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      The car slowed to a stop in front of a nondescript doorway tucked between a charity shop and a slummy-looking vape store. Above it, a small, barely noticeable sign read The Pleasure Puzzle in subtle, modern lettering. There wasn’t much else to it—just a simple entrance with nothing to suggest what lay beyond, exactly like every other escape room I’d ever seen.

      Kenny glanced back at us from the driver’s seat, flashing a quick smile. “Alright, you lot. Enjoy yourselves. I’ll swing by later to pick you up when you’re done.”

      My wife, Claire, seated beside me in the back, gave a playful laugh. “Thanks, Kenny! Are you sure you don’t want to join us? I’m sure they’d let us add one more.”

      “I don’t think so,” our driver replied, fiddling with his dark hair while admiring himself in the rear-view mirror. Kenny was a long-time friend of ours and a good guy, even if he enjoyed being single a little too much sometimes. “I’m no good at those sorts of things. I can’t even finish a crossword.”

      “Fair enough.” Claire shrugged, making her ample breasts bounce pleasantly in her tight T-shirt. “We’ll be out in a couple of hours… unless we’re as bad as you at puzzles, then you might never see us again.”

      “Don’t get locked in there forever!” Kenny called as we got out, Claire and I, and our two friends, Teresa and Mike, before driving off into the night, leaving us standing outside.

      Mike shoved his hands into his jacket pockets, eyeing the modest sign above the door. “So, this is it?”

      Claire and Teresa—her best friend—nodded, their combined excitement practically radiating from them. Apart from that, the two women couldn’t be more different. Claire was a decade older than her friend, short, curvy, and blonde. Teresa was tall, slim and brunette. The only thing they had in common was their infectious sense of humor and the fact that they were both gorgeous, if in totally different ways.

      “Yep,” my wife replied, eyeing me as though wondering why I was staring at her. “Chris booked the whole night for us. Said it’s something different to celebrate hitting my bonus.”

      Mike grinned, nudging me with his elbow. “Man, I wish my boss rewarded me with weird escape rooms. Can’t wait to see what kind of puzzles they’ve got in store.” His blue eyes flickered towards the door as if he expected it to offer some clue as to what awaited us inside.

      Teresa chimed in, looping her arm through her husband’s. “I’ve done a couple of escape rooms before, but this… well, this sounds like it’s going to be a bit more… interesting than usual.”

      Claire shrugged, a mischievous smile pulling at the corners of her full lips. “I’ve never done one, but Chris swears this one is next-level. Said it was perfect for couples who want a bit of fun.”

      “Fun,” Mike repeated, his dark eyebrows rising suggestively. “Yeah, I’m pretty sure it depends on what you view as fun.”

      “Well, let’s get inside, then,” I said, pushing the door open. It softly creaked as we stepped into the dimly lit foyer. A receptionist’s desk stood empty at the far end, and beside it, an archway led to whatever was waiting for us.

      “This is going to be great,” Claire whispered, squeezing my hand.

      I wasn’t so sure, but the thrill of not knowing what was next made me follow as she led me inside.

      A receptionist greeted us with a smile as we walked down a short corridor and into a small foyer. She was tall and striking, dressed in sleek black attire that contrasted with the glowing backdrop of the dimly lit reception area. Long red hair hung down her back, curling around her ears, and her bright green eyes regarded us warmly.

      “Welcome,” she said, her voice smooth and inviting. “Before we begin, I’ll need to collect your phones.” She held out a small, sleek tray, and one by one, we handed over our devices. “They’ll be locked up for the duration of your game,” she added, leading us toward a small set of lockers, where she secured them with a soft click.

      “We have several games, but tonight, you’re about to enter Aphrodite’s Temple,” she continued, her tone slipping into something more theatrical as if we were about to step into another world. “It’s our most popular room, so I hope you’re ready for something special.”

      “We certainly are,” Teresa smiled, while Claire nodded enthusiastically. Mike and I shared a look—a less excited look.

      “But tonight,” the pretty receptionist continued, “you are not mere mortals. Hephaestus, the god of fire and blacksmithing, has discovered that his wife, Aphrodite, has been having an affair with Ares, the god of war.”

      Teresa leaned closer, her curiosity piqued, and I felt the same knot of intrigue tighten in my stomach.

      “Hephaestus, enraged, has captured Aphrodite and Ares and locked them within her temple. Now, you must prove your worthiness by solving the puzzles to escape her temple before Hephaestus informs Zeus, and you are forced to face the wrath of the king of gods—your father.”

      There was a beat of silence as the receptionist’s words sank in. Claire’s lips curled into a playful smirk, and Mike let out a soft chuckle. I couldn’t help but grin at the setup—it was both sensual and suspenseful, with just the right touch of erotic mystery. Maybe this was going to be fun after all.

      “You just need to read and sign this.” The receptionist passed us an iPad with a long list of terms and conditions and four boxes below for us to sign our consent. Using the digital pencil provided, we all signed our names and handed her the tablet back.

      “You’ll find the first challenge through that archway.” She gestured toward the softly glowing arch ahead of us. “Good luck. You have two hours to prove yourselves.”

      The receptionist watched us step through the archway and into the first room, where the atmosphere immediately shifted. The soft lighting from the foyer gave way to flickering artificial torchlight, casting dancing shadows across the stone walls. It felt like stepping into an ancient temple. The kind of place where secrets had been kept for centuries.

      Before we could fully take in the room, a door at the far end creaked open, and a figure stepped through. Tall, broad-shouldered, and clad in a gladiator’s costume, he looked every bit like the warrior god himself. His chest was bare beneath the leather straps of his armor, and his face was obscured by a silver visor that served as a mask, shimmering under the torchlight. A thick, distorted voice, sounding very God-like, came through a voice changer embedded in the mask, adding a perfectly unsettling edge to the scene.

      “I am Ares,” the figure announced, his deep, altered tone rumbling through the room. “The God of War. You have entered Aphrodite’s temple but cannot leave until you have proven yourselves worthy by pleasing her.”

      Claire nudged me, her lips twitching in amusement, but I felt the tension building in the room. Ares—the member of staff playing him—was a fantastic part of the act. The authentic costume and seriousness in his voice made it clear that we were in for more than just a lighthearted game.

      “You will solve the puzzles Aphrodite has laid before you, or you will remain trapped here until Hephaestus returns.” He paused, his gaze sweeping over us, though the mask made it impossible to see where his eyes landed. “The first challenge awaits. Remember, everything you do is being watched.”

      With that, he stepped back toward the door from where he’d emerged. The heavy metal lock clicked behind him, and a sliding door closed the archway behind us, sealing us inside.

      For a moment, none of us moved. The room was hushed, and the flickering LED torches made the space feel more intimate than it should have. I glanced at Mike, who gave me a subtle shrug, though I could tell he was just as curious as I was.

      Claire broke the silence with a low laugh. “Well, I guess we should see what Aphrodite has in store for us, then.”

      We spread out to examine the room, and after a moment, Claire called out, “Over here.”

      I turned to find her standing by what looked like an old wooden door, almost camouflaged against the stone wall. She gave it a push, but it didn’t budge. There was no visible handle, only a heavy iron lock and a nearby panel with six empty slots in a neat row. On a shelf beside it were ten small cubes, each carved from wood with a different number on their faces, sitting patiently like puzzle pieces waiting to be placed. Mike picked one up, turning it over in his hands.

      “These must be the key,” he muttered.

      Teresa moved closer to the wall, squinting at it before spotting something in the dim torchlight. “Hey, look at this,” she said, pulling a small black light from a niche in the wall. She flipped the switch, and the long bulb on the end of the handle glowed purplish-blue.

      “There must be something we have to find with that,” I noted. Teresa nodded in agreement.

      “Yes, but what?” she mused, then walked away, illuminating the walls around us one at a time, looking for a clue.

      As she bent over, I admired her ass, slim and tight in her painted-on blue jeans.

      “We should be looking for clues,” my wife quietly commented, elbowing me sharply in the ribs. “Not at my friend’s derriere.”

      I blushed as she wandered in the opposite direction to Teresa, seeking pieces of the puzzle. Mike had seen me checking out his wife, but he only laughed. We both fancied each other’s partners. We’d never made a secret of that. In fact⁠—

      “Look at this,” Claire called out, interrupting my thoughts, and we turned to see her looking at four raised podiums.

      “What are they?” Teresa asked, but my wife shook her head, replying that she didn’t know yet.

      We continued exploring the room. Teresa’s black light hovered over the far wall, illuminating a set of faint markings carved into the fake stone. Claire and I moved closer, squinting at the ancient-looking script. Above the engraving, an elaborate illustration of two gods and two goddesses appeared, the gods wearing only loincloths and the women dressed in flowing white togas.

      I stepped closer, reading the inscription aloud:

      “Only when you take on the form of the divine

      Can your journey to freedom begin.

      Become the gods you were meant to be.”

      Claire smirked, and Mike frowned as he inspected the image. “So, what? We’re supposed to be these gods?”

      Ares’s distorted voice echoed through hidden speakers in the room, halting further discussion. “You must become the gods Aphrodite desires if you wish to escape her temple. Strip and don the robes of the divine.”

      I searched the room, finding an open urn in the corner, just as Ares had said. Inside were bundles of fabric—two white togas and two rough-looking loincloths.

      Mike hesitated, lifting the loincloths out of the urn with a furrowed brow. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

      But Claire was already ahead of us. Without a moment’s pause, she tugged her shirt over her head, revealing a lacy bra underneath. “Well, if we’ve got to do it, we’ve got to do it.”

      Teresa giggled, already pulling off her jeans. “I’m in.”

      I stared, momentarily distracted by the sight of Claire casually discarding her clothes. Before I could say anything, her bra hit the floor, and she reached for the toga, giving me a wicked smile.

      “Claire,” I hissed, stepping in front of my suddenly topless wife. It was too late. Mike must have already seen her large, full breasts with their round, pink nipples proud in the cool air. “What are you doing?”

      “Come on,” my wife giggled, tugging down her skirt so that she was just in her panties. “Don’t be a bore.”

      Mike was having the same conversation with his wife, and I turned to find Teresa stark naked, her small but pert breasts capped by nipples equally as stiff as Claire’s. Between her thighs, I caught a peek of her waxed mound before she wrapped the white toga around herself.

      “You’re both… really okay with this?” I asked the women as Claire dropped her panties, exposing her thin landing strip of fine blonde hair before lowering the toga to cover it.

      Teresa shot her husband a pointed look, her hands on her hips. “Oh, don’t act so surprised. You two think you’re clever, but we know about the photos.”

      Mike blinked, looking genuinely caught off guard. “Photos?”

      Claire crossed her arms, a knowing smile on her face as she adjusted her toga into place, even though it barely covered her ample breasts. “You know. The ones you’ve shown each other. Naked photos of us.”

      My heart raced. Claire wasn’t supposed to know about that. Mike and I had shared several pictures of our wives naked, nothing crazy, just playful fun between mates. But now, standing there in a temple, our wives stripping right in front of us, it seemed that we’d been caught.

      “Wait… you knew?” Mike stammered. “How?”

      Teresa shrugged, wrapping the toga loosely around her slender body. “Of course, we know. And guess what? We don’t care. So, it doesn’t matter how we know. But unless you want to discuss it right now, which I don’t think you do, you’ve got to get undressed, too.”

      Mike looked at me for backup, but I was as taken aback as him. Claire gave me a wink as she adjusted her toga, and I felt the blood rushing to my face—and other places—as I realized we were in trouble here.

      “Come on, boys,” Claire encouraged us, nudging me and giving me a look that meant she was being serious. “Your turn.”

      Reluctantly, Mike and I exchanged glances before stripping off our clothes. There was no point arguing now—especially with Claire and Teresa watching with amused satisfaction. Within moments, I found myself standing in nothing but a rough loincloth, feeling both ridiculous and aroused when I saw Teresa enjoying a quick glance at my dick. I wondered if Claire had checked Mike out but didn’t notice because I was too preoccupied with what was happening there.

      “Now I guess we get on the podiums,” my wife surmised. She stepped up onto the first molded structure, and a screen lit up on the far side of the wall, an incomplete message appearing. I stepped closer to read it aloud.

      “Six numbers will guide you forward,” I read aloud.

      “Everyone else, get on your podiums,” Claire instructed. The three of us remaining did as we were told, and the other three lines of the riddle appeared.

      Only in the darkness can you find them,

      From elder to younger,

      From left to right,

      The first four on the soft yielding flesh inside the cups,

      Five and six in the most secret place of all.

      Silence followed while we absorbed the words. It didn’t take long for Mike to catch on. His lips curled into a half-smile. “The soft, yielding flesh… inside the cups. That’s got to mean…”

      “Breasts,” Teresa finished, grinning. “Looks like they’ve written the numbers on us.”

      Claire let out a short laugh, already pulling the strap of her dress down to reveal the top of her chest. Sure enough, beneath the soft curve of her left breast, a number appeared in red light, illuminated by a small projector above her.

      “Number five,” I said, my voice tight as I glanced at Mike, who also stared at Claire’s exposed breast. As she tugged her toga aside to reveal her right tit, the number four appeared.

      “Four,” Teresa murmured, gazing at my wife’s bare chest almost as keenly as Mike. “My turn, I guess.”

      Teresa shrugged, slipping her toga down while the glow of the projector moved across her skin. “Well, boys, you’ve got some numbers to find.”

      Mike and I shared a look, both unbelieving that our women were so cool about this. Comprehension dawned on us both at the same moment. The women must have known beforehand what type of escape room this was.

      “We don’t have all day,” Claire informed us. “What numbers are on Teresa’s boobs?”

      Mike and I leaned forward, gazing at his wife’s small tits.

      “Nine and one,” we answered in unison. “So that, five, four, nine, one.”

      “Good,” Teresa nodded, gathering her toga and casually showing us her bare pussy. Her tight slit was visible even though her thighs were pressed together.

      “Me first,” my wife said, lifting her toga too. Mike’s eyes bulged as he got a clear look at her landing strip and small pussy lips. “Elder to younger. I’m the eldest, so my number comes first.”

      On the bare skin above her fine pubes was a six etched in glowing red light. Our eyes moved to Teresa, where the number seven appeared for the briefest of moments before the projector went dark.

      The riddle disappeared from the screen, replaced by a countdown.

      “We’ve already taken fifteen minutes,” Claire announced, stepping from the podium and striding to the locked door. “We need to be faster if we’re going to complete this, boys.”

      Teresa followed, and we watched them assemble the numbered blocks in the order of the puzzle sequence we’d just solved. I was numb, and Mike looked to feel the same, his blue eyes seeking mine as the girls finished the solution and the lock opened with a loud click.

      “Shall we?” Teresa gestured towards the door as Claire opened it. Both women had adjusted their togas, regaining their modesty, but it was too late. We’d both seen each other’s wives naked, and the images were burned into my memory, just as I’m sure they were Mike’s.

      Claire led the way forward, and we all followed into the next room. The door slammed shut, locking behind us. The moment we crossed the threshold, the temperature dropped, and the flickering torchlight gave this new space an eerie greenish glow. This room was smaller than the first, with walls covered in strange carvings and symbols that I couldn’t quite make out in the dim light.

      The screen on the far wall flickered to life, showing a new character. A mask still obscured his face, but his voice was clear, low, and resentful, full of well-acted anger.

      “I am Hephaestus, husband of Aphrodite. Congratulations on solving your first two conundrums, but the goddess’s demands have only just begun,” the new character growled. “You took your time, but time is something you don’t have much of. Aphrodite forgives, but if you fail her, Zeus will not be so generous.”

      A red LED digital timer in the corner of the room began to tick down, adding pressure to the already tense atmosphere.

      “I told you,” Claire hissed. “We need to be faster. No hesitating this time.”

      A moment later, Ares stepped out of the shadows, dressed again in his gladiator costume, the silver mask still in place. I jumped, unaware he’d been there all this time, watching in the darkness.

      His voice, deep and distorted, echoed through the room. “You must prove yourselves once more. This time, Aphrodite demands more than just dressing the part. Show her your devotion.”

      He gestured toward the center of the room, where a raised platform stood. Above the platform, intricate carvings of entwined lovers adorned the walls, leaving little doubt about the kind of devotion expected of us this time.

      “You must show Aphrodite your commitment to pleasure,” Ares said. “Only by pleasing her can you progress.”

      Teresa glanced at the platform, then back at Ares, pushing a lock of dark hair behind her ears. “What do we need to do?” she asked, her voice steady despite the obvious tension.

      Ares stepped closer, his mask gleaming under the light. “The women must offer themselves to one another, here, in Aphrodite’s temple. Only then will the goddess allow you to continue.”

      Claire and Teresa exchanged a glance, and for a moment, I thought they might object. But then Claire stepped forward, her eyes locking onto mine. Her gaze was challenging, playful, yet serious.

      “It’s just a game, right?” Claire said, her voice low but steady.

      I swallowed, feeling the tension thick in the air as Teresa joined my wife on the platform. Both women stood there for a moment, their bodies barely hidden beneath their togas. The timer kept ticking, urging them to make the next move.

      With a soft sigh, Claire leaned toward Teresa, her lips brushing her friend’s. It was a gentle kiss at first, but soon, their mouths moved more urgently, their hands roaming each other’s bodies as they gave in to the task set before them.

      “Wait,” I called out, but Ares stepped forward, positioning himself between Mike and I and our wives.

      “You signed the contract and disclaimer before you entered,” he informed us quietly. “Didn’t you read it?”

      “No,” I absently replied, gazing over his shoulder. “I thought it was just the usual⁠—”

      “Holy shit,” Mike breathed, interrupting me.

      We stood frozen, watching our wives pleasure one another, moaning softly as they kissed while their hands slipped beneath the folds of their togas. Claire’s hand was on Teresa’s pussy, a finger sliding between her friend’s thighs. Teresa cupped Claire’s tits, feeling their weight and stroking her thumbs over her nipples.

      Claire had her finger inside Teresa now. The air was thick with tension, the timer ticking down as the women’s movements became more desperate, more intimate.

      Ares retreated to the shadows, unblocking our way, but he continued to watch from the shadows, his presence a constant reminder of the stakes. “Prove your devotion to the goddess,” he intoned, his voice reverberating around the room.

      “Is this really happening?” I said aloud, taking a step toward the women. Mike followed, but neither of us stopped them. This was something the pair of us had dreamt of and talked about in the pub, sharing the hot fantasy for fun.

      As the seconds ticked by, the women’s kisses grew more passionate, their hands exploring each other’s bodies with increasing urgency. Claire moaned when Teresa’s fingers traced between her thighs, sliding  one into her wetness. The moan sent a shiver down my spine. The two women shifted their feet apart so they could finger each other. I noticed that the more they pleasured each other, the more the timer slowed. They were on the right track.

      “You’re going to make me come,” Teresa urgently murmured, loud enough for us all to hear. “Fuck, Claire. Don’t stop.”

      We watched my wife thrust two fingers into Teresa, shoving them in and out of her wetness. Teresa’s juices dripped from her hand to the molded floor of the dais.

      After what felt like an eternity, Teresa groaned loudly, her legs quivering, her knees buckling. As Mike stepped forward to catch her, the timer suddenly stopped. The room went silent except for the ragged breathing of the two women as they pulled back from each other, their bodies flushed with heat.

      Ares stepped forward, his voice dark and commanding. “You have pleased the goddess… for now. But your trials are far from over.”

      A door on the far wall clicked open, and with a final glance at the platform, Claire and Teresa gathered their togas around them again and stepped forward. Mike and I exchanged a look, processing what we’d just seen, before following them into the third room.

      “What just happened?” I asked my wife, taking her hand as we walked through. “You and Teresa… What the hell?”

      “Don’t pretend you haven’t wanted that to happen for ages,” she giggled, sharing a look with her best friend.

      Teresa nodded, turning to Mike. “We know about the photos… and the things you’ve fantasized about.”

      “You left your laptop open,” Claire explained. “I saw some of the chats you guys have on Facebook.”

      “Oh,” I mumbled, my cheeks feeling like they’d burst aflame.

      “Fuck,” Mike cursed. I know we had the same question. We’d chatted about our wives having sex, but more than that. Much more. How much had they read?

      “Come on, you two,” Claire snapped at us impatiently. “You wanted this. Let’s go.”

      Her tone left no room for argument. Mike and I followed into the third room, where our wives waited, the air tense with the weight of what had just happened. The door behind us clicked shut with a heavy finality, locking us in once again.

      The room was dimly lit like the others but even smaller than the last, with cold marble walls. Two doors opposite us led into small cells separated by a glass wall. Each cell had a second door on the other side, which was closed, and I assumed, locked.

      “Two by two,” Teresa read from a sign that hung above the two doors. The cells were only big enough to fit a couple of people inside, so I guessed we were to split up here.

      “Two of us in each cell?” I suggested.

      “Then what?” Claire wondered, walking through the left door and looking around.

      I joined her in the cell. Mike and Teresa entered the other cell, searching for clues.

      “Claire, what’s going on?” I quietly asked, now that we had limited privacy. “This is crazy. I thought this was just an escape room but-”

      A small monitor in the corner of the cell flickered to life, cutting off her response. Our tormentor, Hephaestus, appeared again. His deep voice was filled with contempt when he spoke. His masked face became more menacing in the dim light.

      “You may have pleased the goddess thus far, but her appetite is insatiable,” Hephaestus sneered. “Your trials continue. If you wish to press on, you must submit to her desires once more.”

      Teresa and Mike also watched him on an identical monitor in their cell. Examining the wall more closely, I noted something strange. Small holes were placed in the glass wall at waist height. My heart pounded when I realized their purpose. Teresa noticed the holes at the same moment.

      “Oh my God... are we supposed to...?” Her eyes went wide when she came to the same conclusion as me.

      “Indeed,” the voice of Hephaestus answered her unanswered question. “Only when the goddess is satisfied by your shared love for one another will you be granted progress to her final challenge.”

      “I don’t understand,” Mike said weakly, but I knew he did.

      Ares was on hand to clarify. He followed from the last room to stand outside our cells. His booming voice was clear and commanding. “You must prove your worth to the goddess again. The men must offer themselves through the wall for the women to pleasure. Only when you have fully satisfied the goddess’s demands will you be allowed to progress.”

      “Glory holes,” Claire explained. “They’re glory holes. You need to put your dick through and⁠—”

      “I know what they are,” I stopped her, realizing what we had to do. “So, we need to swap rooms.”

      Mike nodded, but before we could switch cells, the doors closed with loud clicks. I pushed ours, and it didn’t budge. We were trapped.

      “No,” I called through the door. “You can’t seriously expect us to…”

      Silence hung in the air. Finally, Claire let out a nervous laugh, breaking the tension. “Well, I guess we know what we have to do.”

      Mike and I stared at each other through the glass, both of us stunned at how far this night was going. But there was no turning back now. A clock on the wall in both cells had already begun to tick down again, marking the time we had left to escape.

      “Come on, Rob,” Claire urged me, stepping closer to the partition, her eyes flicking between me and the holes in the wall. “Are you really going to pretend that you and Mike haven’t imagined this moment? Watching each other’s wives? Fantasizing about swapping?”

      Mike shot me a look, but there was no denying it now. Our wives had seen all the chats and read our fantasies. And now here we were, facing the reality of those desires. The glass wall between us and the women made the moment both voyeuristic and intense, as if we were trapped, unable to act, only to watch.

      Claire stepped toward the wall, gently touching one of the holes as if to taunt me. “Well? Are you going to do it, or was it all just talk?”

      “Oh, fuck,” I sighed, my heart racing. “You’ve read everything, haven’t you? All our messages.”

      “Teresa and I found them… enlightening,” Claire said with a mischievous smile. “And now you’re here, and it’s time to put your fantasies to the test. What are you waiting for?”

      Her challenge hung in the air, the pressure from the ticking clock building. On the other side of the glass, I watched Teresa mirroring Claire’s actions, her hand running lightly along the wall as she waited for Mike’s decision. There was no way out of this—no time left to debate.

      “Are you two men? Or boys?” Claire chuckled. “Don’t disappoint me, Rob.”

      Mike and I exchanged a final, resigned look before stepping closer to the holes in the wall. The strangeness of the situation was compounded by the fact that we could see everything through the glass wall but could only touch through the holes. The separation made it all feel even more intense, as I was each trapped in my fantasy, yet still witnessing every second of Mike’s.

      With a deep breath, I lifted the loincloth and pushed my semi-hard cock through the hole. Teresa knelt on the other side. Through the glass, I watched Mike do the same, his eyes darting toward Claire, who watched everything with keen interest. Mike was already hard, slightly bigger and thicker than me. I pushed that thought from my mind. Was this really happening?

      A second later, I felt Teresa’s hand on me—tentative at first, then firmer as she began to stroke me on the other side of the hole. I glanced through the glass and saw her focused and intent on my cock, her lips curling into a smile when she looked up at Mike. She was pleasuring me, but her attention was on him as if they were communicating through this silent act.

      At the same time, I saw Claire’s hands on Mike, working him in the same way. Watching everything play out, realizing the control we’d handed over to our wives, was overwhelming.

      My wife began wanking off my best friend, and Teresa did the same to me. Should I stop this? We’d imagined this moment, Mike and I, but we never actually thought it would happen. It felt wrong, and yet… Watching my wife with another man’s dick in her hand was exciting.

      Claire’s eyes met mine as she stroked Mike, her lips parting slightly as if to remind me that this was what I’d always wanted—what I’d secretly fantasized about. I watched Mike’s reaction, too. His face twisted in a mix of pleasure and disbelief while he watched his wife jerk me off.

      The clock continued to tick down, and the intensity grew as Teresa’s hand moved faster. I felt the pressure building, the heat between us rising as I watched her through the glass. My wife was pleasuring another man just feet away, but all I could do was watch and wait as Teresa worked me, her body pressed close to the wall.

      Teresa’s lips replaced her hand, her warm mouth enveloping me through the hole, and I groaned, holding the wall for support.

      I looked at Claire. She saw what Teresa was doing and copied it, wrapping her full, red lips around Mike’s shaft. On the other side of the glass, Mike’s hands flexed as Claire took him deeper, her movements mirroring Teresa’s as she began to suck his cock.

      The intensity of the moment—watching, feeling, knowing exactly what was happening on both sides of the wall—pushed me close to the edge quickly. The cell was filled with the sound of heavy breathing and soft moans. The clock counted down ominously.

      Teresa’s lips tightened around me, her tongue gliding along the head of my cock and her hand working me in rhythm with her mouth, bringing me closer to release. Through the glass, I saw Mike’s face contort in pleasure. Claire had him there, too. It was too much—watching, feeling, being part of something we had only imagined. My wife was sucking another man’s cock, and by his expression and body language, she was going to make him come.

      With a final groan, I came, the sensation overwhelming as Teresa kept going, her mouth warm and wet around me as I shot my seed down her throat. Mike’s eyes widened when he realized she was swallowing me, and then mere seconds later, I saw Mike’s body shudder as he reached his climax with Claire.

      I finished, withdrawing my softening cock from the hole, but Claire was still sucking Mike, milking his cock for every drop. Finally, she pulled back, licking her lips and looking up at me.

      “Did you enjoy that?” she giggled.

      Before I could answer, the doors to the next room clicked open, and the monitor flickered back to life. Hephaestus’s voice echoed through the room one more time, his tone filled with grudging approval.

      “You have pleased the goddess… for now. But your journey is not yet complete.”

      The doors swung open, and with shaky hands, we both pulled back from the wall. Through the glass, Claire and Teresa shared a knowing smile while Mike and I exchanged looks and pulled down our loincloths, still processing everything that had just happened.

      The final room loomed before us. It was darker and more foreboding than the others.

      Flickering torchlight cast long shadows across the Greek temple-themed marble walls, but what drew our immediate attention were two thrones positioned on a raised dais at the far end of the room. They were occupied. Hephaestus sat beside a red-haired woman—their bodies bare apart from the ornate masks hiding their faces.

      The sight of them, naked and unabashed, heightened the tense and erotic energy in the room. Hephaestus’s muscular form was solid and imposing, his cock long and thick, hanging soft between his thighs, his mask gleaming in the dim light as he leaned back on his throne. He radiated intensity while he watched us enter the room.

      “Welcome to the final test,” he boomed. His voice echoed off the marble walls. “Bow to your goddess.”

      Beside him, the redhead—Aphrodite—lounged seductively, her slender form draped lazily across her throne. Her breasts were large for her body, heavy and full. A tuft of reddish hair peeked from between her thighs, their slim curves accentuated by how she reclined. Even though her face was hidden behind the goddess mask, I knew she was the pretty woman with red hair who’d greeted us. But now, as Aphrodite, she was sensual and commanding.

      The two of them observed us in silence, their nakedness adding an extra layer of eroticism that made my heart pound. I was both intimidated and aroused by their gaze, and I wasn’t alone. Mike shifted uncomfortably beside me, his eyes darting between Hephaestus and Aphrodite.

      In the center of the room, a large platform was draped in deep red fabrics, adding a rich contrast to the cold marble. It was clear that this would be the stage for the final challenge, the climax of everything we had experienced so far.

      “You have come far,” Aphrodite announced, her voice thick and rich, her green eyes burning with intensity through the mask. “But my desires have not yet been sated. One final test remains. Only by fulfilling my lover’s deepest pleasures will you escape this place.”

      Another clock on the wall behind them, lit in green LEDs, began to tick again, its countdown at fifteen minutes. Our time was running short.

      I glanced at Mike, seeing the same mixture of emotional and physical exhaustion and arousal on his face. We were both spent, physically drained from the previous trial. Our wives weren’t done. Not yet.

      Ares emerged from the shadows while I was still processing everything, his powerful frame commanding the room. The gladiator’s costume clung to his sculpted body and his dark eyes flicked between Claire and Teresa. Hunger and intent were clear in every step as he came closer. He wore a new mask that only covered the upper portion of his face.

      “The goddess demands her final pleasure,” Ares intoned, his voice deep and commanding. “And only through her, and my, satisfaction will you earn your freedom.”

      Ares ascended the platform, his gaze locked onto the women. Claire and Teresa shared a glance before moving forward, their steps slow and deliberate, as if they knew exactly what was about to happen. The tension in the room was palpable, thick with anticipation as the clock continued to count down.

      Mike and I exchanged glances. We were too spent to protest or intervene. We had nothing left to give, and we both knew it. This trial wasn’t for us—not physically anyway. It was for our wives. What would they have to do?

      Claire approached the platform first. She looked at me and smiled faintly. “Rob,” she whispered, her voice sultry and teasing, “You’ve always wanted to watch, haven’t you?”

      Teresa joined her on the platform, standing next to Ares, and our women discarded their togas, dropping them to the floor and leaving them both naked.

      “Claire, what are you doing?” I called out, stepping forward. Mike grabbed my arm.

      “She’s right,” he said softly, resignation in his voice. “You’ve always wanted to watch her with another guy.”

      “And you’ve always wanted to watch me,” Teresa called out to her husband.

      “I have,” Mike nodded. “I guess you saw the stories Rob and I wrote about it?”

      “We did,” Claire replied with a smile.

      I knew that Hephaestus and Ares had probably watched everything through CCTV cameras and had already seen our wives naked. We were warned we were being watched. But this wasn’t through a screen. Claire and Teresa were just a few feet from the gods seated on their thrones and even closer to the masked Ares.

      Ares pulled my wife into his arms like he was entitled to her, their lips crashing together in a passionate kiss. The rawness of the moment made my chest tighten. This wasn’t just a game anymore—this was something else, something dark and intense. Claire wasn’t being intimate with my best friend. She was naked and kissing a total stranger.

      Aphrodite watched from her throne, her naked form gleaming in the torchlight. Her legs crossed as she leaned forward, her attention fixed on the unfolding scene. Hephaestus, beside her, hand resting possessively on her thigh, avidly watched, too. Their voyeuristic presence added an erotic charge to the moment. A larger audience for our wives raised the stakes.

      Ares released my wife and took Teresa in his arms, kissing her with equal passion, his tongue sliding into her mouth. My pulse quickened while I watched, torn between disbelief and desire. Beside me, Mike was frozen, his hands clenched at his sides while his wife surrendered to Ares’s touch. The god’s hands groped her small breasts possessively.

      Everything escalated quickly—too quickly. Ares laid Claire on the platform, spread her legs, and gazed down at her exposed pussy.

      “Wait,” I called out. “This is going too far.”

      “No, it’s not,” my wife retorted, lifting onto her elbows to glare at me. “You’ve shown Mike pictures of my naked body. Showed him photos of me sucking your cock. Told him what you’d love him, or another man, to do to me.”

      “As have you, Mike,” Teresa added, gazing pointedly at her husband.

      “So now, whether you like it or not,” my wife continued, “your fantasies are about to come true.”

      “But…” I stammered.

      “Are you sure?” Mike asked, cutting me off while I groped for a response. “Do you really want to do this?”

      The two women nodded, and he turned to me.

      “Fuck it,” he murmured. “They’re right. We’ve talked about this so many fucking times. How many times have you wanked off, imagining Claire with someone else? For me, it must be hundreds of times, seriously. I want to watch him fuck her, fuck them both.”

      “But…” I started but tailed off, still lost for words

      The threesome on the raised altar didn’t wait for us to debate the matter. Claire’s eyes fixed on Ares’s cock when he dropped his gladiator’s kilt. He was big. It was bigger than either Mike’s or mine. I couldn’t tear my eyes away as he positioned himself between Claire’s thighs, his erect cock just inches from my wife’s glistening slit.

      I was frozen to the spot as Teresa leaned down, kissing Claire passionately as Ares thrust into her, his power making Claire gasp. The sound of their bodies connecting, a soft slapping, filled the room, mingling with the low groans of pleasure that escaped from Claire’s lips.

      It was done. Another man was inside Claire for the first time since we’d started dating and married twelve years ago. And I just stood there, watching it happen.

      Aphrodite shifted in her throne, her fingers tracing over her breasts before slipping between her legs. Hephaestus mirrored her actions, taking hold of his meaty cock while still gripping her thigh. Their eyes were fixed on the platform as they pleasured themselves. The sight of them naked and masturbating as Ares began to fuck Claire only heightened the intensity of what unfolded before me.

      “This is so fucking hot,” Mike moaned from beside me. I looked down to see he was jerking his flaccid cock while watching Ares moving in and out of my wife, filling her with his impressive dick.

      “Oh, it feels so good,” my wife sighed as the God of War began to pound her, driving into her hard and fast, his balls slapping against her ass. The room filled with the sounds of sex. “You’re so fucking big. Fuck me.”

      Those words stung, but I kept watching, feeling my cock twitch and stiffen again. The god took his fill from my wife while I watched.

      Ares finally pulled away from Claire and turned his attention to Teresa. He pulled her into his arms, effortlessly lifting her, and Teresa wrapped her legs around his waist as he entered her, head falling back in ecstasy.

      Claire moved to stand behind Teresa, her lips and hands exploring her friend’s body while a powerful, standing Ares took her deeper and harder, showing an athleticism that I could never hope to copy.

      The eroticism of the scene was overwhelming. The sound of skin against skin. The moans of pleasure. The sight of Hephaestus and Aphrodite watching, her fingers inside her hole, his hand working his thick cock. It was all too much.

      My exhaustion melted away, replaced by the raw, primal desire to see it all through to the end. Despite being spent, I felt myself stir, my cock growing hard, the intensity of the moment pushing me past my limits.

      Mike was caught in the same spell. His breath came in ragged gasps while he watched his wife with Ares, his hand gripping his cock, jerking off fast. Seeing him enjoying it so much, I did the same, taking hold of my dick but stroking myself slower. I didn’t want to embarrass myself by coming right away.

      Then Teresa’s voice broke through the haze, gasping to her husband. “Mike… oh God… I’m so close. Watch me come on his dick.”

      Ares thrust harder, driving into Teresa as her cries of pleasure echoed through the room. Claire and Teresa’s hands intertwined, their bodies moving in rhythm with Ares’s, and I felt the tension in the room peak.

      Across the room, Hephaestus and Aphrodite were fucking now. Their eyes remained locked onto the threesome atop the dais, but she sat on the other god’s lap now, his shaft sliding in and out of her wet hole as she rode him, her legs wide open, giving us an intimate view.

      With one final thrust, Ares brought Teresa to her climax. Her slim body shuddered, and she cried out in ecstasy, sinking all the way onto his cock. Ares held her there until her trembling calmed, and he lowered her to the floor, turning to face Claire again.

      “My turn,” she giggled, her lips curling into a playful smile.

      I stared at her, wondering where this side of her had come from. She’d always been good in bed, she loved sex, but I’d never seen her like this. Had reading our fantasies brought out this hidden desire?

      Ares didn’t waste a second. He grabbed her by the hips, pulling her close. In a single powerful motion, he spun Claire around, bending her forward over the platform. She braced her hands on it, ready for him. Claire’s head tilted back, her long blonde hair cascading down her back as she looked over her shoulder at me and Mike. The teasing smile never left her lips.

      Ares lined himself up behind her, his thick cock brushed against her slick entrance, teasing her as she moaned softly. I felt my hand tightening around my shaft while I watched, stroking myself in sync with Ares’s movements. Mike did the same, his strokes quick and desperate, the tension between us palpable as we watched my wife taken by another man.

      With one smooth motion, Ares thrust into Claire, his long cock sinking into her completely. She let out a low, throaty moan, her eyes fluttering shut as her body adjusted to him. The sight of my wife impaled on another man’s cock triggered a mix of erotic disbelief and undeniable arousal.

      Ares fucked her with a powerful, primal energy, his hips driving forward as Claire’s body rocked against him. Her moans grew louder, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge, her large breasts bouncing with each movement. She was lost in the pleasure, her fingers gripping the edge of the platform, knuckles white as she surrendered completely to her god.

      Mike and I watched in stunned silence, our hands moving faster, stroking ourselves as the scene before us intensified. The wet sounds of Claire’s body accepting Ares, her moans growing desperate, pleading for more, filled my ears.

      “Yes… yes… fuck me,” she gasped, her voice trembling with need. Her hips pressed back against him, meeting each thrust with enthusiasm, her body moving in perfect rhythm with his. She was having the time of her life. “Your big cock feels so fucking good.”

      Across the room, Hephaestus and Aphrodite were fucking just as intensely as the scene unfolding before them. Aphrodite’s legs were splayed wide, her wet pussy sliding up and down Hephaestus’s thick shaft as she continued to ride him with abandon. Her head was tilted back in pleasure, her breasts bouncing as she moved, but her eyes—both of theirs—remained locked on Claire and Ares.

      “I can’t believe this is happening,” I muttered, unable to tear my eyes away from my wife. Claire was so lost in pleasure, her cries growing louder with each thrust. Ares’s hands gripped her hips tightly, pulling her back onto his cock again and again, driving her closer to the edge.

      Claire gasped, her body trembling as she neared her climax. “Give it to me. Harder. Yes… fuck, I’m so close!”

      It felt weird that my best friend was watching my wife get fucked like this, hearing her moan how good it was, how big this stranger’s dick was. I watched Mike for a moment, his hand working his shaft so fast it was a blur. He loved every moment of it.

      The intensity in the room was unbearable. I stroked myself harder, my cock throbbing in my hand while I watched my wife’s curvy body quiver under Ares’s relentless pace. My pulse raced, my breath coming in ragged gasps as I approached my own release, barely able to hold back.

      Ares thrust into Claire one last time, hard and deep, his hips slamming against her as she cried out. Her entire body shook as he came.

      “Yes! Come inside me, do it! Fill me up!” she screamed, her voice echoing off the marble walls as her pussy clenched tightly around Ares’s cock. He held Claire in place, buried deep inside her, the two of them orgasming together. His cock pulsed into her until her trembling body finally began to calm, and he was spent.

      Behind them, Aphrodite released a low, guttural moan as she came on Hephaestus’s cock. Her legs shook as her body spasmed with pleasure. The sight of the gods climaxing at the same time as my wife only pushed me over the edge.

      I came with a groan. My cock pulsed in my hand as I released all over the cold stone floor. Beside me, Mike’s body jerked as he followed suit, his eyes glued to Claire and Ares, completely captivated by what was happening before him.

      Ares pulled out of Claire, his cock still throbbing, his chest heaving with exertion. Sticky white cum dripped from the tip of his cock, and more oozed from my wife’s ravaged pussy as she collapsed forward onto the platform, her body visibly relaxing. A satisfied smile spread across her lips.

      Hephaestus’s voice boomed from across the room, filled with grudging approval. “You have pleased the goddess… at last. You are free to go.”

      The final door behind the throne clicked open. The heavy wooden door swung wide to reveal the path beyond. I looked at the clock. The time had expired, but I realized there had never really been a time limit. This was all some sort of crazy fun and games organized by Claire and Teresa to get back at Mike and me for our fantasies.

      Ares stepped back, his role complete, as our wives gathered themselves. With shaking hands, they pulled their togas back over their naked, spent bodies. Our wives knowingly smiled at us. Mike and I were completely drained and utterly mesmerized by what had just happened.

      As we stood there, still processing the intensity of the night, Ares slowly removed his mask. When he finally pulled it away, his identity left me speechless.

      It was Kenny.

      My mind reeled as I stared at our mutual friend, standing there with that same cocky grin he always had. The friend who had dropped us off earlier tonight was now the man who had just fucked both our wives. Mike’s jaw dropped, and I could only manage a stunned, “What the fuck?”

      Kenny shrugged, his grin widening. “Surprise, boys. I did tell you I’d be back to take you home.”

      Claire stepped forward, her hand resting on Kenny’s arm as she turned to face me, her expression soft yet unapologetic. “Rob,” she began, her voice calm but firm, “When we set this up, we decided that we couldn’t just fuck a stranger. It had to be someone we knew. Someone we liked.”

      I blinked, my mind still struggling to catch up with everything. Mike looked just as dumbfounded. His eyes darted between Kenny and Teresa, who gave him a playful smile.

      “You’re serious?” Mike asked, his voice incredulous. “Kenny? You planned this with Kenny?”

      Claire nodded, her gaze steady as she continued. “When Teresa and I read your chats—the desires you both shared—we knew they weren’t some light-hearted fantasies. You’ve been talking about it, thinking about it, for a while.” She paused, looking over at Teresa, who nodded in agreement. “You both wanted it, so we decided to make it real.”

      My head was spinning, trying to make sense of it all. Claire had orchestrated everything—had known about our fantasies and brought them to life. I still felt like there was more we weren’t seeing.

      And then, as if on cue, Hephaestus and Aphrodite stood from their thrones, their naked bodies gleaming in the soft torchlight as they descended the dais. When they reached us, they each pulled off their masks, revealing the final surprise of the night.

      Chris—Claire’s boss—stood before us, which meant….

      “Hello, Rob. You know who I am,” he said, offering me his hand to shake. “Let me introduce you to my wife, Abigail.”

      I’d never met his wife, so I hadn’t recognized her as the receptionist. I took his hand and shook it as my jaw dropped one last time while the pieces fell into place. Claire, noticing our stunned reactions, stepped forward to explain.

      “I knew Chris and his wife were in the swinging lifestyle,” she explained, her voice light as if this were something casual. “He’s never made a secret of it at work, but I chose to keep it from you, Rob. I didn’t think it mattered.” She smiled softly at me, a hint of amusement in her eyes. “But after reading the chats, Teresa and I decided to talk to him for advice. And… well, one thing led to another, and Chris offered to help.”

      I could barely process what she was saying. Chris—her boss—had been in on this the whole time? And the receptionist, the woman we’d met earlier, was his wife? The whole night had been perfectly stage-managed, planned down to the last detail, all because Claire had read our dirty little fantasies.

      Mike shook his head, clearly just as blindsided as I was. “He set all of this up?”

      Claire nodded, glancing over at Chris, who gave a small, knowing smile. “The escape room, the theme, the whole setup—Chris and Abigail knew exactly what to do. They’ve been in this lifestyle for years, and when I told them about your fantasies, they were more than happy to help.”

      Abigail stepped forward, still naked and confident, a playful grin on her face. “We run this place,” she said with a shrug. “It’s more than just an escape room. It’s a space where couples can explore their desires in a safe environment. Claire thought it would be perfect for you two.”

      I looked over at my wife, my emotions a jumble of shock, confusion, and something else—something raw and primal. This entire night had been crafted around our fantasies, but the fact that Claire had taken control of it and had organized it with such precision left me both impressed—and aroused.

      “I don’t know what to say…” I began, my voice trailing off as I tried to find the right words.

      Teresa stepped forward now, standing next to Mike, her smile mischievous. “We wanted to surprise you. And we thought this was the best way to do it.”

      Mike shook his head, still stunned. “This is insane.”

      Kenny laughed. “Hey, insane can be fun.”

      Chris glanced at me and Mike, his demeanor calm but amused. “You’ve got two good wives,” he said, his tone appreciative. “Not every woman would go to these lengths to bring a fantasy to life. Plus, I have to say, tonight was fucking hot.”

      We all laughed, the tension finally broken. Claire slipped her hand into mine, her thumb gently stroking my palm as she looked up at me. “I did it because I wanted to see you happy, Rob. I wanted to give you what you wanted. Plus, I wanted to punish you, just a teensy-weensy little bit, for showing Mike my naked body without asking me.”

      I swallowed hard, still trying to wrap my mind around everything, but one thing was certain. Claire had seen through me and read every fantasy I’d ever had. And she hadn’t just embraced it. She’d taken control of it.

      “I hope this isn’t the end of things,” Chris said while we retraced our steps to the starting room to collect our clothes and get dressed. “It’d be fun to do this again sometime soon.”

      “All of us,” purred Aphrodite—Abigail—gazing at me with a twinkle in those green eyes of hers. “All seven of us together. Maybe at our club. Or at our house. We’ve got a very large bed.”

      “You mean…” I started to say, stumbling over my words, “All of us, you say??”

      “I’d love to see Kenny fuck Abigail,” Chris nodded. “And if she wants to party with you two guys, I’m not going to stop her.”

      “And don’t you want me?” Claire arched an eyebrow at her boss. “You’ve been staring at my tits in the office for years. Every time I bend over, you check out my ass.”

      “And what about me?” Teresa asked. “I wouldn’t mind trying out that big cock of yours. Abigail seemed to really enjoy it. Lucky girl.”

      I stared at Mike, and he stared back. What can of worms had we opened?

      One thing was certain. Our time at the Pleasure Puzzle might have run out, but the fun and games were only just beginning.
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      If you wanted to know everything, I’d tell you all about how bad we were at playing the game when we first came up with it—but how much fun it was all the same.

      I’d tell you all about how quickly we improved in subsequent years. The research we would both put in before each time we played it again. How competitive we got. The rule was that the loser of the game did all the housework for six months, and we both really hated doing chores.

      I’d tell you how much it turned us on. It turns out that pretending to be other people was sexy as hell, especially when we got to the bedroom.

      The year Clara pretended to be a police officer and she had to dominate me in bed. The year I was a billionaire playboy and had to lavish her with an expensive night out in the city—but then got to own her between the sheets.

      The year I went as a vibrator salesman and arrived at the date with a suitcase full of sex toys we then spent half the night trying out. Clara still uses some of the best ones.

      If you wanted to know everything, I’d tell you about the year Clara pretended to be Supergirl. How she looked in her tight costume after she removed her disguise. That was one year I let her win.

      But time is short. You want to know what happened this year when Clara arrived at our anniversary date night dressed as a call girl. You want to know what happened when she pretended her client was a no-show, so she got talking to me at the bar. When I called her bluff and said maybe I could help her find another paying customer—because sex workers don’t get paid leave if their johns fail to appear.

      You want to know who won our game this year.

      When she tried to make me lose by getting me jealous. Flirting with other men right in front of me. The trouble was, I discovered that I’m really not jealous. I liked how much fun she was having trying to seduce other guys.

      I’d tell you how it was when I found a guy who wanted to go upstairs with her. How she tried to gently dissuade him without breaking character by naming an extortionate rate. How I offered to split the cost with him if she did us both at the same time. The guy was okay with that if he got to fuck her first.

      Clara tried a last-ditch attempt to get me to break character by agreeing to the deal. Agreeing to fuck him first when we got up to the room.

      I confounded her strategy by saying, Great, let’s go.

      

  






      2

      We called it Method Dating.

      The rules were pretty simple. Each year on our wedding anniversary, we turn up to date night pretending to be other people. Whoever breaks character first loses. Loser does housework for half the year.

      That’s a lot of housework.

      There was another rule we added, just for fun. After the game is won or lost, the winner must stay in character for the rest of the night until morning. There’s no real penalty for failing, so there’s no longer any incentive for the loser to make the winner break character. It’s just fun to role-play in bed, it turns out. And considering that the loser is facing a lot of chores over the next six months, the winner usually likes to indulge the loser in some hot roleplay sex.

      Anyway. The game started after we watched that episode of Modern Family—the one Phil and Claire pretend to be different people on their Valentine’s date night. Clive Bixby and Juliana.

      Well, why not? When you’re married, sometimes you have to put in a little effort to keep things fun.

      And our game was a lot of fun.

      Every year, we had this massive sense of nervous anticipation in the run-up to our anniversary. All the way through Halloween, Thanksgiving, even through the usual office Christmas parties, we would be thinking only of our anniversary coming up on December 15.

      Countless hours, days, and weeks spent wondering what the other would pretend to be this year.

      Then, when the day arrived, we would both take the day off from work if the occasion fell on a weekday. We’d have a delightful lunch together at Burke’s Tavern—usually reminiscing about Anniversary Date Nights gone by—and then go our separate ways for an afternoon of preparation for the evening ahead.

      The whole day, we both felt like kids on Christmas morning.

      This year, I went as Mr. Darcy, the character from Clara’s favorite Jane Austen novel.

      After lunch at Burke’s, I bused across town to pick up a rented outfit — white ruffled shirt, waistcoat, tailcoat, breaches. Expensive-looking clothes, not your cheap Halloween costume from Amazon. I had to be measured up for it.  After that, I had a whole hour booked with a voice coach to perfect the accent and a brooding, cold-on-the-outside, furnace-on-the-inside attitude.

      In the moments in between, I was constantly reviewing my research on Pride and Prejudice—not only the novel but the various adaptations, too—like an English lit major heading into final exams. As a devotee, Clara would have plenty of ammunition when it came to the job interview part of the date. But I knew my stuff. Or at least, enough of my stuff.

      Even if I didn’t know everything there was to know about Mr. Darcy, I was hoping this year that the prospect of bedding Mr. Darcy might give Clara the motivation to let me win. After all, that’s basically the strategy she used when she went as Supergirl. She knows I’ve always had a thing about Supergirl.

      Of course, you can come up with whatever clever strategy before the date arrives, but you never have any idea what your beloved spouse is going to choose. Yet, that uncertainty was all part of the buzz.

      So. The final stage of my preparations was to head out to the usual airport hotel to book a room, shower and don my evening attire before heading down to the hotel bar for an aperitif while I awaited my beloved.

      Trying my utmost to keep calm.

      The bar wasn’t all that crowded that evening. It rarely was, which was partly why we felt comfortable going there on Anniversary Date Night every year. I liked the vibe. The place had a transitory atmosphere because it usually catered to people who weren’t staying long. People who would soon be flying off somewhere else.

      The bartender admired my outfit. I had enough time to tell him about our Method Dating game. Now, he was interested in finding out what Clara’s character choice would be.

      I even had the opportunity to practice my accent with him.

      “Almost from the earliest moments of our acquaintance, I have come to feel for you a passionate admiration and regard.”

      “Man, that’s good.”

      “I beg you, most fervently, to relieve my suffering and consent to be my wife.”

      “Okay. That’s it. We are booking a flight to Vegas tonight.”  

      He was a funny guy. But my performance was top-notch, even if I do say so myself. I was beginning to feel real confidence, the kind I hadn’t enjoyed since my legendary performance as Billy Bob Boulder Breaker, the bearded biker badass from Boise. I was getting fired up by the thought of my beloved cracking at the sight of the bulging Sensibility in my oh-so-tight breeches.

      That was until Clara waltzed into the bar in a pair of fishnet stockings, a Cruella De Vil fur coat, some serious eyeliner and a cloud of syrupy sweet vanilla perfume.

      Oh my God.

      “Are you Daniel?”

      She seemed out of breath, as though she’d been running because she was a little late—yet she was wearing high heels that were definitely not made for running.

      I was stunned by the whole sexy.

      Jeez, just look at how short her skirt was. It was practically a belt. As her fur coat fell open, I saw she also wore a strappy little top that left her midriff exposed, and some kind of magic bra that gave her the most unexpected cleavage for one so petite.

      I stared at her, jaw somewhere by my knees, and blurted out, “Uh… yeah, I’m Daniel.”

      And with those few short words and the completely un-Mr. Darcy way in which I gawped at her—my entire strategy for the night was undone in a matter of seconds.

      “Daniel Faraday?”

      “Uh... yeah, that’s me.”

      I couldn’t help it. I’d be whoever she wanted me to be. She looked hotter than I’d ever seen her. Hotter than she’d been on our wedding night. All her dark hair brushed back into a ponytail that made her look about ten years younger. The lipstick that looked like it was designed to leave a mark on a customer’s dick.

      I nodded like a desperate dog, and insisted, “Yeah, I’m Daniel Faraday.”

      She ran her eyes up and down my face, slowly raised an eyebrow and said dryly, “You’re not my client, then.”

      God, I felt so stupid.

      I nearly gave up right then and there. It would have been the earliest concession in our game since we first began. A real humdinger of a failure on my part. But kudos to Clara—she looked sensational, she had made my simple husband brain short-circuit in a glimpse.

      It was obvious how badly I’d lost.

      And yet, Clara wasn’t in my face demanding a concession speech. She wasn’t lording over me the fact that she’d made me break character within mere seconds of our date beginning. She quietly sat at the bar like an escort whose client had failed to show up, preening herself in a hand mirror, asking the bartender for a soda water like she had to keep herself sober for work.

      What the hell?

      She waited as though her client might actually be running late. I even wondered if she had co-opted a friend to come later and pretend to be her client. Actually, that would have been an interesting strategy.

      While waiting, she ended up giving me enough time to come up with an alternate strategy to explain my character meltdown when she’d first arrived. Only when I was beginning to think her strategy might be to make me crazy by ignoring me all night did she turn my way and attempt to start some kind of conversation.

      “What’re you supposed to be, anyway? You look like you fell out of the Nineteenth Century.”

      I smiled, relieved she was engaging. “I’m an actor,” I said. “We’re shooting a movie nearby. Jane Austen.”

      She tilted her head. “And you didn’t have time to change out of your costume before hitting the hotel bar?”

      “There was a group of us earlier—the shoot overran today. None of us bothered to change before we came in for a drink.”

      It was weak, but Clara looked like she wanted to give me a chance before destroying my character completely. Or maybe she wanted to tease me a little, watch me dance.

      “And you’re shooting a Jane Austen movie in Newark?”

      “Good tax breaks available for movies in Jersey.” I said, “I’m sorry your client didn’t turn up.”

      She shrugged. “It happens. Maybe I’ll find another one.”

      “You feel like a bite to eat first?”

      She said sure, and so we ordered some food together. For once, we ate at the bar instead of at a table like a couple on an actual date. She was pretending to be someone else’s date, you see. I was pretending to be some guy she just happened to have struck up a conversation with while considering her next move as an escort who couldn’t afford to take a night off because a john didn’t show.

      But this was the job interview stage of our game getting underway.

      We asked each other questions. We dug down into each other’s cover story. We looked for weaknesses, flaws that could be prized open to get the other to break—and concede.

      She was an escort called Anna. I was an actor named Marcus.

      It was always quite fun trying to get each other to trip up. This year, there was the extra spice from her suggestion that she needed to find a new client for the evening—or else she wouldn’t make rent this month.

      She tried to get me to stumble over my knowledge of Mr. Darcy and Pride and Prejudice. But I stumbled onto the ruse that any deficiency in my research compared to an avid fan like her could be explained away by the fact that I was pretending to be an actor — not Mr. Darcy himself.

      Meanwhile, her strategy turned out to be not a simple attempt to dress sexy enough to get me to break character so that I’d get to sleep with a gorgeous call girl all night—but to make me jealous by the suggestion that later she’d have to go out and find herself a new client.

      She sat there on her barstool in a skirt that was so small it left the tops of her thigh-high fishnet stockings on display and allowed all the men in the bar to constantly check her out—as though I was going to snap and demand she cover up.

      The thing was, I didn’t get jealous.

      I liked other guys secretly staring at her.

      And when she started telling me which guys she liked the look of—which guys she might consider hitting on, to see if any of them would bite—I confess I liked the thought of watching her trying her luck.

      A little later in the evening, I even encouraged her to chat with some other guys to see if they might be open to a little quid pro quo.

      This was a new phase of the game—a phase we’d never really played before. A deeper level of Method, you might say.

      She had to flirt with other guys and try to seduce them, and if she didn’t, it would mean she was breaking character—because her character had to find a new client or face financial difficulties. I had to avoid getting all insecure about my wife flirting with other men because I was pretending to be some stranger Anna had never even met before.

      I wasn’t going to break from her strategy because, perhaps surprisingly, it turned out that I wasn’t in the least bit jealous of my wife flirting with other guys.

      It was strangely exhilarating.

      She wasn’t going to break because she was convinced her strategy was a winner. She was confident that, eventually, her flirting with another guy would get so heated that I’d have to step in and publicly claim her as my wife.

      Anyway. I could go into the rollercoaster ride that was watching my wife trying to seduce a bunch of strangers. The ones who weren’t scared or horrified to talk to a hot girl who was obviously an escort.

      But you want to know what happened when we met Michael.

      Michael was the one who agreed to be her next client.
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      You might say the game didn’t really begin until we got up to the room that night.  

      Everything else was merely prologue.

      The starting gun went off when the three of us stepped into that elevator, and the doors sealed us off from the rest of the world. When we stood silently glancing at each other in the mirrored walls as we ascended. When we nervously waited outside the room while I searched for the room key.

      All of us nervous, trying to pretend that we weren’t.

      “I’ve never done anything like this before,” Michael said, trying to fill the awkward silence.

      “Don’t worry,” I said. “Anna’s a professional. She’ll take good care of you.”

      I was fumbling a little with the key, trying to milk the atmosphere for all it was worth. I figured if I could stoke my wife’s anxiety, build the suspense rather than attempt to calm it—as my instincts were telling me to do—I might find it easier to break her character.

      But Clara countered my efforts by acting confidently while shooting back at me by seductively draping herself over Michael, stroking his arms as though to reassure him that she knew what she was doing.

      “I’ll take real good care of you, Michael,” she said.

      I could sense her trying to make me jealous. She flashed her eyes at me as Michael smiled and visibly relaxed, enjoying her contact. So, this was her strategy now: to make me crack by making me jealous.

      “You’re so beautiful,” Michael breathed, stunned by Clara. By Anna.

      “You’re so sweet,” she mewed, touching her lips against his cheek affectionately.

      The funny thing was, I wasn’t jealous at all. I was aware that I should have been. My wife had her hands all over another man—I recognized that Western society would laugh at a guy like me. People in the media—and social media—had a name they would use to taunt guys who let their wives fool around on them. Cuck.

      And yet there was something so unassailably hot about Clara pretending to be a hooker. Clara trying to freak me out by making me believe she was going to fool around with this guy.

      I wanted to see her fool around with him. I didn’t understand why, but the feelings of desire provoked within me were enough to motivate me without the need for full comprehension.

      “Here it is!”

      Miraculously, I found the key card in my back pocket and opened the door to our room.

      Clara gave me a wry look, teasing me a little for what she believed was my response to her fawning all over Michael like that. She actually thought her jealousy strategy was going to work.

      But I wasn’t jealous. I wanted to get her into the room and see how far she would go with Michael before she got scared and Anna became publicly Clara again.
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      It was a nice room. Just because we’d booked an airport hotel didn’t mean we couldn’t book a nice airport hotel.

      Clara—Anna—led the way inside, walking past me while holding Michael by the hand. Teasing me with her confidence, without knowing that her confidence turned me on.

      Michael flicked me a nervous glance and said, “So… hey…. How does this kind of thing normally go?”

      Anna said, “Why don’t we have a seat, and decide how we want it to go?”

      I closed the door, making sure that it shut properly with a perfectly secure click, then wandered through to find Anna making herself comfortable with Michael on the couch in the sitting area of the suite.

      I shivered to see them sitting together like a couple on a first date.

      “You guys never met before?” Anna said to the two of us.

      “Nope,” I said, glancing at Michael. “But he seems like a nice enough guy.”

      My sweet wife giggled. “I kinda wondered if maybe you guys set this up, you know? I mean… I don’t normally do two guys at once…”

      I took a seat in the armchair opposite them. I said, “If you’re not comfortable doing it… I mean… I could step out for a while, let you guys have some alone time…”

      Part of me liked the idea of leaving her with Michael, with a guy who totally believed she was an escort, who would do the work for me to break her character when it suddenly transpired that she wasn’t, and she wasn’t willing to have sex with him for money after all.

      Or maybe Clara would think of all that back-breaking housework she’d have to do if she lost the game and would actually go through with having sex with this guy so that she wouldn’t break character.

      She’d go further and further with him, imagining that I was getting jealous and that, eventually, I’d rush back in and stop them. Only I wouldn’t. I liked the idea of her going all the way with this guy. It was weirdly hot. Stupendously weirdly hot.

      I guess I’d just discovered that I was kinky.

      But Anna said, “No, no, it’s okay… you can stay…”

      Whatever happened, I could sense she felt more comfortable with me staying in the room. That was fine with me, too.

      Michael said, “Do we… I mean… we need to like… you know… pay you first…?”

      Clara flashed me a look that seemed to be teasing me by underlining the fact that here was an attractive guy willing to pay her real money for sex. Then she told our friend, “Don’t worry, we can sort out any kind of donation at the end…”

      I got the sense this wasn’t how real escorts worked.

      Michael didn’t seem any less nervous. Was he worried this was some kind of sting operation? He would strip off, and suddenly, we’d reveal our detective badges and inform him of his right to remain silent.

      He said, “I… uh… should probably use the bathroom first…”

      Clara said, “Of course.”

      He scurried away, leaving me wondering whether he would hold his nerve long enough for me to use him to break my wife’s character.

      There was a brief pause as my sweet wife, and I sized each other up and silently acknowledged how nervous poor Michael appeared about this whole deal. I wondered how the guy might react when we finally disclosed that all this was fake, like some kind of prank at his expense.

      Then, from the bathroom, we heard the shower start up.

      Clara—Anna—seemed to snap out of the daze we had briefly shared, her eyes seeming to sharpen as she focused on me, her attention returning to our little contest.

      She said, “So… you want to get started while we wait for your little buddy?”

      Sitting in the armchair, I had to force myself back into character. “Sure,” I said, trying to imagine I was a moderately successful actor, perhaps someone used to being an attention seeker, more of an alpha than I might be ordinarily.

      “Why don’t you take off your coat and get more comfortable?” I suggested.

      She stood, her demure smile an attempt to project her escort character while being unable to quite conceal her amusement that I intended to continue our little contest even while a stranger was now showering in the bathroom.

      I watched Clara slowly remove her fur coat, then drop it on the end of the couch before turning back to me, stepping forward to present herself for my appraisal.

      “You want me to take off anything else?” Her voice was smooth, seductive.

      I slowly ran my eyes all over her, taking in the tight crop top, the tiny skirt, the fishnet stockings. She looked absolutely incredible. If she’d worn this outfit out on the street, she would have been picked up by a cop car almost immediately, facing prostitution charges.

      “You might as well take off that skirt,” I said, trying to hide my stunned reaction to her astonishing transformation from laidback, unassuming wife to extravagantly slutty yet glamorous call girl. “I mean… there’s hardly anything there anyway.”

      Clara’s smile broadened, her call girl character pleased to do as her client asked, her real self trying to keep calm and not react to the mild embarrassment of exposing her underwear when a stranger could step out of the bathroom any moment. She did as I’d asked, reaching back to slip the catch on her skirt and allow it to drop to the floor.

      My gaze fell to the high-cut thong she wore, and I caught my breath at how much I could see through the luxurious sheer lace.

      She’d shaved her pussy for the evening.

      She’d never done anything like that before. As much as I usually enjoyed burying my face in her soft fur, there was something intensely sexy that she would go so far as to remove every hair from between her legs to get into her character for the night.

      “You like what you see?” she asked, gently swaying, silently dancing to flaunt herself before me.

      “Oh yes,” I said, sitting back in my chair to appreciate her body like it was fine art. “Very nice.”

      She turned around to show me the rear view—the outrageously skinny whale tail of her thong disappearing into her butt crack, highlighting her gorgeous curves like I’d never seen before.

      Clara usually wore comfortable underwear, but Anna wore sexy lingerie like this for her clients.

      Anna dipped down, pushing out her stunning ass like she was giving me a lap dance. I kept my hands on the arms of the chair as though we were in a gentleman’s club, and I was worried a bouncer might toss me out onto the street if I touched her.

      Anna pressed herself down on my lap, moaning quietly with delight at feeling my hardness through my pants, my erection giving her all the feedback she needed for how her act was affecting me. Then she took hold of my hands, placing them onto her thighs to provide me with explicit consent to touch her.

      Her body was so warm. Her skin so soft.

      “You giving me a little lap dance?” I asked her.

      “Whatever you want, honey,” she said, wiggling her divine rear, grinning ear-to-ear. She’d never called me honey before. I liked it.

      I groped her sweet ass, embracing my character as the kind of actor who might be used to treating women as objects. Anna lay back against me, twisting a little so she could turn to kiss me on the mouth.

      Escorts weren’t supposed to kiss their clients, were they? Or was that a myth? I had no idea, so I wasn’t going to challenge her. My hand slid up to cop a feel of her breasts through that tight crop top, and a bra that I felt was comprised of lace to match her thong.

      What a kiss. It made me feel I hadn’t properly kissed my wife for ages.

      She looked so different. She smelled different—her candy floss fragrance quite unlike my wife’s usual floral scent. She acted differently—enhancing the femininity, the grace of her every movement, making herself so much more seductive than I’d ever seen her. Was my body being tricked into believing she was a different woman? This surely wasn’t Clara. She’d become Anna.

      I felt that new relationship energy holding her, tasting her sweet lips.

      I pushed up her top while we kissed, feeling her small but perfect breasts through the thin, expensive lace of her bra. She moaned as I fondled her and slowly gyrated her hips to grind against my hardness. I could sense the heat of her sex through my clothes and her underwear; I could feel her whole body trembling with desire.

      This call girl role play would have to be added to our regular rotation in the bedroom. It seemed to get her going, too. But she wasn’t ready to break character yet. After an appropriate taste, she tore away from our kiss and stood up—peeling her top the rest of the way over her head and dropping that, too, to the floor.

      I stood, wanting more of that kiss, even if I was at risk of losing my cool and character.

      Anna flashed me a mischievous, lusty grin that I swear was not what you’d expect from a professional sex worker. She was horny like I hadn’t seen her in months. Perhaps even years. I liked it. But she was also hyper-aware that there was another guy in our bathroom. We could still hear the shower running.

      I liked the air of danger that the guy’s presence lent to our game. He could burst out of that bathroom at any minute and expect sexual favors from my wife. How were we going to deal with that? I don’t think either of us quite knew.

      Anna—Clara—grabbed my ruffled shirt and pulled me to her for another hot kiss. Her hand pressed against the bulge in my pants—she was so stoked at how hard I was for her. She stepped back, grabbing my hand before leading me away from the armchair, from the lounge area of the suite. Dragging me through to the bedroom.

      I felt she was testing me. Clearly in the mood for sex, she wanted me to get scared about Michael being around. She wanted me to stop her, to warn her that we had to get rid of the stranger so we could get down to the hot sex phase of the evening.

      And don’t get me wrong. At this stage of the date, I was ready to lose our game outright—to cope with six months of hard labor—for the chance to enjoy Clara maintaining her call-girl character for the rest of the night. But at the same time, a dark, impish part of me wanted to push her closer to the limits. To see how far she would go with another man here in our room.

      So, I went with her and suppressed any impulse of caution.

      I tried to remember I was somebody else—an actor called Marcus—and I was expecting to share this call girl with the guy currently scrubbing himself in the shower. I let her lead me into the bedroom and to the chair in the corner. I sat as she instructed me and kept my cool as she slowly sank to her knees, running her hands down my body as she parted my legs, ready to unwrap my package.

      “Let’s see what you have for me,” she said, waggling her eyebrows suggestively as her hands fumbled with my belt.

      She expected me to stop her at any moment. To warn her that Michael might come out and see us.

      But I just sat there and let her unzip my fly and haul down my pants and my undershorts.

      “God damn,” she exhaled at the sight of my brutal erection springing free. However, I think part of her surprise was that I was just sitting back, not caring about my manhood being so exposed.

      She paused a moment, taking in the sight of it—but also noticing that the sound of the shower had gone. Michael was finished. He’d be coming out here soon.

      I smiled, pretending I wasn’t even aware of our friend’s presence anymore. That I only wanted her mouth on my cock.

      Anna could only pause so long before her professionalism could be called into question. So, my sweet wife-turned-escort ducked down and took hold of my shaft before running her tongue from base to tip. Her eyes were on mine as she slipped it into her spectacularly hot mouth. The glint in those deep brown peepers reminded me that she was still wearing some clothes. I was the one here with my privates on display and risking that our guest could emerge at any moment and see them.

      But I didn’t care if Michael came out and saw my cock—or her sucking on it.

      I was a little curious how he would react, but I was more interested to see what Clara would do if Michael started behaving like a guy who really believed he was sharing a hooker with his new friend from the bar.

      On her knees, my wife enjoyed bobbing down on my hardness for a few moments—sighing and moaning like it really thrilled her to be giving me oral like this. I realized she was exaggerating her performance for the benefit of the role, yet I got the sense that the hint of risk and danger in the air did make this unexpected close contact with my cock arousing for her.

      Clara wasn’t supposed to be doing this to me—not with some other guy around. And so, it felt sexy; it was more of a thrill for her. And, speak of the Devil, here was Michael.

      He’d put his clothes back on after his shower, though his hair was still wet. He stood there in the doorway to the bedroom, not particularly shocked by seeing Anna on her knees in front of me like this, working on my cock. Michael gave the impression that he’d given himself a pep talk during the shower. He’d resolved not to act like a nervous dork from now on.

      Clara rose to her feet—slowly—giving me time and space to hurriedly cover myself and blurt out that this was all just a game, a prank—that I wasn’t seriously going to let him do anything with my wife.  I didn’t do any of that. I sat there calmly with my legs parted, my cock in my hands like this wasn’t a big deal at all. Like I was fully intending to just sit here in the corner and watch her go to Michael, to get started with him.

      Clara hid her surprise at my behavior, turning to saunter over to the other man as though she was such a professional that none of this could faze her, but still giving me time to stop her. I did no such thing. I sat and enjoyed the stunning sight of my sweet wife in only scanty lingerie, walking over to a man who was clearly just as stunned by the sight of her.

      Still, I felt no jealousy whatsoever. I didn’t even feel as insecure as I’d supposed I would.

      She was still my wife. Whatever she did with him, she would remain my wife. Clara wouldn’t leave me because I didn’t stop her from fooling around with this guy.

      I wanted to see how far she’d go. If she went all the way, I wanted that, too. It seemed impossibly sexy that she might do something with him, however far I could push her to go.

      I gently stroked my throbbing cock as she approached him and knelt at his feet, expecting me to stop her any moment. Michael touched her chin and tilted her face upwards to take in her beauty. She glanced over to see whether I was going to get suddenly mad and launch myself at them out of some crazy attempt to prevent my wife from putting her hands on another man.

      I gave her only a warm smile.

      I could tell she liked seeing me stroking my cock while I watched them. I saw the surprise on her pretty face as she gave me one last chance to stop her. I saw that surprise melt into the realization that I wasn’t going to stop her. That realization segued into curiosity about how far I would let her go with this guy, then excitement that I might actually let her do something with him. Well, we were safe in our own little private space. No one else needed to know what was happening on our wedding anniversary.

      Clara pushed up his shirt, unfastened his pants, and his huge cock just lolled out into the open. She caught her breath—not necessarily because his cock was so big, but because it was right there in her hands. It was real. This was happening. She could handle another man’s cock—and stretch her lips around its tip—and I couldn’t blame her for it. She was simply avoiding breaking character. I’d forced her into this by not breaking character first. This was our game. And now she was sucking another man’s dick.

      I was astonished by how sexy it was watching her.

      My wife would never have done this. Clara was as loyal as they came. This was Anna forcing her to do this. Groaning with delight at the chance to play with another man’s dick, something I’m sure she thought she’d never do again after reciting her wedding vows to me. I couldn’t believe how the desire for her raged through my veins—just because she was pleasuring somebody else.

      Stretching her lips around his impressive girth, forcing him down her throat. Pulling it out to stroke all over her face like she was taunting me with it.

      Michael put a hand to her head as she fucked him with her mouth, groaning, “Oh God… yes…”

      I watched her service him for a while, and then she pulled back, giggled, and turned to crawl over to me. Now, she was being the escort paid to service two men at once. Anna moved to sit at my feet and take hold of my cock, daring me to get mad at her for messing with another guy’s junk.

      I sat there and smiled. She pushed herself up, holding my thighs for support as her face closed in on mine. She was threatening to kiss me after another man’s cock was just wedged in her mouth. She was trying to freak me out. I didn’t flinch.

      I wanted her kiss.

      For some reason, the sight of my wife slurping on Michael’s manhood made her even more attractive to me. Was it just the faint pink blush on her cheeks? The excitement livening up her eyes?

      I let her close in on me, tilting her head slightly, her nose nudging up against mine, her lips touching down on mine. I could smell another man on her—I could detect the subtle aroma of another man’s cock. Then she was sucking on my lips, and I was sucking on hers. Slipping a little tongue. I could taste him on her, and her unfamiliar flavor thrilled me. Something about how naughty she was for blowing another guy made Clara intensely desirable to me.

      She squeezed my shaft and extended our kiss, beginning to get her head around the fact that I wasn’t horrified by any of this, that I wasn’t preventing her from fooling around with this guy. That, if anything, my cock was even harder because of what I’d seen.

      “You like to watch?” she said when she eventually pulled back from me.

      “Uh-huh,” I said, stroking my cock to the sight of her cleavage. I’d never been one for big tits particularly, but that bra of hers was doing some sterling service.

      Clara smiled, another glint of surprise in her eyes as she stood up, turned around, and slowly repeated her lap dancing trick—pushing her ass against me, grinding it against my bare cock.

      “I really need a big, hard cock inside me,” she said, and it struck me how unlike Clara it was to say anything like that.

      “Mmm…” I moaned. “I’d like to see that…”

      I tucked my fingers in the waistband of her thong and slowly peeled it down to expose her bare behind, giving her ample time to stop me. Time for her to decide whether she wanted a stranger to see her naked.

      Clara didn’t stop me.

      I peeled her panties to her thighs, and she pressed her bare sex against my shaft, grinding against me with nothing between us anymore.

      I smelled her arousal thick in the air. Spicy and alluring.

      I felt her wetness on my shaft as she stroked it with her pussy.

      After a few moments, she pulled herself up from my lap and went to sit on the end of the bed. “Who’s going first?” she asked, staring at me. Testing me, constantly testing me. I didn’t stop her, and she became Anna again.

      Anna tugged off her panties and sat there, thighs spread, stroking her astonishingly hairless sex, apparently enjoying having two horny men gazing at her. She glanced at Michael, who stood slowly pumping his massive tool, totally absorbed in her beauty. I liked how he looked at her—how he wanted her. It stoked my ego that he wanted her, yet she was mine.

      “I hope it fits,” she purred, gawping at his colossus while giving me little teasing glances to see if I’d finally stop this from happening.

      I pulled myself up from the chair. She turned back to me, smiling like she sensed victory was near. Clara thought I was about to give up, to break character, to admit to Michael that all of this was an act. To her surprise, however, I went down on my knees before her.

      I leaned in to kiss her thigh, and gazing up at her gorgeous body, I said, “We’d better get you ready for him.”

      I couldn’t resist that juicy pussy. It was so different like that. So completely bare. Had she waxed? I drew the tip of my tongue along her creamy lips, and as my cheeks pressed against her hot flesh, I didn’t detect even a hint of stubble. She was soaked. It was an absolute treat. And with no hairs to get stuck in my teeth, I could truly go to town and just ravish her with my mouth.

      Delicious.

      And Clara seemed to enjoy it, too.

      As I lapped at her copious wetness, Michael stepped forward. He’d removed his clothes. He was a good-looking guy—no stranger to the gym. My wife tilted her upper half toward him, letting him kneel on the bed and feed his big cock into her mouth while I fucked her with my tongue.

      This was really happening.

      I wasn’t sure what was going on with our game. Who would be the winner if neither of us broke character? Could we have a draw?

      But still, Clara was testing me. Pushing me to break my character first.

      She leaned down, tilted my face up to her so she could slide her tongue inside my mouth again, fresh from licking the other man’s cock.

      “I think I’m ready,” she said to me. “Are you going to watch me fuck him?”

      My answer came in the form of pulling away from her. I returned to my seat in the corner. Clara had him sit on the bed, legs dangling over the end. She moved slowly, giving me plenty of time to stop her. To call a time-out and admit defeat.

      Again, I was doing no such thing.

      I sat there and grasped my hardness as she straddled him, parting her thighs so I could see his huge pole aloft, pressing against her hairless pussy. It would have been a lap dance if they weren’t both naked. She stroked his shaft and his balls while her hips began to move, rubbing the other side of his manhood against her sex.

      “It’s so big… I can’t wait to feel it inside me,” she cooed.

      I smiled and jacked my dick.

      Anna—this was fully Anna—put her hands back to support herself on his chest as she worked her hips to stroke the tip of his cock with her soaking pussy. I felt this odd—yet not unpleasant—pressure in my chest. It was the realization that my wife was about to have another man inside her. The first new cock since we’d met. It wasn’t jealousy, even now. It was some instinctive response to another man poised to enter my beloved.

      Maybe I was horrified — and yet, at the same time, it turned me on so much that the excitement overwhelmed the horror. Was I afraid? That I really would lose her? No. My head was clear, my brainwaves free of panic.

      My body was reacting to the sight of my wife getting ready to fuck another man. Something coded in my male chromosome somehow made the adrenaline swamp my veins and turn me into a pulsating wreck of tangled feelings.

      And yet, still, I wanted this to happen. The thrill was more potent than the fear.

      The terror somehow enhanced the excitement.

      My wife looked me directly in the eye and said, “I’m going to put it inside me.”

      I gave her a clear but brief nod, and then the tip of his penis disappeared inside her.

      Oh my God.

      Clara was fucking him. Anna was fucking him, I reminded myself. She was riding him, and I was sitting there pumping my hard cock while I watched her tight, pink pussy thrust onto that thing. His shaft glistened with her juices each time it emerged from her sex.

      Oh, Jesus.

      My wife really was fucking another guy right in front of me.

      It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. I was consumed by the detail of what I was seeing. Human eyes are much better than any screen I’ve ever owned. I’d never seen pornography that looked this real. I saw the veins in his cock, the pores in her soft skin around her stretched pussy lips. I saw the cream oozing out of her as she slid up and down his pole. I heard the wet sounds of his dick thrusting into her again and again.

      As I jacked my dick watching them, every breath I took was saturated with the earthy, musky scent of their sex.

      Jeez, my wife was cheating on me. Right in front of me. It was so sexy. And it seemed to please her, watching me watching them. The room was filled with the song of her pleasure.

      I watched them change position so Clara—Anna—was on all fours, and he was pushing his big dick into her from behind. Clara—Anna—faced me while Michael slammed into her from behind, gazing into my eyes, moaning, telling me how good it felt.

      “He’s so big… I can’t believe how incredible it feels…”

      Michael acted like he’d never been with a woman before. He was just besotted with her. The pitfall was that he wasn’t going to last too long.

      My stomach churned as I considered that this guy was about to release his load inside my wife. And yet, even now, I felt no jealousy. It only added to my wicked arousal to think that he might shoot his cream inside her.

      Only when he began to grunt and shake and shudder like there was nothing he could do to hold back did it strike me that since they weren’t using a condom, we weren’t exactly being the most responsible of adults.

      And yet, even then, I didn’t stop them. It only fueled my desire for her to think that he was going to inseminate her.

      How strange was my newly kinky desire!
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      It took another man filling my wife with his cum to break her out of her character.

      Clara seemed to snap out of it like she had suddenly awakened from a dream. She looked at me, and her face was suddenly torn by pure panic.

      “He came inside me,” she gasped. The terror on her face pained me.

      “It’s okay, everything’s okay…” I insisted.

      But she was moaning, “It wasn’t my fault, it wasn’t my fault…”

      Now, as he pulled away from her, Michael was also getting into a flap.

      “I didn’t know, I didn’t think… I never did anything like this before,” he wailed like he thought we were about to call the FBI or something, and he’d have to go through some kind of humiliating public trial covered by all the networks.

      Michael hopped up from the bed, feverishly reclaiming his clothes, wrestling to get something on so he could flee as quickly as humanly possible.

      I left him to it.

      I went to my sweet wife, taking hold of her, kissing her, soothing her with gentle words of love and adoration. I breathed in the strange smell of the adulterous sex that sprawled, sticky, all over her flushed skin.

      Her tears, her fears, subsided as I sampled the curious taste of someone else’s time with her, as I sucked on her gorgeous tits, and kissed my way down her salt-streaked stomach.

      “You watched him fuck me,” she breathed as I followed my basest instinct to assess the firsthand evidence of her infidelity.

      “I saw every minute,” I agreed.

      She seemed astonished by me. She lay there as though stunned by some kind of seismic electric shock, limbs outstretched as though she were shackled to the bed. I explored her like some insane scientist who had just made real his most perverted dream of an android sex goddess.

      Michael was gone by the time I got a nice, clean white towel to her to mop up the worst of his mess. By then, Clara had calmed down a little, reassured that I wasn’t going to call in the divorce lawyers, and curious that her drab, unassuming husband apparently had some bizarre kinky thing about other guys fucking her.

      Clara let me examine her body. She gave me time to run my hands all over her, to take in the oddly exhilarating scent of her well-fucked flesh, the flavor of a younger man all over her, the feel of her glorious adultery all over her damp, sticky form.

      She was so beautiful, freshly fucked. I couldn’t believe it. She could see how completely taken I was by it all, and it made her smile so sweetly.

      “You want me to take a shower?” she asked me. “You can come with me…”

      I smiled and said, “Not yet.”

      Then I slowly slid my impossibly hard cock into her well-oiled sex, gliding in so effortlessly with another man’s cum to lubricate my way.

      She gasped again when she felt me fill her.

      We both came so hard—and so fast—that it was almost a waste of how good it felt.
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      A little later, we hit the shower together. We washed each other, we held each other, we made out like first-time lovers.

      When we eventually dried each other off and returned to the bedroom, we realized that under the rules of the game, one of us was supposed to be staying in character.

      “Who won?” we asked each other.

      I said, “Maybe it was a draw.”

      Clara sighed. “I broke first. When he came inside me. It was pretty obvious…”

      She seemed gutted to have lost the game after everything. After the extreme lengths to which she’d gone to compete. I thought about how I might fare the rest of the night pretending to be some actor playing the role of Mr. Darcy in a movie. How would that go? She could persuade me to go Method, to pretend to be her favorite Jane Austen character as she fucked me.

      I said, “Uh… Technically, you made me break character first—practically the first moment I saw you in that bar.”

      She giggled. “When you said you were Daniel Faraday?”

      “You totally made me lose my shit,” I admitted.

      “But you came up with that story about being an actor⁠—”

      “You really thought that was the character I’d been working on all year?” I chuckled.

      “You know Daniel Faraday was a character on Lost?”

      I shrugged, then stooped to scoop up her fishnet stockings from the floor and hand them to her.

      Clara seemed happy enough to accept my concession. I sat in the chair and watched her dress in her escort outfit once more—it might have been the reverse of an erotic striptease, but it was still hot to watch. God, she looked incredible. It probably didn’t hurt that I couldn’t get the image of her fucking Michael out of my head.

      She put her hands on her hips and asked, “So… what would you like me to do, Daniel?”

      She waited, looking like she was expecting me to ask her to dance for her or strip. Or suck my cock. But I still had the memory of another man plunging his cock into her burned into my retina.

      I said, “You’ll do anything I want?”

      “You’re paying me for my time...”

      My mind raced to bad, bad things. Would she really do anything I wanted her to? Well, that was her role, wasn’t it? Her character. Her raison d’être as Anna: to make my every fantasy come true.

      I said, “I want to watch you.”

      She smiled, enjoying that my mind hadn’t gone somewhere more predictable. “Watch me do what?”

      “Fuck someone else.”

      There was a note of surprise in her dark eyes, but there was this crazy sense of possibility surrounding us that night, so she didn’t immediately shoot down my suggestion.

      “I thought you already did that,” she said.

      “I’m paying you for your time,” I said, glancing at my watch. “The hotel bar’s still open…”
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      THE CALL

      On a Monday afternoon in early December, Tess was halfway through organizing her boss’s trip to the 2025 Global Insurance Summit in London when her mobile rang. She smiled when she saw Piquant on the caller ID. That was where her husband worked, but he never called her from the restaurant’s landline. She accepted the call.

      “Let me guess,” she said, smiling. “You forgot to take your phone to work.”

      There was a pause, and someone cleared his throat. “Is that Tess?” It wasn’t Michael’s voice.

      “Yes. I’m sorry, I assumed⁠—”

      “Tess, it’s Oliver from Piquant.” The usually composed manager of the restaurant sounded flustered.

      “Oh! Hi Oliver.” A coldness seeped into her stomach. “Is everything alright?”

      “No. I’m afraid there’s... It’s Michael. He’s not well.”

      “Oh, okay.” She frowned. He’d seemed fine when she got up this morning. “If he’s not well enough to drive, I can speak to my boss and come to pick⁠—”

      “No, that’s not… We had to call an ambulance. They’ve taken him to hospital.”

      “Oh god. What happened?” Her mind raced, wondering what he could have done. “Did he cut himself or burn⁠—?”

      “It’s not an injury,” he explained. “One of the kitchen staff said Michael had felt dizzy and sat down, but then he just slumped to the floor.” Oliver took several sharp breaths. “He lost consciousness. We couldn’t bring him around, so we called 999.”

      Tess was starting to panic. “Are they taking him to The Royal Infirmary?”

      “Yes, I believe so.”

      “Right, I’ll get down there now and⁠—”

      “I would have gone with him, but I needed to organize somebody to cover for him.”

      “No, it’s fine, Oliver. I’ll get to the hospital now.”

      “Will you let me know how he is?” he asked, then hastily added, “Whenever it’s convenient.”

      “Of course I will.”

      “I hope everything⁠—”

      “Thanks, Oliver. I’ll be in touch, I promise.” She ended the call, got up from her desk and walked over to her boss’s office door. She knocked once and walked in.

      Craig looked up. He started to smile but then immediately changed his expression. “What’s wrong?” he asked, rising to his feet behind his desk.

      “Michael became ill at work and has been taken to hospital. I’m going to need⁠—”

      “Oh Tess, I’m sorry to hear that.” He came around the desk and placed a hand on her arm. “Go to the hospital.”

      “I can take a day’s leave and...”

      He scoffed and shook his head. “You’ll do no such thing. Go and see how your husband is, and take as long as you need.”

      She exhaled. “Thank you. I was actually in the process of arranging your train and hotel for the global summit, so I can just finish⁠—”

      “Tess! The summit is six months away. Leave everything. Close the lid of your laptop and get to the hospital.”

      She nodded, grateful for his understanding. “Okay. Hopefully, I’ll be back tomorrow.”

      Craig sighed. “You’re taking compassionate leave, and you’ll stay away from the office for as long as you need. Don’t even think about coming back until Michael is out of hospital.”

      “Thank you.”

      As soon as she’d closed down her workstation, she put her phone in her bag, grabbed her coat, and headed for the lifts. Outside, the path that led to the car park was dotted with puddles, though the rain had finally stopped.

      As she took the ticket to raise the barrier at the hospital car park, she realized she had no memory of the drive there. She’s driven on autopilot.  Once inside the main building, she stopped at the reception desk just inside the doors and explained that her husband had been brought in by ambulance earlier. After being directed to a nearby waiting area, Tess sat down and watched the receptionist make a series of phone calls.

      Eventually, a lady in green scrubs with a stethoscope around her neck walked across the foyer and briefly spoke to the receptionist before approaching Tess.

      “Mrs. Renfrew?”

      Tess nodded and stood up.

      “Hi, I’m one of the doctors taking care of your husband.” She glanced around at the other people sitting close by, then led Tess to stand by a wall to give them a little privacy.

      “How is he?” Tess asked, her voice sounding strange because of the tightness in her throat.

      “He was unresponsive when he arrived, and he’s currently undergoing some tests. We’ll know more when we get the results.”

      Tess nodded, even though the doctor hadn’t actually given her any more information than Oliver had.

      “If you’d like to follow me, there’s another waiting room upstairs that isn’t quite so busy.” She led the way to a wide staircase and up one floor. They walked along a wide, busy corridor and then through a set of double doors onto a narrower corridor. Halfway along, there was a small anteroom containing six chairs, with two sets of three facing each other.

      “Take a seat,” the doctor said. “I’ll just grab a pad and get a few details from you.”

      It was warm in the hospital, so Tess removed her coat and folded it onto a chair, then sat in the one next to it. She glanced down at her hands and saw they were shaking.

      The doctor returned and sat in the chair directly opposite Tess. “I need to ask a few questions.”

      “Yes, of course.”

      “We’ve requested his medical records, but in the meantime...” She gave a reassuring smile. “What’s your husband’s full name.”

      “Michael Renfrew. No middle name.”

      “Date of birth?”

      Tess told her.

      “So, he’s thirty-six. What’s his occupation?”

      “He’s a chef. He was at work when he was taken ill.” A thought occurred. “I don’t know if he could have been tasting something that made him ill, or…”

      The doctor shook her head. “We’ll get to that. Do you have children?”

      “No, but I’m not sure why that⁠—”

      “Kids carry bugs and viruses. I’m just trying to get an idea of who he may have been in contact with.” She smiled again. “Did your husband mention feeling unwell at all in the last couple of days?”

      Tess shook her head.

      “He had no headaches or dizziness, anything like that?”

      “If he did, he never mentioned them. I was asleep by the time he got home last night, but we spoke this morning. He was fine.”

      “Okay, great.” She was writing everything down. “Has he been abroad in the last few weeks, holidays or business trips?”

      “No. We went to Portugal in the summer, but that was five months ago.”

      The doctor added the detail to her notes, then held the pad against her chest. “So, Michael is away having a few tests. Hopefully, they’ll cast some light on whatever the problem is, and then we’ll be able to treat it. As soon as we know more, someone will come out and let you know. Can I take your mobile number?”

      She gave the number, and the doctor left.

      Tess closed her eyes and tried to control her breathing. She should really call Michael’s mother to let her know what was going on. The trouble was that Tess didn’t actually know what was going on, so she decided to delay phoning until after the results of the tests had been explained. All she could do was wait. The light outside faded, and it was completely dark by the time a different doctor came out to the waiting room.

      “Mrs. Renfrew?” he asked.

      “Yes.” Tess sat forward in her seat. “Do you have more news?”

      The man nodded and sat down. He was in his late forties and looked tired. “Michael is suffering from what we call a DOC, a disorder of consciousness. He’s undergone MRI and CT scans and had some blood samples taken. It’ll be a while before we get the results from the bloods, but the scans show there’s some swelling in his brain.”

      Tess’s heart plummeted. “Swelling?”

      He nodded. “There’s no sign of a blood clot, which is good news, but we’re concerned because we don’t yet know what caused the swelling.”

      “Could he have banged his head?” Michael was the world’s clumsiest man, so Tess could imagine him bending over to get something and crashing his head on a wall cupboard or extractor fan when he stood up.

      “There’s no evidence of an impact. The most likely cause is an infection of some sort, so we’ll have to wait for the blood analysis. I can confirm that his vital signs are all looking good. His heart is strong, and his blood pressure’s normal. All we can do is wait.”

      “Can I see him?”

      “It’ll probably be better if you wait. We’ve sedated him so that we can get the necessary tubes and drips into his body.”

      Tess felt numb.

      “Once we have the results of the blood tests, we’ll be able to start treating whatever caused it.” He gave her a friendly smile. “I suggest you go home and get some rest.”

      The doctor stood, and Tess followed his lead. As he made his way back to the ward, she put on her coat and headed towards the double doors to the wide corridor. After paying her parking fee at the machine by the main doors, she walked out to her car. Once home, she phoned Oliver, then Michael’s mum, and finally her own mum. She couldn’t believe it took forty-five minutes to tell them how little she knew about the situation. Tess hadn’t eaten since lunchtime but wasn’t hungry. She decided to have a long soak in the bath before going to bed, where she slept only fitfully.

      When she woke the next morning, she was ravenous. A bowl of muesli followed by two slices of toast with peanut butter quelled her hunger, and two large mugs of tea made her feel almost human. As she didn’t need to dress for the office today, she put on a pair of comfortable jeans, a long-sleeved cotton top, and flat shoes. Then she donned her coat and grabbed her umbrella because the weather hadn’t improved since yesterday. She left just before nine.

      

  






      VISIT 1

      When Tess arrived at the hospital, she was directed to Ward 22, which was a secure ward. She pressed an intercom button and provided her name to gain entry. As she approached the nurse’s station, a man introduced himself as Dr. Jervis and said he would be overseeing Michael’s care during the day.

      “How is he doing?” she asked.

      “No change, but he had a good night,” he said. “The initial blood tests showed a raised white blood cell count, which indicates an infection. However, the blood culture test to identify the specific germ causing the infection takes longer. We need that result to enable us to treat it, but we’re hoping to get those results in the next couple of hours.”

      Tess had spent the entire night worrying, and she allowed those fears to resurface now. “What if it isn’t an infection?” she asked. “What if it’s something growing in his brain, like a tumor or⁠—”

      “It isn’t.” He gave her a reassuring smile. “That’s one of the things we specifically look for in scans.”

      She felt a little better. “I tried to tell the doctor who took some details yesterday, but I’m not sure if she made a note. Michael’s a chef, and I wondered if he could have ingested something while tasting one of his dishes. Maybe he used contaminated ingredients or something.”

      “If it’s that, the blood tests will show it.”

      “Okay, thanks. Can I see him?”

      “Certainly. Come on.” The doctor escorted her into the ward, which was comprised of six patient rooms. He went to the last one on the left and opened the door.

      Tess’s heart plummeted at the sight of her husband on the bed. His skin was deathly white. Numerous tubes were inserted into his body. The ones in his mouth and nose were held in place with white tape. He was on an IV drip. Wires attached to his head and body ran to a series of machines and monitors that bleeped and flashed. Patches of his chest hair had been shaved to accommodate sticky pads connected to the wires.

      The doctor picked up on her concern. “Everything is there for a reason,” he explained. “We need to monitor his vital signs, but we also need to keep him fed and hydrated. I can assure you that Michael isn’t in any discomfort.”

      Tess removed her coat and stepped over to the easy chair on the side of Michael’s bed opposite the monitors. She sat and gripped his hand, which was cold yet clammy.

      The doctor moved to the door and smiled at her. “I’ll be back in a little while. The consultant is doing his rounds, so we’ll see what he says.”

      Tess nodded and forced a smile. After he’d left, she squeezed Michael’s hand and tried to control her breathing.

      She’d been there for almost an hour before the door opened again, and three people entered. One was the doctor she’d seen earlier, the other was a woman in a white coat, and the last was a big man in his fifties dressed in a suit. He listened while the two doctors filled him in on Michael’s condition and treatment. The older man read Michael’s vitals from the machines.

      Finally, he turned to Tess and smiled at her. “We’ll know more when the blood results are back, but for the time being, everything looks as we’d expect.”

      Yeah, except for the fact that he’s comatose.

      “As you know, he’s being kept sedated. I suggest you give yourself a break.” He smiled sympathetically, no doubt reading the worry and exhaustion etched into her face. “Why not go home and try to relax? Come back, and hopefully, by then, we’ll know more and will have started the treatment.”

      Tess nodded. She took a breath. “Okay, thank you. But please call me if he wakes. They have my number.”

      After the medical staff had left, Tess took a moment before putting on her coat. She leaned over and kissed her husband’s forehead, trying desperately not to cry. She struggled to maintain that stolid exterior on her way out of the hospital and all the way to work. She had to give her boss an update.

      The office was empty when Tess arrived. She walked straight to Craig’s door and knocked before opening it. When she popped her head around the door, he smiled up from his desk and beckoned her in.

      “How’s Michael?” he asked, coming around to meet her.

      Tess explained her husband’s condition and that they were waiting for results before deciding how to treat his swelling. Hopefully, when the swelling reduced, Michael would wake up.

      Craig shook his head. “I cannot imagine what you must be going through. I hope everything turns out alright.”

      She smiled and nodded. “The doctors tell me there’s not much I can do, so if you like, I can⁠—”

      “Tess, stop worrying about work. I’ve told HR what’s happened, and you’re on compassionate leave for the next two weeks. If you need longer, that won’t be a problem.”

      “But what about⁠—?”

      “They’re organizing a temp to help out. Stop worrying about things that don’t matter. Put all your energy into keeping yourself calm and strong until Michael wakes up.”

      She smiled. “Thank you.”

      “Keep me updated, but there’s no need to visit. Just drop me an email or text.”

      Tess thanked him again and returned home. She made a cup of tea to steel herself for the phone calls to her mother and mother-in-law, updating them on Michael’s condition. Finally, she tried to catch up on the sleep that eluded her the night before.

      

  






      VISIT 2

      Tess arrived at Ward 22 and found the nurse who buzzed her in was on the phone. She waved and went back to Michael’s room.

      His condition remained the same. Michael was motionless on the bed, eyes closed and expression blank. The muted beeps from the monitors seemed almost soothing. She removed her coat and sat in the comfortable bedside chair. Michael’s hand felt warmer than the day before, but she wondered if her hands were simply colder that day. She sat quietly for about twenty minutes before a nurse came in.

      “Hi,” she said to Tess, checking the monitors and noting his chart.

      Tess cleared her throat. “Do you happen to know if the blood test results are available yet?”

      The nurse nodded. “They started a course of antibiotics a couple of hours ago.”

      “Great, thanks.”

      The nurse stopped at the door and looked back at Tess. “Some people believe that coma patients are aware of what’s going on around them, you know.”

      “Sorry?” Tess wasn’t sure how to respond.

      “I’m just saying he knows you’re here with him.” She smiled at Michael’s still form. “Talk to him, tell him news. Just hearing your voice will give him comfort.” The nurse smiled and left.

      Tess studied her husband’s face. “Hiya,” she said. “It’s me.” She sighed and shook her head, feeling stupid but determined to try her best to help. “So, I’m on compassionate leave,” she whispered. “Craig’s arranged two weeks off for now, but he said HR would extend it if needed.”

      Michael’s face remained unchanged, and she saw no movement behind his closed eyelids. She looked out of the small window at the darkening sky. “It’s raining again.” She gave a quiet laugh. “If you’d gone into your coma in the summer, I could have had a nice tan for when you woke up.”

      A lump developed in her throat, and tears clouded her vision. “Michael, please wake up.”

      

  






      VISIT 3

      Tess arrived at the hospital a little after nine-fifteen on Wednesday morning. The doctors gathered around the nurse’s station in Ward 22 gave friendly smiles but didn’t intercept her as she headed towards Michael’s room. She assumed that meant there’d been no change in his condition.

      She entered his room and removed her coat. “Good morning,” she said, as if her husband was sitting on the sofa at home reading his newspaper. “How was your night?” She dropped into the comfortable chair beside the bed and gripped his hand. Michael took absolutely no notice of her, but she blethered on for the next fifteen minutes.

      Tess was telling him about their neighbor’s new car when the consultant, along with two doctors, came into the room. Tess snapped her mouth shut and listened to the doctor’s brief summary of the blood results and the antibiotics currently being used. The consultant listened and nodded. On their way out, one of the doctors stopped to speak to Tess.

      “Keep talking to him,” he encouraged. “A familiar voice is supposed to help.”

      The second doctor gave her a warm smile and nodded towards Michael. “I’m sure he knows you’re talking to him.”

      “I’m not sure about that. He never listens to me when he’s awake.”

      The doctor laughed and left to follow his colleagues.

      Despite her doubts, Tess continued to talk about anything and everything. Her mother, his mother, the neighbor’s F Pace Jaguar, and how awful the weather was.

      An hour or so later, two nurses came in and explained that it was time to give Michael a bed bath and shave.

      “Obviously, you’re welcome to stay,” the older nurse said. “But if you’ve been sitting there for a while and fancied a quick cuppa, now would be a good time.”

      Tess agreed and set off for the hospital canteen. The cappuccino was better than she expected, though she couldn’t say the same for the cellophane-wrapped flapjack. When she returned to Michael’s room, the nurses had finished, and Michael’s face was bristleless.

      “It’s alright for you,” she said, dropping into the chair. “Lying here and getting waited on hand and foot all day long. A whole host of pretty nurses seeing to all your bodily needs.” She leaned close to whisper, even though they were alone in the room. “I’m going home to an empty house and a cold bed. I’m starting to regret dismissing your suggestion about me becoming a hotwife.”

      They’d discussed the subject several times over the past year. He’d kept saying he was keen for her to ‘spread her wings’ a little more—she’d only had a handful of sexual partners before they’d met—but she had refused. He only ever brought the subject up when he’d been drinking and, more often than not, when they were in the throes of passion.

      Although Tess was not opposed to the idea of having animalistic sex with a handsome stranger—who would be?—she was too worried about the effect it would have on their relationship. She wasn’t prepared to risk their marriage over something that only occurred to him when he was drunk and horny. Surely, if this was something he was serious about, he’d have broached the subject seriously in the cold light of day rather than just whispering things like, “Don’t you wish this was another man’s cock filling you?” in the heat of the moment.

      As the monitors beeped with a steady rhythm, she watched his face and squeezed his hand. “I quite like the idea of getting the same sort of treatment that you are. If I could find a man to give me a bed bath, I might even let him shave me.”

      When a different nurse came in to check the readings and update Michael’s charts, Tess kissed his cheek and whispered that she’d be back to see him later.

      

  






      VISIT 4

      Tess was buzzed in as usual. A group of medical staff were all standing around the nurse’s station. One of the doctors interrupted his conversation and approached Tess, a wide smile on his face.

      She felt her heart skip a beat. “Has he woken up?”

      The doctor seemed taken aback by her question, then frowned and shook his head. “No, sorry. But I just wanted to say that the news is encouraging. We’ve identified the specific infection and are now directly treating it rather than using a general antibiotic, but your visit earlier today resulted in the most brain activity we’ve seen from him since his admission.” He gave another smile. “It’s definitely a good sign. Keep going. Whatever it was you talked about today, I suggest you return to the subject.”

      Tess felt heat creeping up her neck and face and hoped she wasn’t blushing. She gave him a nod and left the nurse’s station. Inside the small room, Michael still appeared completely unresponsive. She slipped off her coat, bent over the bed to kiss his cheek, then took her usual position in the chair.

      Resting her elbows on the bed, she gripped his hand. “So,” she whispered, “I’m told you got a big kick out of hearing how desperate I am for a little pampering. The doctor thinks I should talk some more about that. What do you think?” Her eyes flicked from his face to the monitors. “He probably thought I was reminiscing about some of our happiest moments.”

      She chewed her lip, desperate to see some sort of reaction from him. “I bet your doctors would be shocked if they knew what really got your sleepy brain working. What do you think, Michael?”

      She neither expected nor got a response.

      “Do you think they’d approve of hearing how desperate your wife’s become for a little action between her legs? That she’s actually considering going along with your perverted wishes and becoming a hotwife?”

      She thought she saw a tiny movement of his eyeballs beneath the lids, but she might have imagined it. Warming to the task, she leaned on the bed so she could talk quietly and make it more intimate. The subject matter certainly warranted it.

      “Maybe we should make it a little game. It could be a one-sided form of Truth or Dare, where I tell you what I plan to do with another man unless you wake up and order me not to.” She squeezed his hand tighter. “But knowing how dirty your mind is, you’d probably pretend to be still unconscious just so I go out and become the slut you want me to be.”

      She glanced yet again at the monitors next to the bed, trying to discern any changes in his responses. “Or maybe we could do a version of Kiss and Tell, where I come into your room and kiss you, and you have to try and work out what I got up to the night before simply from the way I kiss. Think you could do that?” She let out a sigh. “I guess kissing you like that is out of the question with all those tubes in place. Maybe we’ll have to make up a completely new game where I whisper about all the dirty things I got up to with other men while you slept in a hospital bed. I could call it Coma Chameleon.”

      She closed her eyes and shook her head, embarrassed at the sick and childish name that’d just popped out of her mouth. “Well, whatever we call the game, I’m going to keep talking about all the kinky little things I might do with another man because your doctor tells me that’s my best chance of getting you back home with me.”

      An Asian nurse with a long black ponytail came in to see if Tess wanted a cup of tea.

      “Thank you. That would be lovely. Milk, no sugar.”

      After the nurse had left, Tess squeezed her husband’s hand. “She’s lovely. I bet you’re hoping she gives you your next bed bath, you dirty bugger.”

      Tess didn’t revisit the subject of becoming a hotwife in case the nurse overheard when she returned with the tea. Instead, she rambled on about her latest conversation with his mother, filling him in with the minutiae of her life.

      The nurse brought a mug of tea and a packet of ginger nuts, which Tess thanked her for. Alone with her husband once more, she dunked her biscuit in her tea and took a bite. She considered all the innuendo-laden things she could say to push his buttons, like dipping hard things into hot, wet places, but in the end, she ate her biscuit and sipped her tea in silence. In truth, she wasn’t exactly sure what a guy who had a hotwife fetish actually wanted to hear. She needed to do some research when she got home.

      Tess eventually put on her coat, kissed Michael’s cheek, and left the hospital.

      

  






      VISIT 5

      Tess arrived a little later than usual on Thursday morning. She’d slept until eight, which was almost unheard of for her. She reasoned that two nights of very little sleep had finally caught up with her, and last night she’d slept soundly for almost ten hours.

      At the nurse’s station, the same doctor who’d spoken to Tess yesterday approached her. He looked pleased.

      “We saw another flurry of brain activity during yesterday afternoon,” he said. “There’s no doubt that your visits are helping him. We’ll do another MRI later today to see if the swelling has reduced, but all signs suggest the antibiotics are doing their job.”

      “That’s great news.”

      Michael was alone in his room. Even though the doctor had sounded so positive, it was impossible for her to see any improvement in her husband’s condition. After removing her coat, she leaned over the bed and kissed his forehead.

      “Good morning, Sleeping Beauty,” she whispered. “Notice anything different?” Bending lower, she held her neck close to his nose. “The doctors tell me our little chats are getting through to you, so I thought I’d wear this perfume to see if it evokes any memories.” She pulled back and sat in her chair, then took his hand in hers.

      “It’s the expensive one you bought me for our fifth anniversary.” She ran her hand over the sheet down his chest. “Do you remember how I wore it when we went out to dinner that night, and when we got home, you made me take off all my clothes and put on more perfume? Then you fucked me hard. Twice, as I recall.”

      She leaned closer still, lowering her voice to an intimate whisper. “I thought it’d been the perfume, but the following morning, you admitted that what had turned you on the most was that our waiter couldn’t keep his eyes off me. According to you, he was either looking down the top of my dress when he served us or staring at my legs under the table while serving other people.”

      She took his hand in hers again. “I think that was the first time you’d ever admitted to being aroused by me getting attention from other men.” Tess chewed her lip. “So last night, I got dressed up and sprayed on this perfume. Then I went out to a bar in town. I got quite a bit of the sort of attention you like.”

      She paused, checking his face and the monitors. Neither suggested her words were having any effect. “A guy spent quite a while watching me before he finally built up the nerve to come over and ask if I was waiting for someone. I told him I wasn’t and that I’d just called in for a drink on my way back from a meeting.” She gave a quiet laugh. “I didn’t realize how much fun lying to people could be. He offered to buy me a drink, and I accepted. We chatted for over an hour. His name was Dennis, and he was in marketing. He was only in town for the one night, staying at the Premier Inn.”

      She gave a breathy sigh. “I knew his hotel was only a five-minute drive away. It was as if the stars had aligned. I’d met an attractive man I’d never see again, and none of our friends would ever know what I’d done.”

      Michael showed no reaction to her words. “I went to the bar to buy the next round, and that’s when I saw one of the neighbors. He didn’t see me, but I panicked. I only bought one drink, took it to Dennis, and left the bar.”

      She sighed. “I realized it was stupid to assume I could get away with something like that so close to home. So, I drove back to our house, poured myself a glass of wine, and did an internet search. I hadn’t expected to get so many hits. You never told me how many other couples are into this. I spent over an hour browsing through the websites. There were pieces written by men who’d watched their wives with other men, and other pieces written by the women doing it.” She kissed his ear. “I got all hot and sweaty reading about the things those bulls had done to them and also what their husbands did to them after the bull had left. And that’s when I decided to send a message to one of the bulls on the website.”

      Tess saw a definite increase in the spikes on the heart monitor. The stronger beats stayed visible for a couple of seconds. Encouraged, she continued. “And that’s when I started to read some of the bulls’ profiles. They show pictures and everything. I never realized the guys would be so good-looking. There was one who I thought looked really sexy. He calls himself Wilson, but I can’t imagine that’s his real name. Maybe it’s his surname. When I saw he lived in this part of the country, it seemed like the stars were aligning again. I sent him a message.”

      The heart monitor had gone back to normal, but Michael’s blood pressure reading seemed to be higher than she remembered it usually was.

      “At first,” she went on, “He seemed to be annoyed that I hadn’t got a profile page where he could check me out, but I told him I was new to this. I said my husband had suggested it a while ago, and I’d only recently worked up the courage to take the plunge.”

      Tess saw movement beneath his eyelids.

      “So, we’ve agreed to meet tonight for a drink. I suspect he wants to make sure I’m not some swamp donkey who’s too ugly to have photos on the website. I don’t think he’ll be disappointed when he sees me. Do you?”

      She watched his face and monitors, praying he’d open his eyes. He didn’t.

      “Well,” she said, getting up. “I’ve booked an appointment to get my legs waxed, just in case he thinks I’m fuckable. I’ve arranged to meet him at seven-thirty. I thought it’d be better to drive a few miles away to avoid bumping into anyone we know. I’ll go to my date straight from here when I visit you later.”

      She stood at the foot of the bed. “Michael, if you don’t want me to go, you’re going to have to wake up before I come back this afternoon.” After leaving the room, she walked past the nurse’s station, out through the security doors.

      

  






      VISIT 6

      Tess felt a little conspicuous as she waited to be buzzed in at the doors to Ward 22. Although her long trench coat covered most of her outfit, the stiletto-heeled shoes and black nylons were visible, as was her makeup. She’d applied foundation, rouge, eyeshadow and liner, thick mascara, and red lip gloss. If any of the medical staff commented, her excuse would be that she had a prior engagement for a meeting with work clients that she couldn’t get out of.

      The doctor at the nurse’s station stepped around the desk as she walked down the short corridor from the double doors.

      He smiled at her. His expression suggested he’d noticed the difference in her appearance, but he didn’t mention it. “Good news from the latest MRI,” he said. “The swelling has reduced considerably.”

      “That’s good to hear.”

      He nodded. “We’ve decided to stop administering the sedative.”

      She frowned, not exactly sure what that meant.

      The doctor seemed to read her bewilderment. “We used drugs to induce the coma as a safety measure. Now that the swelling has subsided, those safety measures are no longer needed.”

      Her heart soared. “So, will he wake up now?”

      “It’s not as straightforward as that. Remember, he was in a coma before we administered the sedatives. All the drugs did was to make sure he didn’t regain consciousness too early. But once the drugs are out of his system, we’re hopeful that he’ll wake up. His reactions to your visits have been very encouraging, so the prognosis is looking good.”

      She gave a huge sigh of relief, feeling genuinely hopeful.

      The doctor smiled and looked down. His eyes seemed to stay focused on her shoes for a little too long. She moved away and walked to the door of Michael’s room, acutely aware of the clicking of her heels on the floor.

      “Hi, honey,” she said as she approached Michael’s sleeping form on the bed. She leaned over and kissed his forehead, then planted a gentle kiss on his lips beside where the feeding tube was taped in place.

      “I thought I’d let you taste the lip gloss I’m wearing.” She straightened up and unbuttoned her trench coat. “The doctor tells me my dirty chats are helping, so we’re going to play the first round of our Coma Chameleon game.” She still felt guilty for calling it such a sick name but couldn’t deny it was kind of catchy.

      “I thought we could start with me describing the outfit I’ve chosen for my date with Wilson. I’ve put on my silky red blouse and the knee-length black skirt I wore for last year’s Christmas lunch at work. You said you liked the way it hugged my ass, remember? I’ve completed the ensemble with the black patent leather shoes with four-inch heels, and a sheer pair of barely black nylons.” She stroked the side of his face. “If you want to see how sexy I look, all you have to do is open your eyes.”

      Michael remained impassive.

      She gave an exasperated sigh. “Michael, if you don’t snap out of this fucking coma, I’m going to have to drive over thirty miles just to see if a guy finds me attractive enough to have sex with!”

      Tess held her breath and waited but wasn’t surprised she received no response. She dropped into the chair but kept her trench coat on, thinking she could pull it and close it if any staff members came in. She gripped Michael’s hand and stroked his arm.

      “If I could connect myself to your monitors, they’d show how my heart is racing and how high my blood pressure is right now. I can hear my pulse raging in my ears.” She leaned closer and lowered her voice. “And my pussy is tingling with anticipation, even though we’re only supposed to be meeting for a drink.”

      She stayed with her husband for another ten minutes, watching his emotionless face and listening to the quiet beeps of his heart monitor. Eventually, she stood, buttoned her coat, and headed for the door.

      At the foot of the bed, she stopped and kept her eyes on the heart monitor rather than her husband’s face. “I’m going now, babe. Wish me luck?”

      The peaks on the trace became higher and closer together for several seconds, then settled back to their regular pattern. Tess moved to the door and stepped out of his room. Thankfully, the doctor she’d spoken to was nowhere to be seen as she made her way out of the ward.

      

  






      VISIT 7

      It was after ten on Friday morning when Tess arrived at the hospital. A nurse was checking Michael’s vitals on the monitor.

      She looked up and gave Tess a friendly smile. “Good morning.”

      “Hi. How’s the patient?” she asked, removing her coat and feeling much more comfortable in jeans and a sweater than she had in her date outfit.

      The nurse glanced down at Michael. “Good. I heard one of the doctors say he was swimming closer to the surface.”

      Tess wasn’t sure she understood the analogy. “Like sleeping? He’s close to waking up?”

      “Exactly,” the nurse said. “Earlier in the week, he was in a deep sleep. You could drop a book on the floor, and he wouldn’t notice. But now, it’s more like he’s just dozing. Treading on a creaking floorboard might be enough to disturb him.”

      “I hope you’re right.” Tess wondered if what she had to tell him would be considered a dropped book or a creaky floorboard.

      “Would you like a coffee?” the nurse asked.

      Tess shook her head. “I’m fine, but thanks anyway.”

      Returning to her usual chair, she sat and took his hand. “So, I guess you’ve been wondering about my night out with Wilson. Shall we play another round of our Coma Chameleon game?”

      She caught a movement in her peripheral vision. The sheet at the bottom of the bed had twitched. Michael had just moved his toes; she was sure of it.

      Encouraged, she continued. “Okay, let’s see if this gets your heart and brain working, shall we?” She waited, then leaned closer. “Well, I think it’s pretty safe to say that he found me attractive. We met in a nice pub, and his eyes raked over my figure when I took my coat off. I let my eyes wander over his body, too. He looked good, a little older than us, maybe forty. But he was in good shape. He had short fair hair, cool blue eyes, and two-day stubble. He wore a tight sweater that showed off his toned physique and a tight-fitting pair of jeans that bulged in all the right places, if you know what I mean.”

      She waited, her gaze constantly sweeping over the monitors, his face, and the sheet covering his body. Nothing seemed to have changed, so she continued with her story.

      “We chatted for a couple of hours, and the chemistry between us was obvious. I wanted him, and I could tell from his eyes and body language that he wanted me. It was a nice feeling, knowing that he fancied me.”

      With a breathy sigh, Tess placed her mouth next to Michael’s ear and whispered. “I knew he wanted to fuck me. And that turned me on more than I can explain. When I was single, guys who made it obvious they just wanted to get into my panties were a huge turn-off. But last night, it made my heart race.”

      She paused, wondering how much she should tell him. She was desperate for him to wake up. If he woke up now, she wouldn’t need to say anything else. But Michael didn’t wake up.

      “When it was time to leave, he asked me to sit with him in his car for a few minutes. My panties were drenched, and I was all revved up. His car was parked at the back of the car park, facing a wall. It was dark and raining like it had been all week. Nobody would have been able to see anything, and I thought he was going to fuck me.”

      She sighed. “Actually, I hoped he was going to fuck me. I don’t think I’ve ever been so eager for sex as I was last night. He sat in the driver’s seat, and I took the front passenger seat. Our faces were wet from the rain, and I was a little breathless because we’d run across the car park. He leaned over and kissed me. His stubble scratched, but…” She swallowed and took a breath. “I kissed him back. It was the first time I’d shared a kiss like that with anyone but you in years. It was a sexy kiss with tongues, sighs, and heavy breathing. The kiss made my stomach flutter and my legs shake.”

      Michael’s fingers trembled. Tess could tell she was getting through to him.

      “His car was a big SUV. I was sure the seats would recline, so it wasn’t a real surprise when he slid his hand up my leg. I opened them a little to give him access and kissed him harder. His hand stopped, and he pulled back. He seemed annoyed that I was wearing tights.” She shrugged. “Apparently, I should have worn stockings for him. I apologized and told him I’d wear stockings the next time. He told me I’d better.”

      She realized her own heart was pounding in her chest. “I leaned in and tried to kiss him again, but he placed his hand on the back of my head and held my gaze. He looked angry. He said I’d have to make it up to him for wearing the wrong kind of nylons. I wasn’t sure what he meant, but his voice was stern and abrupt.”

      She inched closer to Michael, now sitting on the edge of her seat with both arms resting on the bed. “When he put pressure on the back of my head, I glanced down into his lap. The only light was the dull glow from his dashboard, but I could see he had his cock out. I hadn’t heard him unzip. It was already hard, and I couldn’t take my eyes off it. It was huge, bigger than any cock I’d ever seen. Even his cock looked angry. He increased the pressure with his hand, forcing my head downward towards his cock.”

      Michael’s sheet moved again. Both feet had twitched. The traces on the monitors were far more erratic than she’d ever seen them before. As she watched, the blood pressure reading kept increasing.

      Keeping an eye on the door, Tess slipped her hand under the sheet and ran it over Michael’s gown. Her comatose husband had an erection. She swallowed, a little worried that it might affect the catheter he had fitted. She removed her hand.

      “Well,” she said. “I may not know how a hotwife is supposed to dress for a date, but I know how to suck a cock. Wilson didn’t have to push my head any longer. I lowered it into his lap and took his big fat cock into my mouth.”

      The heart rate monitor flashed and emitted a single loud beep. Tess worried it might alert a nurse. She waited for a few seconds, then when nobody came into the room, she continued.

      “I gripped the base of his cock in my hand and bobbed my head on him. He gasped, then leaned back and let out a few quiet moans as I blew him. He told me how good it felt, how he knew from just looking at my mouth while we’d talked in the pub that I’d be a good cocksucker.”

      She licked her lips and watched Michael’s face.

      “If I’m honest, Wilson’s not the sort of guy I’d give the time of day to if I was looking for a boyfriend. I kind of disliked him, if you can believe that. But for somebody to fuck, he was perfect. Very good-looking with a great body and the biggest cock I’ve ever seen.”

      Another twitch of Michael’s feet made her pause. She waited, but his eyes remained closed.

      “I used my hand to pump the base while I sucked and licked all around his fat cockhead. It took me less than five minutes to get him panting and sweating. He warned me he was close. I released his cock and sat up. Staring into his eyes, I told him I didn’t need his commentary but wanted him to blow his load down my throat. I smiled at his shocked expression, then took him back into my mouth. Within a minute, he grunted, lifted out of the seat, and flooded my mouth. I didn’t let up. I kept pumping my hand and swallowed everything he had to give. He was shaking by the time I released his cock and licked it clean.”

      Michael’s fingers on the hand she held moved, a tremor more than an actual grip. But it was an undeniable reaction.

      “I sat up and smiled into his wide eyes. When I suggested a second date, he eagerly agreed. We’re meeting again tonight. He told me to book a hotel room, and I did.”

      She scoffed and shook her head. “I can’t believe I had to pay for the room. He’s going to get laid, and it won’t cost him a penny. What happened to the good old days when the woman gets paid for letting a guy fuck her?”

      She stroked his face. “I called at the lingerie shop on the way here this morning and bought a new suspender belt and stockings, just to make sure that this time I get that big cock of his where it’ll do me the most good.”

      She leaned in and kissed her husband’s cheek. “So, does giving a blowjob to a guy who’s not my husband qualify as hotwife behavior?” When he didn’t answer, she stood up and started to put on her coat. “I’m going home to bathe and pamper myself ready for tonight. I’ll be back here at six. If you don’t wake up and stop me, I’m going to drive to the hotel. And you know what will happen while I’m there.”

      

  






      VISIT 8

      Tess walked slowly through the corridors of the hospital. Her long trench coat hid her outfit, just like the previous night. She couldn’t hide her three-inch, black suede, peep-toe stiletto heels or the flash of red-painted toenails they exposed through her sheer black stockings. Hidden under the coat was a clingy, knee-length, blue knitted dress that hugged her body. Beneath that, she wore a black lace bra, thong, and matching suspender belt.

      The nurse at the station was busy on the phone again and didn’t even look up as Tess walked past to Michael’s room. She pushed the door open and stopped. A doctor and two nurses were inside, and they all stopped talking when they saw her. Tess blinked, more self-conscious than ever about her outfit and makeup. Then she looked toward the bed, and her heart skipped a beat.

      Michael was awake. He was sitting up and smiling at her. She let out a sob and rushed to him, pulling his head to her chest and holding him close.

      “He woke up about an hour ago,” the doctor said, a broad smile on his face.

      Tess was too emotional to speak, though not so carried away that she was ready to remove her coat. She had a thousand questions but, for the moment, was too overjoyed to ask any of them.

      “We’ll need to keep him in for observation,” the doctor said. “Just for a couple more days, but he seems to be⁠—”

      “I’m fine.” Michael squeezed Tess’s hand and smiled at her. “And I’m sorry to have caused you so much worry.”

      She laughed, cried, and shook her head. The tubes had been removed from his mouth and nose, though she noticed his IV was still active. She bent and kissed his lips.

      “We’ll give you guys some privacy,” the doctor said, ushering the nurses from the room. He looked at Tess. “I told you your visits were working.”

      She smiled and nodded. The door swung shut, and they were alone. Tess looked at her husband, suddenly nervous about everything she’d told him during her visits.

      “Coma Chameleon?” There was a broad smile on his face.

      She gasped. “You actually heard that?”

      He nodded. “Yeah, although it’s patchy and kind of like a dream. I don’t recall how it all started.”

      “It started with my sarcastic comment about you getting pampered by all the nurses while I had to go home to a cold, empty bed. I mentioned wishing I’d taken up your suggestion of becoming a hotwife. It was just a stupid, throwaway comment that I didn’t mean.”

      He stared at her. It was nice to see an expression on his face and have him look at her.

      “When I came in the following day, the doctor told me your brain had shown a marked increase in activity during my visit. He encouraged me to carry on with whatever I’d said, probably thinking I was talking about a special holiday we’d taken, our honeymoon, or some other innocent subject. I’m sure they’d be horrified if they knew what I’d actually said to you.”

      Tess gave him a smile. “Anyway, that’s why I kept talking about…” She shook her head, dizzy from what he would think of her. Being so hot in her coat didn’t help.

      “I do remember some of it,” he said. “Though other parts still seem to be just out of reach.”

      Tess hoped everything would stay out of reach.

      Michael tugged at the lapel of her coat. “Take this off, you’re starting to sweat.”

      She frowned, embarrassed by the way she was dressed.

      “Tess, I want to see the outfit you’ve chosen for your date with the bull.”

      Her jaw dropped.

      Michael smiled. “I think that’s probably the main reason I woke up. I wanted to see what you were wearing so I could imagine it all in my mind’s eye.”

      She was shaking her head. “There’s no way I’m going to⁠—”

      “Oh yes, you are!”

      “Michael, I can’t.”

      “Yes, you can. You’re going to that hotel, and you’re going to make him fuck you all night long. You know it’s what I’ve wanted for years. You’re so close to fulfilling my dream. It actually makes the coma seem worthwhile.”

      “Don’t say that.” Tess scowled and shook her head. “I thought you might never wake up. Or that I’d never get the real you back, that when you came out of your coma, you’d be so debilitated or…” She sighed. “I thought our lives would never be the same.”

      “Well, I’m hoping that’ll be the case now, but in a good way.” He nodded at her coat again. “Let me see your outfit.”

      Reluctantly, she unfastened her coat and slipped it off.

      He sighed as he ran his gaze down her body, taking in everything from her makeup to her shoes. Then he looked into her eyes. “Are they stockings, like he asked for?”

      She frowned, embarrassed that he’d remembered that part. She nodded.

      “Show me.”

      Tess glanced at the door, then pulled up the hem of her dress until he could see the stocking tops attached to the suspenders.

      Michael slipped his hand under the sheet and groaned. “I can’t wait until they take this catheter out.”

      “Will they have removed it by tomorrow?”

      “Yes.” He took a breath. “So, will you go to meet your bull at the hotel tonight?”

      She frowned. “Are you sure that’s what you really want?”

      He nodded. “Yes. God, yes.”

      “And it won’t ruin our relationship?”

      “No. It’ll make it stronger. I promise.”

      Tess studied his face and saw the sincerity in his expression. The desire in his eyes. She picked up her coat. “In that case, I’ll see you tomorrow.” As she buttoned her coat, she bent to kiss him on the lips.

      “I love you,” he whispered.

      Tess smiled, then left his room. This time, she strode confidently past the nurses’ station, through the security doors, and down that long corridor to her destiny.

      

  






      VISIT 9

      It was almost eleven o’clock by the time Tess arrived at the hospital on Saturday morning. She wore a black Angora jumper, a tight pair of faded jeans, and lace-up ankle boots with a three-inch heel. In her hand, she carried a couple of paperbacks she’d just bought and a bunch of flowers. The nurses and doctors all smiled as she walked past. She smiled back.

      Michael was alone in his room, sitting up in bed. He was smiling, too, but she sensed a nervous anticipation.

      She walked over and kissed him gently on the lips. “Good morning.”

      “Hi.” His eyes were wide and eager. “Did you go to the hotel?”

      She hesitated for a second, then gave a single nod.

      Michael sighed. “And?”

      “Wouldn’t you rather wait until we’re at home for the details?”

      “No!” He shook his head and frowned. “That’d drive me crazy.”

      She held his gaze for a second. “Have they removed the catheter?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Okay then, touch yourself while I tell you about my night.”

      He let out a long breath and slid his hand beneath the sheets.

      Now that he was awake, it felt wrong to sit in the chair beside his bed. Instead, she perched on the edge of the mattress. “We met in the hotel bar. Like me, he’d dressed up for the occasion, wearing a charcoal suit, white shirt, and blue silk tie. He looked really good.” She smiled. “He’d also shaved, so his face was smooth. We stayed in the bar for maybe an hour, during which time he told me all the things he was going to do to me once we got into my room.”

      Michael’s hand moved slowly beneath the sheet. “Did you tell Wilson what you wanted him to do to you?”

      “No, I liked the idea of him taking charge. But we got quite a bit of attention from the other people in the bar. All the women were checking him out, and the men were gaping at me with lust in their eyes.” She chewed her lip and leaned close. “They knew he was going to fuck me, and they all wanted to take his place. That thought turned me on so much.”

      “You liked that all the men wanted to fuck you?”

      “Yeah. I know it’s bad, but I didn’t care. I enjoyed being their dirty fantasy.”

      Michael let out a long breath and continued to stroke himself. “What happened when you got to your room?”

      “Well…” She smiled at him, then leaned in and kissed his cheek. “Do you promise you won’t be angry?”

      “Of course I do.”

      “We kissed for quite a while. I slid my hands inside his jacket and explored the muscles in his back. At the same time, he ran his hands down my back and squeezed my bum cheeks.” She lowered her voice. “He also cupped my boobs. Then he asked me to remove my dress. I did it.”

      Michael’s eyes fluttered. “Did he approve of your stockings?”

      “Oh yes. He made me stand still while he slowly walked around me, tracing his fingers over my body. Then he ordered me to remove my bra and thong but leave on my suspender belt, stockings, and shoes.”

      Michael’s breath became shallow. “Did you undress him?”

      She shook her head. “He actually undressed himself. I lay on the bed and watched him. He slid off his jacket and removed his shirt and tie.” She narrowed her eyes. “He had a great body. He kicked off his shoes and let his trousers fall. He stood there in just a pair of white jockey shorts. The way the thick bulge of his cock stretched the cotton made my heart race.”

      “What did you do?”

      “I bent my legs, then let them fall open so he got a clear view of my pussy. I wanted him to see how swollen and wet he’d made me.” She looked into her husband’s eyes. “How ready I was for him.”

      “What was his response?”

      “He climbed on the bed, got into position, and plunged his cock inside me.”

      Michael frowned. “You should have brought a condom so I don’t leave an embarrassing stain on the sheets.”

      “You won’t stain the sheets.” She kissed his cheek. “Tell me when you’re close.”

      He nodded. “How big was he?”

      “Huge. I didn’t measure it, but he was long and definitely the thickest I’ve ever had.”

      Michael looked into her eyes. “Did you come?”

      She smiled and nodded. “Yes.”

      His eyes widened slightly. “Where did he come? How many times?”

      “Does it matter?”

      “I’d like the details. I need to know everything. You are my wife.”

      “He came four times all together. Twice before we fell asleep, once in the middle of the night and again this morning.”

      “Tell me about them.”

      “The first time, he was still on top. He fucked me slowly, and I came soon after he’d entered me. After my orgasm, he fucked me harder. Then he put my legs over his shoulders and fucked me really hard until he came. I came again when he did.”

      “He came inside you?”

      She nodded. “After that, we lay and stroked each other on the bed. I sucked him back to hardness, and that time we fucked in a few different positions.”

      “Which ones?”

      “I went on top and rode him for a while, then he lay me on my front and fucked me hard from behind. I went on all fours so he could fuck me doggie-style.”

      “Did you come?”

      She nodded. “I came when I was on top.”

      “Did he come inside you again?”

      “No. That time, he came in my mouth.”

      Michael closed his eyes and sighed. Opening them, he nodded. “What happened then?”

      “We fell asleep. We woke in the middle of the night and fucked again. That one was slower, much gentler. I came first, and he came inside me soon after.” She shrugged. “The final one was this morning. I’d removed my stockings because they were all laddered. He pinned me to the bed, held my hands above my head, and fucked me hard and fast. That one was really intense, and I came twice. At the end, he pulled out and sprayed his cum all over my body. Then we showered and left. I went home to change, and⁠—”

      “Tess.” Michael was breathless. “You know, you said I had to tell you⁠—?”

      “Are you close?”

      He nodded.

      “Watch the door.”

      Tess pulled the sheet back and took his cock into her mouth. She took him as deep as she could and bobbed her head. Michael arched and came immediately. She gulped and swallowed, then had to gulp again as he sent another gush into her mouth. She hummed and kept bobbing her head, moving her tongue slowly around his cockhead, and he lowered back to the mattress and let out a long, contented sigh.

      Finally, she released him and covered him with the sheet. She smiled. “How was that?”

      Michael shook his head, trembling. “I can’t put it into words.”

      “And you’re not angry about what I’ve done?”

      “No, I’m…” He gave her a broad smile. “This is the happiest I can remember being.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Positive.”

      She smiled, relieved. “Thank you.”

      Her biggest fear back when he’d first asked her to become a hotwife had been what happened afterward. Finding the idea of sharing your wife with another man arousing was one thing, but accepting the reality of doing it was something completely different. And once that line had been crossed, there would be no going back. The entire relationship could be ruined.

      The way Michael had reacted allayed those fears. He wanted this. Really wanted it.

      She kissed his cheek. “Right, I’ll see you later.”

      Michael smiled and squeezed her hand. “Okay. I love you.”

      Tess left his room, walked through the ward, and into the wide hospital corridor. She leaned against the wall and took a deep breath, realizing the possibilities laid out before her. Becoming a hotwife wouldn’t ruin their marriage. Michael loved it. Tess had no reason to hold back. She could actually fulfill her husband’s wishes.

      Wilson was a figment of her imagination. There’d been no blowjob in the car and no night of passion in a hotel. She’d made everything up as a game to help her husband wake from his coma.

      But the game was over. Now, it was time for the real fun to begin.
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      Sylwen Moonblade wrenches herself free from the bindings that hold her hands. She knows that time is short. She can hear the cult’s chanting echoing through the large cavern, the ceilings lost in shadow above. She already smells brimstone.

      “Fuck,” she curses under her breath. Even with her elvish eyes and dark vision, she can barely see in this magical darkness. So, she uses her other senses, honed from years of practice in the academy back in Zytheral. Silently, she takes out a guard on the outskirts of the fetid light and relieves him of his sword. It feels good to wrap her long fingers around the hilt—to feel the weight of a blade in her hand again.

      Suddenly, the chanting stops, and the ground begins to rumble beneath her feet. Too late. She is too late.

      Abandoning stealth, she begins to run towards the center of the cavern. There, her companions are on their knees—Beryth, Gideon, and Pip, sacrificial offerings to the fell being these idiot cultists are so determined to summon.

      Without thought, she rushes in, dancing with her blade through the cultists, spinning, cutting, an elven warrior in full form. Her wild red hair flies around her face, her pale skin glistening with sweat and blood. A cultist’s dagger glances off her armor along her side. She twists the weapon free of his hand and plunges it into his back before turning and throwing it across the room at another oncoming cultist.

      All the while, she makes her way closer to the edge, to the pit at the center of the cavern. To her friends. It may be too late to stop this ritual, but it isn’t so late that she can’t save them.

      She frees Beryth first, pulling the lanky sorcerer to his feet, their forearms clasped. “You okay, Beryth Harker?” she asks, unable to break the habit of using his whole name, even in this most dire of circumstances. It just makes her smile.

      “I am now, Sylwen Moonblade,” he returns with a chuckle.

      “Can you two stop flirting?” Pip, their halfling thief, interjects. “We’re about to fight the big bad.”

      “We’re not flirting,” Beryth and Sylwen reply simultaneously.

      Pip and Gideon, the cleric, share a look, but the conversation is interrupted as Malzorath, a powerful, ancient demon, rises from the depths of the abyss at the center of the cavern. This is it. This is their last stand.
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        * * *

      

      “The stakes couldn’t be higher,” Mike narrates. He gets to his feet, as he does when he really gets into his role as Dungeon Master. “If you fail to defeat this malevolent entity, the entire realm will be plunged into darkness and despair.”

      Sloane, who plays Sylwen, smirks up at her husband as he gets into his role. They’d been married for four years now and had been playing Dungeons & Dragons—and other roleplaying games—together for longer than that. Still, she always got a kick out of how passionate he got when they got to the climax of a long campaign that they’d been playing. This one is no different.

      Mike pauses, glancing across the table, riddled with their character sheets and empty beer cans. He looks at all his dear friends and his wife. This is the culmination of the last half year of weekly sessions. This is the scene he imagined when he’d first begun writing this adventure.

      Sloane feels the excitement, too, feeding off her husband’s energy. Her heart races. She leans in, along with the others, ready for this finale. It’s one of the things that attracted him to her in the first place. She loved a good story, and Mike was amazing at it.

      “As the cultists close in around you, you feel heat and fire at your backs. Suddenly, their eyes go wide. They start to back away. A few even run. Turning, you are confronted with Malzorath, Lord of Brimstone and Destroyer of the World Tree. He stands twenty-five feet tall, has black skin, horns like a ram, and fire in his eyes. The four of you clutch your weapons and set your stances. And… roll for initiative!”

      “I’m sorry, Mike, but I really need to pee,” Gary interjects

      They all sigh at the interruption, but they’ve been playing together for so many years that he easily lets it go. “Good time to refresh our drinks anyway,” Mike says.

      “And I can take a quick smoke break,” Penny says.

      “Mind if I join you?” Mike asks. “I always want a smoke when I get to the end of these things.”

      “Of course, kiddo. Let’s do this thing!” Penny’s the oldest of the group but also the tiniest. Mike and Sloane are convinced that’s why she always chooses halflings and gnomes when she builds her characters.

      “Let’s take a ten,” he says to Sloane and Hudson, the newest member of their group, who’s currently playing the young sorcerer named Beryth Harker.

      “I’ll refresh our beers,” Sloane says. With her cute ears, delicate features, and pale skin, she’s got more of an Arwen/elven princess vibe than the hard-as-nails elven warrior Sylwen, but after months of playing, the images have blended. “Come on, Beryth Harker, help an elven lady out.”

      Hudson stands and follows her into the kitchen. He feels slightly guilty, ogling his friend’s wife like this, but he can’t resist checking out her ass squeezed into a pair of black yoga pants. When he first met her, he immediately developed a crush. Getting to know how cool she was over the last several months only deepened that crush.

      Mike notices Hudson checking his wife out, his chest tightening, and Penny notices Mike noticing. She lifts a brow at him. He feels his blush rise. “What?”

      “Come on,” Penny says. “Let’s get that smoke now.”

      The two head outside, where Penny lights up a cigarette. Smoke curls about her face as she passes it along to Mike. Mercifully, she keeps the conversation focused on D&D. “Hell of a campaign, Mikey.”

      “Thanks. It’s been a fun one.”

      “I think this may be your best yet.”

      The two have been playing D&D together for over a decade. Mike was still in high school when his brother invited him to play with his “grown-up” friends. Everyone in that group had long stopped playing except for Penny and Mike.

      Mike takes a drag as Penny reminisces about the old crew and highlights of their older campaigns. Mike mumbles replies to stay in the conversation, but his mind is elsewhere.

      Through the window, Mike sees Sloane and Hudson emerge back into the den, carrying beers and a freshly popped bowl of popcorn. They’re laughing at something, and a pang of jealousy and excitement works its way through Mike. He watches them, thinking they can’t see him through the glass into the dark night. To Mike and Penny, the den is like a fishbowl.

      Sloane takes a swig of beer and listens to Hudson going on about his new job. She can see the orange bud of Mike and Penny’s cigarette just beyond the window and knows he’s watching her. Excitement stirs inside her as she focuses on his friend, leaning close and touching his arm when she makes a point. She feels a little bad, using Hudson to tease her husband, but she also gets a thrill out of touching the other man.

      Unlike Sloane and Sylwen, Hudson more closely resembles his character—tall and a little lanky, with broad shoulders and strong hands. Even their hair is the same—dark, wavy, and curling about his ears. It wasn’t that way when they’d started the campaign, though, and Sloane wonders if he grew more into his character or vice versa.

      Mike continues to watch from outside. Sloane looks petite beside Hudson, although she’s anything but. She’s pulled her hair back into a ponytail and taps a forefinger on her lips as she listens to Hudson, considering whatever he’s saying.

      A jolt runs down Mike’s spine as he imagines whatever that could be.

      Penny pulls him out of those thoughts before he can dwell. “So, how long have you known Hudson?” she asks.

      He hears both the literal question and the one she is really asking—how well do you know Hudson?

      He doesn’t want to engage with that. Not right now. “Friends since elementary school, but he moved away in high school. We reconnected just last year when he moved back to the area.”

      “Those two seem to have hit it off,” she says, finishing her cigarette.

      Inside, Sloane pulls her hoodie off, and as she does, her t-shirt rises enough to expose the pale skin of her midriff and belly piercing. Hudson sees it, too, quickly averting his eyes as her head pops free of the oversized sweatshirt. She sees him looking, though, and smiles to herself before leaning over and scribbling something on her character sheet. Hudson reads it, although he’s far more interested in the view of her bent over, yoga pants tight across her butt.

      Penny says, “Kind of reminds me of⁠—”

      “I know,” Mike cuts her off. He does know. She’s talking about Dave, Sloane’s ex, her boyfriend when she first joined our group. There is a bit of Dave in Hudson, for sure—the height, mostly—but that’s not what Penny’s referring to. She’s commenting on their closeness. She’s commenting on the times when Sloane was with someone other than Mike, and how he longed to have a girlfriend as cool as her. And how he’d get so twisted up inside as he watched them leave together.

      “But he’s not. Hudson’s my friend. And you know Sloane. Get her talking about anything fantasy, and she won’t stop.” He steals her cigarette, takes a final drag, and stubs it out. End of discussion. “Come on, let’s go. Time for the climax.”

      Penny’s eyes sparkle in the moonlight. “Oh, I hope so.”

      Mike ignores whatever she’s implying.
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        * * *

      

      “Okay, so the four of you turn to face Malzorath. You’ve been preparing for this moment for the last six months, questing to discover its origins, its strengths, and most important of all, now that it has arrived, its weaknesses.”

      Mike looks at each member of the roleplaying party—Penny, Gary, Hudson, and Sloane—and in that moment, he doesn’t see his friends. He doesn’t see his wife. He sees their characters. He sees the final set piece of this whole campaign.

      There is the halfling thief, Pip, clad in black leather armor, a mask over her face, daggers glittering in either hand.

      He sees Gideon, the stout cleric’s white robes torn and muddy, yet his resolve unwavering. He tightens his fingers around his mace and sets his feet.

      Beryth Harker rolls his broad shoulders and runs his fingers through his dark, flowing hair. He wears a finely cut cloth jerkin, now worn around the edges, his breeches dirty at the knees. He lifts his staff above his head, and the dark orb at the top radiates power. He turns and winks at the last party member, the elven warrior, who rolls her eyes, but she’s smiling.

      Sylwen Moonblade is Mike’s favorite, and not just because she’s played by his wife. Sylwen, the elf with her tumbling red curls and long, pointed ears, has undergone the biggest transformation of any of the characters over the course of this campaign. She’d been shy, reserved, and unsure of herself when she was a first-level warrior. Now, she was the leader of this group, standing at the vanguard in her mythril silver armor, and holding her long, curved blade. A look of sheer ferocity is etched on her beautiful face as she turns to face Malzorath.

      “Let’s do this,” Sylwen says through Sloane. “Time to save the world.”
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        * * *

      

      The battle is fierce. The cultists come to the aid of their demon overlord, compelled, their eyes burning with infernal fortitude. Malzorath continues to slowly climb from the pit, his power growing with each delayed moment.

      The party suffers heavy losses. One by one, the companions fall. Sylwen takes a dagger in the side. Gideon, pinned by two cultists, uses the last of his divine magic to heal the elf before he falls to the enemy. Pip screams in rage, leading a gang of cultists away from the pit and into the shadows. There are too many. She can’t manage them all, Sylwen worries, but she has other problems to deal with. She has to face the demon lord.

      At her side, exhausted and bruised, steps Harker. He puts a hand on her shoulder and nods. “I’m with you.”

      The demon simply laughs, a deep, rumbling laugh that seethes into their minds. Sylwen and Harker launch into their attack. Sylwen dances with her sword as Harker throws magic. Malzorath isn’t fazed, batting their attacks away as he grows in strength. The two are pushed to the brink of exhaustion, their movements growing sluggish, their attacks less precise. They cannot hope to defeat such a formidable opponent through sheer force alone.

      Desperate for any advantage they can gain, the sorcerer casts his mind back on all the adventures they’ve had, all the deep dives into ancient catacombs, into dungeons, into the ancient halls of learning. One snippet keeps coming back to him, a verse that always accompanies the mention of Malzorath’s imprisonment.

      Fiend forever furious rise

      Shadow, terror, strength’s demise

      Hopeless, boundless, powerless, ashen,

      When faced with burning, fiery action.

      It nags at him, as it has been for months now. The key is there somewhere. The solution.
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        * * *

      

      “And now I know,” announces Hudson, things finally clicking into place for him. “It’s been bugging me since we first discovered it on that old cultist’s tomb, and I failed that roll to read it.”

      A thrill rises in Mike. He wasn’t sure they’d make this connection and is proud of his friend that he did. “Go on,” he says.

      Hudson picks up the slip of paper that Sloane had written on. He’s practically shaking. “It’s a mistranslation. Hopeless, boundless, powerless, ashen / When faced with burning, fiery action. We had assumed this was referring to us—that it was Malzorath’s ‘burning, fiery action’ that makes us powerless and hopeless and all of that. But the last word is incorrect.”

      The others around the table pay close attention. Penny and Gary still haven’t figured it out. Sloane knows, a smile playing on her lips. She glances across the table at Mike before refocusing on the sorcerer.

      “It’s not action. It’s passion. The real verse is a hint about how to defeat the demon, not a warning for what he is. Hopeless, boundless, powerless, ashen / When faced with burning, fiery passion.”

      They get it. Mike smiles. He also knows what comes next—at least in the game. His heart beats faster. Heat climbs up his neck. He glances at Sloane, who just looks amused, then chances a glance at Penny, who’s fixing him with a knowing stare.

      Hudson also realizes what needs to be done. His heart races like a hummingbird’s. He goes on. “Demons all have a weakness. They are creatures of chaos and corruption. This one is deeply unsettled by displays of genuine emotion, particularly those born of love and compassion.” He looks at Sloane shyly, heat stirring and swirling through him. Can he do this? Sloane gives a short nod, and Hudson breathes easier.

      “I turn to Sylwen and say, Syl, I need you to trust me.”

      “Malzorath finally emerges from the pit,” Mike narrates, “his hoofed feet crunching on solid ground.”

      “I don’t wait for a response,” Hudson says. “I turn away from the demon, reach out, and pull Sylwen close.”

      As he speaks, he looks at Sloane. She’s so beautiful. Her eyes are huge, staring at him, encouraging him. Mike receives the exchange like a lightning rod in a storm. The room is crackling with that bolt. “I… I trust you,” she says, then adds a quick, “says Sylwen.”

      Hudson wants to look away but can’t resist staring into Sloane’s dark brown eyes as she watches him. He says, “Beryth Harker presses his lips to hers in a deep, passionate kiss.”

      “Sylwen stiffens,” Sloane says, picking up the narrative. “Stiffens in surprise, her mind racing as she tries to comprehend what’s happening. For months, something had been brewing between her and the sorcerer, but this seems crazy…”
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        * * *

      

      Crazy, yet exactly right. Something inside of Sylwen clicks. She gets it. She knows what Beryth is doing, and yet she doesn’t care. This moment feels right. This moment feels real. She melts into his embrace, returning Hudson's kiss with equal fervor.

      The effect on the demon is immediate and profound. It takes a step forward, then falters, its movement suddenly disjointed. The mere sight of such raw, unfiltered emotion is enough to throw it off balance.

      Seizing the opportunity, Sylwen breaks away from Harker, her sword flashing as she lunges forward, driving the blade deep into the creature's chest.

      At the same time, Harker unleashes a barrage of spells, channeling every ounce of his arcane power into a devastating assault. Caught off guard by the sudden onslaught, the demon lets out a deafening roar of pain and frustration before crumpling to the ground, its lifeless body dissolving into a pool of ichor and ash.

      Breathing heavily, Sylwen and Beryth Harker stare at each other in disbelief, their hearts pounding in their ears as the reality of their victory begins to sink in. Around them, the rest of the party stirs, their injuries miraculously healed. Gideon’s clerical powers return, no longer dulled by the aura of the demon. He stirs, along with Pip.

      But for Sloane and Hudson, the world seems to fade away, leaving only the two of them and the lingering memory of that incredible, earth-shattering kiss.
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        * * *

      

      “Goddamn, that was good,” Penny says.

      “Really good, man,” Gary agrees.

      The campaign was over. They’d roleplayed out the accolades and the character’s triumphant return to the Shimmering City. The threat of Malzorath was permanently over. Hope had returned to the world. This would be their last campaign with these characters, but none of them are ready to even think about the next one.

      “You sure you don’t need any help cleaning up?” Penny asks.

      “Nah, all good. It’s late. We can get it in the morning.”

      “Sounds good,” Gary says with a yawn. “That was so clever at the end. With the love weakness thing. Never saw that one coming.”

      “Yeah, very clever, Mikey,” Penny says with a wink. “Talk to you later.”

      Mike stands at the door as Penny and Gary leave his very suburban home. They’d all been so immersed in the fantasy world that seeing cars parked under streetlamps and mowed lawns and Mr. Keener walking his dog at the end of the block is odd. This isn’t a little hamlet. This isn’t a medieval town.

      “Hey, Mike?” Penny says, hanging back as Gary drives away in his sports car. “I ran into Dave last month, you know.”

      “Yeah? How’s he doing?” Mike hadn’t seen Sloane’s ex since the wedding.

      In the dim glow of the porch light, she looks older, reminding Mike of his mother. “You know, he realized that he and Sloane were over the moment he saw you two together.”

      “I didn’t break them up.”

      “And I’m not saying you did. Just… was he Malorath?”

      Mike chuckles. “You’re reading too much into this. Malorath was just a demon.” He pauses, then adds, “Or maybe I’m Malorath.”

      “Hopeless and bound when faced with burning passion?” She looks past him into the house. “You’re playing with fire there.”

      “I know what I’m doing,” he says.

      “Just don’t let history repeat itself, okay? I like you two kids. And I like Hudson, too. I’m looking forward to our next campaign.”

      “Good night, Penny.”

      Mike watches Penny go, his thoughts far away. On his wife. On their past. He still remembered all those years ago like they were just yesterday—how he’d forgotten his coat, and when he’d gone back to get it, he’d walked in on Sloane and Dave going at it. He’d felt that tightening in his solar plexus, like a punch from Sylwen Moonblade, the elven warrior.

      Is that the emotion he wants to feel again? Is that what this whole campaign has been about?

      Shutting the door quietly behind him, he creeps into the den, his heart thundering in his ears. He can barely breathe. He feels feverish. Part of him wants to walk in on his wife and his friend. The rest of him is terrified of it.

      They’re in there, standing close together, whispering. She looks so small next to his towering height. Mike’s breath catches, drawing their attention. Hudson moves to step away, but Sloane catches him by the shirt.

      “It’s okay,” she tells him.

      “Mike, I’m not… I’m sorry, I should go…”

      Mike’s heart races faster than it had during the climax of the campaign. This is the real payoff. When he first conceived of this campaign, this wasn’t where he ever imagined it would end, but sometimes things take on wild twists. Hudson is certainly one of those twists.

      “It’s okay, Hudson,” Mike manages to get out.

      Sloane studies her husband. Her hair is down again, free of the ponytail. It falls about her shoulders in chocolate locks. She knows all about his fantasy, but it’s always been just that—a fantasy.

      Then again, fantasies can feel so real under the right circumstances.

      The couple shares a look. Mike nods. Sloane’s chest rises as she takes a silent breath.

      Turning back to Hudson, she says, “I need you to trust me.” She can’t stop smiling at the callback. Hudson starts to grin, too, when she tugs him down to her for a kiss.

      Mike nearly melts into the floor as he watches his wife kiss his friend. The sparks have been there for months. He’d nurtured them as much as he could.

      Unlike Malorath, though, Mike doesn’t crumple into a pool of ash. He is stunned, feeling that same throb that had begun this fantasy when he walked in on Sloane and Dave.

      Any reservations that Hudson may have clearly fall away as they kiss. The poor guy had been dreaming of this moment after each session. He’s tried to hide his crush, but Mike saw it.

      “It’s been a while since I’ve kissed someone so tall,” Sloane says, breaking the kiss. Her lips smack. “Not bad for a nerdy wizard.”

      “Sorcerer,” Hudson corrects. “We derive our magic innate⁠—”

      Sloane shuts him up with another kiss, which Hudson happily returns. Mike just watches from the threshold of the den, his pants tight and his breathing shallow.

      “That’s what Sylwen’s always wanted to do when you get all bookish and nerd-splainy.” She runs her fingers down Hudson’s arm and takes his hand. He feels so different from Mike, who’s closer to her height and thinner. Hudson’s biceps feel like stone under his shirt. She quickens. Is this really happening?

      “Come on,” she whispers, not wanting to lose her nerve. “Let’s take this somewhere more comfortable.”

      Without waiting for a response, Sloane leads him out of the den and down the hall, towards the master bedroom. They pass Mike, who for the first time in perhaps his entire life, is speechless.

      Sloane passes before him, although she doesn’t release Hudson’s hand. “You sure about this?”

      Mike nods. When he speaks, his voice nearly cracks like a teenage boy’s. “Yes. Just a little ashen… from all this fiery passion.”

      Sloane rolls her eyes at the self-referential joke, but it’s a good sign. She reaches out with her free hand and pulls Mike in for a scorching kiss. It’s familiar, yet given the context, it’s just what she needs.

      Hudson watches, his heart pounding in his chest. He can hardly believe this is happening—that after all these months of pining and fantasizing, something may actually happen. It’s probably a bad idea. Mike is an old friend, and Hudson really likes his wife. Also, this roleplaying group saved him from some hard times and lifted his spirits. He’s risking that, too.

      “Come on, Beryth Harker. I want to see your fiend’s furious rise.”

      He let himself be led but couldn’t resist adding, “I remember a time when Sylwen was such a quiet elf.”

      “She’s just like that with people she doesn’t know.” Inside the bedroom, she turns to Hudson, her eyes dark with desire, her lips slightly parted. Slowly, deliberately, she reaches for the bottom of her t-shirt, arms crossed, and peels it up and over her head, revealing inch after tantalizing inch of smooth, creamy skin. “She’s just more comfortable with you now.”

      Hudson swallows hard, his mouth suddenly dry. “God,” he manages to croak out. “You’re beautiful, Sloane. Absolutely stunning.”

      She smiles, pleased by his reaction. Her perky breasts are encased in a lacy black bra. Her body is soft, unlike the elf warrior that Hudson started to imagine her as, but also not so different. She may not be all sinewy muscle and covered in scales and elven tattoos, but she’s real and sexy, and this is really happening?!

      “Your turn.” When Sloane advances on him, he sees Sylwen again, full of confidence despite her smaller size. “Let’s see what a sorcerer looks like naked.”

      They’re peripherally aware that Mike is in the room with them, but he's merely an observer for the first time in their collective experience. The dungeon master hat is temporarily stowed.

      Sloane and Hudson start making out again as they strip one another. In a matter of moments, their hands are no longer hindered by clothing.

      Hudson marvels at Sloane’s smooth skin as he runs his palms along her back, working at the clasp of her bra. And Sloane can’t help herself as her gaze travels down this man’s body, lingering appreciatively on his broad shoulders, his muscular chest, his rock-hard abs. “You must work out, mage⁠—“

      “Sorcerer.”

      She knew that he was fit, but this man was gorgeous. Under any other circumstances, the old, shy nerd-girl Sloane would have hidden behind her dark hair. But she isn’t the old, shy, nerd-girl Sloane. She still has a little bit of Sylwen Moonblade lingering and intends to take advantage.

      She traces her hand where her eyes had been, marveling at his hard body. “Maybe you should have been the warrior.”

      “Nah. I always love strong female leads. Besides, my next character’s going to be a bard—” His breath catches when her fingers find his cock, erect beneath his tight, black boxer briefs.

      Her eyes widen slightly, feeling his size. No one in the room misses the way that she licks her lips.

      “Mmm, impressive,” she purrs. “I can’t wait to feel this inside me.”

      Hudson groans at her touch, his hips bucking involuntarily. “God, Sloane,” he gasps. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this.”

      She smiles, continuing to caress him with slow, deliberate movements. “Enough talk. Why don't you show me?”

      With that, she turns and hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her yoga pants, slowly peeling them down her legs. She bends at the waist to give Hudson a tantalizing view of her round, heart-shaped ass. Beneath the tight fabric, she's wearing a tiny black thong that leaves little to the imagination.

      Straightening up, she kicks the pants aside and turns to face Hudson once more. She’s always been self-conscious about her body, endlessly worrying that she’s not skinny enough, not toned enough, that she needs to go to the gym more. She’s crazy. Hudson sees perfection, and he’s on her in an instant with nothing but a throaty, “Oh, fuck yes.”

      Forgotten by both, Mike watches as his wife drags another man into their bed. They’d talked about this. He’d shared his experience watching her with Dave all those years ago or how he’d always had these voyeuristic tendencies. It wasn’t until Hudson joined their group that he really considered any of this possible. As soon as he did, it was just a matter of crafting the perfect story.

      Sloane crawls onto the bed, her eyes locked on Hudson. Mike remembers the first time he introduced the pair. He felt the spark even then and later got her to confess that she thought he was cute. Now here she is, hooking her fingers into the sides of her thong, lifting her butt up just enough to slide it down her legs.

      Hudson’s cock flexes as she reveals her bare pussy, smooth and entirely devoid of hair, glistening with moisture.

      “Well?” she asks, opening her thighs and raising a brow. “Are you just going to stand there staring, or do you need me to put on a pair of leather bracers and my elf ears?”

      Hudson shakes off the awe at her joke. “I mean, I wouldn’t hate that.”

      But he doesn’t need it, climbing onto the bed and settling between her legs. Sloane feels the heat of his gaze like a physical caress, sending shivers of anticipation down her spine. Her need only grows when he peels his boxer briefs down and finally frees his stiffness. “Now that’s a sorcerer’s staff.”

      Hudson snorts, climbing over her and kissing her deeply. She grasps his dick and rubs it along her gash. She can’t wait to feel him inside of her, stretching her open, filling her up. So she doesn’t wait.

      “Ah!” she cries as she places him against her pussy, feeling the blunt tip of Hudson's cock pressing against her entrance, teasing her with the promise of penetration. He already feels huge, and he isn’t even inside of her.

      She glances to the side, where Mike sits, watching intently from a chair in the corner of the room. His presence reassures her. He’s there. He’s turned on, his face tight with arousal. He smiles at her, mouths, Do it.

      Slowly, excruciatingly, Hudson eases himself into her, inch by agonizing inch. Sloane's pussy stretches to accommodate his girth, the delicious burn of it making her moan with pleasure. He’s so big, so thick—she can feel every ridge and vein as he sinks deeper, filling her completely.

      “Ungh, fuck! You're so tight,” Hudson groans, his arms straining on either side of her. “Your pussy feels amazing, Sloane.”

      She can only whimper in response, too lost in sensation to form coherent words. All she can focus on is the incredible fullness, the exquisite friction as he begins to move inside her. Each thrust sends shockwaves of ecstasy rippling through her body, building steadily towards an inevitable climax.

      Through half-lidded eyes, Sloane glances over at Mike, gauging his reaction. His face is flushed, his breathing ragged. His pants are down around his knees now, and he’s stroking himself as he watches her get fucked. “Uhhh, fuck,” she gasps, the sight of her man experiencing so much pleasure pushing her closer and closer to the brink.

      “That’s it, baby,” she pants, meeting Hudson’s thrusts with equal fervor. She wraps her legs around his body, pulling him close with her heels. This is how Sylwen would fuck Beryth Harker, and it’s sure as fuck how she’s going to fuck Hudson. “Fuck me. Take me. Make me scream your name!”

      Hudson pounds into Sloane, each powerful thrust sending her body shuddering and shivering. She’s so close now, teetering on the brink of orgasm, her entire body trembling with need.

      “Fuck, I’m gonna come,” she gasps, her fingers clutching desperately at the sheets. “Don’t stop, Harker!” She screams his character’s name, for behind her eyes, she sees the lean sorcerer, all that pretty hair, crackling with eldritch power. “Please don’t stop!”

      And like he’s cast a spell, she feels a second pair of hands on her body—strong, familiar hands that can only belong to one person. She opens her eyes to see Mike standing beside the bed, his gaze locked onto hers with an intensity that takes her breath away.

      She reaches out, and he’s there, leaning down and capturing her mouth in a searing kiss. Sloane moans into him, her senses overwhelmed by the dual assault of pleasure. Hudson’s cock is still buried deep inside her, stretching her deliciously, while Mike's tongue explores every inch of her mouth, claiming her in an entirely different way.

      Breaking the kiss, Mike trails his lips down Sloane's neck, his teeth grazing her sensitive skin. “Is he good?”

      “Yes,” she hisses. She arches against Hudson’s driving body, her hips lifting up off the mattress as he takes her even harder. She can’t talk anymore. All she can do is moan, her eyes rolling back. Mike slides his hand over her breasts, teasing her, tweaking her.

      “Yesss!” she gasps, arching into his touch. “Oh fuuuuck!”

      With a growl of approval, Mike pinches her nipple hard, drawing a sharp cry from her throat. At the same time, Hudson increases his pace, his cock pistoning in and out of her at a furious rhythm. Sloane feels her orgasm building, rising like a tidal wave threatening to consume her entirely.

      “Come for us, Sloane,” Mike commands, his voice low and urgent. “Let go and come all over Hudson's big, fat cock.”

      “Nghh!” She twists and writhes beneath the onslaught. She reaches up, finds Mike’s neck, and pulls him into a wet, sloppy kiss as she crests and comes undone.

      Breaking the kiss, she rocks her head back, her pussy clamping down hard on Hudson’s shaft, milking him for all he’s worth as wave after wave of pleasure crashes over her.

      Mike is enraptured as he watches his wife come. She’s not faking it. She’s not doing this for him alone. It’s him walking in on Dave all over again. It’s watching her at her purest, most sexual, most uninhibited. He pulls back, giving them space to slow their pace. Hudson’s not ready to end the night, and neither is Sloane. Tonight may be the end of one chapter, but he has a feeling that the spirit of Sylwen Moonblade and Beryth Harker will live on.
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        * * *

      

      Serenna can smell smoke on the wind. Just like she has in her dreams. This isn’t good. It means the day has finally arrived. She drops into a run, heading back to the cottage where she’s been hiding these long years, but she already knows. It’s on fire.

      She detours, going to the well, not to start dousing the flames—but to retrieve her father’s spellbook. The raiders are long gone, and the house is unsalvageable

      This isn’t an end, anyway. She’s seen glimpses of the future. A new adventure awaits, and her journey is just beginning.

      “Are you Serenna Faye?” a voice calls to her. She’s heard that voice before, but not in this life.

      Straightening up, Serenna turns toward the voice—a tall man with a mop of dark hair and a lute slung over his back.

      “Maybe. Who’s asking?”

      “Name’s Harrison Brightsong, and I’ve been looking for you.”

      Serenna can’t help but smile. This one’s easy on the eyes. “I think I know.” She rises, stuffing her spell book into her bag. “You’re in need of a wizard.”
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      I run my fingers through my blonde hair, tousling it just so, and check my reflection one last time. To see my whole outfit in the mirror in the bathroom, I stretch up on my tiptoes. The black dress hugs my petite frame, the neckline plunging to showcase my generous breasts—definitely one of my best assets. I smooth the fabric over my curvy hips, and a thrill of excitement races through me. It’s Lucas’s turn to plan date night. I wonder what surprises he has in store for me tonight.

      “Ready, gorgeous?” Lucas’s voice drifts in from the hallway.

      My body aches for him, reminding me it’s been a week since we’ve had sex. I swear Ms. Kitty—my affectionate name for my pussy—has separation anxiety or something. No one is happy about this drought. Lucas keeps dropping hints about tonight being mind-blowing, which better mean multiple orgasms. After this dry spell, Ms. Kitty and I need at least three to make up for lost time.

      I slip into my heels and strut into the hallway where he’s waiting. “We could skip dinner,” I say, running my finger down his chest. “Just stay here and fuck. No need for romance—you know I’m yours anyway.”

      He grabs my hips and pulls me close. “Tempting, but I’ve got other plans. Close your eyes.”

      My pulse quickens at the mystery as he places something that feels like cardstock in my hand.

      “Take a look.”

      I glance down at a fancy flyer. “Eternal Desire at Parker’s Enchanted Realms” sparkles in gold letters above an ancient temple, promising a night of daring escapes and heart-pounding fun.

      “An escape room?” I ask, surprised.

      His eyes twinkle with that look that means trouble—delicious trouble. “My coworker’s brother owns it. We’re testing his new adults-only room. And some friends from work are joining us.”

      My breath hitches. Two years into this hotwife thing, and Lucas still finds ways to surprise me. Group activities usually mean one thing in our world— I’ll be getting more than just my husband’s cock tonight.

      “Is that so?” I press against him. “What else are you plotting? Wait, are these the same guys I met at the Halloween party?” Heat pools in my belly at the memory of the naughty Halloween work party.

      He chuckles. “No, baby. Different friends. Though I’m sure Ms. Kitty wouldn’t mind an encore of that little adventure someday.”

      Oh yeah, I wouldn’t have minded another ride on those guys’ poles, but I’m always up for meeting new friends--especially since Lucas knows the type of guys I like.

      I kiss his jaw playfully. “Well then, lead the way, dear husband. I’m ready to feel some eternal desires in this escape room.”

      Whatever he’s got planned, I’m ready.
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        * * *

      

      We stop for a quick dinner at my favorite deli. It’s not exactly a five-star meal, but it’s perfect fuel for whatever mischief we’re getting up to tonight. When we get to the escape room, the pink and purple glow from the Parker’s Enchanted Realms sign draws me in.

      My pulse quickens as we step through the door. The lobby is old-world class with modern sex appeal. Soft music flows through hidden speakers, and a hint of incense in the air makes me think of entwined naked bodies. God, if the lobby is getting me this worked up...

      Lucas puts his hand on the small of my back and steers me to three men lounging on a couch. Next to them is a doorway draped in heavy velvet curtains, which I assume leads to the escape room. “Baby, come meet my work buddies.”

      My heart skips a beat—they’re all sex on legs. A gorgeous redhead flashes me a panty-dropping grin. “I’m Levi. It’s nice to finally meet you. Lucas won’t shut up about you.”

      My nerves melt as I let out a laugh. “I’m sure whatever he said is only half true.” Lucas has permission to say whatever he wants about our lifestyle, so I can only imagine the stories these guys have heard.

      “He says nothing but praise,” pipes up a tall drink of water with blonde hair. “I’m Riker. Word is you like to push boundaries.”

      Oh yeah, I’d like to expand some of my boundaries with him. Ms. Kitty flutters in delight, and I can tell she agrees with me.

      The third guy, with dark hair and eyes that could melt steel, gives me a slow nod. “Orlando,” he says as his gaze rakes over me. “Lucas says you write books. Should I worry about ending up in your next novel?”

      “Only if you’re lucky.” I wink. My mind wanders to my latest book—a spicy vampire menage that would make these boys blush. Looking at them now, the inspiration flows. Four hot guys, counting my husband, one escape room... The erotic possibilities make me press my thighs together.

      “Greetings, seekers of pleasure!”  An unfamiliar voice interrupts my fantasy. We turn to find a guy with messy brown hair. “I’m Parker. Welcome to the Enchanted Realms.”

      Parker lays out the rules—something about an ancient temple of sex and secrets and a passion meter that will move the game along. But my brain keeps drifting to private temple activities between a goddess and her servants. I could work with this plot idea for an upcoming book.

      “The temple responds to lust,” Parker says. “The more heat you generate, the more secrets you’ll unlock.”

      I stroke the curtain, imagining other velvety things I’d rather touch. Lucas pulls me close and wraps his arms around me from behind. “You should pay attention to the rules. They might be important if you want to unlock the secrets of desire,” he whispers against my ear.

      I press my ass against him and shimmy my hips, feeling his interest grow. “Hmm, I think I know exactly how to unlock them already.”

      He chuckles, and the promise in that sound makes my core throb. “That you do. But the night’s young. You don’t know where this will all lead.”

      He’s got a point…but this damn well better be leading to me being spit roasted at the very least, or he’s going to have a very disappointed kitty on his hands.

      “Time for the games to begin. Please proceed into the Oracle’s Chamber,” Parker announces, breaking my train of thought.

      Before we can enter the chamber, Lucas grabs my wrist and pulls me aside. “Baby, I’ve got something special planned. I’m staying out here with Parker to watch.”

      “Watch what exactly?”

      “Whatever happens in there. Think of it as your personal playground.” A wicked smile plays on his lips. “The gods of pleasure need their tribute, after all.”

      I laugh. “Oooh, am I the tribute?”

      Suddenly I imagine being laid out on a flat stone surface, spread out and bound while letting these guys do whatever they want to me.

      Lucas swoops down and gives me a deep kiss that makes my toes curl. “You can do whatever you want. Go have fun. I’ll watch every detail from the cameras.”

      I give him a cheeky, “Yes, sir,” and he slaps my ass as I head into the room with the other guys.
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      When we move into the chamber, the heavy stone door slides shut behind us with an ominous thud. Flickering torchlight casts shadows across ancient walls while I take in our surroundings. My heart races, partly from the adrenaline of the game and partly from the anticipation. I might be the writer in the family, but Lucas’s imagination for keeping me on my toes with new hotwife adventures is impressive.

      Parker’s voice fills the chamber from a speaker. “Welcome to the Temple of Eternal Desire. The Oracle’s Chamber holds your first test. And remember,” Parker’s tone deepens dramatically, “your success isn’t just about solving puzzles; it also depends on the Desire Meter. The more...enthusiastic you are, the more the temple will reveal.”

      The Desire Meter materializes before us, a mesmerizing sight that fits perfectly with the chamber’s ancient aesthetic. It’s a towering crystal obelisk, pulsing with a warm light. As we watch, the light begins to swirl within the crystal, creating hypnotic patterns.

      “Whoa.” Levi’s eyes are wide.

      The obelisk is etched with intricate symbols and divided into sections, each representing a different level of desire. At the base, barely glowing, is Curiosity. Above that, the sections rise through Intrigue, Arousal, Passion, and finally, at the very top, Ecstasy.

      Orlando runs his hand along the smooth surface, and the crystal responds with a soft hum, the light pulsing slightly brighter. “Looks like it responds to touch.”

      Riker grins at me. “I wonder what else it responds to?”

      I can’t help but smile back. I’m determined to find out what will make the Desire Meter top off, and I’ve got three sexy men to experiment with.

      Suddenly, a stone altar across the room lights up. It’s covered in strange symbols, and we crowd around it. While the guys debate their meaning, I let my mind wander. Knowing that Lucas is watching and wanting me to be slutty makes me bold. I need an excuse to touch one of the guys.

      “What do you think, Jessica?” The rumble in Riker’s voice hits me right between my legs.

      I slide closer until our arms touch. “Look at the pattern. It’s a substitution cipher.” My writer’s brain kicks in, recognizing the familiar structure from a book I wrote. “See how some symbols repeat more than others? Those are probably common letters like E or T.”

      I lean over the altar, making sure my cleavage is on full display. “And look at these short symbols—they’re likely A or I.”

      As we crack the puzzle together, I guide Levi’s hand to specific symbols. “Feel how these are slightly raised? They’re probably key to the solution.” I stretch across his arms to enter the combination, making sure my breasts graze him. “Oops. Sorry.”

      “No complaints here,” Levi huskily replies.

      The symbols on the altar blink off as a panel on the wall opens to reveal a passage. The guys cheer, and we squeeze through single file. Orlando is the last one through, and I slow down, so he’s crowded against me.

      “Sorry about this,” he lies. He doesn’t sound sorry at all.

      “Don’t worry, I don’t mind a tight squeeze,” I giggle. Yeah, I have a perfect spot he could squeeze into.

      The next room is filled with fake plants and erotic statues. A sweet-scented mist fills the air, and another Desire Meter obelisk pulses as we approach. Parker’s loud voice welcomes us to The Garden of Temptation.

      “The Desire Meter seems to be responding to your...enthusiasm,” Parker announces.

      The obelisk’s glow intensifies, shifting from Intrigue to Arousal.

      Orlando is still behind me, and I swish my ass against him. He presses close and murmurs in my ear. “We must be doing something right. I’m feeling very tempted.”

      As we hunt for clues through the garden, the guys are extra helpful, leading me around and helping me over obstacles with wandering hands. I arch into each touch, putting on a show for Lucas. The air crackles with need, and the meter’s light swirls hypnotically in sync with our movements.

      When Riker suggests using body heat to trigger a sensor, I press my palm to his. A tiny shock runs through my arm when we touch, and I gasp. The meter surges, nearly reaching Passion.

      “Excellent work,” Parker calls out as the next chamber opens. “But pace yourselves. The best pleasures take time.”

      This better not take too much time. I’m so turned on I’m tingling everywhere, and if I don’t get someone’s hands on my pussy soon, Ms. Kitty is going to riot. The Desire Meter seems to sense my urgency, its light flickering erratically between Arousal and Passion.

      The next puzzle catches my eye immediately. It’s a large, ornate mirror framed in gold, with various symbols etched around its edges. Riker steps forward as he scans the symbols intently.

      “Look,” he says, pointing. “These symbols match the ones on the meter.”

      I study it. “You’re right. And there’s writing at the bottom.”

      Orlando reads it aloud. “‘Reflect your desires and the way shall be revealed.’”

      It clicks in my mind. “Oh! We need to arrange the symbols in the same order as the meter.”

      Levi grins, already moving the first symbol. “Easy peasy.”

      We work together, our hands touching as we slide the symbols into place. The mirror’s edge glows different colors with each correct placement, and I get a tiny thrill each with each change.

      With a final click, the puzzle is solved. The mirror shimmers with a golden light. A section of wall slides away with a grinding noise, revealing a small hidden alcove.

      That booming voice echoes through the room again. “Two of you must enter.”

      Oooh nice. This escape room is turning out to be more entertaining than I’d imagined.

      Levi and I share a long glance, and without a word, we step into the alcove together. The space is sized perfectly for two people with very little extra room to move around. The stone walls press against my back as the door slides shut. We’re enclosed in darkness, and I hear the others laughing and talking as they work on another challenge.

      A dim red light turns on above us, and Levi’s eyes find mine. He focuses on my lips a moment before moving back up. I can tell he wants to kiss me. A wet heat flares between my legs as I lick my lips and nod, giving him permission.

      His mouth crashes into mine. I part my lips, welcoming the kiss as my fingers tangle in his soft red hair. He yanks me closer. God, he smells amazing—it’s a spicy musk and pure sex. My body responds instantly, and I melt into his touch.

      His lips brush my ear. “Do you want me as much as I want you?”

      “I do,” I whisper, pressing my body against his. “That Desire Meter must be going nuts right now.”

      Levi laughs low in his throat. “Let’s give it a real show, then.”

      His hands explore my body, and I picture Lucas watching us on a monitor. I arch my back to give him a pleasing view. My pussy throbs knowing my husband approves of me being a tempting little slut, and that knowledge turns me on even more.

      “Fuck,” Levi pants against my neck, and I pull him in for another deep kiss.

      It’s time to get a cock inside me.

      I guide his hand to the hem of my dress. He doesn’t hesitate, sliding it up to reveal my black lace thong. The cool air caresses my exposed skin, heightening my arousal.

      As our tongues twirl together, I feel the wall behind me, the confinement amplifying the intensity. It feels naughty to be trapped here with him. Levi’s hard cock presses against me through his jeans, and I moan and rub my body against him. He cups my breasts, his thumbs teasing my nipples. I wish we were naked.

      Suddenly, the wall behind Levi hums to life with a soft pink glow. The overhead voice, now seductive, whispers, “Desire Meter: Critical. Dispensing reward...”

      Oooh, a reward. A hidden compartment opens, revealing a sleek, black box. Levi raises an eyebrow, and I grin mischievously. “Let’s see what our prize is.”

      When he opens the lid, it releases a whisper of sweet, perfumed air. Inside, a silver, exquisitely crafted butt plug with a blue gem is nestled in velvet. There’s a small bottle of lube accompanied by a note that reads: “For the goddess.”

      Levi picks up the butt plug. “Shall we put this to good use, goddess?”

      Oh, wow. Tonight just took an interesting turn. I nod, and Levi flashes a wicked smile before turning me around. He pulls my dress to my waist before tracing the curve of my ass with the cool metal tip. By the time I get a cock inside me tonight, I’m going to be mentally fucked. This game is taking entirely too long.

      Levi’s fingers skim the lace covering my pussy. I close my eyes, surrendering to the sensation, and whisper, “Put it in me.”

      My world narrows to the pleasure from his touch as he works lube into my ass and puts some on the toy before pressing the plug against my rear entrance. I relax into the sensation, and he slowly eases it in. The cool metal warms quickly, fitting snugly and sending a pulse of ecstasy through me. I let out a soft moan, imagining Lucas’s reaction, his cock hardening as he watches me take this new toy.

      The alcove remains sealed, and I no longer hear the guys outside, so it seems like they’re waiting for us. Riker’s voice, muffled by the door, teases, “You two enjoying yourselves in there?”

      Orlando laughs. “I think they’re deliberately taking their time, my friend.”

      Their banter fades into the background when Levi kisses the nape of my neck. “God, you’re sexy. Does this feel good?”

      “Mmm hmm, feels amazing.”

      As soon as he tugs my dress into place, the door slides open. Levi and I share a look before stepping out. Riker and Orlando are standing nearby. They grin at us, taking in our flushed cheeks and disheveled clothes.

      Orlando’s gaze lingers on me. “It seems like you two found something interesting in there.”

      I trail my fingers along the glowing Desire Meter, causing it to pulse brighter. “You could say that. And it seems we’ve acquired a new...asset.”

      “Where’s this asset?” Riker laughs.

      With a secret smile and a twitch of my hips, I bend over a nearby large rock, keeping my ass facing the guys. Levi’s hands slide to the hem of my dress, tugging it up and revealing the glittering blue gem nestled between my cheeks, unhidden by my lace thong. Orlando lets out a low whistle.

      “Holy shit,” Riker murmurs. “You look fucking incredible.”

      I feel Lucas’s gaze on me through the cameras, his lust building as he watches us. The realization makes a delightful tingle race through my body.

      Levi palms my ass, but he directs his voice towards the other guys. “So, what are the gods asking for next?”

      Orlando is the first to respond. “We got a note that said the next requirement is a tribute. A very passionate tribute.”

      Oooh, my moment to be a tribute has arrived. My entire body thrums with arousal. The dim lighting and a new faint hint of an exotic floral scent in the air only heighten the sensual atmosphere.

      Riker steps forward as I straighten up, his hand reaching out to cup my cheek. “I think it’s time we all work together to unlock the rest of these secrets.” His thumb brushes against my bottom lip, and a jolt of electricity zips through me.

      Orlando chuckles softly, his fingers tracing a path down my arm. “And I think it’s time to show the gods just how much desire we can generate.”

      Oh yeah, I’m down with this plan. Levi’s hands roam freely, squeezing and teasing, while Riker kisses me deeply, exploring my mouth. Orlando plays with my nipple through my dress. My body is a live wire, and every touch sends sparks of pleasure straight to my core. I’m consumed with bliss, and I fucking love it.

      But it’s not enough. I need more. I need them inside me and filling multiple holes. The butt plug only intensifies my lust. I moan into Riker’s mouth and press my ass against Levi, desperate for friction. Orlando’s hand snakes down, rubbing against the lace of my thong over my pussy.

      “Fuck, you’re soaked,” he growls against my skin.

      “Please,” I whimper, breaking away from Riker’s kiss. “I need you. All of you.”

      Levi’s grasp on my hips tightens, and I feel his hard cock straining against his pants. He’s ready to give me what I want. Riker’s eyes are dark with passion, his breath coming in ragged bursts. Orlando’s fingers hook into my thong, ready to tear it away.

      And then the damn game voice chimes in. “Seekers,” it booms. “Your passion is powerful, but the gods demand patience. The next secret awaits, but only the clever may proceed.”

      “No!” I cry in frustration. “I don’t want to wait. I don’t want to be clever. I want to get fucked!”

      The guys groan in agreement, but the voice is insistent. “Solve the riddle, unlock the path. Only then may you indulge in the gods’ favor.”

      I pout, crossing my arms over my chest. My pussy is throbbing, my clit aching for attention. I don’t want to solve fucking puzzles. I want to be spread out, filled up, used for their pleasure and mine.

      Riker chuckles, adjusting himself with a grimace. “Come on, the quicker we solve it, the quicker we can get back to...this.”

      I huff, but he’s right. Reluctantly, I turn my attention to the new puzzle. It’s a series of symbols etched into the stone wall, each one glowing softly. Great. More codes.

      Levi presses up behind me, his cock still hard against my ass. The butt plug shifts inside me. It’s a delicious distraction, but I force myself to focus. I can practically hear Lucas laughing from the other side of the camera, enjoying my torment.

      “Fine,” I grumble. “Let’s solve this stupid thing.”

      Orlando caresses my breast and sighs. “Don’t worry, we’ll make sure you get what you need. And more.”

      Fuck. This part better be easy to solve.
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      I set to work, deciphering the symbols with the guys’ help. Each correct guess sends a pulse of light through the room and a corresponding bolt of bliss through me. The Desire Meter responds to our progress. It’s a cruel tease, a reminder of the reward waiting for us.

      But with each step closer to the solution, my frustration escalates. I’m not just a needy slut—I’m a greedy one. And I won’t be satisfied until I have all of them.

      The symbols on the wall are a mix of familiar and unfamiliar, each flashing a light that seems to throb in time with my heartbeat. I squint, trying to focus, but all I can think about is Levi’s cock pressed against my ass.

      “Come on,” Levi murmurs. “Concentrate. I need to fuck you.”

      I groan, both at his words and the way he grinds against me. “You’re not making this easy,” I complain, but I force myself to scan the symbols again.

      Riker traces one with his finger. “This looks like a hieroglyph I saw in an Egyptian exhibit once. Could be a clue.”

      Orlando points to another symbol, chiming in, “And this one reminds me of a rune from a video game. Maybe it’s about combining different cultures or mythologies?”

      I nod, trying to ignore the throb of my clit. “All right, let’s think. What do ancient Egypt and video game runes have in common?”

      As we brainstorm, I shimmy my ass against Levi. The butt plug makes me want to use Levi’s cock like a pogo stick. Levi grasps my hips, holding me still, and growls, “Keep doing that, and I’ll bend you over right here, puzzle be damned.”

      I smirk, enjoying the power I have over him, over all of them. But we need to focus. Knowing my husband, he’ll stop me from having sex with the guys if we don’t solve the damn escape room.

      The symbols start to blur together, and I realize it’s not about the individual pictures but the pattern they form. “Guys, I think it’s a constellation,” I say excitedly. “Look, if you connect them like this...” I trace the lines with my finger.

      The guys follow my movements. As the constellation takes shape, the symbols glow brighter. The room fills with a hum of energy.

      “That’s it. Fuck, you’re sexy when you’re solving puzzles,” Riker says, admiration in his tone.

      Levi’s cock throbs against me. “We need to hurry. I need to be inside you.”

      Usually, I’d enjoy feeling clever, but right now, I can barely think straight. I force myself to focus, to connect the last few dots. As I trace the last line, the wall shudders and slides open, revealing another passage.

      “Fuck yes,” Levi exclaims.

      “Well done, seekers,” the voice echoes around us. “The gods are impressed. Now, claim your reward.”

      Riker grabs my hand, pulling me towards the passage. “No time to waste.”

      I stumble after him. There better be something they can bend me over in the next room—or a bed. I’m a needy slut who needs to be fucked. And I want it right now.

      We step into the next chamber, where a flat rectangular slab dominates the center. Oh, hell yes! I can lay on it while they use me.

      I grin at the guys. “Looks like it’s time for the gods to grant me their ultimate favor.”

      Levi’s hands slide from my hips to my waist, gripping me possessively. Riker moves closer, hunger all over his face.

      “Fuck, Jessica,” Levi murmurs. “You have no idea how much I want you right now.”

      I moan and press my ass against him. I love that he’s still so hard for me, and I tease him. “I think I have some idea.”

      Riker’s hands trail up my arms, and my nerves sing with delight. “We’ve been patient. Now it’s time to get what we all want.”

      Orlando steps closer and joins in, his fingers tracing the curve of my collarbone before dipping lower and teasing the swell of my breasts. I close my eyes, enjoying all their hands on me.

      “Is it time to use the slut?” Orlando’s voice is deep and smooth.

      My eyes fly open in surprise when they call me slut because, so far, they’ve been gentlemen and let me take the lead. Orlando looks at me with raw passion. That look triggers a deep pull in my core that makes me want to be their slut even more.

      “Use me,” I moan.

      Orlando grins wickedly. Levi’s hands move to my dress, dragging down the zipper. The cool air hits my skin, and I shiver with anticipation. Riker caresses my back and unhooks my strapless bra with practiced ease. Orlando captures my lips in a searing kiss as my dress and bra fall to the floor.

      Kicking off my heels, I stand there, stripped to my black lace thong and the butt plug, my body on full display. I feel their lust, and it fuels my own.

      “Your turn,” I whisper, a playful command as I unbutton Levi’s shirt.

      The others follow suit, stripping down. Levi’s muscular chest is adorned with tattoos that dance under the dim light. Riker’s athletic frame looks like the gods themselves chiseled it. Orlando’s body is a work of art, his movements fluid and graceful.

      I allow myself a moment to admire them. My heart pounds harder with every fresh reveal of skin. I reach out, tracing the lines of their muscles. Holy fuck, my husband chose some damn fine eye candy for me. I restrain a smirk when I check out their cocks. My husband always chooses well-hung guys. It isn’t a coincidence. My sweet husband enjoys watching me get pounded by a thick cock just as much as I enjoy receiving the pounding. With all these glorious, massive cocks, it’s going to be heaven.

      Riker cups my breast and tugs a nipple, pulling my focus back to the guys. Levi takes a moment to drag the thong down my legs, and Orlando kisses down my collarbone and then lower, capturing one of my nipples in his mouth.

      I gasp at the dual sensation of two men playing with my nipples. My clit throbs, and I feel the wetness between my legs. “Please fuck me,” I whimper.

      The guys exchange a look, a silent agreement passing between them. Levi guides me to the stone slab, pressing me down to sit on the edge. “Lie down. We’re going to fuck you senseless.”

      Oooh, yes, sir. He doesn’t have to tell me twice. I lean back, leaving my feet on the floor. Riker and Orlando sit on either side of me, trailing their fingers up my body. They each grab a wrist and pin it above my head. Mmm, now this is nice. A tremor of arousal ripples through me when Levi forces my knees apart and stands between them. I love feeling helpless like this, with big, powerful men using me.

      “Look at that greedy pussy,” Levi growls, his fingers tracing the edges of my wet folds. “You’re desperate for our cocks, aren’t you, slut?”

      “Yes,” I whimper, and he sinks two fingers inside me. “Please fuck me.”

      As Levi finger-fucks me, Riker leans down, sucking one of my nipples in his mouth. He bites hard enough to make me gasp.

      “You’ll take what we give you when we give it. Won’t you, little slut?” Riker’s stern voice is muffled by my nipple in his mouth.

      “Yes,” I moan, arching my back and pushing my breast further into his mouth. “Do whatever you want, just someone, please fuck me.”

      Orlando moves down my body, and Riker takes over to pin both my wrists under one large hand. Orlando pauses at the end of the slab and reaches for the butt plug. I moan when he slightly pulls it out and presses it back in. Ecstasy shoots through me as he fucks me with the plug a few times. “You like that, don’t you?” he rumbles. “You like being our little fucktoy.”

      Holy fuck! I can barely think with Levi’s fingers inside my pussy and Orlando using the plug to fuck my ass. It takes all my effort to cry out, “Yes! Need more.”

      Orlando chuckles and pulls the plug all the way out at the same time Levi stops fingering my pussy. I nearly protest the empty feeling, but Levi quickly replaces his fingers with the thick head of his cock. I feel like a doll they can position however they want as Levi pulls my legs up to his shoulders. He kneels on the edge of the slab, grips my thighs, and slams into me.

      “Oooh, god!” I scream in bliss as my pussy stretches around his cock.

      “Fuck, you’re tight,” he groans, his thrusts rough and relentless. “Your pussy feels so fucking good.”

      Jesus! Levi’s pounding me so hard I know I’m going to be well-used by the time they’re all done with me. It’s fabulous!

      I feel my breasts jiggling as Levi fucks me. Riker releases my wrists, tempted by my bouncing tits, and teases them. He rolls my nipples, zinging sparks of joy straight to my clit.

      My head spins with bliss when Riker starts in with the dirty talk. “Look at her take that cock! She’s such a good little slut for us.”

      All their attention consumes me. My orgasm builds as the pleasure coils inside me. It’s going to be massive when it releases.

      Orlando kneels by my head and angles his cock towards me. I know what he wants. I open my mouth, and his shaft slides between my lips. I taste the salty pre-cum leaking from his tip. I swirl my tongue around his shaft, feeling every ridge and vein while Levi’s relentless thrusts hit all the right spots. Riker pinches my nipples, sending electric shocks straight to my clit.

      I’m overwhelmed by so many sensations at once. The taste of Orlando in my mouth. The fullness in my pussy. The spark of pain from my nipples. It all blends into a pleasurable ecstasy. I’m like a spring, ready to snap as I moan around the cock in my mouth.

      Levi grips my thighs tighter, his thrusts becoming more urgent, groaning, “Fuck, you feel so good.”

      Orlando drills deeper into my throat and growls, “Come for us, little slut. Show us how much you love being filled with cock.”

      My body tenses and the explosion hits. Pleasure rips through me, and my pussy clenches and spasms around Levi’s cock. I moan around Orlando’s shaft, the vibrations making him hiss. My body shakes and quivers as a tidal wave of delight engulfs me.

      The guys aren’t done with me yet. As I come down from my high, they pull away from me as if this was choreographed. Orlando lies on the slab, his cock jutting straight up. “Ride me,” he commands.

      I’m still woozy from coming when I straddle him, slowly lowering onto his cock. I’m in control now, setting the pace and depth. Leaning forward, I put my hands on his chest and ride. A firm hand on my ass makes me look over my shoulder. It’s Levi. He spreads my cheeks.

      “Time to take my cock in that pretty little ass of yours,” he says.

      Levi still has the lube and thoroughly lubes us both. The cold sensation of the lube on my skin makes me shiver. The head of his cock presses against my tight hole, and for a moment, my body resists the invasion. I feel the ring of muscle slowly give way, stretching to accommodate him. The sensation is hard to describe—a mix of discomfort and pleasure. A sweet ache that radiates through my entire lower body.

      I feel every inch of him as he pushes deeper. Levi moves carefully, letting me adjust. I take a deep breath, trying to relax, and suddenly, a switch flips. The discomfort fades, replaced by bliss. Every nerve ending is on fire, and it's incredible. It's a deep, all-consuming sensation that makes me want to scream and beg for more, all at the same time. My body starts to respond, pushing back against him, greedy for more. It's overwhelming in the best possible way.

      The dual pleasure of having my ass and pussy fucked makes my eyelids flutter, and I let out a long moan. Oh my god. Lucas better be having fun watching this. His friends have amazing cocks.

      Riker appears before me, his cock level with my face. I take him into my mouth. His pre-cum is tangy but not unpleasant, and I lick and suck on him with gusto as the cocks move inside me, finding a rhythm that nearly short-circuits my brain from delight.

      I’m surrounded, filled, consumed. The joy is intense, and another climax builds quickly as the three men fuck me in tandem. Their groans and murmurs fill the air, mixing with my own moans.

      “Fuck,” Levi hisses, a moment before I feel the warmth of his seed filling my ass.

      Levi coming sets off a chain reaction. Orlando groans and explodes deep inside my pussy. Their orgasms trigger mine, and I scream around Riker’s cock as ecstasy ripples from my fingertips to my toes. My body seizes, my pussy and ass squeezing the cocks inside me. The guys groan as they fuck their cum back inside me.

      Riker is the last to climax. His cock pulses in my throat, filling it with his thick cum. I try to swallow all I can, but I feel some of it leaking from my lips.

      As the pleasure recedes, the guys pull out, and I roll off Orlando. I’m floating in a hazy bliss when I hear a door open, and chilly air sweeps in. I look over to see Lucas watching, his eyes glazed with lust. The men quickly help me up, and Levi passes me my dress. I try to steady myself, feeling Lucas’s gaze on me like a caress.

      Levi takes my hand and kisses it. “It was a pleasure, Jessica.”

      “Yes, thank you for a great evening,” Riker adds, brushing my hair back from my face.

      Orlando simply winks, his expression filled with contentment.

      Lucas takes my hand and helps me to my feet. He pulls me close, kissing me deeply. “You did amazing, baby.”

      “I love it when you choose for me.” I smile at him.

      We say our goodbyes to the guys, and as we leave the room, Lucas keeps his arm around my waist. He’s practically vibrating with energy, and I can tell he wants to fuck me so bad. This is going to be fun.
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      The drive home is silent, the sexual energy palpable. Lucas is tense, and I see the bulge in his pants. Mmm, this is the part of the night that makes it all worth it. I love it when Lucas goes wild.

      When we get home, Lucas practically drags me to the bathroom. He starts the shower so the water can heat, and his hands are everywhere, pulling at our clothes until we’re both naked.

      “I need to be inside you,” he growls, mouth fused with mine.

      He guides me into the shower, and the water cascades over us as he kisses me deeply, his tongue tangling with mine.

      “You were so fucking beautiful,” he murmurs against my lips. “Watching you take them all...it drove me crazy.”

      “Show me,” I pant.

      Lucas slides his hands under my ass and lifts me. I wrap my legs around him, feeling his cock against my entrance. I’m pressed against the shower wall, and he thrusts into me.

      “Fuck, yes,” I cry out, meeting his thrusts with my own.

      Lucas’s hands are firm on my hips, controlling the pace. His chest presses against mine, the sparse hair creating extra friction on my nipples. The delight builds quickly. My body is already primed and ready for another climax.

      “Come with me, baby,” Lucas groans. “I want to feel you come around my cock.”

      His words tip me over the edge, and I scream his name as ecstasy explodes through me. He comes with me, his body tensing as he groans and unloads ropes of sticky cum deep inside me. We ride the waves of pleasure together, and I love how natural it feels with Lucas. He’s my everything.

      Lucas holds me close while we come down from our high, his arms wrapped tightly around me. “You’re perfect,” he whispers. “I love you so much.”

      I smile, feeling content and loved. “I love you too.”

      We clean up quickly and get out of the shower. Once we dry off, we tumble into bed together. I’m exhausted but completely satisfied.

      As I drift off into a blissful sleep, I know one thing for sure—being a hotwife rocks.

      

      Lacey Cross is a writer of wife-sharing erotica with over 100 short stories published since she started in 2021. Her stories emphasize the pleasure found from the wife living her best slut life and embracing the hotwife lifestyle. She explores themes of free use, submissive wives with dominant bulls, BDSM... and oh-so-many men.

      There are more stories with Jessica and Lucas. Find them at: https://www.lacey-cross.net/jessicabooks
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      “The wind whistles through the trees. You can feel a few raindrops falling from the high canopy of branches that cover the dirt road you’ve been traveling on for the last half a day. Jeri, your ranger, can tell the road will be a muddy swamp before too long. What do you do?”

      Henry, our Dungeon Master, was describing our travels through Kingswood forest. We had been playing this campaign for the last three months and we were getting close to what promised to be a glorious and lucrative conclusion, at least for our characters.

      “About how far to the capital?” Jeri, my wife, asked our DM. She was playing a ranger, a fighter class who specialized in outdoorsy activities.

      “Well, you’ve been making good time. Belleport is about four days behind you, which would put you a little over halfway to your destination.”

      “Fuck,” I said.

      “Lee, does your bard say that in character?” Henry could be a stickler when it came to role-playing. Anytime we said anything out loud, we had to announce if it was as our character talking or just table talk.

      I addressed the entire group, Chris, Donna, Jon, and my wife. “Fucking yeah, it’s in character. If you all remember, the portmaster said we had about a week to get to the capital and deliver the trinket.”

      “And Henry said we’re over halfway there,” Chris said. He played a wizard who joined our party for this campaign after his original character, a dwarven fighter, died a hero’s death at the end of the previous adventure.

      “Henry said that because it’s how far we should be, not necessarily how far we are.”

      Henry smiled wickedly and gave a sly chuckle.

      “Fuck,” Chris said.

      “Yeah, fuck,” I repeated. “We haven’t even passed Midbourgh yet. That’s exactly halfway if you hadn’t forgotten.”

      “I’m the ranger. I should have known that,” my wife said. She was right.

      “You should have,” Henry said. “And if you had looked at your map, you would have known. Right now, all you do know is that you’re somewhere between Knudson’s Fork and Midbourgh, night is falling, and the road will soon become difficult terrain.”

      “If we camp here, we’ll surely miss our deadline,” Chris said.

      “And probably our chance to complete the adventure,” his boyfriend, Jon, added.

      “In character, guys,” Henry reminded him.

      “Sorry. And probably our chance to stop the King’s assassination.”

      “What should we do, boss?” Donna asked my wife. She was playing a peasant Jeri had saved from ending up on the pointy end of a goblin raider’s blade. Her character had picked up several useful skills along her travels and always deferred to the ranger.

      Jeri sighed. “Can I guess how long the road will remain passable?”

      Henry rolled a few dice behind his screen.

      “Using your wilderness skill check, you figure in about three hours the road will become difficult terrain, cutting your movement speed by 75 percent.”

      “Well, quit your dawdlin’ boys and Donna,” Jeri said in the twangy accent she’d chosen for her ranger. “Let’s double-time it and see if we can at least get to Midbourgh before the skies open up.”

      We all agreed to hurry and try to make it to the village before we took a long rest. Henry rolled more dice, checked his tables, and told us we made it to the village without incident.

      “Your group rounds a bend in the road, and you find the half-inch thick mud finally giving way to cobblestone.”

      “Hazzah!” I exclaimed. “I pull out my flute and play a bouncy melody.”

      “Okay, everyone gets +1 to their initiative rolls for the next hour of gameplay.”

      That was my job as the bard. Play music for magical effects and know shit.

      Jeri leaned over and gave me a kiss. “Smart thinking, Lee.”

      “The bard blushes,” I told Henry.

      We all laughed.

      “Let’s find an inn to rest up,” Jon said. “I could use a good stiff drink—shut up Chris—and a warm meal.”

      We players laughed while Henry detailed the layout of the village. Midbourgh had one small inn, The Falcon’s Lair. It was on the main road.

      “The Falcon’s Lair is a tavern with rentable rooms on the second level. It’s slow tonight, what with the rain and the winter season soon approaching. The barkeep says he’s got three rooms available, which is pretty good for the last minute. Usually, they go for one gold crown per room, but he’ll let you have all three for two gold, and he’ll throw in a hot meal and warm bath.”

      “Mighty kind of ya, sir,” Jeri said in character. “It’s been a hard slog, and our weary bones can surely use the comfort.”

      “No problem, ma’am,” Henry said as the barkeeper. “The rooms would have sat empty if’n you hadn’t shown up. Don’t expect any other travelers out on a night like this. And most townsfolk are already tucked in.”

      Chris looked at his watch. “It’s almost eleven. Think it’s a good place to stop for the night.”

      We all agreed to stop playing for the night.

      “The wizard and I will scurry off to our baths and take our meals in our room,” Jon said.

      “You want me to polish your sword or anything, Jeri,” Donna asked. She loved playing up the subservience. Jeri learned early on to go with it.

      “Sure thing, Donna,” my wife said. “Take my gear to our room. I’m going to stay down here and see if Lee and I can figure a way to get our asses to the capital in time for the—event.” She’d lowered her voice to a whisper since the tavern was not totally empty, and we were talking in character.

      Donna left with Chris and Jon. Jeri and I decided to stay and role-play our planning session. Sometimes, Henry offered us insights if he thought our characters would know something we did not.

      Once the others had left, Henry went on to describe the tavern.

      “The bar takes up the entire back of the large main room. There’s a door behind the bar that leads to the kitchen and pantry, as far as you can tell. There are about a dozen tables of various sizes scattered about. A staircase lines the right wall and leads up to the rooms. Right now, only three tables are occupied. A trio of hooded men sit at one table, drinking ale and playing some sort of card game. A couple sit at a corner table under the stairs, flirting with each other. And a lone man is sitting at a table near the door, reading a heavy tome of some sort. None seem to be paying you any attention.”

      “Is the couple a man and a woman,” I asked. “Or two men or two women?”

      Henry looked down at his notes. “Uhm, I don’t know.”

      I was shocked. We rarely catch our Dungeon Master unprepared.

      He rolled some dice and announced it was two men.

      “Sweet,” my wife said.

      “I whisper to Jeri,” I told Henry, so he knew I didn’t want anyone else in the tavern to hear what I said. “Let’s get a table far from any others so we can scheme without being bothered.”

      My wife agreed and I told Henry our plan.

      “We talk in hushed voices but try not to draw anyone’s attention,” my wife said.

      Henry rolled dice. “You succeed, as far as you know.”

      He gave us an innocent look.

      “Fuck,” I mumbled to myself.

      “From where we are,” I told Jeri. “We still have a four-day trip to the capital if we go on foot. That means we’ll be a day late to stop the attack on the throne.”

      “We can cut a day off that if we force march.”

      “Yeah, but we’ll arrive exhausted and probably in no condition to confront the conspirators.”

      Jeri sighed. “I didn’t want to hire mounts, but maybe someone here knows of a wagon heading north.”

      “We’re a little light on coin,” I reminded the ranger. “That’s why we decided to hike it.”

      “We had to let the dwarf be our party treasurer, didn’t we.”

      “Well, Jer, if he hadn’t tackled that demon into the Infinite Abyss, we’d all be dead.”

      “And if you hadn’t opened the cursed chest…”

      I gave my wife a leery stare. “I rolled a one.”

      She chuckled. “Anyway, maybe if we offer a cut of the reward⁠—”

      Henry interrupted me. “As you two are talking, the door bursts open with a blast of driving rain from which a dark-skinned man in a grey cloak emerges. He bars the door behind him and makes his way to the bar. Around his neck, he’s wearing a sun medallion, and pinned to his cloak is a triangular brooch with the tip pointed down, bisected by two straight lines. Lee, roll a knowledge check for history.”

      I rolled my twenty-sided die. It came up nineteen. “My modifier is + 4, so that’s a twenty-three.”

      “You can tell he’s a Royal highwayman. He’s talking to the barkeep, who’s shaking his head.”

      “Can I hear what they’re saying?”

      “Roll again.”

      “I rolled a natural twenty.”

      “You can’t hear everything, but from what you can tell, the bridge across the Waverly River has been washed away.”

      “Gods be damned,” Jeri cursed.

      Henry laughed. “Everyone in the tavern looks at you except the lone stranger reading his book.”

      “Sorry,” Jeri said.

      “Everyone goes back to what they were doing but turn a wary eye your way every so often.”

      “What are we going to do now?” I asked Jeri. “If the bridge is out, that adds what, like another week to our trip?”

      “At least,” my wife replied.

      “I know a way,” Henry said in a wispy voice.

      “What?” Jeri and I simultaneously exclaimed.

      “I know a shortcut,” Henry answered. “The stranger who had been reading a book is now sitting at your table. He says, ‘I heard you need to be at the capital in three days. I can get you there in two.’ What do you do?”

      Jeri and I stared at Henry, then at each other.

      As I opened my mouth to speak, Henry said, in the stranger’s voice, “For a price.”

      I looked at Jeri and then at Henry. “Can we talk out of game?”

      Henry smiled. “Normally, I’d say no, but I’m feeling generous, so I’ll give you five minutes to chat. Will give me time to use the john.”

      Henry left the table leaving just my wife and I to plan out our strategy for dealing with this stranger.

      “Do you trust him?” were my wife’s first words.

      “You’re the leader.”

      “Yeah, but I’m asking you.”

      Time was wasting.

      “No. But we don’t have a choice. With the bridge out, we couldn’t take the main road, even if we had horses. We can’t teleport there unless you think this little burg has a high-level wizard who happens to winter here.”

      Jeri sighed. “You’re right. We’ll have to trust him. We don’t have a lot of money, though. Maybe we can barter.”

      “Maybe you can charm him.”

      My wife’s character had a silly high charisma score, and she was constantly using it to gain advantage when negotiating.

      “I hate having to shake my boobs and hoping they save the day,” she said.

      I laughed. “But they’re lovely boobs, and that often works. It is what it is.”

      “Okay. We’ll ask what his fee is and hope he will take payment after we arrive in the capital. If he doesn’t—” My wife paused and wiggled her shoulders, causing her boobs to sway. “I’ll shake my money makers.”

      “You’ll what?” Henry said. “Time’s up.”

      Our Dungeon Master sat back down at the table. He resumed talking in his in-game voice. He was playing the stranger with a baritone, just a little deeper than his real vocal tone.

      “So, what will it be?” the stranger asked.

      “Before we answer, I’d like to know who you are and why you stuck your nose in our business,” I replied in character as the bard. I planned to play the hard-ass, hoping it contrasted well against Jeri’s charm offensive.

      Henry turned to me and said, “You notice a glow in the stranger’s eyes, soft but steady. He tells you there is power in names, but you can call him Trev.”

      “Okay, Trev,” I replied. “I assume you know we need to get to King’s Holding soon. You say you can get us there in two days. Can you do it, and how much will it cost us?”

      “The man takes his time answering,” Henry said before switching to his character voice. “It’s a difficult path and dangerous. You provide protection and let me lead, and I’ll only charge you fifty crowns.”

      I nearly choked. “That’s like a year’s wages,” I sputtered.

      “Not in my line of work,” the stranger replied.

      We couldn’t afford his fee. Our reward for finishing the adventure would be fame and experience. Not really that much in spending loot. I looked at my wife and nodded my head.

      “What my companion is saying,” Jeri said, trying to get Henry’s attention. “Is that maybe we can find another way to repay you.”

      Henry’s eyes lit up with intrigue. “Really, and what do you have in mind?”

      “Henry, I’m going to use my charm person skill to try and get this stranger to take us there for a smaller split of the purse.”

      “Ok, roll a twenty-sided.”

      “Twelve,” my wife said. “But with my charm skill modifier, it’s a sixteen.”

      Henry looked at his notes. His face was unreadable. He scrunched his forehead and answered, “It’s a failing roll, but it’s close. Tell you what, why don’t we play this out? You convince me you’re charming this stranger, and I’ll let you get away with it.”

      My wife loves role-playing encounters. She finds it so much more enjoyable than just rolling dice. She reached out and grabbed Henry’s hand. Her pale skin contrasted with his dark brown complexion.

      “Trev, we really need to get to King’s Holding, quickly.” Jeri opened a button on her shirt revealing a little more skin.

      I got a little hard watching her show her assets. It was a new feeling, becoming aroused with my wife showing off for another man, even if it was just a game.

      “Henry, I lean over and try to give our friend a little peek at my cleavage.”

      A bead of sweat formed on our Dungeon Master’s bald forehead. He looked nervous, something I’d never witnessed before. I think my wife was getting to him. He looked at me. I just shrugged.

      Henry took a deep breath and slipped back into character. I was impressed.

      “I take it you don’t have fifty crowns?”

      “That would be correct,” Jeri replied in a sultry voice.

      “And you don’t have anything worth fifty crowns.”

      My wife cupped her boobs and gave them a light squeeze. “I don’t think I’d go that far,” she said, staring deeply into Henry’s eyes.

      I’d never seen my wife act this slutty, either in character or in real life. Her ranger was a no-nonsense warrior. The closest I’d ever seen her get to flirting like this was chatting up a friendly bartender when I visited the men’s room. I found the show very entertaining and arousing.

      “Let’s get down to basics, Trev,” Jeri said, still clutching Henry’s hand. “What will it take for you to get us to the capital in two days?”

      Henry’s apprehensive look turned to a smile. If my wife was going to play rough, he was game. He decided to call her bluff.

      “We’re two attractive adults,” he said in his baritone voice. “It’s a dangerous world out there, and we all want to grab as much gusto out of life as we can.”

      “I totally agree,” Jeri said, giving Henry her sexiest smile.

      I gulped. I felt my cock begin to grow turgid in my jeans, but I dared not adjust it as to avoid spoiling the mood.

      “Okay—uhm, what do I call you?”

      “You can call me MarJeri.”

      “Okay, MarJeri, let’s take this to your room. If you take good enough care of me, I’ll consider it a down payment.”

      “And when we arrive in King’s Holding?”

      “Well, how about we settle that when we get there?”

      “Cool,” Jeri said. I could see by how she shifted in her seat that she was as excited by her role-play as I was watching it. “Should I roll a die or something?”

      “Oh, no, no, no. Jeri. We’re playing this out.”

      My wife’s eyes grew wide, and her mouth formed an O. Henry had indeed called her bluff. She was going to have to describe what the two did in their room.

      She timidly looked at me.

      “Your friend can stay down here,” the stranger said. “I don’t like an audience.”

      “Out of game,” Jeri said as she turned to me to indicate she was talking to me and not my character. “Honey, can you go outside while we do this?”

      “Fuck, no,” I said. “I won’t say anything, but I wouldn’t miss this for the world.”

      I wanted to see how debauched my wife could get, but I also didn’t want to stand up and show her and Henry the boner in my pants.

      “Fine, don’t get mad at me.”

      “Never,” I said. “It’s only a game.”

      “You said it.” My wife returned her attention to our Dungeon Master. “I take the stranger’s hand and lead him up to our room.” She turned to me but kept her in-game voice. “Lee, you can sleep in Donna’s room. But no funny business.”

      Our characters weren’t married, but still, Jeri was protective of her companion.

      “No, ma’am.”

      “Okay, Jeri,” Henry, the DM, said. “What do you do next?”

      The game was turning surreal. Never in all our years of gaming have we ever role-played a sexual encounter. Not that our characters never had sex, but we just left that part up to our imaginations. This would be the first time one of us had to spell out what we were doing.

      Jeri gave me one more look. I made a funny kissy face at her, easing her concern over how I would take this.

      “Okay, first I push Trev back onto the bed. I tell him to just watch.”

      I closed my eyes and imagined the scene.

      In my mind’s eye, Henry was Trev, the stranger, and he was sitting on the bed. My wife stood in front of him. First, she unbuckled her belt and scabbard, hanging her weapons on a hook next to the door. Then, she slowly unbuttoned her leather jerkin and let it fall to the floor. She then grabbed the bottom hem of her tunic and pulled it over her head. MarJeri stood before Trev, naked from the waist up. Her large, exposed breasts heaved as she took each breath.

      “Do you like?” she asked.

      “Very nice,” Trev replied as he leaned back on the bed, resting on his elbows.

      She unhooked her pants and lowered them along with her underpants. There was nothing sexy about her traveling clothes, but now she was naked, and the aroma of grime and sweat and sex filled the air.

      MarJeri went to her knees and crawled along the wooden floor to kneel before Trev. She undid his pants and pulled them off, exposing his huge cock, which was just starting to grow erect.

      My own breathing began to accelerate, and my heart raced. I couldn’t help but grow aroused imagining my wife begin to play with another man’s penis. I hoped she didn’t notice as she played out her seduction of the stranger.

      MarJeri sucked his cock to full mast, bestowing his balls with kisses as she stroked him. She crawled on top of Trev and lined the tip of his shaft up with her dripping pussy. She leaned over her lover, pressing down on his chest while she bounced up and down on his shaft.

      “You like the feel of that Trev? You like my cunt squeezing your cock?”

      She pulled his face between her hanging tits.

      “Suck them, Trev,” she demanded. “Suck my titties.”

      Trev took her left breast into his mouth. He sucked her nipple and moaned.

      “That feels good, Trev,” MarJeri said as she jerked her hips. “Come for me, Trev. Come in my warm, wet, cunt.”

      Trev grabbed her hips and pulled Jeri’s body tight against his. He shuddered and growled, and his cock pulsed. I knew he was climaxing—coming in MarJeri—coming in my wife.

      “Oh, yeah,” MarJeri cried, tossing back her long blonde locks. “Yes. Yes. Yes. I can feel your cock expanding, stretching me.”

      She screamed his name. MarJeri said Trev. I heard my wife scream Henry.

      When they were both spent, MarJeri collapsed onto her lover, her boobs pressed against his chest, her sweat soaking into his black silk tunic.

      “Was that good for you?” she asked.

      All of this, Jeri, my wife, described in minute detail. In the end, Henry could only swallow and say, “Yes, Trev will guide you on your way. I think we can call it a night,” before jumping out of his chair and speeding upstairs. I couldn’t help but notice he had a huge hard-on.

      “Lock up as you leave. Don’t worry about cleaning up,” he yelled from the top of the stairs before we heard a door slam shut.
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      For most of the drive home, we were silent. I didn’t know what Jeri was thinking, but in my mind, I replayed the scene she’d so expertly described over and over in my head. I marveled at how aroused it made me feel. I was roused from my internal montage when my wife set her hand on my thigh.

      “Are you okay, sweetheart?” she asked.

      “Yeah, yeah. I’m fine.”

      “I’m not sure I believe that since you haven’t spoken to me in over fifteen minutes.”

      I could have continued obfuscating and told my wife I was thinking about a work project or something so I didn’t have to explain why thinking about her fucking another guy made me hard. I wasn’t sure how she would take that. Would she get upset? Would she think I didn’t want her anymore? Would she want to act on this discovery? That last question caused my cock to jump. In the end, I decided to tell the truth.

      “Your description of MarJeri’s seduction of Trev was pretty vivid,” I finally answered. “Like you’d given it plenty of thought.”

      My wife took a second before she said anything. “Yeah, well, it was important we had his cooperation.”

      “You could have been a little less graphic.”

      “I didn’t want to leave any doubt about what my character was willing to do to succeed.”

      “Your character or you?” I didn’t know why I asked that question.

      “What are you saying, Lee? Are you accusing me of something?”

      Could I actually say this? Could I tell my loving, beautiful wife what I really thought?

      “Jeri, I’m going to tell you something, and I just want you to listen. This isn’t something a husband should ever say to his wife, but⁠—”

      “You are mad,” my wife said. “I knew it! I should have made you leave the room.”

      I reached over and grabbed my wife’s hand. “No, Jeri, you don’t understand.” I placed her hand on my partial erection. “Listening to you say all those things aroused me. I loved it. I’m so glad I was there.”

      My wife gave me a questioning look. I tried to concentrate on driving, but it was a losing battle, so I pulled over into the parking lot of an all-night diner.

      “Why are you stopping?” Jeri asked.

      “Because we have to sort this out. And I don’t want to have an accident since so much blood is rushing from my brain to my cock.”

      “I don’t understand,” my wife said with a giggle. “Did my naughty language get you hard?”

      “YES!”

      “Is it because you wanted me to act all slutty like that with you?”

      I did, but it wasn’t the real reason I was aroused. My hesitation in answering must have caused Jeri concern.

      “Are you jealous I was talking to Henry when I said all those things? How I want to feel his cock deep inside me—oh my god, it is, isn’t it?” Jeri’s hand still rested on my erection.

      When she mentioned Henry, I imagined his black hand palming her pale breast, and my cock pulsed under her hand.

      “Oh, you dirty man,” she laughed.

      “Hey, you can’t tell me you weren’t aroused yourself. You were really into the role-play, I could tell. The way you paused when you described sliding down Henry’s cock, how it filled your cunt, stretched it.”

      “You mean Trev’s cock, right?” Jeri corrected me.

      I paused for a moment. I looked deep into my wife’s steel blue eyes. “I’m not sure what I think.”

      Her eyes opened wide, and a smile erupted on her face.

      “Would you be mad if I confessed that I was getting pretty excited as that encounter went on? I wasn’t imagining Henry as I described what I was doing, but I also wasn’t imagining you either.”

      “Are you still aroused?”

      Jeri unzipped her jeans and slipped her fingers into her panties. She moaned a bit as she rubbed her labia. She withdrew her hand and put her fingers to my face. “Can you smell how aroused I am?”

      The way Jeri was acting was driving me crazy. I took her hand and carefully licked her fingers clean.

      “I can taste it, too,” I said. “I want to fuck you so bad.”

      “Then get me home, my sweet little bard.”

      “Your sweet little bard who loves to imagine you taking another man’s cock.”

      “Oh, god, is that true or just game talk?”

      “I’m not sure. Back at Henry’s place, I was imagining you and him together, and yeah, you were dressed in adventure gear, but in my mind’s eye, you were my wife, and you were fucking another man, and I found it so hot.”

      “Is this something you’d like to actually experience, or is it just imagination? Are we talking real life or just a fantasy?”

      Jeri’s question totally derailed my train of thought. It was a game we’d been playing. It wasn’t real. There were no real-world consequences to our rash actions. No hurt feelings, no damaged relationships. Just words.

      “I don’t know if I can answer that question right now, not with my head where it’s at.”

      My wife giggled and squeezed my shaft. She still hadn’t taken her hand off my cock, trapped in my pants.

      “Yeah, in both senses. I really want to fuck you right now, Jeri. I want to have my cock buried deep inside your pussy.”

      Jeri started stroking my shaft through my pants.

      “You still want to fuck your wife, huh? Your foul-mouth wife who just talked about how good it felt fucking another guy?”

      “Oh, yeah. My dirty, naughty slut of a wife.”

      “Then you better hurry up and get me home because I want to fuck you, too. But I want to do it in our bed, not on the hood of this car.”

      I know I broke a few traffic laws driving the last few miles to our house. I pulled into the garage, and we rushed inside. We didn’t make it to the bed. I pulled Jeri’s body against mine as soon as the garage door slammed shut. We were at the threshold between the kitchen and entryway.

      My lips devoured her mouth. My tongue probed hers. She sucked, I moaned.

      “On your knees, wench,” I said as I pushed down on my wife’s shoulders. She didn’t resist. Instead, she hurriedly opened my pants and pulled out my raging hard-on.

      “Is this for me?” she asked with a mock smile.

      “Yes, now suck it like you sucked Trev’s cock.”

      “You mean like I sucked Henry’s?” Her smile turned wicked.

      “Oh fuck.” I pushed my cock between her warm wet lips. The inside of her mouth felt divine.

      She moaned as she bobbed back and forth on me.

      “Suck it, slut. Suck it like you mean it. God, you’ve got me so hard.”

      Jeri has given me a few blowjobs over the five years we’ve been together, but never like that. I watched in awe and amazement as she orally attacked my erection. Taking all six inches as deep as she could, stroking the base. She pulled away with a pop and then lavished my balls with her tongue.

      “So good,” I sighed. “Oh fuck. I’m close.”

      I felt a tingle in my core as carnal bliss settled over my body.

      “No,” Jeri said. “I need you to fuck me.”

      My wife leaned over the kitchen counter and pulled down her jeans.

      “Come on, Lee. Fuck your naughty wife,” she said as she wiggled her hips at me.

      I grabbed her waist and pushed my cock into her pussy. She was wet and ready.

      “Oh, god, yes,” she said as I slid all the way in until my hips hit her ass.

      “Deeper, deeper,” she cried. “Fuck me deeper.”

      I don’t know if she was taunting me or what. I pushed as deep as I could and fucked her. The sounds of flesh slapping filled our kitchen.

      “Take my cock, Jeri. Take. It. All.”

      With a grunt, my cock pulsed, and I came deep inside my wife.

      “Oh shit, give it to me,” she said. I felt the walls of her pussy contract around my shaft, milking every drop of cum from my balls. “Give it all to me.”

      She was coming. Jeri reached between her legs and rubbed her clit.

      “God, oh godohgod.”

      My mind went blank for a second as I experienced one of the best climaxes I could remember.

      When I came back to earth, I collapsed onto my wife’s back.

      “Oh fuck, did we really just do that?” I said.

      “Oh, yeah. The proof is running down my legs,” Jeri replied as she pushed me off.

      My wife rushed to the bathroom. I went to the bedroom and got undressed.

      Jeri joined me in the bed, but we didn’t go to sleep right away. There was still too much tension in the air. This was a new experience and not easy to move past.

      “Did you like it?” I asked my wife.

      “Like what?” It was a good question.

      “All of it. The role-playing. The fucking. It all goes together.”

      “I guess so.” Jeri paused before continuing. “Yeah. I liked it. All of it.”

      “You like me fucking you over the kitchen counter?”

      “Oh yeah. I loved feeling you take me roughly, the marble counter pressing into my flesh as you fucked me.”

      “Sorry about that.”

      “Don’t be. A rough fuck can be great sometimes.”

      “You also liked pretending to fuck another guy.”

      “Yeah, and you loved watching me.”

      It was my turn to pause. Did I really want to see that?

      “You can’t tell me you didn’t love imagining me with another man, Lee. You’ve already admitted it.”

      “It’s a hard thing to admit to, Jer.”

      “Yeah. It is hard.”

      My wife was slowly stroking my flaccid cock back to life.

      “So, uhm—” I choked on the question I had been putting off asking. The one that first popped into my brain as I listened to my wife’s erotic narration of her encounter with Trevor.

      “Spit it out, sweetheart,” my wife said as she continued to play with my penis.

      “Uhm, so. Would you ever... Like, ever think about… Wanting to...” God, it was so difficult to get to the point. How do you ask your wife if she’d ever want to really actually fuck another man?

      “Do you want to watch me fuck another man, Lee?”

      God, I love my wife, always getting right to the point.

      “Yes, Jeri. I think I do.”

      “Do you think you could really handle it? Watching another man flirt with me, seduce me? Take me to bed?”

      My cock was growing harder in her hand.

      “Is that answer enough?”

      “Maybe. But I still need to hear you say it. So, I know we’re on the same page. Because if we do it, and that’s a big if, there’s no going back. You can’t unfuck a pussy.”

      “I think I would like to watch you fuck another man.”

      “There’s no thinking about it, love.”

      “Okay, fuck. I’m as sure as I can be. I’d like to watch you with another man.”

      “With Henry?”

      That brought the conversation to a screeching halt.

      “Uhm, do you want to fuck our friend?”

      “You need to answer my question first.”

      I got nervous. We were really talking about this. Talking about opening our marriage. The fact that we were considering someone we knew made it all the more real, and that caused me to pause.

      “Well, I like Henry and all, and if you really want it to be him, I wouldn’t argue or anything.”

      “But?”

      “But, I’m not sure I want him to know what kind of freaks we are.”

      “There is that,” my wife replied with a chuckle. “We don’t want it to get around that you’re a cuck.”

      “Or that you’re a cheating skank,” I quickly added. Cuck was such a loaded word. So much negative baggage weighing it down.

      “You want me to fuck a stranger? How would we even do that?”

      We spent the rest of the night discussing how to set up a scenario where I could safely watch her with another man without feeling humiliated. In the end, we devised a plan that satisfied both of us. We’d go back to where the seed of this new desire was planted, the gaming table.
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      Dallas Gaming Con was an annual event that drew people from all over the country to gather together in celebration of everything that fantasy gaming had to offer. There were tabletop war games, role-playing games, cosplay, a fantasy art fair, and much more. Jeri and I attended every year. We packed up a few costumes and our dice and made the trek from Austin to Dallas.

      One of the activities DGC offers is a Live-Action Role-playing experience known as The Tavern. The organizers rented a hotel ballroom and set it up as a fantasy bar and inn. People come in their costumes and pretend to be adventurers just back from an excursion or getting ready to go on one. They spend the evening mingling with other adventurers, regaling them with their harrowing adventures while enjoying the comfort of a warm hearth and a cold ale. Some attendees refuse to drop their character while in The Tavern; others simply watch the varied interactions.

      The event is billed as adults only. Participants must be twenty-one to attend, and most people are just there to slip off the bonds of modern life and enjoy being a fighter, a wizard, or an elf for a short time. The majority of the encounters are friendly discussions, but it’s not unheard of for people to hook up for a more carnal adventure.

      At least, that was our plan. This was our tenth trip to the convention, but only our second time visiting The Tavern. We had to show ID and convention badges to enter the room and escape the mundane world into a fantasy realm.

      The Tavern was divided into three separate sections. There was a long bar to the left where three bartenders, dressed in peasant costumes, pulled pints of ale and poured shots of a brown liquid billed as rot-gut but was probably Jim Beam in unmarked bottles, all under the watchful eye of the state liquor board.

      Several busty women with their tits spilling out of dresses and corsets moved around the nearby tables, taking orders. Because of the theme, they didn’t mind being called serving wenches if you tipped well. You could order beer, wine, or whiskey and a selection of food items from a limited menu. Paper money and credit cards were no good at The Tavern. We paid with plastic coins we’d purchased ahead of time: gold, silver, and copper.

      Against the back wall, they’d built a rustic wooden stage where various acts performed. The tables around the stage were full of people singing along with the folk singer who was currently performing.

      Private booths lined the right wall, where more intimate conversations could be conducted. Some people met there as part of their regular gaming group to do a little live-action role-playing. Others used the space to get better acquainted with new friends.

      Jeri and I decided to act as brother and sister. We’d play it by ear, and if she found someone she might want to fool around with, she’d give me the signal. Like in our game, I was playing a bard. I wore a basic tunic and leggings get up, with a wide leather belt and pouch on my hip. I had a green vest and a lute slung over my back.

      Jeri decided she wanted to be an elven wizard. It gave her a chance to wear something a little sexier than her leather armor. My wife wore a purple dress decorated with rhinestones and sequins. It fell to mid-calf with a long slit up the left side. The neckline plunged halfway down her chest, giving a fantastic view of her cleavage and letting everyone know she wasn’t wearing a bra. She had a black sash tied around her hips with a small green pouch attached and a small pentagram necklace dangling from her neck that drew attention to her tantalizing tits.

      When we play at home, our characters use our real names, but for tonight, I was Gilmoor, and my wife was Rheanna.

      “All the serving wenches look busy,” I said, scanning the tables. I pointed to an empty one toward the back. “Why don’t you grab that table over there, and I’ll get us some drinks. Wine or ale?”

      Jeri told me she wanted wine and went off to grab our seats.

      The bartender was a gruff older man wearing brown leggings and an apron that did nothing to keep his rough white shirt from getting stained red from the wine.

      “What?” was all he said when I approached.

      “An ale and a goblet of wine.”

      Without another word, the man turned to the cask behind him and started pulling my pint. After he slammed it down in front of me, he went looking for the wine. He brought a jug and poured the red wine into a heavy jeweled goblet.

      “Jupiter’s cock and balls,” he mumbled when it ran out before the goblet was filled. “I gotta go in the back for more. Don’t know why this rotgut is so popular tonight.”

      I took a sip of my ale while I waited for him to return. It was warm, it was wet. Perfect for setting the atmosphere of a fantasy tavern, but nothing I’d want to take home and share. I was taking another sip when I was pushed in the back, splashing ale onto my shirt.

      “Hey,” I said. “Watch where⁠—”

      I turned and confronted the largest man I’d ever seen. He was dressed in a heavy kilt, with a leather sash hung diagonally across his hairy black chest. A large axe was slung over his back.

      “‘Scuse me,” he said. “Didn’t mean to bump you.”

      “No problem,” I quickly replied, hoping not to upset the man.

      “Let me buy you another,” he said. Before I could refuse his offer, he waved at the woman down the bar who scurried over, much to the dismay of her current customer.

      “Yeah, Jenk, what can I get you?” The barkeep knew him, which wasn’t surprising since he was an unforgettable man.

      “Two ales,” Jenk said. He put his arm around my shoulder, adding, “And another for my friend here.”

      Back home, I would have been upset about getting bumped and grabbed by a stranger, but here, we were all playing our alter egos, so I relaxed and went with it.

      “You don’t have to do that, good friend,” I said. “Only a bit spilled.”

      “No, I must. Honor and all.”

      “Sure.”

      The bartender set three more tankards of beer on the bar in front of us. They were full to the brim and a bit slopped onto the wooden countertop. He gave the woman three gold coins and a silver one which she tucked into her ample cleavage.

      “Thanks.” She winked at Jenk before moving on to other patrons.

      “You here alone—”The large man paused for my name.

      “Gilmoor,” I said. “The name’s Gilmoor.”

      “That’s a mouthful. Can I call you Gil?”

      “Sure thing, Jenk.”

      “Excellent, So, you here by yourself, Gil?”

      “No, I’m here with my—” I almost said my wife before I caught myself. “With my sister.”

      I turned to point toward where Jeri was sitting. I was stunned to see she wasn’t alone either. She’d also made a new acquaintance.

      He had black hair and a tanned complexion. He wore a brown leather jacket with matching pants. And he was sitting very close to my wife. Closer than I’d expect her to let a stranger get. As I watched, he took her hand in his and kissed it.

      “Ah, I see she’s met, Chase.” Jenk elbowed me in the side. It was just a tap for him, but I felt the power behind it. “You better watch out for that one. He’s a rogue who loves to steal women’s hearts and leave them once he’s taken their treasure.”

      I was about to ask what that meant, but the large black man’s wink told me everything I needed to know.

      “Wouldn’t mind to have him try to open my vaults,” Jenk continued. “Pity, he’s not interested in men.”

      Jenk continued talking, but I was oblivious to everything he said. My attention was focused on my wife chatting with another man—one I now knew would love nothing more than to stick his master key into her lock. I felt a knot forming in my gut, and my cock started to stir. After months of pillow talk, teasing, and role-playing in the bedroom, we were going to turn our sexual fantasy into reality.

      “Hey, Jenk,” I said, cutting off the large black man who was in the middle of explaining how he cleaned out the Maze of Artillio singlehandedly. “I’d love to hear the end of this, but my sister is thirsty, and I have to deliver this wine before she turns me into a newt.”

      “I think Chase took care of that,” Jenk said.

      I watched with amazement as a dark-skinned serving wench placed a goblet in front of my wife. Chase handed the woman a few coins.

      Shit was getting real.

      “Nice to meet you, Jenk. See you around the con.”

      “Safe travels, new friend.” The barbarian slapped me on the back and headed off into the crowd.

      I paid for the wine and my original beer before making my way toward my wife and her companion.

      “Who’s your new friend—sis?” Again, I almost slipped out of character. My mind and heart were racing, rushing blood to my penis.

      “Oh, hey.” My wife looked at me in a daze, like her mind had been elsewhere.

      Her companion stood and took the drinks from my hand.

      “You must be Gilmoor,” he said, setting down the mug and goblet. “Rey has told me all about you.”

      I doubted that.

      “Only good stuff, right?”

      We shared a laugh, but my gut tightened. We were in uncharted territory. Yeah, Jeri and I had talked a lot about this moment and how it would go. We’d made plans and devised safe words, but all of that was theoretical. The man in our plans was just a ghost, a phantom of a possibility. This man before us now was flesh and blood.

      “Absolutely,” Chase said. He didn’t elaborate.

      “Are you going to introduce me, Sis?” I didn’t want them to know I’d been clued into who Chase was. I thought it would be better that way.

      “Yeah, sorry ‘bout that, Gil,” my wife said. Her voice quivered a bit, like she was slipping between reality and fantasy. “This is Chase. It’s his first time here.”

      That was a lie. Chase had too much of a reputation here to be a first-timer. I let it slide. If that was part of the character Chase was playing, fine by me.

      “I see he got you a drink.”

      “I told him you were getting some for us, but he insisted.”

      “We saw you over there, chatting with that barbarian at the bar,” Chase said. The rogue motioned for me to sit down. He sat next to my wife. I took a seat across from them. “And we were thirsty.”

      “No problem. Not like the beer’s going to get any warmer,” I chuckled.

      While we chatted, he focused on my wife, and I felt like a third wheel—a strange feeling. It was a daring move, trying to seduce a woman in front of her brother. Chase was a bold man.

      “Rey here was telling me about your last adventure.”

      As Chase spoke, he put his arm around my wife’s waist. It took all my willpower not to react. For one thing, I didn’t know how to. I couldn’t act like her husband since that would end our little game. And I didn’t have the foggiest idea how a brother is supposed to react to a man hitting on his sister.

      I looked at my wife, then Chase.

      “Uhm, how much did she tell you?”

      Chase snickered. He leaned across the table and lowered his voice.

      “Let’s say she was getting to the part right after she negotiated payment for the guide.”

      “Ah.”

      Jeri shrugged and smiled.

      “Yeah, Rheanna has a way with men.”

      “Well, I won’t make her go into detail, not in front of her brother.”

      “Why not,” I said. I took a drink. “I was sitting at the table when it happened.”

      Chase and I talked my wife into describing her seduction of our guide. It was an arousing experience, reliving that night. The night I’d discovered my desire to watch my wife fuck another man.

      When she finished, Chase pulled away and fanned his face with his hand.

      “That’s a pretty hot story,” he said, giving me an apologetic look. “Sorry, but you have a very sexy sister.”

      I shrugged. “That’s what everyone tells me, but I don’t see it.”

      I almost yelped when I felt my wife kick me under the table.

      A maelstrom of emotions was rolling around inside my head. I was angry and jealous that another man was touching my wife. But I was also horny as hell. I wanted to laugh and scream and stroke my cock, but I had to hold it all in.

      I thought about how unfair this whole situation was. I had to control my emotions while my wife was free to act upon hers. If she wanted to fuck this man, she could. If she didn’t, she could tell him to leave. I had to go along with whatever she wanted and like it. I reminded myself that I’d agreed to this.

      It was unfair but fucking arousing at the same time, like being tied down, naked, while someone tickled your balls.

      Chase went on to tell Jeri and I about his last adventure. He was getting to the part where his group was trying to sneak into a vampire’s castle when one of the serving wenches stopped at our table and tapped me on the shoulder.

      “Hey, good sir,” she said. I turned and almost buried my face in her breasts. She was a short woman with dark brown hair, pale skin, a sweet face, and cleavage I would love to fall into.

      “Yes?”

      “My boss noticed your lute. Do you play?”

      “I certainly do, miss. Why do you ask?”

      “Seems we’re short a player, and we need someone to entertain the mob while the next act gets ready.”

      I looked around the room. No one was on stage, but the crowd was hardly ready to riot.

      “Are you asking me if I want to play?”

      “A round for the table if you do,” she said.

      Chase and my wife urged me to accept. My wife, because she knew how much I enjoy playing, and Chase, because he wanted some more alone time with Rey.

      I accepted the offer and followed the wench to the stage. I warmed them up with a few common melodies, short fragments of songs I half-knew. Then I decided to try an original piece I’d been working on ever since Jeri and Henry pretended to fuck.

      “This is a little something I call Sorceress in a Red Dress,” I said and began strumming.

      

      
        
        
        She enters a room like a raging typhoon

        Eyes blazing with fire of the brilliant full moon

        Commanding attention she scans for her prey

        Then marches towards him, none stand in her way.

      

        

      
        She wants no emotion

        No long-term devotion

        With fingers in motion

        Conjures her lust potion

      

        

      
        With a snap of her fingers, your will slips away

        Until the sun rises upon the new day.

        And as she departs, the scent of her lingers

        Your fate no longer yours, ‘stead wrapped ‘round her fingers.

      

        

      
        She wants no emotion

        No long-term devotion

        With fingers in motion

        Conjures her lust potion

      

        

      
        To take in her arms

        To bestow her charms

        To lie in her bed

        On her essence be fed

        To sheathe your sword

        To cut the cord

        ‘tween fantasy and dream

        And the pleasure she forges

        When her name you scream

        And your staff disgorges

      

        

      
        A tasty lust potion

        Your pearly lust potion

      

      

      

      

      The tables around me erupted in applause and wolf whistles. A few people threw coins at my feet that I quickly snatched up. Any coins I didn’t use tonight could be exchanged for cash.

      I took a bow and looked around the sea of friendly, strange, drunk, and sober faces. I saw them all, except the one I really wanted to see—my wife.

      The serving wench was cleaning the table where she and Chase had been sitting. My stomach was tied in knots, and my heart raced. I’d screwed up, but at the moment I didn’t care. I scurried over and asked the serving wench where my wife was. My nerves were on edge, and all the blood was rushing to my cock.

      The server cracked a smile. She pointed across the hall to the private booths on the far side of The Tavern.

      I caught a glimpse of Jeri sitting in one of the booths while Chase was closing a privacy curtain.

      “Lots of people have open marriages,” the server said. “It’s rather common in this crowd.”

      I was about to say we didn’t have an open marriage when she slapped my ass.

      “I get off at ten,” she whispered as she left.

      Any other day, I might have been tempted or at least paused to consider. Not tonight. Tonight, I was focused on my wife and what she might or might not be doing with her new license to play.

      If we were at a mundane bar, I’d pull out my phone and text Jeri for an update, but we were role-playing in a fantasy setting. No technology was allowed in here. All our mobile devices were in a locker outside of The Tavern. Luckily, we had planned for this. The whole point was for my wife to attract another guy to fuck. If she found him, I was supposed to go to our room and hide, and she would bring him back there so I could watch.

      As I stood considering my next move, I felt a tap on my back. It was the serving wench.

      “I almost forgot to tell you. Your wife said this is the signal.”

      She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and scurried away, laughing.

      My cock pulsed in my pants.

      “Shit,” I cursed.

      I rushed back to our hotel room.
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      We were very careful to make it appear my wife was staying in the room by herself. She may have been planning to be a slut, but didn’t want any man she might hook up with to think she was a cheating slut. My clothes were tucked away in the lower dresser drawer, and my toiletries were still buried in our suitcase.

      I placed the small figurine I use to represent my character during game nights on the table near the television. It was pointing out the window. That was the sign letting her know I was in the room watching.

      Luckily, our room had a good-sized closet that had a direct line of sight to the king-sized bed. I got in and closed the sliding door almost all the way, leaving only a crack that I could use to spy on the horny couple.

      I barely had enough time to get myself situated when I heard the door lock click, and Jeri and Chase came into the room.

      There was no talking, just the sounds of lips smacking and the room door slamming shut.

      I almost shouted when I felt something, or someone, crash against the closet door. Then I heard moaning. A man’s moaning.

      “OH, fuck, Rey,” Chase said. “That feels good.”

      “You’ve got a big one in there. I want to see it.”

      I heard a zipper undone and the sound of leather pants pulled down.

      “You like?” Chase asked.

      “Mmhm,” my wife replied before I heard the wet sounds of her lips wrapping around his cock.

      Chase slapped the closet door again, and I moved deeper into the dark space. I found it hard to believe that only an inch of fake wood separated me from my cheating wife and her lover. Although it wasn’t really cheating since we were both cool with what she was doing. My cock grew stiff in my pants, and I had to adjust its awkward angle.

      “Oh, god, so good, so good.” Chase moaned like a slut. “I love what you’re doing.”

      Jeri loved giving head. She was very good at it. I knew what Chase was feeling at that moment, and I was jealous.

      Chase’s slapping against the door intensified until he was pounding it.

      “I’m going to come. God, I’m going to come.”

      “Give it to me,” Jeri said. “Give me your cum.”

      My wife had a dirty mouth when the mood took her. And it was taking her, no doubt.

      I imagined Chase grabbing a fist full of hair and fucking her mouth slow and deep. Eventually, I heard him grunt, and my wife mumbled around his cock as he filled her mouth with his load.

      “Take it all, slut. Swallow it. Lick it clean. Yeah. Like that.”

      I shivered. She’d done it. My wife had actually done it. She’d sucked off another man and let him come in her mouth. I wanted to fuck her so bad, but I knew I would have to wait my turn. The night was young.

      I swear I could hear her swallow his load.

      “Oh, shit, you’re good at that,” he said.

      “No one’s ever complained. Now, help me up.”

      I heard them move around the room. I carefully parted the closet doors, hoping Chase wouldn’t notice, and recreated a spy gap. He was removing his costume, which was not an easy task. He had several buckles to free, laces to untie, and hooks to unhook. Jeri smiled as she watched.

      “Usually, I’m the one who takes the longest to undress,” she commented, reaching behind her back to pull down a zipper. With a shrug, her entire dress fell to her feet.

      Jeri stood there, like Venus, but without her arms covering her breasts.

      “You’re gorgeous,” Chase marveled. He moved in and wrapped his arms around my wife, pressing her naked body against him.

      My cock strained in my pants as I watched them kiss.

      Watching my wife with another man was painful—the intimacy of touching lips, tongues wrestling, probing. My heart raced, blood boiled in my veins. But arousal conquered all. I was compelled to watch.

      After a few moments, Chase pushed my wife on the bed. She flopped back, legs falling open. Her pussy glistened with moisture. Her dark petals parted, revealing her pink passage.

      Both Chase and I waited to see what my wife would do. This was the moment of truth. Would she invite him to take her? For a brief moment, her eyes turned toward me, and a smile formed on her lips.

      “Are you ready for this?”

      “Yes,” Chase said.

      I mouthed the same reply, although Jeri couldn’t see me in my hiding spot.

      “I think you should kiss her,” my wife said, this time looking her new lover straight in the eyes.

      “Gladly.”

      Chase fell to his knees. He gripped her thighs with strong hands and spread her legs wider. He started by licking around her pussy.

      “Tease… Such a tease…” my wife moaned.

      My wife gasped when his tongue dove into her fleshy folds. The sounds of his tongue delving deep into her pussy filled my ears. I massaged my cock through my pants. My head was buzzing, watching my wife pleasured by another man’s tongue.

      “You’re delicious,” Chase gasped before diving back in.

      I could tell when he found her clit, because she grabbed his head and began grinding her cunt into his face.

      “God, oh god, oh god, oh gawwwwwwd,” she screamed as she came.

      Chase kept licking her until she pushed him away.

      “Your tongue is as talented as your fingers,” she panted, leaning up on her elbows.

      Chase stood, and I saw his cock for the first time.

      It was huge, a good two or three inches longer than mine, and girthy, and for the first time, I felt like this might be a mistake. What if my wife discovered she preferred large cocks? What if I couldn’t please her after Chase? My angst grew as quickly as cock.

      “Wait until you see what I can do with my rod,” Chase teased, rubbing his shaft through her moist folds, getting it nice and wet.

      “Your rod of lordly might?” Jeri said with a chuckle.

      “My serpent staff.”

      “Your staff of power.”

      “My wand of wonder.”

      “Your rod of beguiling,”

      “Oh, that’s a deep cut.”

      “Just fuck me, Chase.”

      My wife threw her head back and moaned when her lover thrust his hips, penetrating her pussy with his huge cock.

      “Oh, fuck that feels so good,” she moaned. Her eyes were closed, and she was lost in the sensation of taking an unfamiliar man inside her. “Oh, so good.”

      Her impassioned moans stung. I knew I was a good lover, but I didn’t have a large penis like Chase. I guess if she were going to fuck someone beside me, it was good we’d found a man who was worth the effort.

      “You’re so tight,” Chase grunted as he began fucking my wife. “Oh, it feels so good. Like taking a virgin.”

      “You’ve had experience with virgins?” Jeri moaned.

      “As a young man. Would you like me to stop and give you details?”

      “NO!”

      Chase laughed and picked up speed, pounding my wife into the hotel mattress.

      “Of fuck. Here comes another,” my wife cried as she thrashed underneath her lover’s relentless assault. “Yeessssss! Chaaaaaase!”

      He kept driving his cock deep inside my wife’s willing pussy, battering her womb. Sweat dripped down his back as he gave my wife her second orgasm of the evening. Although, I didn’t see what they did in the private booth. He may have made her come before they even came up to the room.

      “Oh fuck, Rey, your pussy feels so good. I’m close. I’m so close.”

      I suddenly realized he wasn’t wearing a condom. A stranger was about to come inside my wife. It was a punch to the gut—another man claiming my wife’s pussy. It was so wrong, but the pain was exquisite.

      “Don’t stop,” my wife cried. “I’m close. So close.”

      “I feel it,” Chase said. He was slowing, giving Jeri long, slow strokes of his cock. “Your walls are squeezing me.”

      “I know! I know! Come with me, Chase! Come in me!”

      My wife’s lover gave one deep, final push, and his ass clenched. His balls pulled tight against his body, and he came, filling my wife with his semen.

      “Oh fuck! That feels wonderful,” Jeri said. “Your cock is pulsing inside me... Oh fuck, your cum is so warm!”

      “Take it all, wench! Take it all!”

      My wife laughed. “Yeah… Give me your load, you rogue!”

      When he was finished, Chase collapsed onto my wife. They cuddled for a bit. Watching my wife share a tender embrace with her lover and kiss him hurt. I saw she was lost in passion.

      Jeri may have been married to me, but for that brief moment, she belonged to him.

      Chase held my wife close while they kissed, one hand lost in her long blonde hair while the other grasped her ass. Jeri wrapped her arms around her lover and moaned as they snuggled. It was almost as if she’d forgotten I was even there, hiding in the shadows, watching her toss away her marriage vows.

      “You are a wonderful fuck, you know that, Chase?” I hardly heard her whispered words across the room.

      “And you, my little sorceress, are a little slut.”

      “I’m usually not like this. You’ve got a way of turning a good girl into a naughty one.”

      Chase laughed. “Oh, Rey, you’re not a good girl. You’ve always been a naughty one, I think.”

      “My husband might disagree.” Jeri gasped as she realized what she’d said. “Fuck.”

      “You’re married?” Chase seemed fine with fucking a married woman. He held my wife tighter. “You really are a naughty girl.”

      “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. I didn’t want to tell you that.”

      “Did you think I wouldn’t want to sleep with you if I knew you were married? You really misjudged me if you thought a wedding ring would stop me. I’m a thief, after all. I love to steal away unguarded treasure.”

      “I’m a treasure now, huh?”

      My wife started tickling her lover. Chase grabbed her wrists in one hand and held her arms above her head.

      “So, is Gil your husband? Did we just make him a cuckold?”

      I was afraid of what my wife might say. Even though we would probably never meet Chase again, I didn’t want him to think any less of me. I gave my wife permission to fuck another man, and I enjoyed every minute of watching them, but I’d rather he thought he’d got one over on some fictitious husband. Luckily, my wife understood.

      “No, Gil is my brother. My husband, Henry, is back home. Work kept him away. Work is always keeping him away.”

      “My good fortune, then.”

      My wife yelped as Chase started kissing her neck. He massaged her breasts.

      “Such lovely titties.”

      I really wanted Chase to go so I could rush to my wife, but it looked like he wasn’t done with her yet. My cock was a steel rod in my pants, and I needed to reclaim Jeri.

      “I think it’s time to call it a night,” my wife said.

      “Have I failed to please you, Mistress?”

      “Oh, no. You’ve more than pleased me. But you’ve worn me out. I’ve never experienced so many orgasms so close together.”

      I felt a twinge in my chest. Jeri voiced my fear that Chase was a better lover. I’d really have to up my game if I was going to fuck the memory of him out of her. I fought the urge to burst out of the closet and kick the scoundrel out of our room.

      “Time for one more? Please.” He was begging.

      My wife took a moment to think, and just as I thought she’d relent, she pushed him away.

      “I’m fucked out for the evening,” she said. “I think it’s time to turn in. I have a game in the morning.”

      Chase sighed and rolled off the bed. Jeri laid back against the headboard and watched him dress. She gave him a wolf whistle. “You’ve got a really nice body.”

      “Shame to cover it up,” he said.

      “Since you’ve been such a good boy tonight, how about we have a proper date tomorrow?”

      I stifled a cry. Jeri and I hadn’t talked about what happened next. This was totally unexpected. My wife had decided she wanted to keep it going without consulting me. God, what a slut she turned out to be, and I loved her even more for it!

      There was nothing better than having a wife who loved sex and pleasure. I just hoped I’d be able to keep up.

      “I would absolutely love that. Shall I meet you here?”

      “Hah! No. I don’t think so. If you want to sample my charms again, you’ve got to best my champion.”

      “Oh?”

      A chill ran up my back.

      “I thought you said your husband was at home.”

      “Who said my husband was my champion? Maybe I’m my own champion.”

      “Are you?”

      My wife chuckled. God, she was a devious one.

      “No, Gilmoor is my champion. He’s a ranked Magic: The Gathering player, and you’ll have to beat him two out of three games if you want to bed me again.”

      What the fuck was she getting me into?

      “Sure, I’ll play your champion. Will he know the stakes?”

      “I won’t tell him if you won’t.”

      Chase was finished dressing.

      “What’s the format?” he asked.

      “Standard.”

      “I can agree to that, especially knowing what I’m playing for.”

      He leaned over and gave my wife a kiss on the forehead. She had covered her breast up in modesty, but she gave him a peek at what he’d be playing for.

      The rogue tried to steal a squeeze, but she swatted his hand away.

      “Not until you win.”

      “You tease.” Chase stood up, then gave my wife a little bow. “‘Til the morrow, fair maiden. I bid you adieu.”

      She blew him a kiss.

      I waited until I heard the door slam shut to burst out of the closet.

      “You goddamn slut.”

      “Come here and reclaim your wife, my sweet cuckold.”

      My wife threw off the covers and spread her legs. Her pussy was red and swollen. Her labia petals were open, and thick white semen pooled at the bottom. She looked a right mess and so fucking beautiful.

      I threw off my costume and mounted my wife.

      “Fuuuuuuuck,” I moaned as I pushed my cock into my wife’s warm wet cunt. I almost came the moment I slid into her.

      “Fuck your hotwife, stud! Show her who she belongs to!”

      “God, that was so hot.”

      I wanted the moment to last and slowed my deep strokes. This was a first—sloppy seconds from my own wife. She felt a little loose, but her walls still wrapped snugly around my cock. Chase’s cum squished around me inside her.

      “Was he good?” I groaned.

      “You heard us,” my wife moaned.

      “Better than me?”

      Jeri grabbed my head and kissed me. She thrust her tongue into my mouth, taking me as I took her.

      “Don’t ask such stupid questions.”

      That wasn’t an answer, but I didn’t push it. I figured we’d talk about it later.

      “Well, he was good enough for another go.”

      “It was too tempting to turn him down. That’s why I told him he has to beat you at Magic.”

      “I heard.”

      “So, I guess it’s up to you.”

      My mind swirled with questions and emotions. So many questions, so many emotions.

      Jealousy. Was Chase a better lover? Doubt. Could I beat him at Magic? Lust. Did I want to let him win? Angst. Was I a cuckold now?

      The sensual maelstrom had my mind aflutter. Passion was my one guiding beacon through the storm. My passion for life, passion for gaming, and passion for my wife.

      As I made love to Jeri, reclaiming her as my own, I knew that whatever the future held, whether I ever shared her with another man again, the bond we had as a couple would never, ever be broken.

      

      Sean Geist has been writing filthy stories for almost a decade. He writes about wives who love to break their wedding vows in a variety of ways. Sometimes the husbands encourage this behavior, but often they end up getting dragged along for the ride. Either way, everyone ends up satisfied. Sean can sometimes be found on BlueSky (@seangeist.bsky.social). He loves to get fan mail at seangeist@outlook.com.
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      I sulk in the corner of the bar, watching my radiant, laughing wife holding court in the middle of five men. They’re the other members of the Davenport Technologies leadership team. They’re smoking cigars—except for Nicole. She can be one of the boys but doesn’t take it that far. All of them are younger than us, but despite that, three of them look like they’d be a better match for Nicole than me.

      They’re fitter and more handsome than I am. But one in particular looks like he should have Nicole on his arm. I’d be destroyed if she left me for anyone, but if my wife left to be with Grayson Hunt, I’d understand it. I know he wants to fuck Nicole. The scary thing is, I’m fairly sure she wants to fuck him, too.

      This is the second time I’ve hung back today and watched my wife flirting with her boss, Grayson Hunt. Earlier, I caught them outside of the resort’s gym. Nicole and I had been working out together, and I ran down the hallway to use the bathroom when we finished. I stopped in the bathroom doorway when I saw her with Hunt.
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        * * *

      

      I hung back rather than rush over and establish my claim on Nicole. I was embarrassed because I was a red, sweaty mess from trying to keep up with her workout. I haven’t completely let myself go, but she’s in perfect shape. I bet she’s the same size as she was in college.

      I only went to the gym with her because she’s been on me about working out more. Nicole says I need to do it to stay healthy enough to be active with our daughter, but I always feel like a 10 like her doesn’t want a 6 like me climbing on top of her.  Hunt, on the other hand, is a stud, which is why my wife looks so right with him. And that’s the other reason I hung back. I was fascinated by watching those two hot people flirting with each other.

      Nicole’s always been a natural flirt. She’s charming and outgoing, people are naturally drawn to her—mainly guys—and she loves being the center of attention. It didn’t bother me when we started dating in high school because I didn’t feel like we were such a mismatch then.

      She was the beautiful star of the school musicals and the prom queen. I was on the baseball team, and Nicole wasn’t quite out of my league back then. Only as we’ve gotten older and I’ve become an average middle-aged dad, and she’s remained hot, my confidence has slipped.

      Hunt leaned against the wall beside the gym door with his arms crossed, which only emphasized how huge his guns were. He wore a gray UNC t-shirt with the arms widely cut off and a pair of little running shorts, showing off what perfect shape he was in. Nicole’s tight body was just as on display.

      Black yoga pants highlighted just what a perfect ass she has, but then most of her clothes do. If you have an ass like hers, you want to show it off. She’d worn a hoodie to the gym, but it was thrown over her arm, leaving Nicole in a tiny plum, racerback sports bra. My wife showed off almost as much skin as Hunt. I know he was salivating over what a tight little package she is. Any man would’ve been. Her pale skin was covered with a fine sheen of sweat, and her freckled cheeks were flushed, but somehow Nicole was glowing, not a mess like I was.

      Nicole’s hair was pulled back into a high ponytail, but she tucked a loose strand behind her ear while she smiled up at Hunt. It looked like a flirty gesture to me. He towered over her. My wife is not short, but Hunt is well over six feet tall—like women prefer. I’m only average height. Nicole couldn’t stop smiling and kept laughing at whatever Hunt said. I can’t imagine a guy who looks like him is that witty. I wasn’t close enough to hear them, but an imaginary conversation ran through my head.

      “I knew you had to work out with a body like that,” he’d say.

      “Just trying to keep in shape to chase Emma around. I’m not a kid anymore,” she’d reply. Nicole always plays humble, and she is very sweet. But I’ve known that woman for over half our lives. She knows how hot she is.

      “You’re definitely in shape, Nikki. Shouldn’t waste that on just chasing a kid,” he’d reply, staring into her cleavage. She’s always had perfect breasts—they’re not huge, but perfect rounds on her slender frame. They’ve only gotten fuller since Emma was born. That sports bra pushes them up and together.

      My wife hates being called Nikki. She’d always been Nikki up until we graduated from college, but she decided she had to be the more professional Nicole Buckley when she launched her career. Buckley is her maiden name, and she’s kept it. Only her father and sister are still allowed to call her Nikki. And for some reason, Grayson Hunt.

      “Oh? I don’t spend all my time being a mom. What else should I be doing, Gray?” she’d reply, smiling.

      “I have plenty of ideas.”

      “I’m a married woman, you know that.”

      “Where is your husband?”

      “He’s just stepped away.”

      “He shouldn’t leave a woman like you alone. Not for a second.”

      “I’m more than capable of handling myself.”

      “I’m sure of that, Nikki. Why don’t we go up to my room, and you can show me?”

      “God, you’re terrible, Gray. Besides, weren’t you on your way to the gym? Not that you need to work out more.”

      I imagined Nicole saying this when she reached out to touch his tanned, muscular arm. She’s always touching people because she’s a warm person, but with hot guys, I see it as a sign of flirting.

      “Why don’t you come into the gym with me, Nikki?”

      “I just finished working out. Why would I do that?” she’d ask with mock innocence.

      Hunt smiled down at my wife while I watched them. I could feel the heat from their chemistry from down the hall. I hate that I know how good they look together.

      “Because I’ll give you the best work out of your life, Nikki.”

      In reality, that’s when Nicole finally noticed me and waved me over. Hunt was friendly as always but greeted me with that crushing handshake to establish dominance. I know he’s always thinking, What’s a piece of ass like her doing with a guy like this? He’s not the only one who thinks that. I’ve accepted it. Nicole kissed me and clung to my side like she needed to prove to Grayson Hunt that she’s taken.

      When I was alone in the shower later, I pumped my dick, imagining that Hunt dragged my wife into the gym and locked the door. The wall is all windows, but the back corner where the free weights are is hidden. In my dirty fantasy, Hunt bent Nicole over the weight rack and yanked down her yoga pants. She wiggled her cute ass, and he rammed it into her. No man could resist that peach.

      Hunt pulled her ponytail and rode my wife hard, like Paul Revere on his famous midnight ride. Nicole came hard and fast. Hunt pumped a gallon of hot cum into her right after that. Coming inside my wife would be his way of claiming her—maybe even trying to breed her. After a couple of minutes, I shot my load down into the shower drain. I always do when I get those dark fantasies about my wife and the hot guys I know want to fuck her.
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        * * *

      

      “Justin, are you coming back?”

      Melanie’s voice snaps me back to the here and now. I hope she doesn’t notice that I began to chub up thinking about Nicole and Hunt. My wife is still over there with the guys. They’re outside on the expansive deck, gathered around a gas firepit. It’s a chilly early fall night in Big Sky country.

      “Yeah, sorry. I was lost in thought for a moment. I wanted to text Nicole’s mom and see how Emma is doing.”

      Melanie touches my arm the way Nicole touched Hunt’s earlier. I know she’s flirting with me, even though we’re both married. That makes me feel a little bit better about my wife and the men around her—but just a little bit.

      “Such a devoted father. You’re so sweet, Justin,” she replies. “Come back and join us unless hanging out with the girls is boring you.” While Nicole is with the guys on this management retreat, I’m relegated to hanging out with the wives and girlfriends. I’m always one of the women at her work functions.

      “Of course not, Melanie.” I touch her back and steer her toward where we’d all been sitting around another gas fireplace. We’re at the indoor portion of the resort bar. The large, sliding glass doors to the deck are all open. This place is all about the incredible views.

      When Davenport Technologies was bought out by Hunt Capital last year, Grayson Hunt came in and personally interviewed all of the existing management. His father is the Hunt in Hunt Capital. Nicole has been the VP of Human Resources since Davenport Technologies was established. He fired everyone except my wife and brought in his team of mostly younger bros. My wife would be an asset to any company, but I’m convinced Hunt kept her on because he wanted to get into her panties. Nicole could have cashed out and become the stay-at-home mom she’d always said claimed dreamed of being, but she stayed on.

      An old college friend—another guy I’m sure always wanted to fuck her—lured Nicole away from a very lucrative career as an executive recruiter. Her good looks, charm, and smarts made her an ideal fit for the recruiting world, but the Davenport offer was one she couldn’t refuse. She traded a high salary for the promise of a big payday later. Besides, recruiting required a lot of travel, and we were ready to start a family. Don’t ask what went through my head when Nicole was on all those business trips. I think those were the start of my dark fantasies.

      The wives and girlfriends of Davenport Technologies are on western-patterned, rustic couches by the fireplace. I sit where I can watch my wife. Melanie squeezes in right next to me. There are four of us. Melanie is the wife of Lawrence Garvey, Davenport’s CFO. He’s the only executive who isn’t one of Hunt’s bros, but he still fits in perfectly. Hunt Sr. installed him to watch the money.

      Melanie Garvey is a pretty bottle-blonde in her early fifties. She gives off former Midwest Corn Festival Queen vibes, and I’m sure she was hot in her day. Melanie is thicker with age—with huge tits that are always falling out of her outfits—and still attractive, but older women aren’t quite my thing. Sometimes, I wonder if I could have her if I tried. But Nicole is the only woman for me.

      Sloane is a slender, stunning, but icy blonde originally from the tony Connecticut suburbs. I always feel like she thinks I’m not a man because I’m with the wives. Her husband is Carlos Arias, Davenport’s VP of Development. Maybe it’s because Sloane is so cold, but he’s another one of the guys who I’m sure would love to bend my wife over a weight rack. He’s almost as good-looking as his boss, which is why it’s easy to imagine Nicole going for it.

      Taylor is the girlfriend du jour of Vince Mazzeo, Hunt’s frat brother, and his true right-hand man. Taylor is a stunning mixed-race woman in her early twenties with a cascade of black curls. She’s the only one with a body to rival my Nicole’s, with substantial ripe tits and an incredible ass. Naturally, the wives hate her. I try to be extra nice to compensate.

      She may have been a Davenport intern, which will be a nightmare for my wife when Vince inevitably moves on. I’m sure he’d love to move on to Nicole. I can picture Hunt and Vince tag-teaming her like they probably did to girls back in their frat days.

      I can’t honestly imagine Nicole would ever do something like that, but do I know what she could be into? Does she? We try to keep it spicy, but I’m the only man she’s been with, as far as I know. I’ve always wondered about that summer we broke up in college when she went backpacking in Europe with girlfriends. She’s never volunteered details about that time, and I’ve never asked.

      “Look at them out there, back-slapping and telling dirty jokes. Smoking their big, phallic cigars. Drinking their bourbon like they need to fulfill a stereotype. Do men ever truly grow up?” Sloane asks, frowning. I don’t think she likes her husband very much. Probably suspects he’s always cheating. They’re a very odd match. She remembers I’m sitting right here and adds, “No offense, Justin. You’re not like them.”

      “It’s fine, Sloane,” I reply, choosing not to take offense, even though it was more of a dig than a compliment.

      Sloane may frown at the men’s behavior, but she doesn’t understand why I’m not out there with them. I don’t either, but it’s always been that way. Nicole was accepted right into the boys’ club, and I was shuffled off like one of the wives.

      “Of course, he’s not. Justin is one of the good ones,” Melanie says, patting my leg. She leaves her hand there and I let her. It feels nice to be appreciated. I’ve hardly seen Nicole during this trip. “But there’s nothing wrong with men being men. It’s just their way. It’s the order of things. Lawrence works hard. He deserves to blow off steam.”

      Taylor shrugs while checking her phone. “They can do whatever. I’m here for the spa and the horseback riding.”

      “That’s the spirit, honey,” Melanie says. Her smile doesn’t reach her eyes.

      Meanwhile outside, Nicole bends deep at the waist with a hearty laugh. She holds onto Hunt like she needs to balance, and he puts his arm around her waist. They’re pressed together for that moment and look every bit like a couple. Hunt is almost a decade younger than my wife, but she looks much younger than her forty-two years.

      I feel clammy watching them and excuse myself to the bathroom.
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      I’m sitting in a stall trying to tamp down my growing anxiety when Lawrence Garvey and Vince Mazzeo loudly burst into the bathroom. Mazzeo teases the older man, asking if he’s ready to lose. Garvey points out that pride goeth before a fall. I’m not surprised the older, patrician man is quoting the Bible. He’s always struck me as the grown-up in the room at Davenport Technologies. Well, he and Nicole. They tag-team to fight off Hunt’s worst impulses.

      I stay silent while the men piss and move to the sinks. I’m surprised Mazzeo washes his hands. He’s a bulldog of a man, and I wouldn’t be surprised if he skipped it. Their discussion at the sinks cranks my anxiety up to eleven.

      “Do you think Gray’s going to bang her tonight?” Mazzeo says. I can hear the sneer in his voice.

      Garvey chuckles. “I’m sure he will try if he hasn’t already. I half think this whole retreat was a device to get her away and try to bed her.”

      “Gray hasn’t fucked her yet. He would have said something if he had.”

      “Perhaps to you. I’d be disappointed, but I know Grayson Jr. too well. He’s the type who sees a married woman as a challenge, not someone who is hands-off.”

      “Maybe. I don’t think a wedding ring slows him down, but this is all about her, not just fucking some guy’s wife. He’s wanted to fuck Nikki bad forever.”

      My heart had already dropped into my stomach because I didn’t need them to name her to know they were talking about my wife. I’m not comforted to know I’m not paranoid. It’s insane to think Hunt would organize this whole executive retreat to a fancy lodge in Big Sky country solely to fuck my wife, but he’s got the money to do it. Rich guys move heaven and earth to get what they want.

      “It’s understandable. She’s a beautiful woman,” Garvey says.

      “That’s the understatement of the year. She’s a major piece of ass.” Mazzeo laughs. “You’d knock off a piece of that if you could, right?”

      “Nicole is a beautiful woman,” Garvey echoes. I hear the truth under his droll delivery. The old man would love to fuck my wife.

      “I’d go for it if I had a shot, but she’s kinda stuck up.”

      I don’t burst out of the stall to defend Nicole but grow increasingly dizzy while they discuss my wife.

      “She’s a grown woman, unlike you animals. She also doesn’t seem like the type to cheat on her husband, so I think our friend is wasting his time.”

      “Her tits are hanging out tonight. Like, I’m surprised she hasn’t fallen out of that dress. And that clingy dress Nikki wore all day? It was long, but she had a lot of buttons undone at the top and bottom and it looked like it was painted onto her. A chick doesn’t put it on display like that unless she’s on the market for some dick.”

      “We don’t policewomen’s clothing in 2024, Vince. But yes, I am surprised by that dress. A woman wouldn’t have dreamt of dressing like that around her colleagues back when I started.”

      I don’t like the disdain in Garvey’s voice, but he’s not wrong. The long sweater dress and boots Nicole wore for her day of meetings with the team didn’t bother me because it’s the sort of thing she wears all the time in her personal life. I also knew the guys would check out her body in it all day. But I was shocked when I saw her in that dress tonight.

      Nicole’s pink cocktail dress is frilly and feminine, with a ruffled skirt. But it’s not just cute. The ruffled skirt is very short, showing off her fantastic legs, and the sleeveless top is cut in a deep V to her belly button. Vince is right. Her tits are pretty much out there. I don’t know how she hasn’t slipped out of it. Nicole has never been shy about her body, but I was also shocked she’d wear that around guys she works with.

      “I don’t know,” Mazzeo continues. “Maybe she’s a tease, but she seems into Gray. Besides, don’t you think she needs it? She’s been with that stiff since high school. Can you believe it? I didn’t think that shit happened anymore. Does that mean he’s the only guy she’s ever fucked? That’s nuts. I can’t imagine only fucking one chick for my entire life.”

      “I’m sure you can’t,” Garvey says disdainfully.

      “You’ve only fucked, Melanie?”

      “This isn’t about me.” His tone suggests he has, indeed, had other women.

      “Anyway, it’s bad enough only to have sex with one person for your entire life, but Nikki’s only had one cock, and it’s that guy? A piece of ass like that deserves a real man. She’s got to be aching for a real fucking.”

      “And you think you’re the man for the job? Or Grayson Jr.? I get the impression that Nicole loves her husband very much, and marriage is about more than sex.”

      “But we’ve all got needs. Nikki has to need some new cock after so long,” Mazzeo insists.

      “I think Grayson Jr. is wasting his time, but stranger things have happened. If he does bed Nicole, I’d rather not know. It would only complicate things at the company.”

      “Want to bet on it?”

      Garvey seems that he wants no part of the horny younger man’s antics, but he surprises me by answering, “A thousand says he doesn’t.”

      “You’re on, old man. I know chicks, and Nikki looks ready to pop.”

      Mazzeo is laughing when they leave the men’s room. I tumble out of the stall, heart palpitations making my vision blurry. I’ve sweated through the dress shirt under my jacket. My tie feels like it’s choking me, and I yank at it. We all dressed up for dinner tonight.

      Hunt wants to fuck Nicole. Not only that, Mazzeo is sure the bastard is actively trying to do it. Motherfucker! In this case, it’s the literal truth. Nicole is a mother. I should be angry, not panicked. A confident man would trust his wife to do the right thing in the face of temptation. I should know Nicole would smack him if he laid a hand on her. I’m sure she would. My wife is many things, but she’s never been a liar, and she has a solid moral center. Nicole Buckley is not a cheater.

      I’ve told myself that a thousand times, but I always return to Mazzeo’s thinking. I know everyone looks at us and thinks, What is she doing with him? I’ve aged like a normal man, and Nicole has only gotten hotter. She should be with a hot guy.

      And there’s the other part. Mazzeo said I can’t imagine only fucking one chick for my entire life. He has a point. Most people in our generation couldn’t imagine only sleeping with one person for their whole life. Nicole and I have been together since we were sixteen. Neither of us ever played the field. I’ve always been fine with that because I have her. I know there’s no one better out there for me.

      But I’ve always wondered if Nicole is curious about what she’s missed out on. Part of me—the part that spurs my dark fantasies—thinks my wife even deserves the chance to sow her oats. I don’t want to disparage myself, but Mazzeo is right. Doesn’t a woman like Nicole deserve to get a proper fucking?

      I throw water on my face and try to get a grip. My wife is not going to fuck her boss this weekend. She is not the type to cheat. Even if she does feel like she’s missed out on something because we’ve been together since we were teens, she’s too smart to mess around at work. She’d find someone else. Possibly one of the trainers at her gym. But Nicole wouldn’t cheat.

      Leaving Nicole alone with Hunt suddenly feels like a bad idea. I push my hair back, take a deep breath, and get back out there.
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        * * *

      

      When I leave the men’s room, the guys have returned to the women. Garvey is behind his wife, with his hands possessively on her shoulders, but I notice he keeps looking at my wife’s chest. He may be a stiff old bastard, but he’s still a man. Mazzeo has taken my seat between Melanie and Taylor. His hands are all over his girlfriend. I hope Taylor isn’t too flattered because I know it’s Nicole who has him so horny. Sloane has been rejoined by her husband. Neither of them looks happy.

      Hunt is beside my wife with no daylight between them. I can’t see his right hand, and I wonder if it’s on her ass. I’m convinced she wouldn’t move it. Daveed Nichols, the other management team member, who’s flying solo this weekend, stands slightly behind them. He’s a tall, handsome Black man, and the other member of the team I could easily see Nicole paired off with. I bet he’d love to nail a Southern Belle like my wife. If Hunt’s hand is on her ass, Nichols can see it.

      “There you are,” Hunt says. “We thought you got tired and went to bed.” His tone is friendly, but he’s putting me down. That’s how he always is. Grayson Hunt is very much in the What’s a babe like Nikki doing with this loser camp.

      “I knew you wouldn’t just go up without saying something, babe,” Nicole says. She gives me a warm smile but doesn’t move from Hunt’s side.

      My wife is fully in her element, and she’s glowing. Literally, tonight. Her chest and cheeks are lightly dusted with body glitter. It’s only visible in the right light. Her crystal blue eyes are alight. Nicole’s eyes are a startling sapphire color. Everything about her is perfect, but it’s the eyes everyone notices first. Her silky black hair is down tonight, framing her perfect face and dusting her mostly bare shoulders. The bourbon flushes her cheeks. Her glass is empty in her hand.

      “We’re all invited back to Gray’s suite for a poker game.”

      Nicole is so excited that she’s bouncing in her colorful stiletto heels. She’s smart and serious when she has to be, but she’s always about fun—and competitive to a fault. I’m more reserved, and my entire life has been about trying to keep up with her.

      “The men are playing poker,” Melanie says. She’s as deadpan as her husband usually is. “I think we’re only invited so we don’t get angry.”

      “We are not going,” Sloane definitively says. “I want to go back to our room and unwind.”

      “If you’re sure, honey,” Arias says. He sounds like a kid being denied dessert. “We could go up for a little while.”

      “We’d love to have you,” Hunt says. Would he like to fuck Arias’ wife, too? She’s beautiful but doesn’t seem fun like Nicole.

      “Yeah, it’s too early to stop the party, Sloane. I promise you’ll have a good time,” Nichols says.

      Nichols definitely sounds like he wants to fuck Sloane. I can’t imagine it with Hunt, but picturing the slender, icy blonde with the big, dark-skinned Black man is hot in ways I’d rather not think about. Their contrast is just hot, like, of course, they should be fucking.

      “We’re going back to our room,” she flatly replies. There is no room for discussion.

      “That’s a shame.” Hunt doesn’t sound too broken up. “But you guys are in, right?”

      Nicole looks like she can’t wait to agree, but I cut her off. “I don’t know, Gray. We’ve barely spent any time together since we got up here. Nicole and I would like to enjoy this beautiful place together before it’s time to go home.”

      “We don’t fly out until Monday morning. You guys will have plenty of time to be all lovely-dovey tomorrow. I thought you were a gamer, Nikki. Are you going to bail on me?” Hunt says.

      Nicole’s face says precisely what she wants to do. She wants to go to Hunt’s suite. That’s the last thing I want to do. She also looks embarrassed that I didn’t just say yes. She touches Hunt, dragging her dark-painted nails down his arm, and says, “Give us a minute, okay, Gray?”

      My wife finally comes to me and takes my arm, but only to drag me far enough away that we can’t be overheard. Emotions wash across her face as she decides how to approach this. I usually love that she’s so easy to read, but now I’m annoyed because I know she’s about to manipulate me.

      “Gray’s right, Justin. We’ll have plenty of time to ourselves tomorrow. I promise we’ll have fun, just the two of us. We can go horseback riding. We haven’t done that forever. And then we could get a couples massage.”

      “Nicole, you’ve been with them since we arrived yesterday. Melanie and the others are very nice, but I think I’m going to start menstruating if I spend any more time with the wives.”

      “It can’t be that bad, Justin.” She looks back at the group over my shoulder. “Don’t tell me you’re not enjoying being the only man with those women. I’ve noticed how closely Melanie is sticking to you. That woman has a crush. I can’t blame her. You’re a catch. Enjoy being the center of attention, babe.”

      Like you do, I think. I don’t say it because I know it will piss her off. Nicole only gets annoyed when my insecurities show. “I want to be the center of your attention, babe. It sucks to see you go off with those guys for the whole day.”

      “What does that mean? This is all work stuff. We’re here for strategic planning and team building. This is work. What do you mean by go off with those guys?”

      “I didn’t mean it that way, Nicole. I know you’re not going off with them. I wasn’t implying anything.”

      “That’s not how it sounded, Justin.”

      “I just meant that you’re with them all day, doing whatever—work stuff—and I’m either on my own or with the wives and girlfriends. It’s a little emasculating.” Even I can hear that I’m whining.

      “That’s all in your head. You’ve seen the guys plenty of times. You could have made yourself part of the group. I don’t know why you never make the effort.”

      Because I don’t want to hang out with a bunch of guys who want to get into your panties. That’s what I think. Instead, I tell her, “They’re all about you, Nicole. They aren’t interested in having me around.”

      “And what does that mean, Justin? How are they all about me? They’re my coworkers. I’m the only executive they kept when Gray came in, and I need to prove them right every day exactly because of what you said. Are they all about me because I’m pretty, Justin?”

      “I didn’t mean that…”

      “Do you think Gray kept me on just because he wants to fuck me?”

      “Nicole, keep your voice down.” I don’t tell her that’s precisely what I think.

      “I’ll be as loud as I want. Maybe you need to stop being so timid, Justin. I love you, but not every man is trying to get me on my back and steal me. I love you. Christ, Justin, I’ve loved you since I was a kid. I’ve spent my life with you. What more must I do to make you understand I love you?”

      I put my hands on her arms, but she shrugs them off. “I know you love me. It’s not that. We have a great life. And I do not think Gray kept you around to try to fuck you. You’re the smartest person there. He’d have been a fool to fire you. I don’t know. Sometimes, I worry you could be tempted to see if the grass is greener because we got together so young.”

      “Are you tempted? Is this because you wonder what you missed out on?”

      “That’s not true. You know that, babe. You’re my everything.”

      “What must I do to convince you you’re enough for me? Do I need to fuck another guy just so you think I got it out of my system?”

      The angry suggestion lands like a gut punch. Nicole threw it at me because she knew it would.

      “We’re not having this conversation again, Justin. We’re certainly not having it here. You need to get your shit together and figure this out.”

      “You’re right. I know you’re right. I’m sorry, babe. Let’s go back to our room, and I promise I’ll chill out and make it up to you.”

      “I’m going to Gray’s suite to play poker. I know you think I’m just there because they like my ass, but I work hard to be the only girl in the boys’ club, and I’m not going to stop because you’re worried I’m going to give Gray what you think he wants. You can come along if you like, or you can go back to our room and sulk.”

      “Nicole…”

      “You know, Justin. You probably should keep an eye on me tonight. This just might be the night I suck Gray’s dick to get a promotion. I might as well prove you right.”

      Nicole kisses me, but it’s just to stick it to me. I don’t care that it’s an angry kiss. I still get that buzz that goes right down to my balls whenever she kisses me like that. She turns and walks over to cozy up to Hunt’s side. This time I feel like it’s just to annoy me.

      I mean it when I say I trust my wife completely. But I have a creeping fear that she might do something reckless to prove a point.
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      Only after draining all the tiny bottles of Jack Daniels in our minibar do I realize that watching Nicole with the guys all night has given me incredible blue balls. She’s not here to help me do something about it. My wife is in Grayson Hunt’s suite. I’m alone in our room.

      I don’t know how much of our argument the group overheard, but I was too embarrassed by our public spectacle to go back over to them. I certainly wasn’t going to Grayson Fucking Hunt’s suite so I could watch him stare at Nicole’s tits all night. I’d had enough of that already. I don’t need to sit there while he tries to work his way into my wife’s panties. But I couldn’t stop her from going. I don’t think anything could have prevented her from going to Hunt’s suite.

      Nicole is in that suite doing God knows what, and I’m alone in our room with aching balls and drunk on minibar whiskey. It only gets worse when my dick thickens up thinking about Nicole in that suite and what she might be doing. Fuck!

      I throw off my clothes and jump in the shower. I do all my best masturbation in the shower. My rigid shaft bobs in front of me, painfully hard, by the time the hot water cascades over my body. The expensive shower gel in the wall-mounted pump bottle makes for fine lube.

      My dick is big enough, I think, looking down past my soft belly while I slowly stroke it. I know women fake it sometimes, but Nicole’s always seemed to like it when we make love. Hunt is much fitter than I am, but I don’t think I’m so bad. Not so bad isn’t good enough for a woman like Nicole. I know that. Hunt has a six-pack, not a dad bod pudge. Hunt’s arms are like steel cords. Mine are just…there. Nicole deserves to experience a man like Grayson Hunt at least once in her life, doesn’t she?

      I think about how I caught them flirting outside of the gym. Was she salivating over his hard body then? Would Nicole have slipped away with him if she didn’t know I was about to come back? It’s a knife twisting in my gut to think she would have. I burn with shame when I think she should have. My cock throbs in my hand. Nicole deserves to experience a man like Grayson Hunt.

      The poker game was a pretext to get my wife to his room. I’m convinced of that. Is everyone else in on it? I can just imagine them all sitting out in the living room while Hunt takes Nicole back to the bedroom. They’d hear how hard he makes my wife come. I imagine Nicole howling while Hunt pounds her pussy.

      What would that bastard have done if I had gone? I’m sure he had a plan for that. Or does he think so little of me that he would have taken Nicole to his bedroom with me sitting right there? It’s too easy to imagine sitting out there with the other wives—yes, other wives—while Nicole screams for Hunt to fuck her harder in the bedroom. He’d ask if he fucks her better than I do. She’d shout, Oh my god, yes!

      I see Nicole on her back, naked except for those sexy heels, with her legs wide and in the air. Hunt hammers away between. She begs for his cock. After he makes her come for the millionth time, Hunt tells my wife he’s going to come. The bastard doesn’t pull out. I’m filling your married cunt, he grunts. Nicole begs, Yesss…give it to me…fill me…fill my married cunt with your cum! She doesn’t have such a filthy mouth in bed with me, but she does with Hunt.

      I shiver and groan and spill my seed on the tiled shower floor while I fantasize about Hunt filling my wife with his. I’m sure he has a massive batch for her. Nicole and I had trouble conceiving, but I’m sure that bastard could knock her up with one load. It would serve me right for surrendering her if Nicole’s boss bred her. The thought is disgusting, but I shake when it barrels through my brain. What the hell is wrong with me?

      Coming to such a vile thought drains the life from me. I stumble out of the bathroom and collapse on the bed, wet and naked. My spiraling anxiety doesn’t keep me awake. I’m out in minutes.
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        * * *

      

      I roll over and groan. My head pounds, and my mouth is wooly and gross. I’m not sober, but clearer-headed than when I passed out. Nicole isn’t there when I reach for her. I must have only slept for a few minutes. I force my blurry eyes to focus, and my heart stops when I read the alarm clock and see that it’s after 1:00 am.

      I sober up like throwing a switch. It’s after 1:00 am, and Nicole is not here. There’s only one other place she could be. And if my wife is still in Hunt’s suite, there’s only one thing she could be doing. Nicole would never cheat on me, my rational mind insists. Fill my married cunt with your cum! Her imaginary cry echoes through my throbbing head.

      A chill races through me when I consider that my wife might actually be cheating on me at this very moment. I’ve thought it was inevitable in my weakest moments for so long, but now that she may have finally done it, I’m ashamed.

      I’m ashamed that I didn’t fight harder for her earlier. If she is fucking Hunt, did I push her into it? I’m ashamed that I don’t have more faith in Nicole. She’s done nothing but reassure me. Why can’t I accept her word that I’m the only man she wants? But most shameful of all is how my dick is growing. I feel like I will be sick, but I’m rock-hard thinking about Nicole underneath her boss.

      The stress is too much. I feel like I’m going to suffocate if I just lie here and wait for my wife to return. I throw water in my face, dress, and head to Hunt’s suite.
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        * * *

      

      Taylor answers the door to Hunt’s suite. Her tits spill out of a lacy black bra, and all I can do is gape at them. All of that firm, mocha flesh makes me dizzy. She looks non-plussed, answering the door half-naked. Was she expecting someone else?

      “I wondered if you’d ever show up. Are you coming in?” she says. Taylor doesn’t seem upset that I’m staring at her chest or that she’s exposed to anyone who might pass in the hallway.

      I have to force myself into the room. What is Nicole doing if Taylor is half-naked? I don’t even want to think about it. The first thing I see is Melanie on a couch in the living room. Her tits are completely out. The massive, pale globes are impressive and perkier than I’d have expected for a woman in her fifties. She moves to cover herself when she sees me but stops and smiles instead.

      “Justin! I’m thrilled you’re here. We’ve missed you,” she says. Melanie jumps up from the couch, and I realize her dress is also gone. She’s only wearing a black half-slip and tights. Melanie meets me halfway with a tight hug. Her naked tits crushing against my chest feel nice but wrong. My already erect cock twitches.

      “Hi, Mel,” I reply, wishing I could enjoy the moment more.

      Instead of enjoying the warm, attractive woman in my arms, I’m looking around for my wife. The suite is blindingly bright, making Melanie’s bare tits even more startling. I find Nicole in the dining room. The suite is an open plan, which means I can see everything. Some tension drains from me when I see Nicole is fully dressed. Whatever’s happened to Melanie and Taylor hasn’t happened to her. Yet.

      “Come in, join the party,” Melanie says, pulling me by the hand. Like Taylor, she’s doing her best to act like being topless in a room full of people is perfectly normal. I stumble on the step down into the living room because I’m staring at the dining room table. “Careful, sweetie. Can I get you a drink?”

      “I’m good.” After a moment’s thought, I add, “Maybe I’ll take a Jack and Coke.” I’ll need a drink—or twelve—to get through this night.

      Nicole is seated at the table with Garvey, Mazzeo, and, of course, Hunt. They must be near the end of the card game because Hunt has accumulated a mountain of chips, while the table is empty in front of Mazzeo and Garvey. Nicole still has a couple of orderly stacks. A pile of chips is pushed into the center of the table. They’re in the middle of a hand and don’t even notice me.

      “Shit or get off the pot,” Hunt says. “This game has to end at some point.”

      “I’m still thinking,” Mazzeo grumbles.

      “I’m out,” Nicole announces, tossing her cards on the table to live another day.

      Garvey holds onto his hand.

      “Does it have to be that?” Mazzeo asks.

      “Go big or go home, brother. Maybe this is the time I’m bluffing.”

      “Taylor?” Mazzeo calls out.

      “What the fuck? Again? Why don’t you just call it quits? How much more do I need to give up?” she asks, moving beside her man.

      “Because he’s an optimist. He still thinks he can win,” Hunt says, leering at Taylor.

      “Except it’s not him losing now,” she replies.

      Hunt chuckles. “Oh, he’s losing.”

      I wander closer like I’m pulled by a string. A pile of clothing sits on the table beside Hunt’s chips. Taylor’s top is there, with Melanie’s dress and bra and someone’s black thong. I can’t remember what my wife wore under her dress tonight. Nicole finally notices me. Her eyes dart away from mine.

      “What do you want from me?” Garvey asks, considering his cards.

      “Hmm.” Hunt sips his drink while considering it. “I’ve already seen your wife’s lovely tits. You’ve got a great rack, Mel.”

      “Thanks,” she replies from the bar.

      “How about she jerks you off onto them?”

      “Why do you want to see that?” Garvey asks.

      “Because I can. Besides, it’ll be hot to see you glaze those titties, and you see into a person’s soul when you see their come face. In or out, Garvey.”

      “Fine.” Garvey sighs.

      “And you, brother?” Hunt asks Mazzeo.

      “Just fucking do it and get it over with,” Taylor answers for him.

      “Glad to see someone in your relationship has balls,” Hunt replies.

      “Fuck you,” Mazzeo says.

      The men expose their cards. Garvey’s pairs of eights and jacks looks good, but Mazzeo’s straight beats it. The older man curses. Mazzeo looks thrilled—until he sees Hunt’s diamond flush and curses.

      “Some people never learn,” Hunt says, raking the pot into his existing wealth of chips. Does that leave the game down to him and Nicole? “Get to it, boys.”

      “Motherfucker,” Taylor mutters. She reaches back and unhooks her bra. Her tits are absolutely perfect. We all admire her pert mounds with their slightly upturned, dark nipples. Even Nicole. I catch a glint off her jewelry. Taylor’s left one is pierced with an ornate ring. She drops her bra on the clothing pile beside Hunt.

      “Thanks, honey,” he says, palming one of her globes. She closes her eyes and trembles when his thumb strokes her pierced tip.

      “Hey!” Mazzeo says.

      “Can’t expect me to just look,” Hunt defends. Taylor, notably, doesn’t object. “Hey, Mel. I’ve got a treat for you.”

      “What’s this now?” Melanie replies. I’m too distracted to notice her beside me. Her thick pale nubs drag across my arm when she hands me my drink. I feel guilty allowing the contact in front of my wife.

      “And look who’s joined us,” Hunt continues. “I’d invite you to join the game, but we’re just about done here. I just need to finish your wife and it’ll all be over.”

      “I’m not done yet,” Nicole insists. “My daddy taught me how to play poker up at our cabin when you were still in diapers.”

      “Love the confidence, Nikki. Can’t wait to destroy it.”

      Nicole laughs at him.

      “Just chill out for a while, Justin. I’ll be done with your wife in a little bit.” Hunt talks about Nicole like he already owns her. I want to punch him, but my balls ache.

      “I think we’ll be done in a little bit, babe,” she tells me. Her eyes say, Don’t ruin this for me.

      “Yeah, sure,” I answer.

      “Good man. Don’t you and Mel have something to do, Garvey?”

      “What’s going on, Larry?” Melanie asks.

      “I lost to Hunt Jr. again.”

      “Oh dear. What does he expect now?” Melanie sounds like they’re just playing for bottle caps. She’s already half-naked. Isn’t she worried what else that asshole wants from her?

      Garvey stands and unzips his slacks and drops them. His shirttails hide his unit. “Come here, honey.” The blonde woman does as she’s told. “On your knees, Melanie.” She dutifully obeys her husband.

      The Garveys aren’t that much older than us. Women of their generation don’t just blindly obey their husbands, do they? I can only imagine how Nicole would react if I took out my dick and ordered her to her knees in front of other people—or at all. But I would never do that. I respect her too much.

      “Hunt Jr. would like you to jerk me off,” Garvey says, voice as neutral as if he’s asking her to pass the ketchup.

      “Onto your tits, sweetheart,” Hunt adds. “I bet those things look incredible with a load on them. Does Garvey still have a big load?”

      “You’re such a little scamp, Gray. Someone needs to teach you some manners,” Melanie chides, adding, “And Larry does quite well for himself. I’m a very happy woman, thank you very much.”

      “I’m ready any time you like, Mel. I bet a stacked, mature woman like you could teach me all kinds of things.”

      Melanie laughs. Why does she sound delighted and not disgusted? Is this normal for them? Are Nicole and I part of this culture now? I can’t believe my wife is tolerating this. We need to escape while we still can.

      “Oh, honey, you’re not ready for me. You wouldn’t have the first idea of what to do with me.” Melanie blows him a kiss.

      “Just do it, Melanie,” Garvey says.

      “Yes, Daddy,” she answers. What the fuck? She lifts his cock, and it’s already half-hard. The old man has a big one. Knowing that about the conservative executive doesn’t feel right. “I’m going to need to get this wet before I can take care of it.”

      Melanie brushes her waves of golden hair back and swallows her husband’s meat. She takes him to the root in one move. Her cheeks are hollow, and she audibly sucks him. Garvey’s eyes roll back in his head.

      Nicole looks away, but I can’t. She’d better not hold it against me. Mazzeo and Taylor are stunned. Hunt is thrilled. “Goddam, Mel! You do have some tricks to teach. I hope you other girls are taking notes.”

      Taylor gives him the finger. Nicole responds with a hard stare.

      “Are we playing cards or not? These games are a distraction,” Nicole says. That’s my wife, always in control.

      “Yeah, sure, Nikki. We don’t know how long Garvey is going to take.” Hunt takes the cards and begins shuffling. “You’re out, right brother?”

      Mazzeo doesn’t hesitate. “One last hand. I can’t go out like this.”

      “What the actual fuck, Vince? I’m not sucking your dick or jerking you off in front of these people,” Taylor responds.

      “I can think of something much better for you, honey,” Hunt promises.

      “I’m not sucking your dick either, asshole.”

      “Noted. Love her spirit, brother. She’s a keeper.”

      “Vince, seriously? Shouldn’t you just tap out?” Nicole asks. The genuine concern in her voice proves the wife I know is in there. She plays hard, but she’s also kind. She doesn’t want to see anyone humiliated. “Just take Taylor and go.”

      “She’s got to go with her tits out,” Hunt insists. “Unless you win her bra back.”

      “I can do this. I’ll get your bra back, Taylor,” Mazzeo insists.

      “And if you don’t?” she asks. “What’s in this for me? I’ll take a walk of shame before I do…that.” Taylor replies, looking at the Garveys when she says it. Melanie’s lips are sliding off her husband’s shaft.

      “You won’t have to suck anyone’s dick, Taylor. I promise. Unless you want to,” Hunt says. “I have my eyes on bigger game.”

      “Put your dicks away, guys,” Nicole admonishes. “Am I the only grown-up here?”

      “I can prove how much of a man I am,” Hunt smirks.

      “No, thank you,” she answers, rolling her pretty blue eyes. “I don’t need that from you.” That’s my girl!

      “Still getting it done after all these years, Justin? Good on you,” Hunt says.

      “Let’s go,” Mazzeo says.

      “Oh, Vince,” Nicole says, shaking her head.
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      Hunt deals everyone five cards. They’re playing old-school Five Card Draw, none of that fancy Texas Hold Em crap. Nicole throws in two green chips, shrinking her stack of chips further. Green usually costs twenty-five bucks a piece, but I don’t know how they’ve valued things. I don’t know for sure that they’re playing for money at all, but I don’t know that clothes would be flying if they weren’t.

      Mazzeo calls because it’s the only thing he can do. Hunt throws in two greens to cover his friend and raises two blacks. Nicole looks displeased. I’d walk around to see her hand, but she hates it when people look over her shoulder. She tosses two cards and picks up two more. Her smile is so slight that I’m sure no one else recognizes it. No one knows her like I do.

      Mazzeo tosses three cards—the most he can without an ace. He brightens considerably after his draw. Even Taylor unclenches. Hunt draws one new card. Either he’s very confident or bluffing. Considering he has nearly all the chips, his confidence is warranted.

      Nicole stares hard at her cards. I can tell she’s doing her best to ignore the Garveys beside her. Her concentration powers have always been heroic, but the show unfolding just to her left demands attention. Melanie vigorously jacks her husband’s shaft, making those huge tits jiggle and shake. They’re almost hypnotic. Garvey’s restrained grunts must be distracting as hell. Nicole finally tosses in another black.

      “What happens if I stay in?” Mazzeo asks.

      “I’ve got a very nice plan for you two. I think you’ll enjoy it. I know one of you will,” Hunt says.

      “Why do you get to decide what happens? What if you don’t win?” Nicole asks.

      “She has a good point,” Mazzeo agrees.

      “I know you’re having fun, Hunt, but uhnnn…you must be fair…ahhh…” Garvey agrees. His attention is miraculously divided between his wife and the card game. I guess that’s what happens when you’ve been together for that long. If that beautiful blonde were on her knees in front of me, I wouldn’t be looking anywhere else. I hope Nicole and I never get there.

      “Fine. It’s your raise, Nikki. What do you want for it?” Hunt says, smiling magnanimously.

      “If Vince wins the hand, he gets Taylor’s top back.”

      “You can’t offer something I have.”

      Nicole makes her frustrated face. It’s still cute because everything about my wife is cute. I see it a lot with our five-year-old, who also has it. Sometimes mother and daughter have a stand-off with it. She tosses Hunt a black chip and takes the blouse without asking. That’s why I fell in love with her back in our sophomore year of high school. Her sense of fairness is unyielding.

      “Good enough?”

      Hunt laughs. “It might be a little big for you, but sure.”

      “It’s a cute top. I can make it work.” Nicole also never backs down. I don’t know if I’d call that top cute. It’s black and low cut and barely contained Taylor when she wore it to dinner. My wife is the sexiest woman on the planet, but she can’t quite fill out a blouse the way the former intern can. “It’s to you,” she tells Hunt.

      “Yes, it is. Time to bring it home.”

      Hunt takes a moment to calculate how many chips sit in front of my wife and matches her remaining bank, tossing six black chips and three greens into the plot, one by one. I know the asshole is making a point. Nicole fumes while she watches. After a pause, he pushes in a stack of purple chips. She bites back an angry response. My wife understands the importance of remaining in control.

      “I can’t match that, and you know it, Gray,” she says, voice even.

      “I’m open to negotiation.” He’s so smug. I dearly want to see Nicole put him in his place.

      “I’m not wagering my dress. Or my panties. I don’t think I have anything else you want.” Nicole doesn’t mention a bra because she’s not wearing one, and he knows it.

      “That shouldn’t matter if you’re confident enough to stay in the hand. You’re not going to lose anything.”

      “Forget it, Gray. I’ll just fold, and you win. Game over. I’m fine with that.” She moves to toss her cards face down on the table.

      “Wait,” Hunt blurts out. I know exactly why he doesn’t want my wife to be out. I bet she knows it, too. “How about those sexy heels?”

      “You want my shoes?” Nicole laughs. “I wouldn’t have guessed you’re into that.”

      Hunt is pissed she’s laughing at him. “I get to take them off you.”

      “No dice. But sure, I’ll put up my shoes.”

      Nicole bends over, threatening to expose her pert, round breasts, and slips off her shoes. She places the multi-colored, five-inch pumps on the table with a thump that makes the poker chips jump. She smiles. “My feet were killing me anyway. I can use the break—until I get them back.”

      Hunt is still fuming. He doesn’t like that she took control. “Fine. Let’s go.” He tosses his hand on the table.

      Mazzeo and Taylor curse in unison. The fool was bluffing. He has a pair of fives. My heart soars when I see Nicole’s pair of tens, but then she curses under her breath. Hunt has three sixes. His three-of-a-kind wins. I wouldn’t put it past the bastard to be cheating.

      “Dammit,” Nicole exclaims, which is about as explicit as my sweet, churchgoing wife gets. She’s not a shrinking violet, but she’s not profane.

      “What do you want?” Taylor cuts to the chase. It’s obviously between her and Hunt now. Mazzeo gambled away any say he had.

      Hunt looks so pleased, I bet he’s hard under that table. This is what a guy like him lives for. Nicole always says he’s not as bad as I think, but I don’t believe her. That’s part of why I think she has some kind of crush on him. She can’t see his flaws.

      “Don’t be so mad, Taylor. I promised one of you would enjoy this, and I meant you. I’m only thinking about your pleasure, sweetheart.”

      “I’m sure. And I’m not your sweetheart, Gray.”

      “That was your choice, sweetheart. But I don’t hold it against you.” He sounds very much like he holds it against her. “As I said, I think someone’s come face is a window into their soul, and I’d love to see yours. Vince is going to eat your pussy until you come, right over there in that chair by the balcony, so we can all see it.”

      Everyone else will see it too, I think. The chair is directly in front of the huge balcony doors, and the suite is brightly-lit. Anyone who looks up will see the girl. I hope she tells Hunt to fuck off.

      Taylor looks like she’s going to do exactly that. I don’t think he can do anything to her, and I hope he wouldn’t fire an old college friend over something like this. I don’t even know if she’s all that attached to Mazzeo, not after tonight.

      “Come on, Gray. Don’t make her do this. Haven’t you done enough tonight? Lawrence is giving you your pound of flesh,” Nicole says, pointedly not looking at the couple beside her.

      Melanie still pumps her husband’s cock, pulling it harder than ever. I don’t think Garvey can finish in a room full of people. I don’t blame him. Is Melanie going to have to jerk him off all night?

      “I hold people to their word. You know that better than most, Nikki,” Hunt says. What the hell does that mean? “No one has to do anything, but…”

      “It’s fine. Don’t worry about it, Nicole. I can block all of you out. And Vince is exceptionally good. This should be quick. Come on, baby. Let’s do this.”

      “Enjoy the show. Eat your heart out, fucker,” Mazzeo says.

      Taylor takes Mazzeo’s hand and leads him to the chair by the window. She slouches into it with her ass on the edge and hikes up her skirt. He puts her legs over his shoulders and buries his face between them. I look away out of respect, but it takes effort. I feel my wife watching to see if I’ll take in the show.

      “Well, I guess we’re done here, Gray. We can settle up the chips later. I don’t need to stay to watch all of this,” Nicole says. She pushes up from the table. “Enjoy the shoes, but not too much.”

      I’m relieved we’re getting out of here. I didn’t think we’d escape with our dignity intact. We’ll be the only ones. Garvey looks pained, and I don’t see how poor Melanie is humiliated, although her eyes are on fire as she looks up at her husband. Taylor is already moaning and raking her nails through Mazzeo’s hair. Nicole and I are not sex party people. I didn’t think they even existed. I feel like we wandered into a scene from Eyes Wide Shut. I don’t know how she’s keeping her cool.

      “I didn’t peg you for a quitter, Nikki,” Hunt taunts.

      “I’m not quitting, Gray. I’m out of chips. I’m not going to buy back in.”

      “Nikki…”

      “And I’m not offering anything else,” she says, cutting him off.

      “Can you just walk away from that loss? I don’t know your financial situation, but I’d think you’d want the chance to at least break even. And I’ll offer even better terms than that.”

      Nicole hesitates. A creepy feeling works down my spine. She can’t consider his offer. This is Grayson Hunt. Any offer will be out of bounds. She knows this. Nicole knows who she works for.

      Hunt smiles. He sees she’s on the hook and needs to reel her in. “I’ll offer you double or…”

      “Or what?”

      “Does it matter, Nikki? That’s a lot of money.”

      “Double or what, Gray?”

      “I’ll pay you double the buy-in, or you’re mine.”

      “I’m yours?” She looks like she wants to laugh at him. My tension eases.

      “For tonight, anyway. We can go back into the bedroom and settle up.”

      “I’m not a whore, Gray.”

      Nicole doesn’t worry about offending either of the women currently performing for Hunt. I don’t think they’re paying attention anyway. Taylor’s head is thrown back, and she pumps her hips at Mazzeo’s face. Her moans are getting wild. Garvey watches her, red-faced and grunting hard. Watching the sexy young woman get off seems to be just what he needed to finish.

      “You’d be a very well-paid one if that makes you feel better.”

      “I’m not for sale. You’re out of line, Gray. Did you forget my background in HR? I could sue you out of existence for just suggesting this.”

      “I haven’t forced anyone to do anything, Nikki. Everyone here is a consenting adult. We’re off the clock. I have plenty of witnesses if you want to go that route. Or, you have the chance to make a shitload of money for one last hand of poker. If not, I expect payment in the morning, or I’ll move to collect my money.”

      Nicole stares at Hunt. Why isn’t she telling him to fuck off? Well, in her less profane, Nicole way. I don’t believe for a second my wife would offer her body for a poker hand. How much money did she lose?

      “Gray…” she starts.

      “You’re out of line, Hunt. How dare you talk to my wife this way? She is not anyone’s whore.” I step forward, so angry my hands shake.

      “This deal is between me and your wife. It doesn’t concern you,” Hunt says.

      “The hell it doesn’t.” I’m at the table now.

      “Justin, please. I need to handle this. This is my mess. I don’t want—or need—you to fight my battles.” Nicole puts a hand on my shoulder.

      “Listen to your wife, Justin. No one needs to raise their voice. This is a simple business transaction. Nikki can walk away and honor it, or she can try to improve her position. That is entirely up to her. You’re not a party to this.”

      “She’s my damn wife.”

      “Justin, please.” Both of her hands are on my shoulders, and she’s pushing me back. “Gray, give us a minute.”

      “Take as long as you please, Nikki. I’m not going anywhere, it’s my suite.”
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      Nicole takes my hand and drags me out onto the balcony, sliding the door closed behind us. It’s a frosty night in Big Sky country, and she shivers the moment the mountain air hits her. I try to rub her bare arms, but she pushes my hands away.

      “Nicole, we need to get out of here.”

      “I agree. We should.”

      “What do you mean, should? You can’t possibly be considering his offer. It’s madness.”

      “You don’t understand, Justin.”

      “What don’t I understand? Hunt wants to fuck you, and he thinks he finally has a way to make it happen. Clearly, he doesn’t understand who you really are. So, tell him off, and let’s get out of here.”

      Nicole turns and walks out to the railing. The Madison range looks stunning under a silvery full moon. Plenty of light spills out from the suite, and I see the goosebumps on her bare back. I wish I’d worn my jacket down so I could put it over her. My wife is half-naked on a forty-degree night.

      “The buy-in was really high, Justin. Not for any of them, but for us…”

      “We have about fifteen hundred sitting in the money market account. We can talk about throwing money away on a poker game later, but for right now, just pay off the bastard.”

      “That won’t cover it.” Nicole stares into the night when she says it. I stand behind her, and she doesn’t shuck off my hands this time.

      “How much did you lose, Nicole? Do we have to tap into the new house fund?”

      “That won’t cover it either, Justin. This is real money. I was going to walk away because I thought I could work something out with Gray later. Believe it or not, he is a reasonable man.”

      “He’s an asshole, Nicole. Look at what he’s done to those people in there. Is that reasonable?”

      “He has a weird thing with Vince. And he hates that his father sent Lawrence to watch over him. I can’t believe Lawrence is doing that. I didn’t think he’d go there with me.”

      “How many times have I told you Hunt wants you in his bed, Nicole? I don’t know why you can’t see who he is. Is it because you like the attention?”

      “Damn it, Justin. Is that what you think of me? Some hot guy pays attention, and I just melt for him? You’re as bad as he is if that’s what you think of me, but you’re my husband. You’re supposed to know better.”

      This is where I would usually start backpedaling and apologize because I know I’ve pushed her too far. But I’m angry, too. “How much money did you lose, Nicole?” I turn my wife to face me when she won’t look at me.

      “The buy-in was a hundred thousand dollars.” Her whisper is so low I must have misheard her.

      “What now?”

      “One hundred thousand dollars, Justin.” When she sees I’m about to explode, she hurriedly continues. “I know. I know it’s an insane amount of money. I didn’t think I could possibly lose all of it. Or even most of it. I’ve been playing cards with my dad since I was little. I’m good, Justin. You know that. And if things didn’t go my way, I was going to quit before the game got out of hand.”

      Nicole reaches for me, and I’m the one shrugging her off now.

      “But you didn’t. One hundred thousand dollars! Have you lost your fucking mind, Nicole?” She shrinks from my cursing. “We don’t can’t put our hands on that. We’re going to have to liquidate our investment accounts. That takes time. What the fuck?”

      “Unless…”

      “Unless what, Nicole? Unless you fuck your boss?”

      “You have to calm down, Justin. We have to discuss this rationally.”

      “What’s rational about you selling your body to Grayson Hunt for a hundred thousand dollars?”

      “That’s only if I lose.”

      “Do you hear yourself, Nicole? That bastard is probably cheating. All he wants to do is fuck you. You’re not going to win.”

      “He’s not cheating. Gray wouldn’t do that.”

      “Do you hear yourself, Nicole? Do you want to fuck him?”

      “Don’t go there again, Justin.”

      “And don’t take that tone with me. You put us here. Do you want to fuck Grayson Hunt?”

      “No. I love you, Justin. You’ve always been the only man for me. We’ve been together since we were sixteen. How can you doubt me?”

      But didn’t Nicole hesitate before that no? She took a second to answer. And isn’t that the point? We have been together since we were sixteen. She’s never been with another man. I’m beyond angry, but deep down, can I even blame my wife if she wants this? I can almost convince myself that Nicole deserves this. Maybe a night with a man like Grayson Hunt would get it all out of her system—that thing she’s always denied.

      I don’t answer her question. I ask my own. “You want to do this, don’t you?”

      “Do I want to have sex with Gray? No. I don’t. But we don’t have the money. He can destroy us if he wants to. And I can do this, Justin. I know I can. He’s just been lucky. That has to change. You know I’m good, baby. Let me do this. Let me save us.”

      “And if you lose again?” I don’t point out, You only have to save us because you put us here.

      Nicole looks away. She can’t answer me. How can she? “Maybe he’s just trying to make a point. Maybe he won’t make me…”

      I make her look at me. I’ve never seen her so upset. Nicole knows the stakes. She knows what this means and she’s taking it seriously. I don’t know if she can live with financially destroying us. But I don’t know if I can live with her losing. Can I sacrifice this for her?

      Nicole is the love of my life. I’ve always said I would do anything for her. Am I going to fold now that I’m truly being tested? She might win. She won’t. She might not have to fuck Hunt. She will. He’s going to fuck your wife silly. He’s going to ruin Nicole for you. It’s only this moment of clarity that I realize I’m so hard my balls ache. I can’t possibly want this, can I? I push all of that to the side and make a decision.

      I slide the balcony door open and follow Nicole back into the suite. Hunt is right beside Taylor and Mazzeo. The woman is howling. Her thighs have a death grip on her boyfriend’s head, and her back is arched, thrusting her big, quivering tits in the air.

      “Awww fuck…fuck…yes Vince…aww fuck yesss…make me come, baby!!!”

      “Unnnghhh…” Garvey grunts from the poker table. He unleashes all over Melanie’s huge, rocking pillows. His impressive load coats them.

      Hunt looks like he wants to whip it out and spray all over Taylor to match the old man, but I know he’s holding it all for Nicole. I am dead certain that Grayson Hunt is going to fuck my wife.
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      Nicole loses to Hunt very quickly. The hand is so short with just the two of them, and no betting that her loss is almost anti-climactic. I’m sure he cheated. He’s probably been cheating all night, but I watched him closely, and I don’t know how he did it. The bastard even let Nicole shuffle and deal.

      Hunt doesn’t go for a showy victory. After he drew one card and she took two, all that was left to do was show their hands. I knew it was over the moment Nicole looked at her draw. I saw the panic in her eyes. She, too, realized that she was going to fuck Grayson Hunt.

      Nicole could back out. I think most normal, well-adjusted women would—not that they would be in her position in the first place. But even if they were, they’d say it was all a joke, or they’d just say fuck you, no. My wife is not like that. Her word is everything to her. Her father drummed that into her. I won’t think about what he’d say if he knew she’d put herself in this position, but a strange part of me believes he’d still expect her to keep her word.

      “Shall we?” Hunt says, sweeping a hand toward the bedroom doors. They’re both open, like the waiting gates of hell. I have a glimpse of the enormous bed in there.

      Nicole just stares at her cards on the table. Her pair of sixes lost to his pair of eights.

      “Take a minute if you need to, Nikki. Do you lovebirds want to say something to each other?”

      My wife doesn’t take the bait. She also doesn’t say anything to me but looks up with unshed tears in her eyes. Her expression hardens, and she turns to Hunt.

      “Are you really going to make me do this?”

      “Let’s be very clear, Nikki. I am not making you do anything. You’re making a choice. If the idea of taking my cock is so terrible to you, walk out that door and pay me. I can’t buy you if you’re not for sale.”

      “Fine. Let’s do this.”

      Hunt chuckles. “I think I’ve paid for more enthusiasm than that, but I know it will come once we get started. Please, come with me, Nikki.”

      The bastard stands and offers my wife his hand like he’s asked her to dance. Nicole takes it and stands. Before they leave the table, he grabs her shoes. As they walk toward the bedroom, without turning, he says, “Make yourself comfortable, Justin. We’re going to be a while.”

      I want to throttle him, but I’m just as angry with myself. What kind of man would let this happen, no matter how much money was involved? Even more shameful, what kind of husband would be this hard watching another man leading his wife to a bedroom?

      Nicole looks over her shoulder and mouths, I’m sorry.

      “Wait,” I call out.

      Hunt turns with an exasperated sigh. “What? It’s too late for second thoughts. Look, Nikki’s onboard. Don’t worry, I’m not going to hurt her. She’ll be different when she comes back to you, but I’m not going to hurt her.” When I keep staring, he adds, “You’re welcome to come and watch if you don’t believe me. You might learn something.”

      I move toward them with my fists clenched, and Nicole says, “Justin, please.” To Hunt, “Give us a second, okay?” She stands in front of me, hands on my chest. She tries to keep her voice low. “Let it go. You agreed to this. I’m sorry, but it needs to happen now.”

      “I’m not letting you go in there alone with him.”

      “What are you saying, Justin?”

      “I think he wants to watch me fuck you. Come on in, Justin.”

      “Awww fuck…yes… Yes!” Taylor cries, breaking the tension for a moment. “Awww yesss…fuck me, dammit…”

      She’s still by the window with Mazzeo, but now he’s sitting in the chair, and she’s riding him. They couldn’t keep their hands off each other after completing Hunt’s task.
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      Nicole looks horrified when Hunt takes her hand again, and I follow them to his bedroom. I close the double doors behind us. No one else needs to witness my wife’s despoiling.

      “Put on the shoes, Nikki. They’re sexy as fuck,” Hunt says, holding them out.

      “I’m not going to perform for you, Gray. I have to have sex with you, but that’s all I agreed to. You can put it in and get off,” Nicole replies. I love that she still has her spirit, but I don’t want her to be miserable like this.

      Hunt laughs and sits on the edge of the bed. “For a hundred grand, you’ll do whatever I want, Nikki. You’re bought and paid for. I don’t pay that kind of money to just stick it in. Although, bending you over that desk and hiking up your dress would be hot.”

      “I agreed you could have me. I never said I would like it.”

      “Breaking you will be fun, baby. I’m going to love hearing you moan my name.” Hunt does a chef’s kiss.

      I can’t watch Nicole like this. I can’t watch her lay on her back, grit her teeth, and let him pump her until he’s done. It’s going to hurt if she doesn’t get turned on. I don’t want that for her. She doesn’t want that either. I still believe my wife finds her boss attractive, even if she’s very pissed off right now. She can enjoy this. I want her to.

      Did I really just think that? I played with the idea before, but now that I’ve voiced it in my mind, I know I mean it. I want Nicole to enjoy this. I genuinely believe part of her wants that, too. She must be curious about what being with another man is like—especially a man like Hunt. Nicole is holding back because she thinks it’s wrong. She’s holding back because of me. If I love her, I have to let her go.

      “Nicole, do it,” I tell her. “Attack this experience like you’ve attacked everything else in your life. You’ll never have this chance again. I want it to be everything for you.”

      “What are you saying, Justin?”

      “You’ve been so good to me. A perfect wife and mother. You’re always putting us first. Put yourself first tonight.”

      “Justin, I don’t…” Her face is scrunched in confusion.

      “That’s sweet, man, really. I didn’t peg you for one of those guys, but good on you for wanting Nikki to get her freak on. Nikki, he’s saying he wants you to fuck me. Your hubby is saying go get that dick.”

      “Justin?”

      All I can do is nod.

      “Now that we’ve got that cleared up, go sit in that chair and chill out. Don’t fuck this up for me.”

      I still want to punch the smug bastard, but I do as I’m told. I don’t want to fuck this up for Nicole. Her expression changes while she watches me. I manage a smile. I know what it looks like when my wife puts on her game face. I know she’s nervous, but she’s not going to show it.

      Nicole puts on her heels and walks to Hunt with a wiggle in her butt. She places her hands on her hips and gives him a challenging look.

      “Well?” she says.

      “Lose the dress. I want to see that body.”

      The blood in my veins turns to ice, hearing another man speak to my wife that way. That ice nearly stops my heart when Nicole pushes the dress from her shoulders and lets it drop to the floor. I’m watching from the side, and her tiny black thong is just a string across her hip. Her profile of her pert tits is a masterpiece. Nicole has the body of the coed, not a forty-two-year-old mother.

      “Goddamn, Nikki. I knew you were hot, but goddamn, woman,” Hunt marvels with a low whistle.

      “Did you? Have you spent a lot of time thinking about it, Gray?” Nicole smirks.

      “Every time I see you in the office, which is exactly what you want. Play the good girl all you like, Nikki, but a woman doesn’t show off her body like you unless she wants to be noticed. Fuck, I wanted to peel those leggings off you this morning and pin you against the wall. I might have if Justin hadn’t interrupted us.”

      Nicole laughs. “I would have broken your hand if you’d touched me.”

      “But not tonight.”

      “No, not tonight. Fair is fair, Gray. You’ll get what you paid for.”

      “How are your tits so fucking perfect?”

      “Do you mean for a mom?” She cups her breasts and bounces them. Hunt is right that she loves the attention. She’s eating up his hungry gaze. I love it, too. Hearing the bastard praise my wife swells my pride as well as my cock.

      “No, I mean they’re perfect tits. I knew they’d be nice, but fuck, Nikki. Wait, what’s that?”

      Hunt points, and I know exactly what caught his eye. My wife’s blush says she knows, too. She shifts her legs, but she can’t hide it. Nicole was proud when she got that little orange T tattooed on her bikini line, but it feels like a youthful mistake now.

      “I know you love your Tennessee football, but damn, Nikki, you’re dedicated. Let me get a closer look.”

      The three things my wife loves the most in life are our daughter, me, and University of Tennessee football. And I’m not sure where I fall in that order.

      Nicole finally moves close enough to touch, and Hunt puts a hand on her naked hip. I think I might faint. Another man is touching my wife in a way only I’ve ever touched her. Well, me and that tattoo artist. Hunt rubs her little orange T with his thumb. She trembles. He’s so close to touching her pussy. That thong isn’t covering anything. Can he smell her arousal? I know Nicole must be wet.

      “I’m a Volunteer for life,” Nicole says, her voice low and sultry.

      “Now that I know how dedicated you are, I have a whole new thing to bet on with you.”

      “Don’t count on it, Gray.”

      “Let me see your ass, Nikki.”

      Hunt doesn’t ask. He turns my wife by the waist. The thin black string disappears between her cheeks. Nicole’s sweet peach is fully exposed to her boss. He literally licks his lips when he stares at it inches away from his face.

      “Fuck, your ass is even more perfect. How much time do you spend in the gym, Nikki?”

      “Not enough. It’s ahhh work in progress.”

      The hitch in her answer comes when Hunt kneads her cheeks. The bastard really is evaluating my wife’s body like he bought her. You’re only renting her, I ruefully think. Her work in progress answer is crazy. Sure, it’s a little rounder, it’s got a little more bounce than it did when she was twenty, but she still has the nicest ass I’ve ever seen. I’m sure Hunt agrees, and I bet he’s seen a lot of ass.

      “I’m going to have to show you how hot you really are, Nikki. I don’t think you’re properly appreciated.” Hunt gives it a firm slap, and her cheeks jiggle alluringly. His eyes light up the way mine do every time I see it.

      “Hey! I didn’t say you could do that!” she protests.

      Hunt plants a hard smooch on her cheek before turning Nicole back to face him. “Don’t kid a kidder. I bet you like it a little rough, don’t you, Nikki?”

      “I don’t…ahhh wait…Gray…”

      Nicole’s answer catches in her throat when he kisses her belly. It’s the best thing he could do to seduce her. My petite wife has an amazing body with a stomach most women would kill for, but all she sees is that last tiny, tiny baby pooch she can’t shake. Hunt slowly, sensually kisses it because it’s right in her face. Nicole’s eyes close, and her head tilts back. She doesn’t fight it when he rolls her thong down her legs. My wife is wearing nothing but her heels. My stomach lurches.
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      Hunt pulls Nicole down to straddle his lap. My eyes don’t believe what they see. He feasts on her breasts. The bastard buries his face between them first and sculpts them with both hands, bringing a breathy moan from my wife. She whimpers when he pinches both nipples at once. Hunt is not gentle with her. I can’t believe she likes it. I’ve worshipped her with tender caresses since we got together. Once that’s out of his system, he slows to tease her.

      Nicole purrs when he smothers her tits with kisses. His lips nip at her swelling tips, and she trembles in his arms. I used to be the only man who knew how much she loves that. His tongue flicks them, and she moans his name. I begin to doubt I can handle hearing my wife moan, “Gray…”

      Encouraged, Hunt suckles her tips. Nicole rakes her fingers through his mass of raven hair. I hate that the bastard has the kind of floppy hair women love. Her grip tightens in it, and she holds him against her. Hunt looks like he’s trying to stuff as much tit in his mouth as he can. Her head hangs forward, and her expression is veiled from me by her spill of black hair. Is it weird for her to look down and see it’s not me there sucking on her tits?

      Hunt goes back and forth, kneading and sucking her tits until Nicole is a trembling, moaning mess. The man knows what he’s doing. Seeing her hips gyrate on his lap is a gut punch. I don’t think I needed to give her permission. My wife would have surrendered the moment her handsome boss began touching her anyway.

      Nicole pulls his mouth away from her chest and smothers him with a consuming kiss. He did not kiss her first. My wife kissed him. I feel like watching this might be harder than actually watching them fuck. No man wants to see their wife show the passion for another man that Nicole shows to her boss. I know her tongue is deep in his mouth. He’s still all over her tits with both hands. He rolls her nipples, and I hear her moan through their kiss. She unbuttons his shirt.

      Hunt stands, and her legs wrap around him. The big man carries my wife like it’s nothing. They don’t go far. He turns and sits her on the bed. Nicole pulls at his shirt while he kneels. I never needed to see how built Grayson Hunt is. The man looks like he stepped out of a Calvin Klein ad. Nicole caresses his thick arms and etched chest like she can’t believe how ripped he is. I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to take my shirt off for her again.

      “Gray…what…wait…you shouldn’t…don’t have to…”

      Nicole’s protests when Hunt kisses down her body sound as false as they are weak. She doesn’t want him to stop. She giggle-moans when he French kisses her little orange T. I can’t remember the last time I stopped to do that. Are we still this playful? He brushes his lips over her narrow landing strip and kisses lower. My wife hooks a leg over his shoulder and throws her head back to moan at the ceiling.

      I tilt my head like a confused dog. I just can’t process watching another man go down on my wife. He pushes her thighs apart to get deep in there. Nicole moans his name over and over like a mantra. I see she’s just melting away. I do still lick her pussy all the time. She’s got the prettiest one, and I can’t get enough of it. I’d probably lick it every night if she’d let me.

      But I imagine Hunt is better at it. He’s had a lot of practice. I’ve only ever kissed Nicole’s. That pussy used to be my sacred place, but now I’m sharing it with that bastard. She’s completely open to him. She’s still sitting up and watching him devour her. I don’t want to think about how much Nicole loves seeing her handsome boss eat her pussy.

      “Ahhh…ahhh…ahhh…mmm…Gray…ahhh…ahhh…”

      I know that breathless, rhythmic moaning—except it’s my name I usually hear. Nicole is getting there. The bastard is going to make my wife come. Her hips work like she’s fucking his tongue. I said I wanted this for her, but do I? I’d have to be crazy to want this.

      Nicole tries to curl into a ball around him and gives that little shriek, like a startled mouse, and I know she’s coming for him. Hunt gets a hand up in there, and by his motion, I know he’s fingering my wife. How many does he have up there? Is he trying to stretch her tight little pussy? Nicole throws her head back and shrieks one more time before being overcome by the lowest moan I’ve ever heard from her.

      “Ohhh Gray…Gray…ohhh…ohhh myyy…”

      Both her legs go over his shoulders, and her thighs lock around his head. Hunt rises and leans forward like he wants to climb inside her. Her hips buck harder. She’s definitely fucking his face now. Nicole always comes when I go down, but I’ve never seen her lose it like this.

      I feel sick but somehow transported by watching my wife come. Being a bystander to Nicole’s orgasm feels unnatural, but being able to watch her come like that is a gift. She’s a goddess and I feel lucky to witness her luminescence. I’m rubbing myself without even thinking about it. Watching Nicole come is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. I’d thank Hunt if that wouldn’t be so humiliating.

      “Gray…ahhh…I need…you have to…too much…ahhh…”

      Hunt comes up for air with a glazed smile. He’s in control of her body, and he knows it. He was right. Nicole will do anything he wants tonight. Even I realize that now.

      “You’d better find something to hold onto, darlin’,” because we’ve barely started.

      Nicole watches with lidded eyes when Hunt stands and drops his pants. They go wide when she sees what he’s got. Even I stare. He’s not frighteningly big. But that pulsing piece of meat rising between his legs was built to please. He’s thick and long. I don’t know if he’s really that much bigger than me, but it feels like it. That thing is a work of art. Nicole’s mouth hangs open while she stares at it, and my sadistic side wants to see Hunt stuff it in there.

      “Get back on the bed, Nikki.”

      Nicole scrambles back to follow his order like a good employee. That’s her boss with the big cock, after all. Her eyes never stop sweeping over his perfect body. Hunt crawls after her until he’s between her thighs. My wife caresses his chest before pulling him down to make out. Watching how eager she is erupts acid in my stomach. I’ve never loved and hated something so much in my life. I remind myself, You told her to do this. You told her to enjoy it.

      She grabs his cock while they kiss. Her fingers don’t even close around it. Dammit! Okay, he is bigger than me. Nicole pumps it like she’s pulling it closer to her target. I bitterly laugh when I think about all the times she denied she wanted to fuck Hunt. They’re too busy to notice. My I’m just going to lie back and take it wife is literally tugging her boss’s cock to her pussy.

      “You want it, don’t you, Nikki?” Hunt moans it between kisses.

      “Yesss…”

      “You fucking need it, don’t you darlin’?”

      Nicole hesitates but can’t lie. “Yesss…Gray…”

      Hunt kisses her neck. Her whole body rises to him. “Tell me, Nikki…”

      “Do it…ahhh…do it…”

      “Say it, Nikki. I want to hear you say it, darlin’…”

      “Ohhh my…Gray…do it…put it in…now…”

      “I…ahhh…want you to do it… Put it in that sweet little pussy of yours and tell me…tell me what you need, Nikki…”

      Nicole pulls him down by his cock. Their joining is blocked from my view, but I know the moment that bastard penetrates my wife. Her back arches, and she shrieks. I don’t think she even made that noise the night I took her virginity.

      “Ohhh myyy…yesss…ohhh fuck me…ohhh FUCK ME…”

      “My pleasure, darlin’…” he moans, kissing my wife as he buries his cock deep—so very deep—in her pussy. And just like that, I’m no longer her only lover.

      Hunt is as good as his word. He’s already changed my wife. Nicole and I don’t do much dirty talk in bed. We’re vocal. The sounds of her passion when we make love are incredible, but we don’t talk. I don’t taunt her or tell her what I’m going to do. Nicole has never begged me for it. And in the nearly twenty-five years since I took her virginity, my sweet wife has never begged me to fuck her. I feel like all those years are washed away by Grayson Hunt’s thick cock. Tonight, he’s taken her virginity all over again. Nicole is becoming a new woman.

      “Ahhh…fuck you’re tight, Nikki…that little cunt’s as perfect as the rest of you…”

      “Ohhh…yesss…yesss…Gray…”

      “Good thing…ahhh…got you so juicy first…I’m going to open you…ahhh…up…”

      “Yesss…yesss…ohhh please…Gray…”

      Nicole loves to moan that bastard’s name. Will she still be moaning it when I try to make love to her? I feel like the hits never stop coming. You told her to do this. Nicole isn’t doing this to hurt me. I know that. She can’t control herself. Hunt is teaching her how to fuck, and she’s an avid pupil. I won’t blame her if making love isn’t enough anymore.

      A woman like Nicole deserves to be fucked. Deep down, I always knew it. Denying her this pleasure would have been cruel. It stings, but I made the right call. I try to put my anger and shame aside and immerse myself in her pleasure. It’s amazing to witness. I can’t tear myself away. Somewhere along the line, I took my cock out, and I’m stroking it.

      They find an intense, powerful rhythm like their bodies were made to fuck each other. Hunt rides my wife like she was always destined to be his. Her moans tell me she knows it, too. I try to pump my cock to match them, but he’s taking her faster and faster. Nicole’s legs are wrapped around him—her heels clicking together—and she throws herself back at him just as hard.

      “You gonna…ahhh…come for me, Nikki…”

      “Yesss…ohhh Gray…yesss…ohhh myyy…”

      “Sweet Nikki…wanna feel that tight cunt come around my cock…”

      “Yesss…ohhh myyy…mmmake me…mmmake me ccccummm…please…Gray…”

      “Ahhh…fuck…Nikki…darlin’…fucking hot little…”

      Nicole shrieks. She’s there. Again. I don’t know how many times my wife came on Grayson Hunt’s tongue, but now she’s creaming on his cock. The bastard makes it look easy. He can make my wife come at will. God help me. I love every second of it. I want to watch him make her come all night.

      “Ohhh…yesss…YES! Fuck…fuck me…ohhh myyy…don’t…don’t stop…fuck…”

      “You love my cock…ahhh…don’t you…Nikki…”

      “Yess…ohhh Gray…I love it…I love your…ohhh…cock…yesss…”

      Hunt laughs, and Nicole is coming again. I’ve known Nicole since she was sixteen, and I’ve never heard her say cock. She’s already said fuck more in the last ten minutes than she has in the last ten years. Hunt’s made her come more than I have in the last month. And somehow, I want to thank him for it because it’s incredible to watch. I feel like I should be paying him to fuck my wife instead of the other way around. I shoot my load all over the carpet.

      Nicole is like a rag doll when he pulls out and flips her over. She’s a dripping, sweaty mess. She can only rise to her hands and knees after a couple of tries. But Hunt is as strong as ever. His cock glistens with her juices, jutting out like the ultimate fuck machine. Nicole’s hips move like she needs him back inside her. Hunt presses his face between her thighs from behind instead, lapping up all that sweet cum he’s summoned from her.

      “Ohhh my…Gray…what are you…ohhh my…yesss…ohhh…”

      How is Nicole going to make love to me ever again? I’ve never stopped in the middle to go down on her again. But I would have come the first time she did. Her pussy feels too good to hold out. I have to admire Hunt.

      Hunt slurps away at her pussy. He calls it her cunt. She’s so wet for him that I can hear it. Nicole buries her face in the fluffy comforter and comes for him again. I wish I was counting because Hunt is setting a new record for making my wife come in one night.

      Just when I thought he couldn’t top that, Hunt slides a little higher and buries his mouth between her spread cheeks. I don’t even realize what he’s doing until Nicole loses her mind. I’d never do anything like that, so it only slowly dawns on me that the bastard is eating my wife’s ass.

      “Nonononono…Gray…you can’t…that’s ssso…dirty…Gray…why…”

      Nicole babbles incoherently. Her mind has turned to mush. What does that even feel like? What does it taste like? However it feels, my wife loves it. Hunt is in there deep, and she’s bucking back at him.

      “Ohhh myyy…ohh myyy…ohmygod…ohmygod…Gray…please…you have to…ohmygod…ohhhh…”

      The last ohhh is a whine, but I know he’s broken my wife because another thing Nicole Buckley never does is take the Lord’s name in vain. Like, never ever. I wonder who I’m going to get back from Hunt.

      Hunt rears up behind Nicole and puts it back in. The moment he fills her pussy—her cunt—she grunts like a rutting animal. Watching him deconstruct my wife is. Maybe I should be taking notes. Amazingly, I’m even getting hard again.

      “There…you…go…darlin’… Take it…deep…ahhh…Nikki…”

      “Yesss…yesss…fuck me, Gray…fuck me deep…ohmygod…ohhh please…”

      “Fucking cunt…is…worth…every…ahhh…penny…”

      “Ohhh myyy…ohmygod…Gray…use me…fuck me…I’m your…paid…whore…ohmygod…”

      “That’s…my…dirty girl…fuck yeah…Nikki…ahhh yeah…”

      “Fuck mmmeee…fuck your…dirty…ggirrrlll…”

      I swear Hunt tries to break her in half. He drills my wife so hard I’m sure she’s going to shatter. He’s huffing and dripping with sweat, and she takes it all. I don’t know where one orgasm ends and the next one begins. I’ve never been so impressed by her. Nicole is a goddess. I don’t know if the others are still out in the living room, but if they are, they all know exactly how much my wife loves her boss’s cock.
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      Even Grayson Hunt is human. He rides my wife until she’s reduced to a quivering mass of pleasure and finally needs a breather. Nicole slowly melts down beside him. I don’t know how, but the bastard is still hard. Does he ever come? I should be relieved he didn’t fill my wife, but I don’t know how he’s still hard. His meat drips with her juicy ecstasy, showing just how hard he worked Nicole. I think he may actually fuck her all night.

      Nicole blindly fumbles for him until she snuggles against him. She’s still panting and shaking, but she still needs him. I’m afraid that after tonight, she’ll always need him. The possibility gives me a thrill, but I don’t know how I’d live with that. She’s kissing his sweaty chest when her fingers curl around his slick shaft. It’s Nicole’s left hand, and her wedding rings glint in the light like they’re mocking me.

      “Why haven’t you come, baby?” she coos.

      “Because I’m a real fucking man, darlin’. I don’t know what you’re used to, but I fuck hard just like I play hard. I’m not done until I know you are.”

      Nicole’s warm laugh slices right through me. It’s intimate like a lover’s, but also an indictment that I can’t fuck her the way Grayson Hunt can, and she knows it. “Mmm, baby, you’ve given me more than enough. I want you to get what you need, too. You paid enough for it.”

      They both laugh like Nicole being his whore is their shared joke now. She’s rubbing her whole body against his like a cat in heat. My wife likes being his whore. I think I have to face that this was always inside her and I just don’t bring it out.

      “I’m getting all hundred grand out of that cunt, Nikki. Don’t think I’m done with it yet.” Hunt curls his fingers up between her legs from behind. Nicole gasps when they fill her.

      “Ohhh…Gray…I want you to finish…I don’t know how much more…ohhh…I can take…”

      Hunt chuckles. “The Nikki I know isn’t a quitter.”

      “I’m not…” she whines. She works his cock harder with her hand. “I just…ohhh…want you to feel…ohhh…good…too…”

      “You want me to…ahhh…come…”

      “Yessss…baby…”

      “You want my cum…”

      I catch the subtle difference, and I know Nicole does too because she hesitates before answering, “Yes, Gray…”

      “Then show me how you earn it, Nikki.”

      Hunt doesn’t tell her what to do. He doesn’t have to. My wife knows how to take care of her boss. She begins kissing the thick head of his monster. I shift my chair to the side because I need to see this. I don’t care what that says about me. Watching Nicole’s lips stretch around her boss’s girthy beast is so hot I think I’m having a hot flash.

      Nicole hungrily nurses his tip with her eyes closed in concentration. Her eyes flutter open, and she looks stunned when our gazes meet. Her clear blue eyes are filled with lust, but not for me. I think she forgot I was even here. I can’t blame her. She looks away and licks his shaft like a lollypop.

      My wife makes love to Grayson Hunt’s big cock. That’s the only way to describe it. She licks it from root to tip and drags her lips all over it, rubbing his meat all over her face in the process. I don’t even recognize the woman worshipping that cock. It can’t be Nicole. She’s always been incredibly good at giving head—not that I have a comparison—but this is next level. I have to believe she’s been waiting to get another cock in her mouth for years. She’s only ever sucked mine—as far as I know.

      “Ahhh fuck…yesss…Nikki…you do know how to get it…” Hunt strokes her hair but doesn’t push her head down. He doesn’t need to. “You want that mouthful of cum, darlin’…”

      I can’t believe how much she swallows. That bastard must be in her throat, but Nicole doesn’t choke. Her cheeks bulge from his thickness while she slowly bobs like she savors tasting her pussy on him. She’s never gone down on me after sex.

      I don’t want to give the impression we’re boring or have a bad sex life. We still do it all the time. At least a couple of times a week, on average, and it’s always great—or so I thought. Nicole’s behaving like Hunt is right, and she needs a real fucking. But we do make amazing, enthusiastic love. My wife has always loved sex. But we don’t do anything wild. I’ve never seen her behave the way she has with Hunt.

      Nicole does not want a mouthful of cum. She pulls off his meat, leaving it dripping from her hungry mouth, and slides on top of him. Her back is to me, and I see her grab him and fit that beast against her already swollen lips. Watching my wife stretch around him is breathtaking. I was kidding myself that he’s not that much bigger. Hunt’s cock stretches her wide open.

      “Yeah…I knew you’d be eager for it once we started…take it deep, Nikki…”

      “Ohhh…yesss…ohhh myyyy…”

      Nicole settles on him, and I swear her entire body throbs.

      “Ahhh…still so fucking tight…so good, darlin’…”

      My wife gyrates her hips like she needs to know she has every thick inch. Her deep moans are otherworldly. I’d be terrified she won’t even feel me after this if watching it wasn’t so hot. Her ass looks incredible while she works onto him. Nicole trembles like she just got her fix.

      “Work that cunt…ahhh yeah…love watching that tight fucking body working my cock…ahhh…Nikki…”

      “Why…ohhh….can’t you…ohhh yesss…shut…up…”

      “Why don’t you…ahhh yeah…shut me up…darlin’…”

      Nicole accepts the challenge. Watching from behind while she rides him is too much. Her thighs flex, and her rear works and she slides up and down on that thick shaft. I don’t know how she handles it. Her cute little pussy wasn’t built for this. Hunt is going to destroy my wife’s cunt. Deep down, I know he’s making it his.

      I move back to their side. Nicole is low on top of him, making out while her hips work him. Hunt wraps his arms around her, fingers rushing through her silky black hair while he grabs her ass with his other huge hand. My wife is so tiny against him. He whispers something I can’t hear. Nicole moans and nods. I think I hear her moan, yesss. Their moment is so intimate I have to look away. Watching them fuck is hot. This feels like something else.

      Nicole is up when I look back. She sits astride Hunt, driving her hips onto his shaft. Hunt grunts with every thrust, looking pained like she’s almost too tight for him. Her moans are spiraling louder and more frantic. My wife is building to another climax, but this one is on her terms. She’s always loved being on top the most.

      “Ahhh…magical cunt…milking the cum…right out of me…”

      “Yesss…yesss…uhnnn…yesss…ohhh myyy…”

      “You…ahhh…need that cum…Nikki…”

      “Yesss…yesss…yesss…”

      I know she’s just moaning, not answering him, but it sounds like my wife is begging for her boss’s load. He’s been holding her hands, giving her leverage to ride him, but Hunt slides his hands up her slender body and cups her bouncing tits. My stomach tightens again at his rough treatment, but damn, Nicole loves it. The rougher he is, the harder she rides him.

      “Yesss…yesss…ohhh myyy…yesss…Gray…ohhh myyy yesss…”

      “You’re gonna come again, aren’t ya, Princess…”

      “Yesss…yesss…ohhh myyy…fuck yesss…”

      “Come for me…ahhh…Nikki…come on my cock…Princess…”

      Hunt pulls her nipples. Nicole shrieks. She jams her pussy onto him and arches her back so hard I think he’s holding her up by those tortured nipples. She shrieks louder and shakes.

      “Yeah…yeah…ahhh fuck…that cunt is so good when it’s coming…milking the cum right out of my dick…”

      “Yesss…ohhh Gray…come for me, baby…I want to feel it…feel you come…”

      Hearing my wife begging to feel her boss come will be seared in my brain forever. Hunt holds her waist and takes over because Nicole is a mess. His big hands nearly encircle her waist. He keeps her in place and hammers his hips up from the mattress. It’s a move I could never do. Nicole wails, her tits shaking wildly. She grabs his forearms and enjoys the power fucking. I could never do that to her.

      “Fuck…fuck…fuck…Nikkiiii…”

      “Do it! Come, Gray! Ohmygod…fuck me…come for me, baby!”

      Hunt demonstrates his power by rolling them as he starts to come. He roars and puts my wife on her back, pinning her legs to her chest. One of her heels goes flying. She scrambles, I think to pull him closer—sadly, not to keep him from coming inside her—but he grabs both of her wrists with a meaty paw and pins them to the mattress above her head. He grinds his cock deep down into her pussy, pumping his load as deep as possible, rubbing it into her body. Nicole wails louder.

      “Ahhh fuck…fuck…yeah…milk it out of me, Princess…take it all…take that cum…”

      “Ohmygod…ohmygod yesss…ohhh yesss, Gray…oh god yesss, Gray…”

      Nicole’s voice is so low it’s like she’s possessed. I think her orgasm found another gear. Hunt lets her legs slip down, and they wrap around him. Her hips grind back at him. My wife wants every drop of her boss’s load. His thick meat keeps her plugged, trapping it all inside her.

      I swear he’s trying to breed my wife. And Nicole’s body craves being bred by a powerful man. It’s a base need. Watching it tickles something primal in my brain. I want to crush his skull with a rock and reclaim her, but watching the man trying to breed my pliant wife sizzles through me like a potent drug.

      Hunt releases her hands. Nicole holds his face with both and softly kisses him. It’s a lovers’ kiss. Her wedding rings glint at me from his stubbled cheek.

      My wife sighs with deep contentment. “Oh my… Gray. That was…”

      Hunt chuckles and kisses her again. His cock still plugs her. Did he even go soft? “That was the best hundred grand I’ve ever spent.” They both laugh and kiss. They can’t stop kissing each other. This does not feel like a business transaction. He tells her, “Stick around, and I’ll give you round two, Nikki.”

      I expect her to say she’s his all night. I’m pleased when my wife pushes on his chest.

      “Sorry, Gray. That buy-in only covered fucking me once.” She smiles up at him like she would definitely love another round but keeps pushing, and Hunt dismounts.

      It feels to me like Hunt fucked my wife more than once. He had Nicole on her back, plowed her from behind, and she rode his cock like a wildcat, but I guess he only came once, so it’s one time. I’d like one of my times to go that long.

      “Most expensive piece of ass I’ve ever had,” Hunt says, watching her roll out of bed. She’s shaky on her feet and kicks off her other heel. I guess a woman can get fucked until she walks funny. He must love the view when she bends over to gather her dress off the floor.

      “I think I’m worth it.” She wiggles into her dress as she pulls it up. I love the way her tits bounce. Nicole seems to have forgotten about her thong.

      “No doubt, Nikki. No doubt. I’m a satisfied customer.”

      Nicole laughs. “Darn, Gray. Don’t make me sound like so much of a whore. This was a one-time thing.”

      “If you guys ever need money… Or if you want to test your poker skills again…”

      “One-time thing, Gray. I am not open for business. I trust everything will be normal when we get back home?” Damn, I love how smooth and cool this woman is. I hope she’s still mine.

      “Suit yourself, Nikki. I’ll be cool tomorrow morning.”

      “More like today, but I’m taking the rest of the day off. Justin and I are going to spend the day together. I don’t want any questions about the charges to my room.”

      “Go wild.” I hear his unsaid, again.

      “Come on, baby. Let’s go.” Nicole holds out her hand. What is she thinking watching me tuck my dick away? I’m hard again. I would have joined their finish if they’d lasted a few moments longer.

      I take her hand, and Nicole leads me away. Hunt calls out before we’re through the door.

      “You’re a lucky man, Buckley. Don’t ever take a fine piece of ass like Nikki for granted.”

      I don’t care that he got my name wrong—again. I don’t care about his condescending smile. Sure, he had my wife, but I’m the one who’s leaving with her. I still win. “Never will, Hunt. I never will.”

      Taylor and Mazzeo are gone when we pass through the suite. Garvey and Melanie are still there. I think they stayed to listen to Nicole being devastated by Hunt. Melanie is bent over, and Garvey rides her from behind. Both of her arms and pulled back, and her huge tits swing wildly beneath her. They watch us with something like longing as we leave.

      “I’ll see you in the office on Tuesday morning, Lawrence,” Nicole says.

      “Very good, Nicole. Enjoy the rest of the trip,” he answers.

      Nicole is all over me the moment the elevator door closes. She pins me to the back wall and pulls me down into an intense kiss, jamming her tongue into my mouth. I suck it hungrily. I taste everything she did and don’t care. My cock throbs. We’re so into it that the elevator door opens and closes on our floor. I push my hands inside the wide V in the front of her dress. Nicole purrs into our kiss. She only stops when I try to pull it off her shoulders.

      “Not here, baby,” she gasps.

      “Sorry, I wasn’t thinking. I just…”

      “Don’t apologize, Justin. You’re the most wonderful husband for giving me this. I’m yours if you still want me. Just not in the elevator.”

      I bitterly think that she’d let Hunt fuck her right there with the doors open, but I let it slide. “I want you, Nicole. You’re all I want. All I’ve ever wanted.”

      “I’m yours, baby. I hope you still know that after tonight. I’m sorry for how I acted with him. I didn’t think it would be like that. I really thought it would just be…”

      Instead of saying, I told you so, I say, “You were transcendent tonight, Nicole. It was hard to watch, but you were incredible. It was a gift to see you like that.”

      “Even with another man?” She rubs my cock through my pants when she asks it. She knows the answer.

      “Yes, Nicole. I meant what I said. It’s only ever been us. You deserved this chance. I don’t want you having any regrets. This night was for you, not for him. That’s what I will remember.”

      Nicole squeezes me, and I groan. “And maybe you, Justin. You’ll have to explain this, but later.” She turns and hits our floor button again. “Right now, we need to go back to our room so I can reward you for being the best husband ever. I love you so much, Justin.”

      “I’m just lucky enough to have the best wife ever. I’ve never loved you more, Nicole.”

      We kiss, and she says, “Let’s go.” I’m dragged back to our room.

      I can’t wait to sink my dick into her well-used, cum-filled pussy. I won’t last, but I don’t think she’ll care. Nicole has had enough tonight. I know we’ll both pass out the moment I add my load to Grayson Hunt’s.

      They swore everything would be normal on Tuesday morning at work, but I don’t believe that for a second. I saw how they looked at each other. This only whetted Hunt’s appetite for my wife. And I know Nicole will crave what he has. I’m realistic enough to admit that.

      I opened this door, so I can’t be angry at her. And I’m not selfish enough to deny her what Hunt gives her that I can’t. When the time comes, we’ll figure out an arrangement. Hunt can have her body when Nicole needs it because I know her heart will always be mine.

      Nicole and Justin’s adventure doesn’t end here. They can’t go back to their normal lives after what they’ve done. If you’d like to find out what happens to our new favorite suburban couple when Grayson Hunt invites them on an hotwife cruise, The Hotwife Cruise: Nicole, can be ordered by clicking THIS LINK.
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