for Jill to emerge.
*
Jill was worn out. Her muscles were sore and her lungs couldn’t seem to get enough oxygen. After she came down from the rolling orgasms and Nathan slipped out of the room, all she wanted to do was to chase after him and hold him.
Thankfully, John seemed satisfied, not wanting to go for a second round—or whatever round would have come next. She remembered where they were, and that this wasn’t some guy’s apartment or her house. This was a random hookup in someone else’s bed.
“That was hot, babe,” John said, kissing her before sliding off the bed and getting dressed. He didn’t ask for her number. He didn’t even know her name, she realized. She covered her mouth to keep from laughing. This was her first one-night stand. It was easier to do than she’d ever imagined. Nathan being present helped with that.
She waited for John to leave before getting dressed herself. She went to the bathroom, where she did her best to straighten herself up before going back down to the party. She wondered if Nathan would still be there, waiting. If he wasn’t, what would that mean?
She stared at herself one last time in the mirror. Her hair was still a little mussed, but there was no fixing that short of a blow drier and some hair spray—neither of which were in this guy’s master bathroom. She fixed her makeup with what she had in her purse, made sure her neck scarf and hat were back into place, and took a deep breath.
She still wasn’t sure what came next. A new chapter for the two of them, for sure, but would it be a positive chapter, marked with adventure and excitement and hot, new memories? Or would they be regretting this experience for the rest of their lives?
Jill worried about the latter, while hoping for the former.
Fully composed, she headed down the stairs, where the party continued, oblivious to the seismic shift in their lives. Amidst the chaos of it all stood Nathan, waiting for her at the bottom of the stairs.
Their eyes met. Their lips curled up every so slightly. And they reconnected.
Jill knew in that moment that everything was going to be just fine.
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