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      Joel West was late for his final appointment of the day. By the time he reached the downtown office building, it was quitting time for most. He rode the elevator up to the sixth floor, where the offices of Fairwind Logistics began, and stepped off as others were stepping in. They exchanged nods. He knew some of them, but none by name.

      A young, pretty blonde perked up behind the reception desk. “Hey, Joel.”

      “Good to see you, Kristi.”

      He knew the receptionist by name. He’d been working this account for a few months now, upgrading their conference rooms, and she always seemed happy to see him. She had a bright, dimpled smile that reached her sky-blue eyes, and Joel found himself smiling right back.

      “She’s expecting you,” Kristi said, already reaching for her phone. “Though I think she’s just finishing up another meeting.”

      “No rush.” He leaned against the desk. “How’s the new system treating you?”

      “Honestly? I don’t know what half of it does.” She smiled. “But people seem to like it.”

      Kristi rang ahead, and Joel badged through the glass door into the main office. The floor was thinning out, a few stragglers gathering bags and jackets, monitors going dark. He smiled at a few of the employees as he passed, and like everyone else at Fairwind Logistics, they knew him as the “IT guy” and nothing else. Certainly not the husband of the office manager, Elise—the woman who was expecting him.

      Not even Kristi knew that they were married.

      There was nothing shady about the contract. Joel had won it legitimately, and Elise had no part in the decision. He just hadn’t disclosed that he was married to the office manager who was overseeing the implementation. Neither of them saw it as an issue, but they still chose to keep it quiet.

      Joel spotted Elise coming out of one of the conference rooms on the far side of the cubicle floor. Behind her was a broad-shouldered, square-jawed guy. His dark-haired, petite wife made the guy look larger than life. He was a living, breathing embodiment of every woman’s fantasy.

      Reid Hartley. Elise mentioned him—more than once. Even that name sounded like something from one of the romance novels that she was hooked on. Joel felt a stab of jealousy as he watched this man lean close and say something to her that made her laugh.

      Slowing his pace before encountering them gave Joel the time to remember that he was just the IT guy. An unremarkable professional doing an unremarkable job, laptop bag over one shoulder, friendly and unassuming. Reid still hadn’t looked at him. Why would he? Joel was furniture. Background noise. The man definitely didn’t know Joel’s name.

      When Elise saw him approaching, she didn’t react beyond the tug of a little smile. She kept up her conversation with Reid, who still didn’t acknowledge Joel at all until he was right up near them.

      “Hey, Reid, I need to deal with this.” She gestured towards Joel. “It’s about the conference room cameras acting up.”

      Reid nodded with a smug smile. “Definitely don’t want those acting up,” he said.

      Elise glanced at Joel before responding to her colleague. “It was good to finally align on the Amazon account. I’ll follow up with you tomorrow.”

      “Definitely good to align.” He started to walk away, but said over his shoulder, “Find me before you head out.”

      He headed in the opposite direction from Joel, leaving the couple alone.

      “So, I heard your teleconferencing software is acting up?” Joel asked, doing his best to keep the smile from his lips.

      Elise was having the same trouble. He saw the smile in her large, dark eyes, like they were both about to burst out laughing, but they both knew better. He’d felt like this the first time they went to a bar pretending to be strangers, and she’d come over to hit on him. He loved that feeling—of hiding something, of being part of a secret, of possibly getting caught.

      “Yes,” she replied. “Let me take you back to the server room. Maybe you can help.”

      He followed her through the nearly empty office, watching the way the burgundy dress moved with her. The dress was new and sexy, but still office-appropriate. It cinched around her waist with a matching burgundy belt. He checked her out, trying to see her through the eyes of Reid Hartley rather than as her husband. He decided they both liked what they saw.

      The server room was located on the second of four floors that Fairwind Logistics occupied. It was business as usual when they passed Kristi on their way to the elevator and waited for the car to arrive. Once the doors closed, Elise sidled a little closer, her hip bumping his.

      “You will not believe the kinds of…issues…that we’re having on those cameras,” she said. Her professional demeanor fell away into a playful smile as she brushed a strand of dark hair over her ear.

      “I’m eager to help you troubleshoot.”

      Elise snorted, but before she could say more, the doors opened. They stepped out, and a handful of workers filed in on their way out. A few knew Elise and told her to have a good night. She was back to being her professional self.

      The floor was vacant after hours. The cubicles were lit, but empty. The conference rooms and meeting spaces were dark. Joel thought about how many hours he’d spent installing all of the tech on that floor.

      The server room was down a wide service hallway that also served as a catering space. Elise badged him in through the doorway into the now-familiar space. Racks of equipment lined the walls, humming and blinking in the dim light. A desk with a workstation sat at the far end, tidy papers in front, a nice office chair pushed up against it.

      The door clicked shut behind her, and Joel turned, pulling her into his arms at last. “So, what, exactly, is the problem with your state-of-the-art system?”

      “Well, I find it best if I show you, rather than explain,” she playfully whispered.

      “Mmm, yes,” he moaned, nuzzling her freckled nose with his.

      Elise had a little nose stud on her right nostril, a cute little thing that hinted at the vixen she hid beneath her professional persona. Before he could actually kiss her, though, she pulled back.

      “The boardroom’s been giving us particular trouble. I’d… start there,” she suggested.

      With that, she left Joel in the server room. The door clicked shut behind her, leaving him alone in the cool, dim room with the hum of the servers. The blinking green indicator lights on the servers were almost hypnotic. The server room felt like a cocoon from the rest of the world.

      Setting his bag down, he took out his laptop and plugged into the system. The diagnostics he ran didn’t turn up any trouble. He cycled through all the cameras in the system, and they all came up clean. To be safe, he power-cycled the cameras.

      The routine kept his hands and his mind busy, and he didn’t think about his wife strolling down the hall, into the elevator, and up two floors to the boardroom. His heart rate elevated anyway. How could it not?

      When the system came back online, his heart skipped a beat. His shaking hand made the pointer skip when he guided it to Third Floor Boardroom - Cam 2, and clicked it.

      Then the boardroom equipment switched to active, and Joel’s heart skipped a beat. His fingers shook as he guided the pointer to the Board Room—technically “Board Room - Floor 3 - Camera 2” and clicked it.
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      “Everything taken care of?”

      Reid leaned against the long board table, his hands resting behind him in a way that put his powerful physique on display.

      The view wasn’t from the camera mounted over the main screen in the room, but one of the secondary cameras mounted in the ceiling off to the side. It was used for larger external events, when it was important to display the speaker. In this case, though, it afforded a perfect view of what was to come.

      “All taken care of,” Elise said, closing the door behind her. The glass walls frosted over with the tap of a button, affording them privacy. “Now…” She advanced slowly into the room, her hand going to the belt of her wrap dress. “...tell me what you want.”

      “You,” he replied, pushing off the table.

      Reid crossed to her with an easy confidence that Joel found aggravating to watch. When the other man’s hands found Elise’s waist and pulled her in, that aggravation turned into uncomfortable jealousy.

      She tilted her head as she looked up at him, her dark hair falling away from her neck. Reid traced his hand up her body, the slender column of her neck, with an intimate familiarity that tightened Joel’s stomach.

      And then, they were kissing.

      Joel gasped. His pants tightened. With trembling hands, he groped at his bag and pulled out his headphones. He switched them on without looking away from the screen. Most importantly, he pressed record on the video feed before he was too caught up and forgot.

      His wife kissed Reid while the man explored her body with his hands. He paused to tug at her belt. Elise pulled her lips from his and shook her head ever so slightly as she caught his wrists.

      “No need to rush,” she said, contradicting herself by pulling his shirt out of his trousers. “We are here. All alone.”

      Her hands slid up his chest, and she loosened his tie herself, taking her time with it, her dark eyes on his face while she worked. Reid was still except for the rise and fall of his chest, letting her take the lead.

      Elise whipped his tie free and tossed it onto the long, polished table behind him. “Take your shirt off,” she commanded. “I want to see those muscles again.”

      Again. Joel loved that. Again.

      Reid regained his swagger, slipped his buttons one at a time as Elise worked his belt open. Then his zipper. Then his pants dropping. He was hard. Joel saw how Reid stretched his black boxer-briefs. Elise went right for it, small hands rubbing him, her wedding band catching the light and flashing at the camera.

      “You want me to take care of this?” she asked quietly.

      Reid nodded.

      She stepped closer, pushing her hand into his boxers and groped his erection. She kissed the corner of his jaw. “Say it.”

      “I… I want you to take care of me.”

      Elise lifted her gaze to the camera, right at Joel, and smiled. Pulling back, she met Reid’s eyes and nodded. “That’s more like it.”

      Then, slowly, she sank to her knees before the man, dragging his underwear down with her.

      Reid sprang free. Everything about the man was large. The visual was so fucking erotic. Elise, still in her work dress, her heels, her hair in her work bun, on her knees before her naked coworker. His hands braced on the glass-topped conference table behind him.

      She licked along the full length of his dick, teasing the crown with the tip of her tongue. Her eyes were locked on Reid’s the whole time. He whimpered.

      Time seemed to stop when she wrapped her lips around him and began sucking.

      Elise worked him slowly, taking her time, dragging out the agony. Pulling back, she ran her tongue down his length and sucked his balls into her mouth, one at a time, watching his face. His head fell back, and his knuckles whitened against the table edge.

      Releasing his balls, she opened wide and took every inch into her mouth—down her throat—until her lips met the shaved skin at the base. She held there, eagerly sucking. Reid released a shuddering breath, his hips involuntarily pushing forward.

      She abruptly withdrew. “Still.” A command, not a suggestion.

      Reid went still.

      She took him deep again, even slower the second time. He tensed, body rigid with the strain of not moving or speaking. That seemed to be what she sought because she pulled off him entirely and sat back on her heels. Her lipstick was gone, but her hair was still impeccably in its bun.

      “Please,” he groaned.

      Elise looked up at him and smiled. Then she rose to her feet, reached back, and unbelted the dress herself. It opened easily, revealing a black bra and a scrap of matching underwear that served almost no purpose other than to tempt. And tempt it did.

      The dress fell the floor with a shrug. Reid reached for her, large hands moving over Elise as their lips came together in a deep kiss. He smoothly unhooked her bra. She shed it and he eagerly kissed her neck, moving to her shoulder, exploring all that exposed flesh. He cupped her bare tits.

      “Ready to fuck me, Reid?” she purred, moving past him to bend over the table.  Bracing her hands on the glass surface, she thrust her ass out and looked back over her shoulder.

      He answered by peeling her thong over her hips. She stepped out of it, naked but for her heels. Cock in hand, he pressed in behind her.

      “Forgetting something?” she coolly asked.

      Reid blinked at her, confused for a moment. “Right. I’m sorry, I’m just…”

      “Eager? I can tell. But you know the rules.”

      “Right.”

      He fished something out of his trouser pocket. A condom. He fumbled with the foil packet. Elise sighed, bored. Joel laughed in the server room. He loved watching his sweet wife dominate a cocky man like Reid. Finally sheathed, Reid moved in and positioned his cock against her. She wiggled her hips, planting her heels, and braced herself to take that big dick.

      “Uh!” she groaned when he thrust into her.

      Joel watched her face as it went slack with pleasure, eyes shutting, lips parting. She dropped her head forward, her bun finally slipping as Reid began to slowly roll his hips.

      In the room, all alone, Joel opened his pants and started to stroke himself. This was his favorite part of these games—the moment when his wife shone.

      Elise glanced up at the camera—Third Floor Boardroom - Cam 2—and smiled. At Joel.

      This is as much for you as it is for me, baby.

      “Make him work.” Joel’s excited utterance was for him alone.

      Looking over her shoulder, she taunted the office heartthrob. “Is that all you’ve got?”

      Joel chuckled. Reid looked flustered, but he stepped up to the challenge, tightened his grip on her hips, and found his rhythm. Elise braced against the table and took it. She fucked him right back, pushing her hips back hard into him.

      Her eyes locked onto the camera once more. Reid had no idea who she was looking at.

      “Come on. You’ve got such a big… dick. Use it. I want you to fuck me. Not make love⁠—”

      The taunt died in her throat when Reid found another gear and unleashed his full power on her. Elise held that gaze through the camera for another moment before hanging her head and closing her dark eyes, losing herself in the thrill of what a big dick could do to her when used properly.

      “Yes. Like that. Fuck… me!”

      Reid grunted, slamming into her.

      “Harder,” she demanded.

      He tried, pushed himself.

      “Harder than that.” Elise gasped out the words.

      Reid snapped his hips forward, and her hands slid on the glass, catching herself. She slammed back against him, meeting his thrusts. She whimpered in ecstasy.

      Joel was there with her through the camera, watching, listening, and falling in love with his filthy wife all over again. The office manager. The organizer. The woman everyone thought was so sweet.

      “Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, give me… what I fucking need, baby!”

      Reid sounded like he was deflating. But he didn’t stop. He kept pounding her harder and faster. Joel pounded his dick just as quickly. Reid found a deeper angle. She gripped the table, white-knuckled.

      Joel forgot to breathe.

      Glancing back to her husband through the camera, Elise wailed, “Fuck, I’m coming.” She clenched her teeth and gritted out one final order. “But not you. Not… yet…”

      The command was directed at both men, and they both obeyed, as she gasped and cried out, hands braced on the conference table, her hair finally tumbling free from the bun. But she wasn’t done. Not yet. She had a robust appetite, and that was only the first course.

      Reid pulled out, still hard, dripping with her, and Elise turned around, boosting herself onto the conference table. “Not bad. You’re getting better at that.” She reached down and squeezed his latex-sheathed dick. “Bet you’re eager to come.”

      He nodded. Reid Hartley, the arrogant guy who’d barely acknowledged Joel earlier, had been reduced to an obedient pupil.

      “Come here,” Elise commanded, hooking the pointed toe of her high-heeled shoe behind his hip and pulling him closer.

      The visual was enthralling. Two sexy coworkers in the boardroom after hours—Elise perched on the table, Reid smiling down at her. Their nudity was jarring in that setting. Joel was mesmerized.

      Elise gripped her lover by the back of the neck and pulled him in for a hard kiss. His resistance was weak, another play for dominance failing. She was in control and denied him. Instead, she leaned farther back and smiled, opening her thighs.

      Joel couldn’t see her face at that angle, but he had a perfect view between her legs, right up to her dark landing strip. The camera was exactly lined up to capture Reid Hartley’s enormous cock sink into her compact body once again, sliding in with no resistance.

      Reid didn’t need instruction—to be coaxed to go harder or faster. He came down on her hard, urgently, as she wrapped her legs around him.

      These two fucked. Not a bit of it was tender. Elise grabbed his face and kissed him like she wanted to swallow him whole. Her heels bit into his buttocks. Reid responded with everything he had left.

      The heavy slab of a table shifted. A phone clattered to the floor. They didn’t notice, locked in on each other. Joel didn’t notice either. He was busy edging himself, knowing that he wasn’t allowed to come. Not yet. Not until she gave permission.

      Elise clawed at Reid’s back and bit his shoulder, demanding, “Don’t hold back, you fucking prick! Don’t puss out on me now!”

      Reid poured everything into her. Sweat dripped from his impressive physique, his thick arms shaking with exertion. He was a man at his breaking point, trying to hold out with everything he had.

      And then it was over.

      His finish was loud and sudden, his entire body seizing. Elise locked her legs around him, trapping him deep inside her while he spent himself. She was right there, finishing with him, head thrown back, her hand slipping across the glass, streaking it with sweat. Her head thumped against the thick glass, and she gasped again, arching her chest at Reid as the last of her orgasm faded.

      The violence of their coupling was gone as quickly as it had arrived. One moment, Elise was taking a dick. The next Reid Hartley was stumbling back into a conference chair, his dick shrinking into his spent condom.

      “Don’t get your come on that chair,” she warned without even looking at him.

      Reid pushed out of the chair and gathered his scattered clothing. While his back was turned, Elise looked to the camera and smiled, mouthing soon to her husband.

      “I’m keeping this,” she said, snatching his tie from the table and wrapping it around her fist like boxing tape.

      “That’s my tie.”

      “And now it’s my trophy. Don’t tell me you’ve never taken a girl’s panties.”

      “You know how much that tie cost?” he complained, defeated, like he knew the tie was already hers.

      “You have any idea how much lingerie costs?”

      “Well, enjoy it. A souvenir for the best sex of your life.”

      Elise laughed, sitting up. Her bun was ruined, and her hair fell over her shoulders in dark waves. “You were good, with a little coaching. But let’s not get crazy.” She raked her fingers through her hair. “You can see yourself out.”

      And like that, he was dismissed.
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      Joel heard the double beep of a keycard, and the server-room door opened. It was well after hours, but fear still spiked through him at the thought of a random stranger coming through that door while his pants were around his knees. But it could only be his wife.

      Elise looked at his cock, still hard and jutting up, and grinned.

      “Enjoy the show?”

      She dressed, composed and proper, but her hair was still loose and her lipstick completely worn away.

      “Always. You looked like you had fun.”

      “With some coaxing.” She stepped into the room and the door clicked shut behind her. “That man’s ego gets in the way of his dick.”

      “The ego is probably a product of the dick.”

      “Such a shame,” Elise sighed. “It happens far too often.”

      Joel crooked his finger toward her, and she glided over, floating down to her knees between his legs. “An ego like that must be earned,” he said, running his hand through his wife’s hair, fist tightening just enough to draw a gasp. Her nipples pressed through her dress. She obviously hadn’t bothered with her bra.

      “You think you’ve earned it?” she asked, lifting a brow.

      “That’s for you to decide, not me.”

      Elise grinned. “Good answer.” She dipped and took him into her mouth.

      She worked him slowly, hand braced on his thigh. Joel kept his fist loose in her hair, letting her set the pace. He knew not to direct unless he was close. He got close quickly. He’d edged himself too long, and his fuse was short. He tightened his grip, and she got the message, pulling off with a slurp.

      Together, they got her belt open and tore at her dress. She was naked beneath, just as Joel had suspected, and he couldn’t help himself from leaning in and feasting on her nipples. But as good as that felt for Elise, she needed more.

      “Put it on,” she hissed in his ear as she turned around in his lap to face the screen. “I want to watch.”

      Joel reached around her, awkwardly fumbling with the laptop until the recording of Reid and Elise began to play.

      “...tell me what you want,” she demanded on the video.

      Elise guided Joel inside her as she watched, settling onto her husband with a slow exhale.

      “I feel what he did to you… Stretched you out,” Joel marveled.

      “You’re just going to have to work harder then,” she moaned.

      “Give me the tie.”

      She reached and pulled it from her purse. A silky cornflower blue with yellow dots. “This tie?”

      He took it, looped it around her throat, and moaned, “This exact tie.”

      She leaned back against him, her hands finding his forearms as he tightened the tie. On the screen, Reid was crossing to her with that easy confidence, his hands finding her waist.

      Joel tightened his grip on the tie.

      Elise’s breath caught. Her hips began to move.

      They watched together. Joel let her set the pace this time, his free hand sliding over her hip, her stomach, finding where she needed him. On screen, Elise was already taking control, slowing Reid down, making him wait. She watched herself work in the boardroom and rolled her hips harder.

      “Just look at that guy,” Joel said against her ear. “You’ve got him wrapped around your finger.”

      He tightened the tie around her neck. She hissed in pleasure. He sensed how close she was, wound up from teasing her lover, their illicit sex, and performing for her husband. Joel knew that watching herself drop to her knees and suck off Reid had her teetering on the edge. Elise rode him harder as he cinched the tie even tighter—just the way she liked it. She dug her nails into his forearm.

      Joel knew just what she needed and gave it to her, thrusting up into her faster and faster, the tie slowly tightening. Elise grew frantic as her access to oxygen dwindled. He knew this game well. They’d played it so many times, and he knew her limits, her safe words, her wild desires. She thrived on taking control, but loved surrendering it to the right man even more. Her husband was always that man.

      He timed it perfectly. Her final climax swelled while on screen, Elise was bent over the glass table and let another man have her. She was crimson, with unfocused eyes as the last of her air was choked away. And then just as she peaked, he released the makeshift garotte.

      Oxygen flooded in, fueling the fire of her orgasm. Elise screamed loudly enough to alert anyone left in the building. She didn’t care. Her chest heaved as the intensity of her reclamation hit her.

      Joel was right there. He’d been waiting even longer, but held out for her. When he felt her pussy squeeze and flex around his shaft, he finally erupted inside of her. His come filled her, hot and slick, and Elise cried out even louder.

      For a long moment, neither of them moved. She slumped back against his chest, her breath coming in slow waves. His hands sat loose on her hips. On the screen, she was still performing in the boardroom, but neither of them was paying attention. They were spent.

      Joel reached past her and closed the laptop.

      “Hi,” Elise whispered.

      “Hi.”

      She turned around in his lap, tucking her legs up, and lay her head against his shoulder. He pulled the disheveled burgundy dress loosely around her. The server room hummed.

      “That recording isn’t saved on our system where someone could find it, right?” she asked.

      “Of course not. Only on my personal laptop.”

      “Good.” She was quiet for a moment. “I liked that you were watching.”

      “I could tell. You kept looking at the camera.”

      She giggled. “You liked watching.”

      “Always.”

      She tapped her nails on the laptop and said, “I’d like to see what that’s like sometime. Watching.”

      “Oh?” he asked, surprised. She’d never mentioned that before.

      “Yeah, I’m curious.”

      “You are always curious.” He kissed her.

      “You know… I heard that the receptionist has a crush on our IT consultant.” She glanced back at him. Neither of them could stop smiling.

      “That so?”

      “Mmm hmm.” Elise kissed him softly on the lips. She must have felt him stiffening again inside her, because her smile broadened. “Just thought you should know.”
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      I stare at the coin in my hand and remember everything it represents.  My wedding day, the day Irene became my wife.  It was also the day I let her fuck six other people. That was a year ago, and now I’m faced with trying to come up with a gift for our first anniversary. I need to find a solution because the day has arrived. But what do you get for your wife after you gave her that on her wedding day?

      Everything changed for us on our wedding day. Before that, we only fucked each other, but I’d had this kink for a long time, and I’d discussed it with Irene. We’d just never acted on it. That’s a huge leap. And then I surprised her with this coin. Okay, it’s more accurate to say I surprised our friends with the brothel coin, and they surprised her with it.

      Irene fucked five guys—and one girl—that day, but we’ve been monogamous ever since. We’ve discussed opening things up again, but it’s never been the right time. I’m beginning to think that our anniversary might be the perfect occasion to revisit my kink.

      I feel a light tap on my shoulder. I know it’s my wife by her scent before I even turn around and see her beautiful peachy face. She kisses me, keeping her tongue to herself since I’m at work and anyone might walk by my office door.

      “This is a nice surprise,” I say.

      “I thought I’d bring my husband lunch on this special day.”

      “And what day would that be?” I reply, nonchalant.

      Irene smacks me playfully upside the head.  “Our anniversary, you dolt.”  She hands me a brown paper bag and takes a seat across the desk from me.

      “Is this my anniversary gift?”

      “Oh, no,” she says before leaning over the desk to whisper.  “I’ll be giving you that tonight.”

      “I can’t wait.”

      “So, what’s that?”  My wife is pointing at the coin I’ve been flipping in my hand.

      “Oh, just one of those brothel coins.  You remember.”

      Irene gets a wistful look. The longing in her eyes would wreck a lesser man. “Yeah, how could I forget.  My pussy was sore for a week.  So, what are you doing with it here?”

      I look at her and think about lying, but decide that telling her the truth is best.

      “Well, I was going to wait until tonight, but since you’re here, I might as well give it to you right now.”

      “That’s my anniversary gift?”  She gives me an incredulous look.  “Aren’t I supposed to let the person who gives me this have free use of my body for the night?”

      That’s how it worked on our wedding night.  I handed out five coins, and she was freely available to whoever redeemed the coins. Irene literally couldn’t say no—to anything.

      Irene tucks a strand of her blonde hair behind her ear and gives me a wicked smile.  “But you’re my husband, you know I’ll do whatever you want without giving me a coin.”

      I pause to work up the nerve to explain my new plan. Irene is a wild woman in bed, and our sex life is awesome.  But I long for the thrill we had at our reception, when I watched her go off with other men, not knowing what unspeakable acts they’d ask of her. I still get hard every time I think about it.  I miss that wild, reckless feeling, and I hope that she does, too.

      “I’m giving you the coin to give to someone else.”

      My wife’s eyes went wide with disbelief.

      “You mean, you want me to sleep with another man…again?”

      I lean over the desk and give her a dead serious look.  “No, I want you to fuck another man.  And this time, you get to pick the lucky winner.  But once you do, he gets to do whatever he wants to you.”

      “Anything?” She looks dubious.

      “Well, anything you’re willing to do.  Obviously, you need a safe word. This is about your enjoyment.”

      Irene sits back and stares out the window.  I see she’s contemplating her options.

      “And I get to pick the man I give it to?”

      “Yes.”

      My cock thickens as I try to consider who she might pick.

      “And all he has to do is accept the coin, and I’ll be his freeuse slut for the night?”

      I nod.

      One look at her smile and I realize how foolish it was to stress over how she’d accept my anniversary gift. “Oh, sweetheart. Letting me fuck another man on our anniversary is the perfect present.”

      “Well, I mean, I’m giving you the coin as an anniversary gift.  The time and place it gets used is up to whoever you give it to.”

      “I suppose, but a girl can hope, can’t she? I think I’ll be a little offended if I give the coin to someone and he decides to bank it.”  My wife slips the coin into her purse.

      We sit there basking in the sexy insanity of what’s about to happen. I love seeing what the gift does to Irene. It’s a reminder of just how lucky I am. She comes around the desk for a deep kiss. As she straightens to leave, my boss, Frank Andrews, comes into my office.

      “I hope I’m not interrupting,” he says.

      I hope he didn’t overhear our conversation.

      “No, I was just leaving,” Irene replies. “I didn’t distract him for too long.”

      “And you are?” my boss asks, taking his time looking her up and down before turning to me.

      “Oh, sorry, Mr. Andrews,” I say, rising behind my desk. The way he’s looking at her causes me to put a possessive hand on the small of her back. “This is Irene, my wife.”

      My wife offers her hand for a shake, but my boss, ever the old-fashioned gentleman, takes her hand and gives it a light kiss.

      “You can call me, Frank,” he says.  “A pleasure to meet you.”

      My wife blushes.  “Nice to meet you, too, Frank.”

      “Don’t let me break up your visit. I was just going to ask Bob a question about the Trentech account.”

      “Like I said, I was just leaving.  I have an appointment I must get to.  I was just dropping off lunch.”

      “No worries.  Bob, I’ll send you an email.  Irene, again, it was a pleasure.”

      Mr. Andrews doesn’t wait for a reply.  He leaves and closes the door to my office behind him.

      “An appointment?” I ask.

      “Yeah.  I want to look good for our special night.  And I need to do some shopping.”

      My cock pulses in my pants as I think of what special delights my wife has in store for me.

      “Well, I won’t hold you up any longer,” I tell her.  I walk around my desk and kiss her goodbye, slipping my tongue between her lips, which brings a low moan. “God, you’re so sexy.”

      “I’m glad you think so, love.”  She gives my ass a squeeze.  “Don’t be home late.”

      “Oh, I won’t.” I have to adjust myself after that squeeze.  We’ve been married a year, and my wife can still get me hard with the simplest gestures.  “Love you.”

      “Love you, too,” Irene says as she turns to leave my office.

      I would love to stay and watch her ass sway as she walks away, but I’m called away by my ringing phone.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      It takes about ten minutes to deal with the phone call.  Once that’s done, I grab the sandwich my wife has packed for me—roast beef and cheddar—and open the email my boss has just sent. I sigh when I see what he wants. That’s my afternoon shot. This is going to take hours.

      I spend the next few hours running the numbers on a company we’re considering absorbing and writing up an analysis for Mr. Andrews. My brain is fried by the end. I’m typing the report when my phone rings.

      I am just starting to type up my report when my office phone buzzes.  It’s Mr. Andrews.

      “Bob, how’s the Trentech report coming?” The words come through without preamble.  He’s a fair boss, but he’s not one for small talk. It’s all business with Mr. Andrews.

      “Just putting everything together now.  I’ll have it ready in half an hour and I’ll email it over.”

      “No, no.  Print it out and bring it to my office.  I’m sure I’ll have questions.”

      He hangs up before I can reply.

      I sit and stare at the phone and wonder what’s going on. In the two months I’ve been with the company, Frank Andrews has never called me to his office. I’m good at what I do, and sure of my analysis, so I’m not worried about my work product, but being so new, I don’t know the rhythms of the company yet. I don’t know if being called to the boss’s office is a good thing or a bad thing. All of that weighs on me as I finalize the report and take it down to Mr. Andrews’s office.

      The differences between our spaces couldn’t be more stark. My office is still pretty spartan because I haven’t found time to personalize it yet. I don’t even have a photo of Irene up. Frank Andrews, on the other hand, has been vice-president of acquisitions for three years and his corner office feels very lived in.

      His large, sturdy, wooden desk is not standard office issue. The walls are decorated with personal mementos, like a signed, game-worn soccer kit—Manchester City— and a picture of him shaking hands with President Obama on a golf course.  A small drinks cart is tucked into a corner on the left, and it looks well-stocked. The bookshelves lining the right wall hold a wide selection of titles ranging from technical manuals to rare first editions.

      Mr. Andrews is standing behind his desk when I come in, staring out the floor-to-ceiling window that overlooks a premier level golf course.  He’s a handsome blonde man in his fifties, about twenty years older than I am, with sharp blue eyes.  He slips something into his pocket before addressing me.

      “Grab a drink,” he says without turning from the windows.

      I wonder how he knew I was there, then I see my reflection in the glass.

      I pour myself a glass of club soda.  I’m tempted to add a splash of gin, but resist.

      He finally turns and gestures to one of the large brown leather chairs in front of his desk. “Have a seat.”  He grabs his own drink off his desk—looks like whiskey on the rocks—and joins me. “Okay, let me see it.”

      I hand him the file, and he skims it for a few minutes.

      “Good, good.  Yeah, that works,” he murmurs without looking up from the report.

      I haven’t said a word since I’d arrived.  I watch as he reads the report.  He frowns a few times, then nods his head.

      “I didn’t think of that.”  Mr. Andrews looks up at me.  “Is this all your work?”

      “Yeah.  The numbers pretty much speak for themselves.  But the analysis is mine.”

      “Good.”  He tosses the file onto his desk.  “So, enough business.”

      “I thought you had questions?”

      “I do. But they’re not about business.  Well, not directly.”

      That nervous feeling returns.

      “Tell me, Bob, are you happy working here?”

      “Oh, yes, sir. I am.”

      “Why?”

      I think for a moment.  I’m not sure telling him I love the large paycheck is exactly the right answer.

      “Well.  It’s the first job I’ve ever had where I have my own office.  I like that.”

      Mr. Andrews laughs and gestures for me to continue.

      “And I love what I do.  I love numbers.  I love counting them, analyzing them, playing with them.”

      “Let’s hope you don’t play with them too much.”

      “Oh, no. No.”  I’m scared I’ve blown it.  I hope he doesn’t think I was implying that I cook the numbers.

      “Settle down, I’m only joking.  Go on,” he says. He must have read my expression. I don’t know how I feel knowing that he can see right through me.

      “I just like numbers.  And to be truthful.  I like the number that’s on my paystub every two weeks.”

      “There you go.”

      “I mean, that’s not all.  But you get the picture.”

      Now it’s my boss’s turn to pause.  He takes another sip of his drink.  He swirls his glass and the ice cube inside tinkles along the edge.

      “That’s all well and good, but how are things at home? How’s your home life?”

      “Oh, excellent.  You met my wife, Irene.  We’re very happy together.”

      “And she doesn’t think we make you work too hard, does she?  Make you work too many hours?”

      “Mr. Andrews, I’ve worked here for over two months, and I don’t think I’ve ever had to stay longer than thirty minutes past quitting time.”

      “That’s wonderful.  The company thinks work-life balance is important.  And by the company, I mean me.  I think it’s important.  I want you to be happy.  I want all my employees to be happy.  I’d rather you work here for a long time, not burn out too soon.”

      He takes another sip.  I know he wants to ask me something else, but he can’t quite say it.

      “Is there anything else, Mr. Andrews?”

      “Frank,” my boss says.  “Call me, Frank.”

      “Okay… Frank.”  It feels weird, but I do it anyway.  “Frank, is there anything else you want to ask?”

      “Are you in a hurry?”

      I wasn’t expecting that question.

      “No.  Well, yes.  Kind of.  It’s my anniversary, and Irene has a surprise for me tonight.”

      He looks surprised to hear this.  He finishes his drink and sets down his glass.

      “Well, then.”  I follow his lead when he stands. “I’m glad you’re happy here, Bob.”  My boss takes my hand and shakes it.  “I think you’re a very good addition to our team, and I really like you.  So, I won’t take up any more of your time.  Go home to your wife, and I hope you like what she has planned.”
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      I go back to my office and deal with a couple of emails that came in while I was meeting with Mr. Andrews, I mean Frank.  I’ll never get used to that. When I’m finished, it’s five o’clock and time for me to go.

      On the way out, I stop by my boss’s office to say goodbye and thank him again for the job, but the light’s out, and his executive assistant tells me he’s left for the day.  Maybe that’s why he cut our meeting short.  I text my wife that I’m on my way home and head out.

      

      When I arrive at our apartment, it’s dark in the living room and kitchen.  A warm, flickering light is coming from the hallway to our bedroom.

      “Irene?”

      My wife’s voice beckons me from the bedroom.

      “In here.”

      I move swiftly through the dark apartment, guided only by the dim light and the sound of shifting cloth.

      It takes a moment for my eyes to adjust to the light.  The only illumination comes from a handful of candles spaced around the room.  My eyes fall on my wife, and I instantly grow stiff when I see her.  Irene is lying naked on the bed.  She’s on her stomach, head propped up by her hands. I don’t know where to look first, at her beautiful face or the sexy curve of her ass. I begin to tear off my clothing.

      She’s changed the linens.  Our bed is covered in blood red sheets.  The pillowcases are pink.  The usual yellow duvet has been tossed into the corner.

      “You like?”  Irene smiles as she kicks her feet back and forth.

      I’m speechless.  My heart is racing to get blood to my cock.  I’d forgotten how damn sexy my wife is.  Her long blonde hair spills over her shoulders, and her tantalizing breasts are pressed into the mattress.  Her luscious curves hold so much promise.

      “Well, are you going to just stand there?” she asks, rolling over.  “Or are you going to come over here and enjoy your anniversary present?”

      Irene is now looking up at me upside down.  Her breasts move heavily as she breathes.

      “This is a very nice gift.  You are a very nice gift.”

      I’m naked in record time and crawl onto the bed to lick my wife’s sweet pussy. The first thing I notice is that she’s shaved down there. Usually she keeps it trimmed, but not tonight, it’s bare.

      “Wow, you did this for me?”

      “Yeah.  For you.  And for me.  It feels so naughty, doesn’t it.”

      “Yeah, I love it.”

      Irene takes my cock into her mouth, and I feel the warm sensation of her tongue gliding over my shaft.

      “Oh fuck,” I sigh as I feast on her juices.

      My wife moans around my cock and spreads my ass cheeks apart as she pulls me deeper into her throat.  She learned a lot on our wedding night.  Techniques that she has used on me many a night.

      We feast on each other, gaining momentum, turning frenzied, until she climaxes. I manage to hold out. I’m in no hurry to come. I’m usually only good for once a night, and I want to save it.

      “Happy anniversary,” Irene says, rolling over to grab a flute of champagne from the nightstand. She hands it to me and takes one for herself.

      “To many more,” I reply, before taking a sip.  The bubbles tickle my nose as the cold liquid slides down my throat.

      I savor the dry bubbly, knowing it’s the real thing from the Champagne region of France.  I’d purchased it when I got the new job.  Irene must have decided this was a good night to open it.  We sit in bed and drink, our backs flat against the headboard.

      I run my free hand down her leg and settle it over her mound. She’s so wet. I want to keep her there. I dip a finger in my drink and run it down her slick slit.  My wife hisses when I slip my wet finger inside her.

      “Oh fuck,” she says.  “Do you think that’s a good use for such an expensive bottle of sparkling wine?”

      I take a sip and hold it in my mouth, then lean over and share it with my wife.  She smiles as I let a little of the bubbly slide off my tongue into her mouth.

      “Nothing is too expensive for my beautiful wife.”

      We finish our champagne and cuddle for a few minutes.  Then, she reaches down and starts stroking my erection.

      “Are you ready to take me, stud?” she asks.

      “More than ready,” I say as I move to mount her.

      I line up my aching erection up to her wet entrance, and I’m about to thrust forward, when the intercom goes off. Someone is buzzing our apartment from the building’s secure entrance.

      “Muh-ther-fuck-er” I say, the word seething from my lips.

      “Don’t answer it,” my wife says.  Her hands are gripping my ass, and she’s pulling me toward her.  The tip of my cock is teasing her labia.

      I’m about to start fucking her when the intercom buzzes again.  And again.  Whoever is downstairs is persistent.

      “I’d better get this,” I tell her, sliding off.

      Irene sighs in agreement.

      “Whoever it is, tell them to go the fuck away,” she whines.

      “I will.” I throw my boxer shorts back on.  My erection has gone down, due to the untimely interruption.

      I head to the door, turning on the hallway light as I go.  I press the intercom.

      “We don’t want any.”

      We aren’t expecting any visitors, so I’m not afraid of offending whoever is out there.

      “Let me in.” The deep voice is familiar, but I can’t place it.

      “No.  Go away.”

      “Bob.  It’s Frank.  Frank Andrews. Let me come up.”

      This doesn’t make any sense.  Why is he here?

      “Can’t this wait until Monday?”

      “Well.  It could, but I don’t want it to.”

      “Too bad,” I say, turning away from the intercom to return to my horny wife in the bedroom.  But my boss stops me in my tracks.

      “Bob, I have something for your wife.”

      “What could you possibly have for my wife?”

      Speak of the devil. I feel her hand on my shoulder.

      “You’d better let him up,” she tells me.

      Irene has thrown on a short, silky black robe.  Her ass cheeks peek out from below the hem. Grumbling, I press the button to buzz Frank Andrews into our building, then I look at my wife.  She has a sheepish look.

      “Honey.  What did you do?” I ask.

      “I was bad.” She tries to look innocent and contrite, and fails.  “I did something naughty, but I wasn’t expecting anything to come of it so soon.”

      I’m confused. Okay, Irene did something naughty, but what does that have to do with my boss being on our doorstep? I can only deal with one of these things at a time. I turn to her and say, “We’ll discuss this later, but we should probably make ourselves decent before Mr. Andrews comes up.”

      We both go to the bedroom.  I throw on a pair of blue cotton shorts and an old concert T-shirt I wear when I run.  Irene goes into the walk-in closet and grabs one of my terrycloth robes. By the time we’re presentable, my boss is knocking on the door.

      “Mr. Andrews.  Come in,” I say.

      He nods and enters, patting my shoulder as he passes me.

      “Can I ask why you’re here?”

      My boss ignores me and stops in front of my wife and slips something out of his pocket. “I think this belongs to you.” He presses something into Irene’s hand. I can’t see what it is at first, and I wonder what the hell he’s giving to her. This is all so intrusive, and I have no idea why she’s playing along. And then I see it.

      Frank Andrews is returning the brothel coin to my wife. And it hits me. He’s redeeming the coin I gave Irene for our anniversary.

      What the fuck!  She gave the coin to my boss?  It didn’t make sense to me.  She’d only just met him.  I thought she’d give the coin to one of our friends, someone she’s wanted to sleep with but never got up the nerve to ask.  Mr. Andrews is old enough to be my—I immediately stopped that train of thought.

      “Sweetheart?  Why did you give my boss the coin?”

      “I think it’s obvious, Bobby,” Mr. Andrews says.  “She wants to fuck me.”

      I glare at him. He’s not the one I’m asking. But then Irene looks up at me and confirms his response.

      “He’s not wrong.”  She is sheepish.  She’s gone into that softly submissive mood that I haven’t seen since our wedding.

      “Now, if what Irene told me is correct,” Andrews interjects.  “By cashing in that coin, I have free use of her body, unless she uses her safe word. What was it, honey?”

      My wife stares at the floor and answers, “Shortstop.”

      “Shortstop.  Yes.  That’s good.”

      “Mr. Andrews,” I say, trying to get things under control.  “It’s our wedding anniversary.  We were right in the middle of⁠—”

      My boss cuts me off.  “I’m sure you were right in the middle of something fun.  But, you see, I have this opportunity to have a little fun of my own, and I plan to take it. The coin can be redeemed whenever I choose, correct?”

      I look at my wife.  “Tell him to use it later.  Please.”

      Irene stares at me.  Her eyes burn with desire.  I want nothing more than to bend her over the couch and fuck her, but I get the sinking feeling Andrews has dibs.

      “I’m going to make this pretty simple,” Andrews says.  “I’ve given her the coin.  She’s been paid for.  If she uses her safe word now, then that’s the end of it.  I walk away.  She’ll never know what it’s like to feel my ten-inch cock shoved deep inside her.”

      My wife’s eyes go wide.  She’s been holding her robe closed, but she lets it slip from her grip, and it slips open, revealing she’s wearing nothing underneath.

      “Mr. Andrews, may I have a word with my husband?” she submissively asks.

      “Of course.  Point me to the bedroom, and I’ll await you there.”

      She points down the hall, and he leaves us.

      I’m just about to let loose with a string of questions when my wife puts her fingers to my lips.  Her tips brush my nose, and I smell her arousal on them.

      “Hush.  Let me speak.”

      I nod.

      “We haven’t played with anyone else for almost a year.  In fact, if you hadn’t given me that coin today, we might have lived the rest of our lives monogamously.  But you did.  I could have waited, but I thought since the idea of sharing me with another man excited you so much, why not do it now?  And your boss is so smoking hot.  It’s perfect.”

      “But I work for him.  I have to see him every day.”

      “Yeah.  And he’ll know how hot your wife is.  And what her pussy feels like around his cock.  And he’ll know that every night you get to come home to me and experience that feeling he only gets to know this once.  He’ll be so fucking jealous of you.”

      “How do you know?”

      “Because he told me.  We talked for about an hour this afternoon.  He knows all about your kink.  And he’s promised this won’t affect your employment in any way.  Yeah, he might tease you a little, but come on.  It’ll be so hot to watch your boss fuck me.”

      She isn’t lying.  Just thinking about what’s going to happen tonight makes my cock ache.

      “But it’s our anniversary.  Our first anniversary.”

      My wife leans up and gives me a kiss.  “And this will make it so special.  It’s been a year since I gave myself over to the slutty desires of five men.”

      “And a woman.”

      “Oh, god.  How can I forget?  Come on, sweetheart.  This will be fun.”

      I sigh and resign myself to watching my boss fuck my wife on my anniversary. I kicked this off, but it’s out of my control now.

      “But I get to fuck you after he leaves,” I insist, like my demands mean anything.

      “Of course you do, my love.  It’s what I look forward to the most about tonight.”

      I think that might be a little lie, but I let it go.

      “Lead the way,” I tell her.

      I follow my wife down the hall to where my boss is waiting to fuck her.

      “So, will you be catching?” Andrews asks.   He’s sitting on the bed in the candle-lit room. “Or playing shortstop.”

      “I’ll be doing whatever you want,” she says, her submissive voice returning.

      “Wonderful,” my boss says with a clap of his hands.  “Why don’t we begin?  Bob, undress your wife for me.”

      My heart races.  I wasn’t expecting this.  “Mr. Andrews, sir, the coin buys my wife’s obedience, not mine.”

      “Okay, fine.  Irene, tell your husband to undress you.”

      My wife turns to me with the biggest, most eager puppy-dog eyes and says, “Undress me.”

      How can I say no?  I do as she asks.  She’s facing Andrews, so I step behind her and reach around to open the robe.

      “Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” he tells her.

      I let the robe slide off Irene’s back and fall to the floor.

      “Come here,” he commands.  She steps toward him.  She’s about to go to her knees when he tells her to stop.  “I want to taste you first.”

      I watch in stunned silence as Andrews leans forward and runs his tongue up my wife’s shaved pussy.  She moans and grabs his head for support.

      “Delicious,” he says before he begins lapping at her dewy flesh.

      My cock pulses in my pants as I remember how erotic it is to watch my wife in the arms of another man.  Last time it was my best man; now it’s my boss, and the power dynamic involved makes it hotter. I’m not sure how to feel about that, but I don’t question it.

      “Oh fuck, Mr. Andrews,” my wife says.  Her eyes flutter, and I see her thighs begin to quiver.  She could come at any moment.

      My boss looks up at my wife.  His mouth is bathed in her juices.

      “Frank.  Call me Frank.”

      Irene grins and says, “Frank, you’ve got a magical tongue.”

      He goes back to work on her dripping pussy, and my wife throws her head back and moans.

      Andrews licks her until she’s trembling, then repositions them so that my wife is sitting and he stands with his crotch in front of her face.

      “Take it out,” he commands.

      Irene quickly complies.  She opens his pants and pulls out his semi-hard penis.  Andrews wasn’t lying.  His cock looked about twice as long as mine, and he still wasn’t even fully erect yet.

      “Make me hard,” he commands.

      Irene takes him in her mouth, and he responds with a deep growl. I slide my hand into my shorts and begin stroking my cock.  I can’t help myself.  The debauchery I’m witnessing compels me.  I lean against the wall and enjoy the show.

      “Fuck, that feels so good,” Andrews moans as my wife bobs up and down his shaft.  She gets about two-thirds of his length down her throat before she gags.  “Such a good little whore.”

      My boss looks up at me.  “Does she suck your dick, Bobby?”

      I ignore his question.  Yes, she does suck my cock, but I don’t want to give him the satisfaction of my answer.

      “Fine,” he says, sneering.  He pulls Irene’s mouth away from his cock.  “Do you blow your husband like a whore?”

      My wife looks at me and nods.  My boss is going to have a hard time finding something my wife won’t do for me.  We’re a freaky couple and have been since college.

      “Then you’re a good little wife.  Get that mouth back where it belongs.”

      Irene obediently opens her mouth, and my boss takes over, fucking her face.  He still can’t get more than two-thirds down her throat, no matter how hard he tries. She loves this rough treatment. She’s literally dripping down her thighs.

      “Oh fuck, I’m close,” Andrews grunts.  “Shit! Fuck!”

      With a growl, he pulls away.  The first blast of cum hits my wife on the cheek.  Andrews holds her head with both hands and empties his balls onto her face.  Irene opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue, but only a few drops pass her lips.  The rest of it coats her forehead, nose, and chin.

      “You look so fucking beautiful with your face painted with my load.”

      “I’m glad you like it,” she purrs.

      “Now, go kiss your husband.”

      Before I protest, my wife firmly tells him, “Shortstop. We don’t play like that, Mr. Andrews.” I wonder if it’s over. I’m proud of my wife using her safe word to protect my dignity, but I don’t know if I’m ready for it to be over. I want to see her take that cock. She continues, “I’ll do almost anything you want, Frank.  But keep the humiliation in check.  Ok?”

      Andrews nods, then looks at me.  “Too bad, you don’t know what you’re missing.”

      I’m stunned when he pulls my wife in for a kiss.  Seeing their lips meet and their tongues explore each other feels like a stab in the heart.  The intimacy is chilling, but my cock stays rock hard.  I’m jealous, and I ache to reclaim my wife, but I know I must wait until my boss is done.

      Andrews kisses Irene’s cheek and even licks up a glob of his semen.  He trails kisses down her neck and over the curve of her breast.  He runs his tongue around her areola, again not hesitant to lick up a few stray drops of cum that might have landed there.  Then he takes her nipple into his mouth and sucks.

      Irene loves it.  She throws her head back and screams, and I know he’s making her come. Watching my boss make her come is chilling and the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. At first, I think he’s that good with his mouth, but then I notice he’s working her pussy with two fingers and his thumb on her clit. He’s playing my wife like a goddamn instrument, and he has her singing at his command.

      “That’s a good girl,” he says.  “Come for me, Irene, come for me.”

      He keeps gliding his fingers through her slick folds, and she keeps coming, like she can’t control herself. He leaves her panting on the bed while he finishes undressing. I marvel at his chiseled body.  He’s in his fifties, but I can tell he works out regularly.  His chest is covered in fine blond hair, and he keeps his pubic hair well-groomed.  His skin is peachy and fair, but his cock is hard and red.  A drip of cum hangs on the tip.

      While my wife catches her breath, my boss asks me to get them a glass of water.

      “Don’t make me have your wife ask,” he warns when I don’t immediately comply.

      I’ll confess, I didn’t consider this possibility when I gave my wife the brothel coin. It never occurred to me that another man might use her to make me do things like undress her or fetch water. And the fact that it’s my boss giving the orders makes everything that much weirder. What would happen to Irene if I said no? And what does it say about me that I didn’t even consider it?

      Instead of suffering the humiliation of Andrews making my wife ask me to do it, I leave to fetch his water. I manipulate my cock while I’m out of the room, but I don’t come.

      I still can’t quite believe this is how we’re celebrating our first anniversary. I’m going to watch my boss fuck my wife instead of making love to her myself.  It feels wrong, but I can’t say I’m not enjoying it.  I do love watching my wife play with other men, and I wish we did it more often. Tonight has me thinking that I need to give Irene brothel coins more often. She obviously loves selling herself. Giving herself to a night of freeuse allows her to let go and embrace her inner slut, and the coins originating with me mean that I’m keeping some power in our situation.

      I drink a full glass of water before I fill two for them and carry them back to the bedroom.

      The scene I walk in on stops me cold. They’re in our bed and Irene’s head is resting on his chest while she lazily strokes his cock. He’s dripping with excitement, and she licks it from her fingers. The scene is so intimate, it makes my chest hurt.

      “Your wife has magic hands, Bobby,” Andrews says.  “She’s such a good girl, too.  Never makes me ask twice.”

      I set the water glasses down on the nightstand near my boss.  He takes one and drinks, then offers it to my wife.  She smiles and accepts it.

      “Sluts need to stay hydrated,” he says as she swallows the water.  He takes the empty glass from her and sets it aside. Holding her head, Andrews kisses her before guiding her mouth back to his cock.

      “Her mouth is just fantastic.  The way she can take me, so deep.”

      My cock throbs in my pants as I watch him guide her up and down on his shaft.  She’s moaning through her mouthful. She really seems to enjoy this rough treatment.  I wish I could give it to her, but I’m just not built for it, I guess.  That’s why it’s a good thing I can let her get what she needs from another man.

      “Okay, that’s enough,” he says, pulling her mouth away from his cock.  He gives her a kiss, then tells her to lie back and spread her legs.  While she’s getting into position, he looks at me.  “Bobby, I’ll admit, when I first saw your wife this afternoon, I knew I wanted to fuck her.  Look at how gorgeous she is.”

      He’s pointing to my supine bride, lying back, her legs spread.  Her nipples are rock hard.  She’s running her finger over her pussy, opening her labia for him.

      “She wants my cock so badly.  Tell him, Irene.  Tell your husband how much you want to fuck me.”

      “He knows,” she moans.

      “Tell him!”

      “Oh, Bobby.  I’m sorry,” my wife says.  “I want his cock so badly.  There’s something inside me that needs to be taken by a mature man.  A man who has a great cock and knows how to use it.”

      My heart races as my wife tells me how much she lusts after my boss.  My hand moves down, and I start rubbing myself through my pants.

      “You can take it out,” she says.  “I know you want to.”

      My boss chuckles.  “She is a naughty one, isn’t she?”

      I nod and pull my cock out.  I’m not a small man.  My cock would be considered average at six and a half inches.  But it’s dwarfed by my boss’s ten-inch beast.

      I slowly stroke myself as my wife reaches out for my boss’s cock.  He moves between her outstretched legs and runs his length through her moist folds.  He’s getting his cock nice and lubricated so he can fuck her with it.

      My wife’s opening looks so tight compared to his cock—like there’s no way he’ll be able to penetrate her.  I hold my breath as he presses the tip into her fleshy folds.  To my amazement, her body opens up to accept him.

      “Oh, fuck.  You’re so big,” she says, her voice seething as he presses forward.  “Oh god, so full.”

      “You’re a tight bitch,” Mr. Andrews says.  He pauses with about an inch of his cock inside my wife.

      My heart is aching to see her pussy stretched beyond recognition.  It’s amazing how a woman’s body can accommodate such a large intrusion.  But I guess it’s nothing compared to giving birth.

      I feel a stab in the heart as I remember he’s taking her unprotected.  I knew she was on birth control, but the idea that he’s going to fuck her bare still sends a chill down my spine.

      I watch in awe as he continues to press forward.  He guides a few inches of his cock into her obscenely stretched pussy, and she cries out for more.

      “Yes, yes.  Fuck me, Frank.  Fuck my married pussy.”

      My boss looks over at me and winks, then drives his entire length home.

      Irene screams as she is stretched wider than ever before, although I can’t be sure since I didn’t watch all the men who fucked her at our wedding.  Remembering that day makes my cock pulse.  Pre-cum is oozing from the tip.

      My boss leans over.  His cock is buried inside my wife’s womb.  His body covers hers.

      “That’s it, Irene,” he whispers into her ear.  “Can you feel it?”

      Tears are rolling down her cheeks. She smiles and nods.

      “I feel you.  Oh fuck, do I feel you.”

      “Does it feel better than when your husband fucks you?”

      “It feels so good.”

      “Better than Bobby?”

      “It feels so good.”

      She’s not giving him what he wants, and it makes my heart swell.  I know his cock feels better than mine, but she’s not going to participate in the humiliation.

      “Okay. Fine.  Let me show you how much better than Bobby I am.”

      My boss grabs my wife’s ass and begins driving his cock in and out of my wife.  She thrashes her head, her long blonde hair whipping around.  Mr. Andrew’s hips are moving like a machine, giving my wife the kind of pleasure only a strong, well-hung man can give her.  My heart aches as I watch his cock slip in and out of view.

      “Oh, yes.  Yes.  Fuck me.  God, I’m coming.”

      My wife screams, and her toes curl up as her orgasm arrives.

      “I can feel you squeezing me,” Mr. Andrews says as he continues to fuck her through her climax.  “Oh shit.  I’m going to come.”

      If he had planned to pull out, he would not have been able to.  My wife wraps her legs around his body and pulls him in tight.  I see his ass clench and the base of his cock pulse as he pumps his seed deep inside my wife’s womb.

      “Oh, that feels so good,” my wife says as my boss releases his load inside her.

      “Take it, you slut.  Take my cum.”

      The dirty talk has me close to climaxing, but I hold off.  I don’t want to come yet. I pull my hand away from my iron-hard shaft as my boss finishes inside my wife.

      Mr. Andrews gives a few more thrusts, making sure my wife takes all he has to offer, then collapses on top of her.  He rolls around, pulling my wife on top of him, with his cock still inside my wife.  They cuddle for a few minutes as they catch their breath.

      I hear them whispering to each other, but I can’t make out what they’re saying.  Mr. Andrews says something, and my wife shakes her head, no.  He says something else, and she tells him not to make her use her safe word again.  My boss whispers something else, then she finally nods.

      Irene turns to me and says, “Honey, could you leave the two of us alone?  Frank has a few more things he’d like to do with me, but he wants some privacy.”

      I want to tell her no, that it’s my house and I’ll not be kicked out of my bedroom by my wife’s lover.  But I also don’t want to upset my wife.  She’s having a good time.  My boss is enjoying himself.  And I have to admit, so am I.

      I never would have thought I’d enjoy being humiliated in front of my boss, but the mild teasing does get my blood racing.

      “I’ll sleep on the couch,” I say as I go.  I try not to sound too snide, but I probably fail.

      As I shut the door behind me, I hear my wife moan.

      

      I don’t sleep very well.  Every few hours, I’m woken by the sound of my wife screaming my boss’s name as he fucks her.  I just hope our neighbors don’t hear.  Around four in the morning, I feel a tap on my shoulder.

      “Hey, Bob.”  It’s my boss.

      “Yeah,” I say as I wipe the sleep out of my eyes.  To my surprise, I’m still hard as a rock.

      “I think she wants you.”

      I look at my boss.  I can’t tell what he’s thinking.  He’s freshly showered and dressed.

      “Did you have fun?” I ask.

      “Not gonna lie.  I did,” he says.  “I just hope there’s no hard feelings.  She said you guys had an understanding when she gave me the coin.”

      “We do.  I just didn’t expect her to use it so soon.”

      “You didn’t expect her to give it to me, did you?”

      “No.  I did not.”

      “Well.  I’m glad she did.  Bob, you’re a lucky man.  Your wife is a good fuck.  And she loves you.  So that’s a win-win.”

      “I can’t disagree,” I say.  I get up and guide my boss to the door.  “See you, Monday?”

      “I think you should take the day off.  Spend the day with Irene.  It’ll be my anniversary gift to both of you.”

      “Thanks, Mr. Andrews,” I say.

      “Frank,” he says.  “Call me, Frank.”

      “Goodbye, Mr. Andrews.”

      My boss shrugs and leaves.

      I close the door behind him and lock it.  I’d like to say I made my wife wait for me, but I don’t.  My heart is racing.  All night I’ve heard nothing but the sounds of pleasure coming from our bedroom.  My cock is rock hard, and I want nothing more than to make love to Irene.

      She’s lying on the bed with a smile on her face.  She’s rubbing her engorged labia, playing with the white semen that’s pooled around her pussy.

      “Happy anniversary, lover,” she says with a wicked smile.

      “You are a naughty slut, you know that?” I say.

      “Yes.  I do.  Now come over here and kiss me.”

      She’s got a little white, crusty residue on her face, but I don’t care.  I kiss her hard.  Our tongues tangle together, and I taste my boss on her lips.

      She helps me undress.  It’s good to know she’s as excited to fuck me as I am to fuck her.  My cock is rock hard.  She gives me a few strokes.

      “Careful.  I’m on a hair trigger.”

      She laughs.  “Don’t worry about me.  I’ve had my pleasure for the night.”

      I turn her around.  She’s lying on her stomach now.  I slide my cock under her ass and into her warm, inviting pussy.  She’s wetter than I’ve ever seen.  Mostly her juices mixed with my boss’s.  The aroma of sex assaults my nose, but I don’t care.

      “Oh god, you feel so good,” I say.

      “Tight enough for you,” she teases.

      “Yeah.  This works.”

      I fuck her for a few minutes.  Thrusting my hips as I reach around and play with her clit with one hand and tweak a nipple with the other.

      She moans but doesn’t climax.

      I don’t last very long.  I release a day’s worth of sexual tension in four or five shots of cum.  My wife coos as I climax.

      After I come, my cock quickly deflates.  As I slide out of her, she turns to hug me.

      “I love you, Bob,” she says.

      “I love you, too, sweetheart.”

      We cuddle for a few moments.  I’m exhausted, but I can’t fall asleep.  My emotions are still roiling inside me.

      “So, did you enjoy your anniversary?” my wife asks.

      “Probably not as much as you did,” I say.  “You did come multiple times.”

      “Yeah, you’re right.  But did you enjoy yourself?”

      She wasn’t going to let me off the hook.  I need to tell her the truth, no matter what.

      “Fuck, yes, I did.  I loved it.  I didn’t expect you to use the coin so soon, but I’m glad you did.  It’s just what I wanted.  I love watching you fuck other men.  And I think you should do it more often.”

      Irene sighed.  “That’s good to hear, because I was worried the way Frank was taking advantage of the situation may have put you off.”

      “No.  Believe it or not, he was perfect.  Just the right amount of control to keep me aroused, without excessive humiliation.  You couldn’t have picked a better man to give the coin to.”

      My wife nestles her head in my chest, and I can tell she is close to falling asleep.  I cradle her in my arms for a few minutes, and just when I think she is nodding off, she turns over and reaches for something in the nightstand.

      “Here,” she says, as she presses a coin into my palm.

      “What’s this?”

      “You know what it is.”

      It’s a brothel coin.  Probably the one I gave her, that she gave to my boss, that he gave back to her in exchange for tonight’s debauchery.

      “But—”

      “Listen, you want to watch other men fuck me, right?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Well, I think you already know that I need to make sure you’re one hundred percent invested.  That’s what makes these coins so useful.  I don’t have to think that I’m cheating.  Some guy gives me the coin, and I do what they want.  It’s easy.”

      “Okay.  But why give me the coin?”

      “Don’t you get it?  I want you to choose the next man that I fuck.”

      My cock hardens instantly.

      “You like that, don’t you?” my wife asks as she reaches down to stroke my new erection.

      “I guess,” I say.  “So, you want me to give this coin to someone who I want you to fuck?”

      “Yeah.”

      “And do I get to watch?” I ask.

      Irene looks at me and smiles.  “I guess that depends on him.”

      Then she slowly closes her eyes and falls asleep.
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      I stared at the text from my husband and tried not to be incredibly frustrated.

      
        
          
            
              
        Paul

      

      
        Jessie, I’m so sorry. I just found out that I’m going to need to be in Austin for another two weeks. Can you forgive me?

      

      

      

      

      

      Paul’s business trip was now going to drag out to a month. It was originally supposed to be a single week; this was the second extension. I sighed, squared my shoulders, and wrote back.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessie

      

      
        Of course I can forgive you. Call tonight?

      

      

      

      

      

      Paul’s affirmative response was immediate, and I actually managed not to throw my phone on my desk before I buried my face in my hands.

      In this situation, plenty of wives might have been worried that this was all a big lead-up to their husband announcing that they were leaving for a woman ten years younger. That wasn’t my concern. Paul and I had been together for more than ten years, and there was no twenty-something who knew him as well as I did. Our bedroom life was amazing. Our compatibility had been off the charts since the night we met, and every night since had affirmed how good we were for each other.

      In fact, that was the problem. I loved sex with Paul—he knew my body inside and out, knew all my favorite positions and angles, and could get me off in minutes. And it’s never been stale. His dirty talk and total worship of my body had kept things fresh and exciting. But beyond Paul, well, I just loved sex. Always had. I’d spent a lot of time thinking before I committed to a monogamous marriage, where I’d only have one cock for the rest of my life. If Paul and I hadn’t been so very compatible, I don’t know if I could have managed it.

      But this constant business travel was starting to wear on my soul.

      Paul was a consultant for an IT firm. He traveled all over the US, and sometimes internationally, helping to set up offices or working with companies to ensure that their tech resources were being maximized. It was an important job, and he was great at it. Most of his work was done remotely, but some things, like tech training, just worked better in person. So, he traveled. At first, it was half a week here or maybe a week there. But last year, trips had stretched out—sometimes ten days, sometimes a full two weeks.

      This Austin trip was supposed to be a short one. Now, he was going to be gone for a month. It had been two weeks, and I was already crawling the walls. We talked every night, he talked dirty to me while we played, or while he teased me with a remote vibrator, but I hadn’t gone this long without a cock in me for twenty years, and I was going to lose my damn mind.

      If it were another time of year, I might have been able to negotiate a weekend off to go see him and scratch this itch. But it was the start of summer, and my job as operations manager of an upscale regional inn in one of Vermont’s tourist hubs meant that I was working all day every day, solving every problem that came up with a guest, an event, or the property itself. We were in peak graduation-and-wedding season, and we’d go from that directly into summer getaways, then leaf-peepers, then skiers. I might get a minute off in November before we hit Christmas travelers, but I wasn’t betting on it. If this Austin trip kept extending, or if he had to hit another city as soon as he got home, I was going to do a murder.

      A tap on the door of my office refocused my attention. “It’s open,” I called, making sure my tone was on the friendly side of neutral and not crawling with sexual frustration.

      The man who opened the door did not ease my frustration at all. Tom Murphy was the head groundskeeper at the Mountain Clover Inn, and he was drop-dead gorgeous. He’d started working for the inn as a landscaper when he was in college, and he’d applied and gotten the job as head groundskeeper just after he graduated. He was tall and broad, with sun-bleached blond hair and warm green eyes. He was built like a guy who did physical work all day; not cut, but solid as hell and clearly capable of pushing a girl up against a wall and taking exactly what he wanted while she writhed and begged for more.

      I choked off that thought as quickly as I could. I was already existing in a state of mild horniness, and fantasizing about the hot guy who was fifteen years younger than me, and completely capable of keeping up with my voracious sexual appetite, was going to do nothing good for me. I could imagine him working his fingers through my auburn hair and gripping, tugging so that I was looking up at him. The mental image turned me inside out.

      Tom smiled at me, and I mentally set aside time for fifteen minutes with the small vibrator I kept in my purse as soon as possible. “Hey, Jessie.” His voice was deep and resonant, and it shook me at my core just a little, even when I was fully sated. “I wanted to come by and confirm the plans for the Thompson wedding this weekend. How many tables do we need?”

      I pulled the file up on my computer and scrolled through the information I’d noted. I opened my mouth to remind Tom that he now had access to the planning software and could easily check this from the computer in his own office. But then he was standing behind me, leaning over my chair, the heat of his body and the warm smell of cut grass and sunshine wrapping me up. Heat from an entirely different source burst through me, leaving my panties damp and my nipples painfully hard. “Four for the catering, and 50 for the diners.” I pointed at the appropriate fields on the screen. “There should be plenty of time to have them all cleaned after the Delacroix graduation, and the linens are already pressed, so no worries there.”

      “Great,” he said. “Thanks.”

      He should have stood up and pulled back, but he kept close. I glanced at him; his eyes were tightly focused on my screen. I ran through a frantic mental catalog; my lunch hadn’t been smelly, so my breath should be fine. I’d dressed well today, in a floral print skirt that brushed the tops of my knees and an off-white silk shell that buttoned up the front and was appropriately modest.

      From the front. From above—holy shit. He’d easily be able to see directly down my top, and the odds were that he could see the top of my bra. Or rather, where the top of my bra would be if I hadn’t chosen one of my favorite lace push-ups today, the type that barely had a demi-cup to make my breasts even fuller and more tempting. I’d kept fit since my twenties, but gravity had definitely had an effect here or there and using a little bit of corsetry to show off my heavy tits was fine with me. This was a bra that I usually only wore when I wanted to show off, but I’d been feeling particularly needy today, and it had seemed like a good way to make myself feel a little special.

      If Tom shifted his gaze at all—or, hell, if he had halfway decent peripheral vision—he could see everything there was to see, including my nipples, which were probably hard enough to cut glass right now. That heat in my panties expanded, pooling in my lower belly and making me desperate to be touched.

      Tom glanced sideways at me, and his full lips were close enough to kiss. The magnetic pull of his mouth was incredible, and for just one second, I was tempted to give in.

      But I was a married woman. It didn’t matter how fucking horny I was; I had committed myself to Paul, and I would never dream of breaking his trust. I cleared my throat and pushed my chair back just enough to break Tom’s balance and force him to stand up. He stepped back out of my space, but he took his time about it, and his slow grin didn’t fade. It could have felt threatening, I knew that. Instead, it felt intriguing. Tempting. God, so tempting.

      “Sorry,” he said, his voice low and languid. His eyes finally drifted down, and I resisted the urge to arch my back a little, push my breasts forward, and let him get an even better look. “I didn’t mean to crowd you.”

      I managed an easy laugh. “You’re fine,” I said. I dragged my eyes away from that grin, meaning to focus on the wall, my computer, anything else. It left me free to notice how his shirt clung to his shoulders just a little, like it was a bit too small, and how his jeans were the right kind of loose around his hips, leaving him free to bend over and lift and move. And even though they were loose, I saw the outline of his cock, which had to be painfully hard. Holy shit. Had I done that to him? Heat rushed into my cheeks now. He had to know how much older I was than him. He couldn’t possibly be turned on by me when there were gorgeous women who were still tight and toned wandering around in front of us every day on the nearby beach.

      “I’m glad you think so,” he said, and the double meaning was now obvious. “You’re pretty alright yourself.”

      Was he flirting with me? Holy shit. I tried not to shift in my seat like an embarrassed little kid. “I’m married,” I blurted out, the epitome of cool.

      His posture shifted, his shoulders straightening and his smile fading. “I’m sorry,” he said. This time, he sounded sincere and maybe a little worried. “There had been gossip around and...” He laughed and scrubbed his hand over the back of his neck. “I thought a beautiful woman whose husband wasn’t around much might want a little stress relief.”

      “He’s just on a business trip,” I choked out. “But I’m flattered by the…suggestion. And I’m not upset. Really.” At least, I wasn’t the type of upset that meant I was going to make a complaint about him or try to get him fired. The raging need in my pussy was a me-problem. “And I’m faithful to him,” I added. “Always.”

      “I understand,” he said. “I promise, I wouldn’t have…if I’d realized.”

      But there was something in his eyes that made me wonder if that was completely true. He’d never seemed like a guy who’d push for something if it made the other person uncomfortable, but I wondered if my marriage really would have mattered to him if it didn’t matter so much to me. “If you have questions about the upcoming events, you should be able to find them in the organizer system.”

      “Absolutely,” he said. “And if not that, then I can email you.”

      “Perfect.” And then I did something that was incredibly stupid. “Or you have the number for my work cell, right? You can always text me if it’s an emergency.”

      He nodded slowly, the ghost of that easy grin on his face again. “True,” he said.

      “For work emergencies,” I said. I heard that my voice was a little frantic. I needed this gorgeous man out of my office before I did something else completely stupid.

      He nodded, and he didn’t say anything else before he left. The moment he was far enough down the hallway that he wouldn’t hear, I closed my office door and locked it. I looked at my office chair, knew that it would still smell like grass and sunshine, and dropped onto the comfy couch I kept here for meetings with guests. I sent a text to Paul with one hand and grabbed my purse with the other. My clit was sending up urgent waves of need, and if I didn’t solve this problem, I was going to be useless for the rest of the day.

      
        
          
            
              
        Paul

      

      
        Where are you?

      

      

      

      

      

      I saw the message flip to read, but instead of typing, my phone lit up with an incoming video call. I bit my lip. Would he be able to read my mind? I tapped to answer the call.

      “Are you okay?” he asked as soon as the call connected.

      “Yeah,” I said. “I’m sorry I scared you.”

      I saw the wall of his office behind him. A second wave of guilt chased the first.

      “It’s fine,” he said. “I’m between meetings and staring at code anyway. You’re saving me from complete boredom.” His gaze focused on me, and then his brow furrowed. “What’s up, Jessie? You look…flustered.”

      I barked out a short laugh. “Needy, you mean?”

      He shrugged, and the view shifted a little as he sat back in his chair. “It seemed rude to assume you were calling me because you’re horny.” A pause. “Are you calling me because you’re horny?”

      My hips shifted at the word. It was so crass from my husband, who was always strait-laced and in control. I loved it when he started talking a little dirtier. “Yes,” I said. I fished the vibrator out of my pocket. It was small, a toy designed just to tease my clit, but I was aching so badly that it would be enough.

      That wasn’t entirely true. What I needed was to be fucked so stupid that I forgot my name, but since that wasn’t a goddamn option right now, I was going to need to take what I could get.

      “And what kind of girl does that, hm?”

      I gasped, knowing what he wanted to hear. “A greedy slut.”

      “My greedy slut,” he said, emphasizing the possessive. “Do you have your vibrator, slut?”

      My hips arched again, thrusting against the air. I leaned back on the couch and moved my hand so he could see the little toy.

      “Use it,” he said. “And tell me what you’re thinking about.” The camera shifted, and I heard the click of a lock before he settled back into his chair. I heard his zipper work, and I groaned a little, knowing that he had his cock in his hand.

      I stroked the little toy around my clit for a moment before I turned it on, seeing how sensitive I was. Soaked, but not yet ready to come. Okay. I teased the little bud with the vibe’s slim head.

      “You,” I said, “and the look on your face as you fuck me into the mattress. Just completely rail me.” I conjured up the image in my head, and I could almost imagine his thick cock and the beautiful friction of his shaft dragging over my clit as he fucked me in my favorite angles.

      “That’s not it,” Paul said. I heard the slick sound of his hand moving on his cock, and it drove me a little wild. “It’s okay, Jessie. Tell me what you’re really thinking about.”

      My brain ran in a dozen different directions, trying to figure out what he’d want to hear.

      “I can’t hear the vibrator. Have you turned it on yet?”

      I shook my head.

      “Turn it on. Tease yourself. And don’t come until I give you permission, understand?”

      My head buzzed a little at the words. I loved being edged, absolutely fucking adored it. “I promise,” I said. My voice was breathy, needy. I turned the vibrator on and pressed it gently against my clit. The sensations tore through me, stealing my breath.

      “There it is,” he said. “Now tell me what you’re thinking about.”

      “Your cock,” I said again. It was true, I was desperately thinking about it, focusing on it. “Your big cock—” I hit a sensitive spot and gasped, my hips bucking.

      “Is it my cock, or someone else’s?”

      My eyes flew open, and I stared at my husband’s face. I expected to see a tight expression on his face. Instead, he looked open. Excited even. The vibrator dropped from my hand as I tried to figure out what to say. “Paul, I⁠—”

      “Don’t stop,” he said. “Vibrator on your clit. And tell me what you’re thinking about. Even if it’s another guy.” The excitement on his face grew more intense. His eyes closed in genuine pleasure. It sent a jolt through me. “Especially if it’s another guy.”

      I put the vibrator back without answering and cried out as bolts of pleasure crashed through me. My hips bucked, chasing something that wasn’t there, and I whimpered as I tried to hold myself together enough to talk. I thought of trying to pretend I was thinking of something else entirely—and then I gave up. Gave in.

      “There is a guy,” I said. Paul’s eyes went wide, and then he moaned, clearly sinking into some sort of personal heat. I knew that look. I knew that he was into what I was saying. I didn’t understand it—but it was so much better not to lie to him. “He was just in my office. He was standing so close to me, and Paul, it’s been so long since I got fucked.”

      He groaned, and I heard the frantic pace of his hand on his cock. “Fuck, Jessie. Yes. What did you do? Did you⁠—”

      I shook my head frantically. “No, I’d never⁠—”

      “Pretend you did.” His voice was harsh. Hard. I’d never heard him like this before, but it did something deep to me, melting my brain and making me needier. “What would you have done, Jess?”

      I took a leap of faith. “He was leaning so close to me, Paul. I could smell him, and he smelled so good. And he was into me. He was staring right down my shirt, I think. I saw that he was hard.” Paul was grunting with every stroke. His eyes were open, his gaze locked on me. “I wanted him to bend me over the desk and rail me until I had to stuff my hand in my mouth to keep from screaming.”

      “Fuck,” he muttered. “Fuck, Jessie. I’m—are you close?”

      “Almost,” I gasped. I pressed the vibrator against my clit hard, chasing the sensation I wanted so much. “Almost.”

      “Did you want it?” Paul was straining, the cords in his neck standing out, his head tossing from side to side. “Did you want to fuck him? For real. Would you? Would you fuck him for real? If I told you that I want you to?”

      I wanted to lie, but the orgasm was so close I couldn’t stand it. “Paul, I can’t—I need to come, please⁠—”

      “Answer me,” he said, his voice harsh. “Tell me the truth, and you can come.”

      I stared at him, the bolts of pleasure irresistible. I was going to shatter, one way or the other, and I would not lie to my husband. “Yes,” I whispered, and then the orgasm tore through me. I turned my face into my arm to stifle the scream as my body arched and arched, the pleasure gathering up into a tight little pinprick before it shattered over me. I heard the heavy grunt, followed by choked curses, as Paul came, muttering cries as he pulsed into his own hand. I kept the vibe on my clit until it was too sensitive to stand it anymore, and then I pulled back, realizing that there were tears on my lower lashes from the sheer intensity of the explosion.

      “Fuck,” I murmured. “Holy shit, Paul. What the hell was that?”

      He watched me carefully, an intensity in his eyes I didn’t fully recognize. “Jessie. For real, how are you doing?”

      “What?” I swallowed, suddenly worried again. “I’m fine.”

      He raised an eyebrow. “So, you’re not aching to go again, but this time while you’re riding a fat cock?” I bit my lip at the wave of sensation that washed through me. The need was weaker, given that I was still pulsing and sensitive from the orgasm—but it was certainly still there.

      Apparently, I was being honest today. “If you were here, I wouldn’t turn it down.”

      He sighed, and I felt the mood shift a little. “That’s the problem, though, isn’t it? I’m not there.”

      “I understand why,” I said. “Your job is important.”

      “Sure,” he said. “But so are you. And I…want a way to take care of you from here.”

      I grinned a little, trying to muster up enthusiasm I didn’t completely feel. “So, what are you thinking? One of those remote-controlled vibrators that sync long-distance?”

      He didn’t smile back. “No,” he said. “I thought that maybe you should find someone there. To keep you busy while I’m gone.”

      My heart skipped a beat. I remembered the look on Tom’s face as he offered me some stress relief. All the dirty fantasies lingering in the back of my mind rushed to the forefront. I wanted to keep insisting that I’d never cheat—and honestly, I wouldn’t—but if I was entirely honest, I had to admit that I’d start resenting Paul at some point. Really, there was no sign at all that these business trips were going to slow down, and the more he was gone, the longer I’d go without. He was offering me an alternative.

      He’d never lied to me before. I couldn’t imagine why he’d start now. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”

      Something in his face cracked open, and he gave me a huge smile. “Anyone,” he said. “Any time. I don’t care who, or when, or honestly, what. I just…want you to tell me about it.”

      “Like, tell you it happened?”

      “Yes.” A pause, a long pause. “And then, tell me as many details as you want to.”

      Something clicked in my head. The way he looked when I described even the simplest version of what I’d been fantasizing about with Tom. He wasn’t just willing to let me sleep with someone else. My husband wanted me to fuck another man.

      Oh, that was actually really hot.

      “Okay,” I said. “That sounds…good.”

      “Really?” He was grinning like a kid at Christmas.

      “Oh, yes,” I said. “And I promise to tell you all about it.”
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      Paul and I talked for another ten minutes, mostly me being reassured that yes, this was absolutely something he wanted me to do and that he was okay with it. I told him the truth: I was getting off the phone and going to find Tom. After we’d hung up, I pulled out my work email and found a recent message from Tom; just like me, he’d included his work phone number in his email signature. I took a long breath, then sent him a message.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessie

      

      
        Hey, are you free?

      

      

      

      

      

      The message flipped to read after a minute, but the three dots were there for a long time before I got back a message.

      
        
          
            
              
        Tom

      

      
        yes

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessie

      

      
        Can we talk more about the Thompson wedding?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tom

      

      
        I can meet you in the East Garden in about ten minutes.

      

      

      

      

      

      My heart thumped in my chest as I sent a message to say I’d be there. The East Garden was currently undergoing renovation; there wouldn’t be any guests there. In fact, no one else should be there. The grounds team wasn’t scheduled to start the work for at least another week.

      I spent a few minutes primping. I pulled my hair down, then put it up again, then put it up in a loose bun that I could easily remove if I wanted to. I spent a long moment shifting around in my soaked panties before giving up and pulling them off, tossing them in a desk drawer to be dealt with later. I found the dressy sandals I normally wore when walking around the property; boots or sneakers wouldn’t work with any of the clothes I wore to work, but heels would get ruined in the soil. The heels would make my ass look amazing, but it wasn’t worth damaging the shoes. If he wanted to fuck me in heels, we’d just have to go indoors.

      Tom was already in the garden when I got there. All the gardens on the property were designed to feel like little secluded areas, separated both from the outside world and from the inn itself. The East Garden was particularly popular given its incredible view of Lake Champlain; that was part of why it needed to be redesigned. It was heavily used and needed updating. For now, a small temporary fence had been placed around the area, and no one had shown interest in crossing it.

      “So,” he said, without turning to face me. “What did we need to talk about?”

      I took a deep breath. “You were offering some stress relief.”

      I saw his shoulders rise, then level out. He still didn’t turn toward me. “You’re married. You made a point of telling me that.”

      I nodded, even though he wasn’t really looking at me. “I am. And my husband and I had a conversation.”

      Tom turned slowly, his focus shifting. “Oh?” There was a tone in his voice. Guarded. Interested. Intrigued, maybe.

      “Yes.” I took another long breath and let it out. “He pointed out that I’m…a little insatiable. Suggested that I should indulge myself whenever the chance arose. He just…wants to hear that it happens.”

      Tom focused entirely on me now. “Interesting man. Why’s he willing to share you so easily?”

      I shrugged. “I think he likes the idea of it.” I posed just a little, arching my back gently to put my tits on display and cocking a hip just a little. “Are you going to question his reasoning, or are you going to take advantage of the offer?”

      There was a long, agonizing moment when the question hung in the air. He stared at me, and I felt his attention tracing my outline, from the soft twist of my hair to my toenails, painted a sparkly pink. And then he moved, faster than I expected. He got one hand in my hair and tugged the band that held the bun in place, leaving my hair tumbling down my shoulders in soft waves. The other hand clutched my waist and tugged me toward him. I lost my balance just a little, tumbling into him. He caught me easily, pressing me against him. I felt his erection against my hip, and I fought the urge to wiggle.

      “Tell me what exactly is on offer,” he said. His pupils were blown wide, and I felt the tension in his arms. The hand in my hair smoothed out the strands, stroking through the tangles at the nape of my neck.

      I leaned into him, giving him all my weight. I wrapped my arms around his neck and flashed my sluttiest smile. “Anything and everything you want,” I replied. “My mouth. My cunt.” I blushed. “I’ve never really been fucked in the ass before, so I imagine we’d have to work up to that, but I’m happy to try.”

      He let out a long, low curse. “Let’s start with your mouth,” he said. I expected him to press his mouth to mine, but he stepped back just a little, making sure I was balanced before letting go of me. “How filthy do you want me to be?”

      I shivered a little as my knees hit the grass. “As filthy as you want,” I said. “I’m…I know what I’m doing out here.”

      He raised an eyebrow as he worked his belt open. “And what are you doing out here, Jessie?”

      I bit my lip before I told the truth. “Being a good slut for my husband with a man I hardly know.”

      Tom let out another curse. And then his cock was out of his jeans. He was so thick that my eyes got wide. I hadn’t seen a real live dick that wasn’t Paul’s since the first night we went home together, and holy shit was Tom impressive. I leaned forward, steadying him with my hand as I ran my tongue over the tip, testing him out to see how he would feel. He let out a sharp hiss when my tongue brushed over the head of his cock, and his hand was in my hair again. He guided me forward, and I opened my mouth for him, feeling my way down his shaft. It was hard to take him.

      I worked to keep my jaw relaxed and my mouth wide, careful with my breathing as I took more and more. When the tip of his cock kissed the back of my throat, I swallowed, breathing, and let him rest there, working my tongue over the sensitive underside of his cock. He groaned, his fist tightening in my hair. I pulled back and bobbed on his cock, moaning at the gorgeous sensation of him filling me. It was work to take him, and I loved working for it.

      The first wave of pre-cum washed over my tongue, and everything about him changed. His fist clenched in my hair, holding me still as his hips worked. I whimpered; he pulled out and slapped my cheek with his cock. My eyes burned, and he laughed with delight. “This is what a good slut does, isn’t it?” He pushed past my lips again, moving his hips harder and faster. I struggled to keep up, to keep myself open, and take him. “Is this what your husband told you to do?”

      I wanted to answer him, but he was moving too fast. I choked out the word “yes”, but it was garbled by his cock. The sound made him curse harder. His thrusts went jagged for a second, and then he jerked out of my mouth, panting.

      “You’re good at that,” he said. His cock was dark and swollen, and I  saw how tight his thighs were. How close he was. My cunt gushed with need at the idea of that, of his cum running through me. “But I want your cunt. If that’s what’s being offered, I want to fuck you.”

      I looked up at him with my widest eyes. “Do it, then,” I replied.

      I planned to stand up, to take his hand, and lead him into the inn to find an empty guest room. Instead, he dropped to his knees and pressed his fingers under my skirt. I gasped when he ran a finger through my wet slit.

      “No panties?”

      “What good slut wears panties when she’s going to get fucked?” I grinned, wrapping my arms around his neck again.

      His face looked dark and appealing. “Were you so sure you were going to get fucked when you came out here?”

      I looked at him, my eyes wide. “Yes,” I said. No point in pretending otherwise. “I saw how you looked at me in my office.”

      “And how was I looking at you?”

      “Like I was a snack you wanted to devour.”

      “Hm.” His fingers spread me open, teasing at my clit and making me whimper. “That’s definitely not wrong.” He found a slow, steady rhythm that had my hips shifting along with him. “Did you see that I was hard at your office?”

      “Yes.” His fingers moved a little faster, and I clung to him.

      “As soon as I got your text, I was rock hard again. I had barely gotten myself under control when I saw it, and there I was, aching all over again. Yeah, I was always going to fuck you.” He gave me a dark look. “I could see how much you needed it.”

      I gasped as his finger moved back, circled the opening of my cunt, and then pressed into me. The blunt pressure was sudden, too much, and nothing like enough. He curled that one finger, and I cried out, my knees going weak.

      “If you want me to stop, you need to tell me,” he said. “At any point. Understand? Because if you don’t, I’m going to use you. Until you’re wrung out and so fuck-drunk you’ve forgotten your name. Right?”

      “Yes. Oh, fuck yes.”

      “Good girl,” he said, and the words made me swoon. He drove a second blunt finger into me, and I cried out again, my hips going wild.

      He twisted his fingers in a steady rhythm, holding it no matter how I moved. His thumb was perfectly placed, so every thrust of his fingers ground my clit against him. I was spinning out fast and hard, moaning with every stroke. I wanted so much more than his fingers—but given the size of his cock, much bigger than my husband’s, he absolutely needed to warm me up a little before I was going to be able to take him. “Such a little slut. Are you going to come on your knees for me?”

      “I’m really close.” I gasped. “That feels so good.”

      He chuckled. “Just good? I’m losing my touch. How much do you like this blouse?”

      “What?” I looked down, my head hazy with need and pleasure. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, couldn’t believe this was happening.

      “I can rip it off, or you can unbutton it nicely, but you need to decide because I want to see your tits.”

      “I like it a lot,” I said.

      “Then you get to unbutton it,” he said. I waited for him to pull out, but he didn’t. When I hesitated, he drove his fingers faster, making me groan. “Move it,” he said. His voice had a harder edge now. “I’m more than happy to rip the buttons off if you don’t move fast, and I’m not stopping just to make it easier for you.”

      I gasped as his fingers drove into me, finding a spot deep inside that made me see stars. He grinned at the sound I made, and he finger-fucked me harder. I felt pleasure closing in on me, and I struggled to lean back enough to work the tiny buttons on my top. I cursed every single one of them. My hands shook, my brain scattering as he fucked me closer and closer to the orgasm I desperately needed—and I wanted so much more. “Please,” I gasped. “Please, I’m⁠—”

      “You’re what? Do you want me to stop?”

      “I don’t want to come yet,” I managed to get out. “I don’t want to finish without your cock in me.”

      There was a long, quiet moment, then he burst out laughing. “Fuck, Jessie, what makes you think I’m going to be done with you coming on my fingers? I said get that fucking top off.” I was down to all but two buttons, and he shoved my hands out of the way, working the last two himself, and then he lifted my heavy breast out of the bra and latched onto my nipple while he worked a third finger into my cunt.

      The orgasm was irresistible, and I shattered around his fingers. It felt like he was pulling every pulse out of my cunt piece by piece. I went limp as the orgasm let go, but he kept moving his fingers at the same brutal pace, his thumb slapping against my sensitive clit. I tried to twist away, the intensity sparking through me.

      “Tom—”

      He pulled back from my breast long enough to snarl. “Tell me to stop if you want me to stop.”

      I thought about it for one hazy second, the pressure against my clit almost painful—and then I groaned as the sensation flipped into pleasure again, bursting sharper and harder than I could believe. “Keep going,” I gasped. “Fuck. Keep going.”

      He laughed. “As if I was going to stop.” The tone made it clear that he was playing, that he’d stop if I said so—but I wasn’t going to, and he knew it. He pulled my breast back into his mouth, his teeth scraping over my nipple, and I had to bury my face in his neck to choke back the scream as I came again, stars bursting behind my eyes. He groaned as I pulsed around his fingers, my cunt desperately milking his fingers for what we both wanted.

      “Tell me if I need a condom,” he said. His voice was frantic. Needy.

      I shook my head. “IUD. Tested at my last doctor’s appointment, and there’s no one but Paul.”

      “Tested last month, and it’s been a dry spell.”

      “Then no condom.”

      He swore into my hair. “I’m so glad I get to fuck you raw. I want to see my cum leaking down your thighs.”

      I still half expected him to let me stand up and lead him inside. When he moved me around to all fours, I shouldn’t have been surprised. He pushed my skirt up to my hips, and the rough denim of his jeans made my sensitive thighs jump. The head of his cock pressed at the wet opening of me, and I groaned.

      “I don’t want to go slow,” he said. His voice was jagged, and his hands were digging into my hips hard enough to make me whimper. “Tell me if I need to go slower.”

      “I like it when it hurts,” I managed. He groaned, and then he thrust forward.

      He was big, he was so big, and I fought to breathe as he filled me up in short, jagged thrusts. The burn in my cunt was intense, and I felt every ridge and vein as he spread me open. I cried out, eager and needy.

      “Can you take it?” He didn’t slow down, didn’t stop.

      “I don’t know.” It was so much; I’d always been a bit of a size queen, and I didn’t want him to stop—but I didn’t know if I could keep going.

      His hand traced down my spine, and a wave of calm washed over me. “Don’t worry,” he said, his words as soft as a kiss. “I bet you can.” I had half a second to breathe, and then he was pushing deep, shoving that last bit of his cock in me until he bottomed out, filled me up, was so far inside me that I thought I felt his cock at the back of my throat. “Fuck, you feel good,” he said. “So fucking tight for me. Am I bigger than your husband, Jessie?”

      “Yes,” I gasped. The burn of his cock in me was intense, but I felt my body soaking, relaxing, taking him. He started to move in me, spreading me out, and every movement of his thick cock dragged over every sweet spot in my body. I needed this, I needed this so badly. I was such a dumb slut for cock, and I didn’t know how I’d gone so long without someone buried deep in me. Two weeks was too long. Two days was too long. I needed this. Pleasure was coursing through me again, bigger and more intense. I was softer, wetter, and he moved faster. Drilling into me, fucking me so hard I fell onto my forearms in the grass. It sharpened the angle of his cock, and I cried out as he fucked me deeper.

      Tom grunted with every slap of his thighs against mine, and his heavy balls slapped into my clit with each stroke. “You’ve been craving this, haven’t you? Being split like a slut?”

      “Yes.” My breasts swayed as he fucked me, each stroke taking me closer to them tumbling out of my bra entirely. My nipples scraped over the rough fabric, sending me higher with each movement.

      “You said you hadn’t had your ass fucked.” One hand moved from my hips to cup the curve of my ass. “Have you ever had anyone play with your ass at all?”

      I whimpered, unable to say it.

      He chuckled, the sound dark. “Do you want someone to fuck your ass?”

      I gasped at the suggestion—at him realizing something I’d been dreaming of for years. It wasn’t Paul’s thing, so I’d relegated the fantasy to something I thought about alone with my vibrator. But kneeling in the grass, with him slamming into me, there was no point in pretending that I was anything other than what I was. “Yes,” I groaned. The admission sent a wave of shame through me—followed by a wave of pure need. “Oh, fuck, Tom. Fuck.”

      “I can’t fuck your ass here,” he said. His voice was tight, and I realized he wanted to. He desperately wanted to. “No lube, no angle. But if you want me to play?”

      His thumb pressed against that hole, and my vision whited out for a moment. The sensitive opening felt incredibly vulnerable.

      “You’re so wet,” he murmured, the delicacy of his voice completely separate from the brutal pace he was setting with his cock. “I think I can give you a taste. Want it?”

      “Yes.” The word came out in a rush. I had no more shame. I was nothing but my want—and that was fine. “Please.”

      “You’re so polite,” he said. “Good sluts should always get what they want.”

      The blunt pressure at my ass was sudden and intense, and it sent a completely different pleasure through me. He slowed his thrusts a little, matching the strokes to the tiny pulsing movements of his finger. Each motion brought him closer, and I felt my body softening for him, yielding to him.

      “Just like that, beautiful, just like that. Let me in. Let me fuck you. Let me fill both your holes.”

      There was a sudden release of pressure as his finger pressed past the delicate rim, and then he was inside me. Inside both my holes. The orgasm screamed into me. I couldn’t swallow the sound, couldn’t muffle it. I shattered into pieces, fucking back against him as hard as I could. I heard him shout, felt the sudden hot jet of his cum filling me, painting me, and he was so big and thick that it was already spilling out onto my thighs while he was still pulsing inside of me.

      The heat of it set off a fresh, smaller wave of pleasure, and I cried out again, my cunt frantically milking his cock as he nursed me through the aftershocks of the most earth-shattering orgasm I’d ever had.

      My arms went weak, and he caught me just before I tumbled face-first into the grass. “Easy there,” he murmured. He moved me back against his chest as he pulled free with a sloppy, wet sound. “I got you.”

      All that fierce roughness was gone, replaced with the gentleness I’d always seen as he moved around the grounds. I knew I was leaking out everywhere, making his thighs messy, and I had no idea how he was going to explain the mix of my juices and his cum that had to be smearing all over him. I also didn’t much care. I was sated in a way I hadn’t been in two weeks—and, if I was quietly honest, I hadn’t been in a very long time.

      “That was incredible.” I sighed, letting him gather me up and tuck me under his chin, taking just that second to breathe. I’d get up and get on with my life in just a second.

      I heard the footsteps a moment before the man leaped over the small fence and into the garden. I scrambled out of Tom’s lap, but he tried to help me get up, and I ended up flat on my ass, my skirt up around my hips and my breasts entirely free from my bra. Tom fumbled with his jeans but didn’t come close to getting his dick put away before David Thorne came tearing into the small clearing where we’d stripped and fucked like a couple of high school kids. “Is everyone okay? I heard a scream⁠—”

      David was a regular at the inn. He had grown up in Vermont but lived in Boston most of the time now. He came to the inn for a long weekend every month to “be in nature” and rejuvenate himself from the city life he claimed to hate but depicted in every short story he wrote. He was in his early thirties, but his hair was already going gray at the temples. He did not spend his life working outside, so I assumed that his broad shoulders and narrow waist came from time at the gym. His arms were certainly sculpted, and even in his linen trousers, his ass looked tight enough to bounce a quarter.

      Of course, he recognized me on sight. His eyes went wide, taking all of me in, from my exposed breasts to my bare pussy. His thin pants did nothing to hide his growing erection. “I’m—I’m sorry.” He stumbled through the words, but he didn’t look away. And I suddenly realized that I didn’t really want to cover myself up. He seemed mesmerized by my breasts. It had been a long time since anyone had stared at me like that—even the appreciation Tom had shown felt different in my head.

      “Nothing to be sorry about,” I said. I shifted so that my skirt fell back into place, but just at the tops of my thighs. I shifted so that I was on my knees. Tom tucked himself away and moved to stand in front of me, but I brushed him off. “It’s okay,” I said. “I know you’ve met David before. He’s a regular guest.”

      David stared back and forth between the two of us, clearly unsure about the situation. He almost certainly remembered that I was married, and naturally, he’d wonder what he’d just walked into.

      Well. It was obvious what he’d walked into. What he wouldn’t know was the implication of it.

      “I don’t suppose you want to join in?”

      Tom’s voice surprised me, and I snapped my gaze up to see his expression. He looked…possessive. And eager. After a moment, he glanced down at me and shrugged.

      “The way you came with my finger in your ass?”

      I blushed furiously, but I didn’t look away, and I didn’t glance at David.

      “It’s pretty clear you’ve been fantasizing about being a double-stuffed slut. Haven’t you?”

      I had to look away then. I couldn’t believe he’d seen through me that easily. “Yes,” I said. My voice was soft, but I wasn’t trying to hide. “For years. It’s always been my deepest fantasy.”

      “I’m sure a girl like you has plenty of dildos and vibrators we could use to let you close your eyes and pretend while I fucked your ass,” Tom said, like those were words a person just dropped into casual conversation every day, “but it’s better with two cocks. Right?”

      I looked at David, trying to guess what was going through his head. When his hand moved to his dick to adjust himself, and the outline of his cock somehow got clearer, I was pretty sure I knew. “I’m game,” he said, his voice low and hungry. “If the lady is willing.”

      “I need to talk to Paul,” I said. I was suddenly incredibly nervous. This felt out of bounds somehow, like much more had happened than Paul had agreed to. Two men at once definitely seemed like it could be way, way more than he was comfortable with.

      “That’s fair,” Tom said. “Do you want to text us? Let us know?”

      My body clenched with need. I nodded slowly. Tom pulled out his phone—not his work phone—and I gave him my personal cell number. He took David’s as well, and then there was a group chat between the three of us.

      “There,” Tom said. “Let us know what you want, beautiful. And we’ll make it happen.”

      I got to my feet, straightened out my bra, and buttoned up my top. Even though my skirt was long enough to hide everything, I was sure that his cum stood out on my thighs enough that everyone could see. I needed to get home and talk to my husband. I’d promised to call him as soon as I could. I nodded to both men, then rushed out of the garden as fast as I could without looking like I was running.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “Fuck,” Paul said, his voice low and drawn out. He’d come just a few moments ago, while I’d detailed exactly what Tom had done with me. I’d called him before I’d even showered, and he’d happily stroked his cock to the image of my messy cunt. “You’re going to do this again.”

      It wasn’t a question, and I didn’t disagree.

      “At the end…” I bit my lip, suddenly nervous. “Someone found us.”

      He snapped to attention. “What? Are you okay?”

      “Yes, it’s fine. Remember David Thorne, the writer?”

      “Of course.” He laughed. When David had first started staying at the inn regularly, I’d been more than a little starstruck. It had taken a while before I could treat him like any other guest. It took a moment before Paul connected the dots. “Wait, he was the one?”

      I nodded. “But I…I have to be honest, Paul. I wasn’t upset that he found us. If I had known that you’d be okay with it…” I swallowed. His gaze was locked on me, waiting intensely to hear what I was going to say. “I would have fucked them both.”

      Paul cursed in a low drawl, and I knew he was hard again. “Fuck, Jessie.” His hand moved a little, gently stroking his shaft. “Do you want to?”

      “I really do,” I said. The nerves tangled me up so hard that it was difficult to ask. “Would that be okay?”

      “Better than okay,” he said, his hand moving with more purpose. “Get your fingers in your cunt and tell me what you want. I want you to have it. Understand?”
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      I texted David and Tom in our new group chat while my husband watched, hitting send as he shot into his hand for the second time. They both responded quickly, but as we compared calendars, it was clear that we would not be able to meet for a few days.

      The idea of it gave me chills. I couldn’t believe that this was going to happen. I wanted it so badly I ached, but it seemed so ridiculous. How could this possibly be happening to me? This didn’t sound like my life at all.

      Over those few days, Tom became a constant presence in my life. He was waiting outside my office. At first, his expression was just a little worried, but when I yanked him into the office by his shirt front and climbed into his lap on my work couch, his concern evaporated. We found multiple opportunities every day to be together. I went from aching because it had been two weeks since I’d had a cock to aching because I was getting used so very well.

      Tom took my cunt every time, but he also started playing with my ass more thoroughly. By the end of the first day, I was relaxed enough to take one finger easily. The second was easier, but the third was harder, and he had to make me cum twice before I was relaxed enough for him to move. When he did, though, I exploded with another orgasm in no time at all, burying my face in his shoulder to muffle my screams.

      Every night, I went home and called Paul and told him all about what was happening as he stroked himself. He came more than once, some of those nights, something that hadn’t happened in years. He wasn’t just agreeing to this for my benefit. He was desperate for it himself.

      I wondered quietly how long this had been a fantasy of his; I wished a little that he’d told me about this sooner. The idea of having this dynamic incorporated into our marriage for years was heady—I wasn’t sure how I could give this up when he came home. I hoped he wouldn’t want me to.

      When the three of us finally worked out a night we’d be able to spend together, I quietly rebooked a bungalow on the edge of the property, upgrading the happy guests who had originally compromised on the location to the inn’s penthouse suite. I then marked the bungalow as needing repair to keep it from being rebooked. We’d be far enough from the rest of the guests that no one would notice if things got a little noisy.

      I spent the rest of the day on edge. Tom had come by my office that morning for a quick fuck and to play with my ass. He’d been telling me the whole time that he was training me to take his cock there, murmuring in my ear that he was going to take my anal virginity. It sent me over the edge every time. But after that, he was busy the rest of the day, and I wanted to let the tension build in my body all day long. I walked to the cabin just after dark, my body humming with need and anticipation.

      I hadn’t bothered to put my hair up; I debated leaving my bra and panties in my office, but I’d picked out a lovely matching set that morning in a pale pink shell that almost disappeared on my skin. I’d dressed in loose, comfortable clothes that would be easy to remove.

      I didn’t want a repeat of the unbuttoned top situation in the garden. As desperate as Tom and I had been, more than one button had been strained, and every time I wore that top, I was going to remember the look on Tom’s face as he demanded that I get it off so he could tongue my nipples. Of course, I was pretty sure that memory would stay with me for the rest of my life anyway, so it might have been unfair to blame it on the top.

      I’d ultimately chosen loose black pants and a bright blue sweater that made my eyes stand out. The low neckline of the sweater made my cleavage more than visible, and the clingy fabric of the pants draped beautifully over my ass.

      Tom and David were already in the bungalow when I came inside, closing the door and locking it behind me. The bungalow was basically an open floor plan. There was a small kitchenette tucked up against the wall, with a sofa and chair arranged around a coffee table in one corner, and a luxurious king-sized bed in the other.

      David stretched out on the couch, his thighs spread, and Tom leaned against the bed. They’d both stripped off their shirts, and I spent a moment marveling at the two of them. They were both broad-shouldered, but where Tom’s barrel chest made him feel as big as a mountain, David had a swimmer’s build, with those wide shoulders narrowing to slim hips. His body was sculpted, and I knew he kept fit at the gym. His pants were loose at the waist and hung temptingly low on his hips. I managed not to lick my lips in anticipation.

      “Simple rules,” Tom said. “Anyone wants to stop at any time, all they have to do is say so. No questions, no harm, no foul. Right?”

      “Yes,” I said, and David nodded.

      “Good,” Tom said. “Then Jessie, I want to see what treat you have hidden under that outfit.”

      I grinned. Tom had gotten a sense of my lingerie collection over the past few days, but the set I’d chosen today was extra special. I’d been sure to drop my pants and the panties in one smooth motion in the morning, and I’d encouraged him to go so fast and hard that I’d never bothered taking my sweater off.

      The bra was basically nonexistent, cups covering my nipples with a thought and a prayer. My panties were barely a scrap of lace, with a small triangle in the front barely covering my mound and strings to the back holding it in place. They wouldn’t even have to take it off to fuck me. They’d barely need to move the fabric to the side.

      I shimmied the pants off and pulled my sweater over my head, then posed for them just a little, letting them both drink me in. Tom let out a low whistle, and David cursed a little, palming his hard cock through his pants.

      We hadn’t come to any agreement about who was likely to do what, but I went to David first. He dropped his pants as I fell to my knees in front of him, kicking them off and stroking his cock with one hand. He wasn’t as thick as Tom, but he was longer, with an appealing curve to his cock that I was sure would hit all kinds of fun places. I gave him a big grin as I looked up at him, and I saw his eyes go wide.

      “I’ve been looking forward to this,” I said. And I pulled his cock into my mouth.

      After adjusting to Tom’s girth, it seemed like it would be easier to take David, but it was immediately clear just how long he was. I had to wrap my hand around his base and stroke up to meet my lips as I worked my way down. He hit the back of my throat, and I had to work to take him farther down. He groaned happily as I did, holding himself still and letting me take him at my own pace.

      “Look at that pretty cocksucker,” Tom admired. He’d stripped his own pants off and was standing naked next to David and me, his thick cock hard with pre-cum beading at the tip. “Aren’t you a fucking treat?”

      “His turn,” David instructed, his voice tight. “We agreed to share you.”

      Something hot tore through me. The idea that they’d talked about me, discussed how they were going to use me. What they were going to do to me. A flurry of nerves ran through me, but it faded quickly, and all I felt was eager anticipation. I could tell them to stop if I wanted to, but I was sure I wouldn’t.

      Tom pulled me off David and turned me, tapping the head of his cock against my eager lips. I opened for him, stretching my mouth wide as he thrust into my mouth. He’d stopped going slow after that first time, simply expecting me to adjust and take him, no matter what I had to do to make that happen. I groaned around his cock, my eager cunt pulsing and gushing. With no real panties on, I felt the wetness all over my thighs.

      “Mine now.” David’s voice was harder, harsher. I felt his hand in my hair, pulling me off Tom’s cock. Tom cursed, but I barely had time to adjust before David’s cock was pushing past my lips. I gagged on him, but he held me down, bucking up into my mouth as I fought to stay open and breathe and take him.

      “She’s so good,” Tom said after a few moments. There was a dark humor in his voice that sent shivers through me. “I need her mouth.” He pulled me off David, and I was back to his thick cock, forcing me open.

      “She is,” David agreed, and I was back on him. He was standing now, and he moved me easily from Tom to him. I was a little more ready now, and when he pressed deep into me, I could swallow, bring him down into my throat while he cursed. He laughed as Tom yanked me back more forcefully.

      “She loves being treated like a slut,” Tom said. I whimpered around his cock, the sound choked and garbled.

      “We’ll have to make sure she feels used and taken,” David added, stuffing me full until tears pricked my eyes.

      I lost track as they moved me back and forth, taking turns stuffing my mouth with their cocks. I stayed as open as I could, swallowing when I needed to, breathing as much as I could. My fingers crept between my thighs and stroked my folds. I moaned as I brushed my swollen clit.

      “You can play,” Tom said, his voice tight. “But you don’t get to come. Not until I say so. All night long, you only come with permission. Understand?”

      I forced my eyes open so I could look at him as I nodded. David was stroking his cock fast as Tom fucked my face.

      “Close,” David grunted. “Fuck, she’s so filthy.”

      “Same,” Tom said. “Going to come down her goddamn throat if we keep this up.”

      I whimpered “yes”, and his breath caught. His thighs bunched under my hands, and then he swore as he released, his cum gushing into my mouth as he fucked me deep. I swallowed what I could, sputtering out the rest until it was leaking down my chin.

      “Oh shit, oh fuck.”

      David yanked me off Tom and shoved his cock in my face, spurting into my mouth before he was all the way inside. Most of his cum ended up on my face, mixing with saliva and Tom’s release into a filthy fucking mess. I cried out, my cunt pulsing, and I fought off the orgasm that was threatening to tear me apart. Tom slapped my cheek with his cock.

      “Want to come, slut?”

      “Yes,” I gasped. My fingers were fast and vicious, and my head was spinning.

      “Do you know that you’re covered in two men’s cum? Is that what’s turning you on so much?”

      I cried out, at the end of my control. “Tom—I can’t⁠—”

      “Then come for us,” he commanded.

      The words broke open something inside of me, and when I gasped as the sensations stole me away, he shoved his cock back into my face. He was only half-hard, but he still filled my mouth, and all the sounds I made were muffled.

      When I sagged against him, my forehead resting on his stomach and panting, he pushed some cloth into my face. I recognized it as the shirt he’d been wearing that morning, and it smelled like him. Sunshine and grass and clean sweat.

      “Clean off your face,” he said.

      His voice was laced with gentleness, and I shivered again as he traced one finger softly over my forehead. “You’re being so good for us. I want you to be comfortable so we can use you as much as we want.”

      David had fallen back on the couch, but his cock was still erect, jutting up from his lap. “Come here,” he groaned. “Ride me like the slut you are.”

      My limbs were loose, and Tom had to help me to my feet, then guide me to kneel over David. David held his cock steady and positioned himself at my opening. Tom knelt behind me, and his fingers closed around my nipples, waking me up again.

      I began to lower myself on David, letting out a low sound as he fucked up into me in short, jagged thrusts. He was so much longer, and I was aching by the time he bottomed out in me, his cock so deep it felt like I couldn’t breathe. I rolled my hips, dragging my clit over his shaft as I moved, and I whimpered. He groaned, moving with me to sink all the way in.

      “Oh, like that,” Tom said. “That’s pretty.”

      He lifted one of my heavy breasts high enough for David to pull my nipple into his mouth. He tweaked the other, tugging it out hard as he rolled it between his thumb and forefinger. I cried out, the sensation overriding the oversensitive complaints from my clit.

      David gripped my ass and moved me faster, guiding me into a harsh rhythm that made me whimper as he split me open. It was just this side of hurting, spreading me out and making me hungry. Desperate.

      “Now, Jessie,” Tom whispered, low in my ear. “There’s something special we’d like to do. David and I discussed it before, and we’re both okay with it, but it’s up to you.”

      “Okay,” I panted. “Sure. Anything.”

      David laughed, then grunted as he hit some spot deep in me that felt particularly good. He started to thrust with more purpose, and the head of his cock dragged over a sensitive place that threatened to undo me.

      “I got a message from your husband yesterday,” Tom said. “He wants to watch.”

      My eyes went wide. I stared at him. David didn’t slow down—if anything, he moved faster. “What?”

      “He wants to watch two men fuck his beautiful, slutty wife. If you’re okay with it.”

      I thought of how Paul reacted whenever I told him about my adventures. It was an easy choice. “Yes,” I said. “I always did love to show off.”

      David cursed. His rhythm stuttered as he sank deep into me one more time, and then I felt the hot rush as he came in my cunt. The heat set off a wave of spasms, and Tom’s sudden and intense attention to my nipples was just enough to tip me over into an orgasm. “Don’t do it,” Tom whispered in my ear. “You don’t have permission.”

      I made a desperate, keening sound as I fought every instinct in my body, forcing myself to release the desperate, tight muscles that wanted to pulse and pound and steal my breath. If he’d let go of my nipples, it would have been easier. He must have known, because the pressure only increased, arching my back as David fucked me slowly through the aftershocks of his orgasm. I held off somehow, desperate and weeping.

      “Such a good fucking girl,” Tom cooed, and the praise made me preen. “Come with me and let us set up the cameras.”

      He lifted me off David, and the sudden sensation of emptiness was almost enough to make me cry. I let him lead me to the bed, then flopped down in a heap, my cunt aching with the release I’d almost had. He curled up behind me, teasing my nipples and grinding his soft cock against my ass while Tom fiddled with a laptop and camera.

      The laptop lit up, and Paul was there. He sat in a chair, the image wide enough for it to be clear he was naked, and his cock was very hard. He stroked slowly, almost idly, and his face lit up when he saw me. I grinned back, about to say hello, and then David’s fingers slid into my cunt.

      “Come for your husband, Jessie,” Tom said, and I hoped that counted as permission, because my body spasmed with pleasure, squeezing David’s fingers while he groaned into my ear.

      Paul watched, his hand moving over his cock as I arched and bucked. “Such a good slut,” he said. Tom stroked my hair, and I leaned into his hand, desperate for his approval. “We’re going to give him a show, right? Let him see what a sexy slut he married.”

      “Yes,” I whimpered, overwhelmed by it all—at the three of them, all entirely focused on me and my pleasure. At Tom’s cock, hard again as he crawled onto the bed, and at David, hardening behind me as he rocked his hips against my ass.

      “Ready to show Paul what we’ve been working on this week?” Tom taunted.

      He looked at me as he ran his hand down his cock. I didn’t understand what he meant until I saw the bottle of lube in his hand. For the first time, a ripple of genuine concern ran through me. I’d certainly told Paul that Tom had been working more fingers into my ass, but I hadn’t explained why.

      And then I let go. “Yes,” I whined, refocusing entirely on Tom. “I want your big fat cock in my ass. I want you to be the first.”

      “I’m going to need to go slow,” he warned. “This isn’t a joke. I don’t want to hurt you.”

      “I know,” I replied. I stretched out, opening myself to him. “I want this.”

      Three men made hungry sounds, and I felt like a fucking goddess. The feeling of the lube hitting my ass was familiar by now, and I held myself still, letting him work those three fingers into me. I wanted to buck and arch, ride his fingers and chase the orgasm I knew I could find, but I resisted the urge. I wanted him, and that meant letting him take control.

      When his fingers were moving freely, he pulled out, and after a disorienting moment of emptiness, the tip of his cock was there, pressing gently at that hole. I opened for him more easily now, my body relaxing to let him in—but it was still a moment of incredible, painful stretch as he spread me wider than he ever had.

      “That’s it,” he murmured. “Breathe for me, Jessie. Let me in.”

      He ran a hand over my stomach, and I took a deep breath. As I exhaled, he pressed forward—and the head of his cock was past that tight rim, and he was inside me. I cried out at the incredible sensation of fullness, and I couldn’t hold still. I arched to meet him, to drive him in further. He groaned as he shifted a little farther in, and then David was close, teasing my clit and sucking one of my nipples. Stars burst behind my eyes.

      “Fuck, guys, I—I can’t⁠—”

      “You can,” Tom moaned. “If we can hold back, so can you.” He rocked into me as David moved harder and faster. I bit my lip and dug my hands into the mattress. My eyes flicked to the screen, to where Paul was watching, his hand still moving smoothly on his cock. He was watching us like we were a customized porn, staring at his wife being used, and he was loving every fucking second of it.

      “I need it—” I cried out. My body was tight, electric, and Tom drilling into my ass felt incredible. “I’m going to⁠—”

      The moment before I lost control, they pulled back from me. David moved away from my clit and breast, and Tom yanked himself out of my ass, leaving me shaking on nothing, the energy dissipating painfully. I hadn’t come. Thank God. If that was how they reacted to me saying I couldn’t hold back anymore, I had no idea what would happen if I actually gave in without permission.

      “You wait, one way or the other.” Tom’s voice wasn’t cruel, but it was firm. I whimpered and nodded. “Do you want me back in your ass?” I nodded again without hesitation. “And do you want to be a double-stuffed slut?”

      My eyes went wide. Tom had teased me about it, and they’d hinted at it that first afternoon in the garden, but it had never occurred to me as a thing we could actually do. I didn’t even look at Paul before I answered.

      “Oh, hell yes.”

      “Good,” Tom replied. “Because I’ve been looking forward to this.”

      They started to move, and I let them guide me. David was hard again, and he leaned back on the bed, giving me room to kneel over his lap. I was spread wide open now, and he didn’t need to go slow to bury his cock all the way inside me and move. I cried out, that pleasure just a fingertip away.

      Tom knelt behind me, his hard cock teasing at my opening. “This is going to feel fuller than before,” he said. “I’ll go as slow as I need to.” His lips teased at my neck, and I shivered. “But I know what an anal slut you are now, so I’m not going to hold back. Understand?”

      “Fuck, yes.” I groaned. David knew the right angles now, and he wasn’t holding back either. “I’m so close, Tom, oh my god.”

      He kissed my neck again as he lined up with my ass.

      “If you need to come, you can. It’ll help make you loose enough for me.”

      And then there was the blunt sensation of him pressing forward. David pulled me toward him a little, spreading my ass and moving in slower, deeper thrusts. The new angle ground my clit against his shaft, and my entire body trembled. I’d come so many times, my body felt wrung out and exhausted and so fucking primed for more.

      The burn as Tom worked the head of his cock into me was too distracting for me to focus on the sensations screaming out of my clit, but in that sweet moment of relief as he slid fully inside, I lost control in a way I never had. I screamed as the orgasm tore through me, muffling my face instinctively into David’s neck.

      Tom’s hand in my hair pulled me back. “Give me this too,” he groaned. I was loose enough now, and he fucked into me with wild abandon, David matching his thrusts so that I was painfully, agonizingly full and then terrifyingly close to empty before they slammed into me again. “I want to hear how good we’re fucking making you feel.”

      The orgasms rolled together, one after another, my body spiraling to a new high every time, then soaring again before I could come all the way down. I was limp, tangled up in the two men who were groaning and cursing as they fucked into me. As my body pulled them tighter and tighter into me.

      Paul came first.

      I heard his heavy cry through the laptop as he let go, spilling over his hand. Then David, surging in a rush, spilling again into my soaked, sloppy cunt. He pulled free as he pulsed, and then it was just Tom in my ass. With more room now, he moved faster, harder. David balanced me against his chest as Tom railed me. He was grunting with each thrust, and I knew how close he was. How hard he was holding back, just for me.

      “This is the first time you’ve had a cock in your ass,” he grunted, close to my ear and just for me. “Do you love it?”

      “Yes.” I gasped, the orgasm that had been tearing me apart for minutes racing towards one last peak.

      “Do you want me to do it again?” He surged into me, rough and harsh, spearing me on his cock. I cried out, convulsing around him.

      “Yes.” The word was mangled, dragged out of my exhausted throat.

      “Good,” he said, and groaned as he released into my ass, his cum surging into that new hole that he’d opened up just for him.

      And then he collapsed around me, bracing himself on his arms long enough to tip sideways. David brought the camera close, so I could give Paul a goodnight kiss, then they gently bundled me into the shower together and washed me clean, using my favorite shower gel to sponge the cum off my thighs and helping me wash my face with a soft washcloth. When they were satisfied that I was all clean, they tucked me into bed and curled up, one on either side of me, letting me tumble down into sleep, nestled between them.
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      Two weeks later, Paul texted me in the middle of the day. His plane had just landed, and he was going to Uber home. He’d see me after work.

      Tom was buried inside me when the text came, and he teased my clit as he fucked my ass, sending me over the edge into a giant orgasm. We hadn’t really talked about what would happen once Paul was home.

      David hadn’t rejoined us for our adventures after that one night in the bungalow, but Tom and I had been together at least once a day since that night. I was desperately looking forward to being back with my husband—but the idea of losing this connection was surprisingly complex.

      Tom kissed the back of my neck after he came, wiping his cock on the inside of my thigh, and headed back to work. It was a remarkably crisis-free day at work, so I decided to take the afternoon off and meet Paul at home. I texted him to let him know and got a message back before I even got in the car.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessie

      

      
        Meet me in the bedroom.

      

      

      

      

      

      When I got home, the house was still empty. I hurried up to the bedroom and stripped off my work clothes, leaving them piled in the corner. I thought about rushing around and finding the perfect lingerie, but in the end, I just stretched out naked on the bed and waited for him.

      I heard the car pull in about ten minutes later, and my heart began to race when the front door opened. I heard Paul’s familiar footsteps, heard him kick off his shoes and head upstairs. By the time he walked in the bedroom door, my hands were between my thighs, teasing at my eager clit. It didn’t matter how many times I’d been fucked in the last two weeks. I wanted my husband.

      Paul didn’t say a word. He yanked his shirt over his head, shoved his pants and boxers down, and landed on the bed beside me. He spread my thighs wide. His cock was already hard, and he sank into me with a quick, short thrust. I felt every movement of his cock. He was perfectly shaped for me.

      “Fuck, Jessie,” he groaned into my neck, as he rocked into me. I cried out at the familiar sensation. He knew me inside and out, and he knew just the right angle to make my back arch and leave me whimpering. “Fuck you’re so incredible. I loved hearing all your stories. All the ways he had you. And now you’re here with me.”

      “I missed you,” I said, wrapping my legs around him, then working one up over his shoulder so he could drive in deep and at my favorite angle. He groaned as he sank in all the way, twisting his hips to spread me wider. “I missed you every single day.”

      He pinned my hands above my head and rocked his hips into me. His weight held me in place, perfectly contained. My head went fuzzy. I arched up into him again and again, meeting his thrusts with my hips.

      “Even when that younger guy was fucking you?” he moaned.

      “Yes,” I gasped.

      It was entirely true. Tom was incredible, and I didn’t ever want to give up his cock, but Paul was my husband. The man I’d chosen for the rest of my life.

      “I let you have that,” Paul teased, his voice gently musing. “I told you to split yourself on his cock.”

      “Thank you.”

      I groaned as the familiar pleasure started to twist me up. I moved harder, and he met every thrust as I fucked myself on his hard, thick cock.

      “Say it again.” His voice was harder, more demanding than I’d ever heard. I whimpered at it.

      “Thank you, Paul.”

      “Say, thank you for letting me have another man’s cock.”

      I cried out as he moved faster. Sharper. He hooked his arm under my other leg, fucking me as deep as he could go. “Thank you, Paul. Thank you for letting me have his cock.”

      “You’re mine. Say it.”

      “I’m yours.”

      He groaned, stuttered, and for a moment, I thought he was going to spill into my messy cunt. He had to know—had to know I hadn’t cleaned up when I came home. He rallied.

      “I’m going to share you again, Jessie. As many times as I want,” he taunted.

      The pleasure spiked suddenly, and I screamed as the waves of the orgasm pulled me under. I felt him follow me, shooting his thick cum deep inside me, leaving me spasming and weeping with relief and joy.

      My husband was home. I was his. And he was going to share me as much as he wanted. This was going to be perfect.
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            THE BOSS OF HER BOSS

          

          Max Sebastian

        

      

    

    
      It was just an ordinary day at the office for me when Melissa texted out of the blue to let me know that someone at work had just asked her out on a date. I happened to be sipping the shitty coffee my intern had brought me, and did a genuine spit take. How often does that happen in real life? Melissa likes to play little pranks on me, so after the little jolt of surprise, I just sat there and tried to stay calm.

      If it was a prank, I needed it to fail.

      I texted back in the most casual manner, asking who he was.

      Someone new. Someone who had just relocated to her office from Cleveland. Well, I suppose that’s what you do if you’re from Cleveland. Melissa said he had seemed a little flirty, but she’d thought it was harmless.

      Yet now he wanted to take her out for a drink after work.

      The tone of Melissa’s messages seemed so neutral that it was difficult to tell whether she was teasing me or not. Did she have an angle here? Was she trying to get me jealous? Get me seething with rage, and then she’d say ha-ha like that guy Nelson from The Simpsons, and I’d have egg all over my face. She’d probably have a good time telling her BFF Tina all about how she had pranked me.

      I wasn’t jealous, but a bolt of fear hit me.

      Had I done something wrong? Was she trying to get back at me for something I couldn’t even remember I’d done? Or something I’d inadvertently done. I sat there checking off the special days I wasn’t allowed to forget. Birthday, check. Valentine’s Day, check. Anniversary, check.

      I replayed all of our recent conversations and events, as if I’d died and my life was flashing before my eyes. Nothing clicked. I was certain I hadn’t done anything wrong.

      That left me with two possibilities. First, a guy at Melissa’s company really had been flirty with her and had actually asked her out. She was bemused, letting me in on the joke. Or, she had somehow discovered my secret fantasy.

      If she had, for once in her life, suddenly decided to snoop around the darkest reaches of my laptop computer, then she might have found something. Had she discovered my little stash of hotwife porn clips? And if she had, then she seemed to be gently teasing me about it, rather than exploding at me with great vengeance and furious anger. Hmm.

      I needed to casually probe her for more information.

      I texted back, asking whether the guy was, at least, good-looking.

      
        
          
            
              
        Melissa

      

      
        Sure. He looks a little like Brad Pitt.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        MC

      

      
        Brad Pitt now, or Brad Pitt in his prime? He’s, like, 62 by now.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Melissa

      

      
        In his prime.

      

      

      

      

      

      Difficult to really grasp someone’s tone from text messages. She could have been teasing. Could have been wryly bemused about it. I decided it was safer to act as though she were letting me in on the joke and to continue behaving with wry amusement.

      If she’d discovered my secret, then I could pivot to mitigation efforts.

      
        
          
            
              
        MC

      

      
        Is Brad Pitt on your special hall pass list?

      

      

      

      

      

      Just a joke. We didn’t have special hall pass lists. There’s no way Melissa would have let me even conceive of sleeping with another woman, even an A-list megastar about as likely to cross my path as a meteorite made of diamond.

      
        
          
            
              
        Melissa

      

      
        But he’s not Brad Pitt. Technically, he’s my boss’s boss.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        MC

      

      
        So if you secretly dated him and somebody at the company found out, would it be your boss or your boss’s boss who decides whether you get fired?

      

      

      

      

      

      She didn’t reply to that. I wasn’t sure whether my text had been too confusing, or perhaps Melissa had got busy at work, gone into a meeting, or something. But I was feeling good about my angle. Actually, I was feeling mildly piqued by it. Was there some quirk of fate that could guide us to a point where my wife might actually see the benefits of making my fantasy come true?

      After all, she would get to sleep with a hot guy from work.

      And she’d have a smitten husband.

      At the very least, I’d gotten the sense that if Melissa had discovered my rainy-day bank of fappable hotwife clips, she wasn’t completely furious about it. That brought some sense of relief and serenity.

      Her reply came after 5:00, in that twilight zone between the official end of the working day and the time when you can actually go home, and it doesn’t look like you’re slacking off.

      
        
          
            
              
        Melissa

      

      
        He’d probably be able to move me to a different department if anyone found out.

      

      

      

      

      

      Well now that one had my heart all a-flutter.

      Okay, if I were honest, it had things stirring between my thighs. It sounded to a somewhat perverted husband—who had entertained wife-sharing fantasies practically since they’d said I do to each other— that Melissa might be actually asking if she could date some hunky Brad Pitt-a-like from work.

      Was she still dryly bemused, continuing the joke? Or was she being serious now? Or was there still a chance she was pushing to humiliate me for whatever I’d done or whatever she’d found on my hard drive?

      Damn it, I wanted it to be true. I wanted her to date the hot boss guy from work. I was such a deviant.

      I realized I was in danger of being led by my libido at this point in our dialogue. I could easily trip up, easily reveal my dark secret when I didn’t need to. Yet I couldn’t bring myself to close the door completely on the possibility of making my deepest desire a reality.

      
        
          
            
              
        MC

      

      
        That wouldn’t be so bad, would it? You’d still have a job. And you’d be dating Brad Pitt’s twin.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Melissa

      

      
        So you’re saying you wouldn’t mind me dating him?

      

      

      

      

      

      My heart was pounding. This felt like the final test question in which my future of marital happiness depended. She was asking me if she could cheat on me. Wasn’t she? I mean, the word dating in contemporary society is intricately linked to the concept of having sex. You don’t date somebody platonically. Not unless you’re a sex-before-marriage type, but Melissa had a ring on it.

      But it could still have been a joke. Or a gotcha question. After a long pause, I replied.

      
        
          
            
              
        MC

      

      
        Why not? It might be fun. Maybe he’s amazing in bed.

      

      

      

      

      

      With that, I left the office to go home, heart in my mouth. Had I gone too far, making it explicit that I was apparently happy for her to cheat on me? What would she say to an apparent admission that I was a wannabe cuckold? Could I laugh it off if I got home to find her furious after all? Maybe I could claim to have left cuckold porn on my computer purely as a test to see if my wife ever decided to snoop in my private files.

      Of course I wouldn’t actually find wife-sharing clips a turn-on, honey. I’m not some kind of freak.

      She didn’t reply to my suggestion that she date a guy who might be good in bed, though I spent my entire commute home checking my phone.

      But hey, I can multi-task. So I also spent my entire journey coming up with potential defenses in case I returned home to a wife horrified and sickened by discovering that her husband had a cuckolding fantasy. I rehearsed lines that might defuse any anger or revulsion.

      There was the freedom defense. I don’t see marriage as one person owning another. If they feel the desperate need to sleep with someone else, that’s up to them. There was the altruistic defense. I get a real kick out of my gorgeous wife having an incredible experience by sleeping with someone else.

      And there was the biological defense. You know, it’s just male instinct to be turned on by another man sleeping with our woman, an evolutionary quirk from days when you had to be ready to go if you saw someone banging your chick, so you could pull off the other guy and plow her yourself. Sperm competition. Guys who were hard, waiting their turn to screw someone, had a higher chance of passing on their genes.

      I prepared in case she believed my attempt to persuade her into another man’s bed was part of some grand manipulation to allow me to sleep with other women. I’d done the research. People who don’t understand the kink want to know what’s in it for the husband if he doesn’t get to sleep with other people, too. Why does the wife get all the fun?

      But the point is, the fun part for the husband is the wife getting all the fun. Although in my case, the juiciest part of my fantasy is imagining her coming back still horny after having sex with someone else, whereupon I would get to sleep with her too.

      Why would I want to sleep with another woman when my fantasy is all about Melissa?

      Anyway. I arrived home nervous, but at least I felt a little prepared. I was going to lawyer the hell out of this problem.

      Then, when Melissa got home from work, she didn’t say a thing about it.

      Really.

      She acted entirely as normal, like we hadn’t even exchanged a single text message between ourselves all day.

      It was pretty confusing, I can tell you. I was tempted to drop a few little references to our text conversation to find out what was going on. Was she so upset with me for not being outraged by a guy hitting on her at the office that she was going to ignore the whole thing?

      But she wasn’t ignoring me. She wasn’t upset. She just seemed to have lost all memory about what we’d been texting about.

      Damn it.

      I knew why. Her best buddy at work, Tina, must have stolen Melissa’s phone to prank me.
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      Tina had been at law school with Melissa, and the two had been recruited by the same firm upon graduation. They were a little like two peas in a pod, particularly when it came to playing little pranks on people. Mainly me.

      But this whole thing was a step further than either of them had gone before.

      The next day, during a lull between meetings, I texted Tina, telling her that some juries would find her guilty of false representation.

      Tina replied, saying, I don’t know what you’re talking about.

      To me, it was total confirmation that it had been her the previous day. I mean, if I’d texted somebody else out of the blue to accuse them of misrepresentation, I would have expected them to come back at me asking if I’d sent the text to them in error. Or they’d reply something like “LOL, what did I do you think is false representation?”

      Tina’s reply to me was too incurious to be true. She wasn’t asking me why I would throw such an accusation her way because she knew exactly why.

      No further questions, Your Honor.

      I thought that might be that.

      Then, about two hours later, Tina actually texted back, saying, Would you really let Melissa go on a date with our boss’s hunky boss?

      It made me smile. I could imagine that she’d been simmering with confusion at the way our text conversation had gone, at my apparent acceptance of the idea of my wife dating some guy who looked like Brad Pitt.

      Now it felt like the ball was in my court. I could ridicule Tina if I wanted to, claim victory in the prank stakes by suggesting I knew it was her all along and had been spinning her a ridiculous lie. And yet… I suddenly felt a strange compulsion to try to persuade my wife’s best friend that Melissa having a work affair would be perfectly normal and not a major issue for a particularly wonderful husband.

      What if I could use Tina to quietly coach Melissa into tolerating my secret fantasy, or even finding it acceptable enough to try, avoiding all the usual horror and revulsion you read about wives having about cuckold husbands?

      I tried to word my reply so that if Tina took it the wrong way, I could claim to be still pranking her. I went with the Feminist approach to mitigation: I’m married to her, I don’t own her. It’s up to her if she wants to date some hunk from work.

      I could predict that Tina would respond by trying to keep her side of the prank going or even attempt to outflank me on the prank. But she surprised me by responding with apparent earnest curiosity, as though she thought I was being on the level here.

      And I kind of was, so.

      
        
          
            
              
        Melissa

      

      
        But wouldn’t you be jealous if she cheated on you?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        MC

      

      
        It wouldn’t be cheating if she already knew I was fine with it.

      

      

      

      

      

      This was the pivot. Now we were definitely both on the level, weren’t we? This was the point at which the pretense that we were joking with each other stopped.

      
        
          
            
              
        Tina

      

      
        Why would you be fine with her dating another guy?

      

      

      

      

      

      My heart rate was racing again. I felt like this was my last chance to avoid being labeled a cuckold by my wife and her best friend from now until kingdom come. But my manhood was thick in my pants, and that tricky libido was back in the driving seat.

      
        
          
            
              
        MC

      

      
        Because I trust her to have a little fun and not want to leave me. I trust that she still loves me as I love her. And I like the idea of her having a good time, even if it’s with someone else.

      

      

      

      

      

      There it was. I’d laid it all out.

      Would Tina tell Melissa what we’d been talking about? I couldn’t see her keeping the secret from her best friend. Not this kind of secret.

      Oh God, I couldn’t breathe.

      
        
          
            
              
        Tina

      

      
        Does Melissa know you feel this way?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        MC

      

      
        I doubt it. It never came up before.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tina

      

      
        Because you know I wasn’t making up the part about Jake asking Melissa out. She told me. And they have been really flirty around the office.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        MC

      

      
        Is that all?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tina

      

      
        Can I tell her you’d actually be okay with her dating Jake if she wanted to?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        MC

      

      
        Sure, why not?

      

      

      

      

      

      It was kind of weird having an erection at work. At least I had my own office, huh. But I couldn’t exactly go anywhere just now if I needed to.

      I had to do breathing exercises for a few moments.

      How would Melissa react to learning that her husband would allow her to have an affair?
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      Melissa arrived home before me, which was rare in itself as—to be honest—she’s much more ambitious in her career than I am, which means she tends to stay later at the office. She waited for me in an armchair in the living room. The TV was on, but I got the sense she wasn’t paying any attention to it.

      “Hey, honey, you’re home early,” I said, adopting a relaxed tone.

      “This afternoon, Tina and I were Googling why a husband would allow his wife to date another guy.” She said it softly and seriously.

      Everything had sped right out of the joking, teasing phase. Oh man. I felt like someone had blown a hole in my stomach with a shotgun. Tina had told her everything, then. I wasn’t sure if she really would. Was Melissa mad at me? Was I going to lose my wife?

      There was a moment when I could have denied everything. Claiming that I’d been playing a big prank on Tina all along would still have just about passed the smell test if I went all in on the confidence. But, trembling, flushed with embarrassment, suddenly terrified that I was about to be kicked to the curb and divorced before the age of thirty-five, I inexplicably felt a compulsion for honesty.

      “What did Google say?” I asked.

      “That men want their wives to sleep with other men because they’re either insecure and worried that they can’t satisfy their wives in bed. Or, you have a fetish—such as cuckolding—where witnessing your wife with another man brings you pleasure.”

      She stared at me for what seemed like an age, but she didn’t seem angry, or upset—not even disappointed. No, she was looking at me as though she’d been married to me all this time and had never noticed before that my eyes are blue.

      “You’re not insecure or guilty about not satisfying me in bed, are you?” she asked quietly, as though terrified it was the case.

      “No,” I replied. “Not really.”

      “So… you really think witnessing me with another man would… bring you pleasure?”

      “I wouldn’t have to witness anything.”

      She let out a little gasp.

      Once she composed herself, I learned that Melissa and Tina had been doing far more research than just a quick scroll through Google. Lawyers are going to lawyer. We all do it. And Melissa, in particular, is a better lawyer than I’ll ever be.

      At first, my wife was mildly horrified by what Tina had told her. Her initial feeling was that I couldn’t possibly love her if I would even think of letting another man get his hands on her. Tina had talked her back from that particular edge. Then their NSFW research had shown Melissa how common the cuckolding fantasy is, which reassured her. At least, I wasn’t a unique freak.

      We spent the evening talking about it. I was frankly astonished by how much she seemed to already know, down to using the right kind of terminology. She’d absorbed all the nuances in the kink, which led to Melissa quizzing me to determine which version of it I was into. I know she was relieved to learn that I didn’t feel the need to watch her have sex with other men or be humiliated with taunts about my small dick. I certainly wasn’t the kind of cuck who wanted her to deny my sex. But she questioned the ethics of sharing her exploits with other men.

      “Tina says I shouldn’t care about betraying an intimate moment because Jake basically wants me to cheat on you. But I’m not sure I agree.”

      I could hardly believe we were having that conversation. She seemed to be considering doing it — dating the handsome guy from her office, and coming home to me afterward. So I tried to be as open and accommodating as possible to her feelings.

      But I had to ask, “Why is Tina so interested in all this?”

      “Oh, you know her. She loves interfering. She just wanted to tease you about the fact that Jake was hitting on me.”

      “So, it’s true he asked you out?”

      “Uh-huh.”

      “Do you think you’d want to do it?”

      My heart seemed to stop when she gazed into my eyes, hesitated a moment, and nodded.

      The surprises didn’t end there. Afterward, Melissa wanted to watch porn with me. It wasn’t something we’d ever done before, so it was beyond thrilling at first. But she said it was a suggestion they’d read on a forum for cuckolding aficionados. She suggested it like she just assumed that I occasionally watch porn, and that it wasn’t a big issue for her.

      I wondered why we’d never been brave enough to try watching porn together before. I guess we both had our insecurities. But that night, Melissa wanted me to find clips that showed what I had in mind when I fantasized about her being with other men.

      I looked for scenes with women who resembled my wife—brunette, shapely but not particularly busty. Girl-next-door types rather than out-and-out pornstars. There were scenes of husbands watching their wives banging other guys, scenes of husbands filming their wives with other men. I explained that I liked the dynamic, but didn’t need to be in the room if she was dating Jake.

      Melissa asked me to find a clip of how I would respond when she came home from a date. She seemed surprised when I found something similar to how I might want to behave, but it brought the biggest smile to her face.

      “Tina’s so envious,” she giggled, and it almost seemed that was the most important to her in all of this.

      After that, we talked about her potential date, Jake. He was a few years older and divorced. He gave off mature, intelligent, sophisticated vibes, she said, which almost made her feel like she was back in college and chasing a professor—something she’d never done in real life.

      Her next request was for a clip with a guy who looked like Jake. I went down on her while she watched it. It was hot to know she was fantasizing about her boss’s boss while I lapped at her pussy. We’d never done anything like that before.

      It seemed like there were lots of things we never did before that we were going to try.
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      There was still a lot of talking to be done. We needed to get our heads around the reality of this fantasy and set boundaries. It was tempting to want to rush ahead with it all, now that Melissa seemed to be on board. But I didn’t want to unnerve her—and there was the fact that this was a guy at her company she was intent on dating.

      Jake didn’t stop flirting with her each time he crossed paths with her at the office, and Melissa was free to return his flirtatious manner in kind, but she had to be careful. She didn’t want anyone at work—other than Tina or Jake—knowing what was going on. But while I couldn’t stop thinking about it, I was so overjoyed that it was happening, I really wasn’t complaining.

      She texted me from work every time she saw Jake, giving me a play-by-play of every interaction. Sometimes Tina would text me from work, too. Actually, it was kind of cool having a spy in the enemy camp. Tina liked playing private detective—even to the extent of sending me secretly-taken photos of my wife flirting with her boss’s boss.

      I guess he did kind of look like Brad Pitt. Brad Pitt from that Tarantino movie.

      I had to be careful that my work didn’t suffer from all the distractions, as I constantly kept one eye on my phone. It was dopamine hit after dopamine hit. Their flirting was so cute, progressing toward racy. Lots of compliments from Jake. He was a charmer, I had to hand it to him. Melissa had laughed off Jake’s initial attempt to ask her out for a drink, and he had backed off after that, but when she upped the ante on her flirting, he stepped up his side of it again, too.

      Finally, Melissa texted one afternoon to say she had come right out and asked if he was really into her or if he was just fooling around. She said this had surprised him, but he’d said he was into her, but thought she would be too freaked out to do anything with him because she’s married. She’d used the moment to come clean and tell him that he needn’t worry because her husband liked it when she had fun with other people. She’d explained it simply wasn’t a big deal for me.

      That was down to Melissa wanting to do this ethically. I suspected that Jake would want her if given the green light, whether or not I was aware. He wouldn’t care if she was cheating on her husband. He just wanted to have sex with her.  She concurred, but wanted to be truthful with him, and thus made the confession.

      And so, suddenly, I was sitting there in my office holding a phone, reading that Jake had asked my wife out again — and this time she had accepted his offer.
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      Things seemed to be moving quickly. Like, breathtakingly quickly.

      I’d read about this effect. You long for this fantasy to happen for years, then suddenly it’s out in the open, and you’re planning for something to happen. Then, just a few weeks after you revealed the fantasy to your wife, she decided to try it. And then, the wheels are in motion. Melissa and I talked about the fantasy for a while, but then she put the case to Jake, and he asked her out—and then she was out with him for drinks after work.

      I guess I was feeling a loss of control. It was all up to her now, and that’s why it felt like such a giddy rush. That first evening, I went home alone and felt so on edge, fizzing with adrenalized fear and excitement, I could hardly sit down. She sent me a couple of texts letting me know where they were going and that she didn’t expect much to happen that night.

      But I was crazy tense the entire time.

      She didn’t get home until after eleven, and I spent the evening contemplating what she was doing—what the chances were that she would be tempted into something wicked on her first date. Then she was home, and effervescent as she told me how sweet and complimentary he was. How nice it was to talk about each other and get to know each other.

      I remember always being so nervous back in my dating days, worried about the outcome of the evening. I didn’t understand how my wife was so cool, but Melissa told me that being married gave her a confidence she’d never had before. She wasn’t going out to meet The One. No, she was just looking for a good time and hopefully end up in bed with a hot guy.

      That evening, she and Jake shared nothing more than a kiss, but that was enough to spark some serious flames between Melissa and me. She loved how into her I was just because she’d been out on a date. It really did bring us closer as a couple, just as the research suggested.

      After that first date, it was a few days before she saw Jake again at work. He was their boss’s boss, after all. He wasn’t around them all the time. There was a little uncertainty about when their next date would be—anxiety about whether it would happen, and whether Jake had enjoyed being with her as much as she had enjoyed being with him. I had to reassure her that everything would be okay. That, of course, he wanted a second date. She was gorgeous. He knew that.

      The anxiety was short-lived. Soon, they were exchanging cute, flirty texts and even sending mildly scandalous selfies. And then, it was Friday night again.

      This time, it wasn’t drinks after work, but a full date. Jake was coming over at nine to take her out. She’d asked him what to wear, and he’d suggested a nice dress. And so I got to watch her trying on nice dresses, trying to choose the most seductive one she dared to wear, without straying over the line into slutty.

      I helped her choose her underwear, too. That was definitely slutty, though she was downplaying expectations that Jake would definitely see it that night. The tension between us was immense, though in a good way. Melissa was high on my attention. She enjoyed teasing me about how late she might be out with Jake. Maybe she’d only return to me in the morning.

      Oh, man. When I watched out our apartment window as she got in that Uber with him, I felt like I was taking a hit of the highest quality cocaine.
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      She didn’t text me for the first two hours. I tried to let it lie, though I was constantly agitated by emotions. I didn’t want to interfere. I didn’t want to seem like I was hovering over her shoulder. But I wasn’t alone. Tina kept texting, demanding updates, like we were her own personal reality TV show. I didn’t mind, though I didn’t have much to tell her until I finally received an update from Melissa around eleven.

      My sweet wife told me they were going to a bar, and then Jake was going to take her to a club. I didn’t even ask her what time she thought she’d be home, just told her to have fun. We’d talked about this. She’d been unsure about how much she wanted to open up about her dates, so I wasn’t going to press her too much.

      And then, at one in the morning, she still wasn’t home.

      I texted her, telling her how much I loved her and that I hoped she was having a wonderful night. And that I was going to bed.

      Tina could not believe I could just go to bed, while my wife was no doubt busy fucking another man.

      I didn’t sleep, though. Not at first. I tried, but failed. I stayed up, gazing out the window at a rainy night in the city. I tried to watch TV, but failed to focus on anything. I just lay there, hoping that she was okay, that she was having the most incredible sex with her salt-and-pepper older man—hardly able to breathe when I considered that she really might have been fucking another man at that moment.

      I ended up taking a sleeping pill around three. I just couldn’t handle the pressure.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      The buzz of an arriving text message woke me just before noon. I awoke fairly groggy from the after-effects of my sleeping pill, but finding out that my wife was on the way back to me after a night out with another man was like taking a double shot of espresso. I hit the shower to make myself presentable for her. Her message had said nothing about what had happened on her date, but the gears in my brain were turning over the possibilities while I scrubbed myself clean.

      She must have fucked him.

      How could she have stayed with him overnight if it had remained platonic?

      I was shaking with anticipation.
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      There she was at the door, looking happy but somehow slightly coy as she returned home to me—perhaps cautious about how I would really feel now she had truly done the deed and couldn’t take it back.

      “Hey,” I said.

      “Hey,” she said, blushing profusely, as if I knew her embarrassing secret.

      I opened the door for her, and she stepped gingerly inside like this was our first date, not the return of someone who co-owned this apartment and had been married to me for five years.

      “So, you had fun?” I asked.

      “Uh-huh.” Coy smile.

      God, she looked beautiful. I could tell she’d been fucked all night. It wasn’t just that she was wearing the same clothes she’d left the house in fifteen hours before. She had that post-coital glow, the beaming smile of satisfaction and self-confidence boosted by the compliments of a man who was not obliged by marriage to compliment her.

      “You still okay with everything?” she asked, bracing herself as though I was about to turn into Mr. Hyde and cause her harm for cheating on me.

      “Oh, yes,” I said, frozen with astonishment at the sight of her, knowing what she’d done. I needed to turn all of those feelings into actions, but I was too overwhelmed to know where to start.

      She smiled. “Still love me?”

      “Oh yes.”

      Melissa cautiously stepped up to me, and we leaned into each other, our mouths closing in for a gentle, exploratory kiss. Her lips, her mouth felt unfamiliar, like I was kissing a stranger. She looked like the wife who’d left yesterday, but she was someone else. She tasted different. I’m not sure whether it was purely psychological or whether her night with another man had done it.

      I liked to think it was her night with another man. I trembled with lustful energy. She sensed my coiled excitement and intensified the kiss, sucking on my mouth, pulling me close to her so she could press against me.

      She let out a low moan as she discovered the hardness lurking in my pants.

      “I need to freshen up,” she said, at last, as we finally came up for air, looking at each other with quiet wonder and awe, genuinely surprised at how her date with another man had somehow ignited a fresh passion between us.

      “No, you don’t,” I said, pulling her in for another kiss, running my hands through her long, dark hair.

      I was entranced by her. I breathed her in as she peeled off her dress, taking in the hint of staleness from a night spent in bars and nightclubs, her perfume now depleted, along with that earthy mustiness from physical activity and the lingering dark spice of sex.

      “You really want me like this?” she said, one eyebrow raised.

      “More than anything.”

      I ran my hands over her shoulders, her arms, taking in the sight of her in her devilish crimson lingerie. The sexy flush in her pale flesh. Her hands moved to the bulge in my pants.

      “You’re so hard for me,” she observed, delighted. The excitement sparking in her eyes thrilled me. She could so easily have come back to me from a night with a sex god as a tired woman who was disinterested in her husband, unconcerned with my need for her. But she loved the way I was looking at her now; the desire in me inspired desire in her.

      We were reminded how much we had lusted after each other in the early days, before familiarity had fostered complacency.

      “Let me see,” she whispered, guiding me over to our couch, urging me to sit before kneeling before me. When she had fished my hard-on out through my open fly, flames flared up in her dark eyes, and her smile was wider than ever. “My goodness,” she breathed, taking my shaft in both hands, gazing at my erection like it had been made by Fabergé.

      “So, are you going to tell me what happened?” I asked her, after finally finding my words.

      “You want me to tell you everything from the beginning, or do you want to ask me questions?” she said, now reaching up to pull off my shirt.

      “I don’t know… I want to know everything…”

      “Might take longer to go from the start,” she teased, reaching up to pull off my shirt, then deciding she might as well remove the rest of my clothing, too. “But we don’t need to rush, or anything.”

      “No, we don’t need to rush.”

      The way she looked at me as the full scale of my rock-hard manhood was revealed was the affirmation that she still wanted me that I needed—that she’d originally dated me and married me because she found me sexy. Sometimes you forget that when you’ve been with someone for a while.

      “I wish you’d told me earlier that sleeping with other guys would have this kind of effect on you,” she said, with astonished eyes.

      She giggled and licked my shaft from base to tip.

      “Did he have a big cock?” I asked, unable to stop myself.

      She smirked. “That’s such a guy question.”

      “Just curious,” I smiled.

      She kissed the tip of my cock, then said, “Yours compares very well, if you’re worried.” Then she flashed me a wicked grin, adding, “But, yeah, it was pretty big.”

      I nodded. Made sense. The way this guy Jake had flirted with her at work from the get-go, and had the confidence to ask her out so quickly, despite knowing she was married, it was only logical that he was packing.

      “I like sucking yours better.” She took my sensitive end in her hot mouth and bobbed her head down, making me groan.

      “It fits more easily?” I chuckled.

      “Mmm…” she moaned, as though giving me pleasure was giving her pleasure.

      I shivered with arousal picturing her doing this, but with someone else’s cock. It didn’t bug me to know that her lover had a bigger dick than I did in the way I thought it might. I liked the idea that she would get to try something different, even something better.

      Melissa took her time pleasuring me with her mouth. As though she’d forgotten how much she enjoyed it—as though she was celebrating that I was hard for her like this after what she’d done. I stroked her hair, trying to appreciate her and yet unable to keep from picturing what it must have been like when she was doing this with her boss’s boss not so very long before.

      It felt incredible, but I had trouble concentrating on my questions with such a delicious distraction. I had to urge her mouth off me. “Did you have sex with him?”

      She stood with a wicked grin, and my hands moved to her breasts. “You think we’d spend the whole night together if I didn’t?”

      Her confirmation sent a jolt of intense heat through my body, even though I had assumed she must have gone all the way with the guy to come home the next morning, as she had.

      Melissa laughed. “Look at your face…”

      I couldn’t help it. It was absolutely stunning to face the fact that my wife had been unfaithful, that she had made my deepest fantasy come true.

      “How does it make you feel, knowing it happened?” she asked

      I kissed her mouth briefly, squeezing her tits. “It makes me want you more than I’ve ever wanted you before.”

      She grinned and bit her lip. “Mmm, I like that…”

      While we were kissing, I tugged down her panties. She giggled, ecstatic at how much I craved her. She dropped onto the couch and lifted her legs to allow me to slip her panties off past her ankles and feet.

      Now it was my turn to kneel before her.

      I swept my face along one of her legs, kissing her thigh, captivated by her as the spicy scent of sex grew stronger the closer my kisses ventured toward her bare pussy. Oh my God, but she was wet.

      “Did he use protection?”

      “Uh-huh,” she moaned.

      The confirmation stirred something inside me. It was less about whether he’d used a condom or not and more about hearing her admit that another man had slid his cock inside my wife’s pussy.

      Melissa squealed with delight as my mouth reached her soaking pussy, and I hooked my arms under her thighs to pull her to me. Man, I was so hungry for her. I’m not sure why knowing she’d fucked someone else made me so ravenous for her well-used pussy, but I was running on pure instinct at this stage.

      At first, though, I did my best to control my raging desire and start slow, so she could tell me more about her date. As I gently worked over her soaking groove, she told me how nervous she’d been to start, while Jake had been so relaxed. She’d never been that nervous around a guy before, but he was older, more mature.

      Their dinner small talk had been pleasant. He was more conservative than us, politically, but it wasn’t an issue because he wasn’t pushy about it. They went to a bar, and Jake asked about me. Melissa told him the truth again. She loves her husband, but I gave her the freedom to date. The word cuckold was never used, she said, but he didn’t seem phased by the idea that she was still happy and in love—and sexually active—with her husband.

      Jake just wanted to fuck her.

      My arousal grew exponentially as she told me about dancing with him later and taking a taxi to his place. Melissa told me how kissing on his couch made her melt, and it did something in my chest I can’t quite explain. My love for her swelled when she shared that she was clear he had to use a condom.

      His apartment was beautiful, a spacious corner unit that looked down on the street. They’d slowly undressed each other in the middle of the expansive living room while making out, then he’d led her to the bedroom, where the kissing and touching escalated to going down on each other.

      And that was when Jake asked my wife to put the condom on him.

      That one hit me hard, but I didn’t have time to dwell on it because Melissa didn’t. She went right into telling me how he was inside her, the first cock that wasn’t mine since we’d started dating seven years before. She told me he was so big—again—that it left her breathless, and she came so quickly for him. Yes, I went down on my wife while she told me how incredible her lover’s cock was.

      I lost my mind when she moaned that he came inside her. I know it was with a condom, but still, that pushed all of my buttons. I sucked on her pussy with abandon, and my enthusiasm heightened hers, pushing her to be much more vocal than usual—moaning, cussing, gasping for air.

      “Oh my God, that’s so good…” she cried, running her hand through my hair as I ate her.

      I tasted a hint of his latex condom on her copious juices, and it only drove me on, reminding me of what she’d done last night with every lap of my tongue—that another man had come inside my wife’s pussy. Her hand on my head was no longer stroking my hair, but pressing, pulling my head toward her, crushing my mouth against her hot, wet folds.

      Then she had two hands on my head, and she was gyrating her hips to grind her sex against my mouth—practically fucking my face. She came hard as I sucked on her pussy lips, my nose mashed against her clit.

      “That was amazing…” she breathed, seemingly in awe.

      Then I was up, sliding my cock inside her, asking her if it was weird having two men inside her like this within twenty-four hours. She said it was so hot I wanted her this much because another man had fucked her. I told her it was always going to be this way.

      Melissa stopped me and moved on top. Jake had left her so sore that she needed to control our coupling. I watched her slowly ride me, rolling her hips, grinding, and I pictured how she’d surely done the same thing for her hung lover from work. I was just a mass of molten arousal by that point. I could smell him all over her, taste him on her skin.

      “I want him to fuck me without a condom next time… He’s clean, and I want it…”

      “God, yes, honey. Yes…”

      I couldn’t believe those words came out of my mouth. And then I came inside her.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Real life intruded on our fantasy. Melissa was ready to go, but Jake took his time asking for a second date. I was the one dying inside. She knew she was just playing it cool, too smart to be too eager. But I still worried he’d ghost her now that he’d gotten what he wanted.

      Melissa became annoyed when I couldn’t stop hounding her for details of her night with Jake. I couldn’t help myself, but it was overwhelming for her. She began to worry that my kink was taking over and that she’d just become a prop in it—my personal porn star. She even accused me of being more interested in her having sex with Jake than in her making love to me.

      All the worrying was for nothing. He sent flowers and asked her on another date. It was just as incredible as the first, but she began to feel an attachment to her handsome work lover. Melissa wasn’t quite built for casual sex. But we worked through that, and I was confident enough to encourage her to keep seeing him. The only person left with an issue was Tina, who became jealous when she saw what sex with Jake did for my wife’s confidence.

      But that was Tina’s problem. I was getting my fantasy, and everything was right with the world.

      

      Max Sebastian has been writing popular erotic fiction for more than two decades and specializes in stories about couples challenging the conventional boundaries of their relationships. He is originally from London, England, but now lives with his wife and children in Connecticut, USA. For links to his books and updates on his new releases, go to MaxSebastian.net.
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      HER

      Ashley sat at the dressing table applying the finishing touches to her makeup. She’d decided to pin up her long, red hair and wear the new drop earrings. Gold eyeshadow and volume mascara brought out the color of her chestnut eyes, and a burgundy lip gloss emphasized the cupid’s bow lip filler treatment she’d undergone last month. She checked her pout in the mirror, then went to her walk-in closet and selected a bronze chenille-knit dress.

      She checked her reflection in the full-length mirror. The dress hugged her figure, accentuating her hourglass shape. The dress stopped a couple of inches above her knees, which was in keeping with the studio’s dress code.

      Turning slowly around and standing on tiptoe, she saw it hugged her bum perfectly. She stepped into the suede shoes that matched the dress, then stood side-on to the mirror to admire the four-inch heels and the way they made her calves look. She noted that she’d need to book another spray tan soon because her legs were starting to look a little pale.

      When she stepped out of the closet, her husband was awake and sitting up in bed.

      “You’re up early,” he said. He ran his eyes down her outfit and gave a lascivious grin. “Anything special in your schedule?”

      “I’m giving a bunch of school kids the studio tour this morning.”

      “Primary school?” He looked horrified at the thought.

      She smiled and shook her head. “High school. Pupils studying for their Creative Media GCSE.”

      He gestured at her attire. “You’ll have the boys sneaking into the loo for a wank, dressed like that.”

      “I’ll take that as a compliment, but I’m hoping their teacher might be a hot, nerdy stud.” She leaned down and turned her cheek so he could kiss her without smudging her lip gloss. “I’ll see you later.”

      Living in the exclusive apartments overlooking Salford Quays meant it was only a ten-minute drive to the television studio where she worked. Although not a valued enough staff member to warrant a reserved parking spot, she always arrived early, and had no trouble finding a space for her Mini Cooper S. She smiled at Lucy as she passed through reception on her way to the office she shared with the other two production assistants. As usual, she was the first in.

      She booted her laptop and then headed to the canteen before starting work. Standing in the queue ahead of her was Scott, a cameraman she’d hooked up with a few months back.

      He gave a wide smile when he saw her. “Hey, Ash. How’s it going?”

      “Fine, thanks. How’s things with you?”

      She’d heard he’d started dating one of the makeup artists, but it didn’t stop him from admiring her in that dress.

      “I’m good. I don’t feel as good as you look, but then who does?”

      Ashley laughed. Scott had a cute smile. He was cute all over, as she remembered. “How’s it going with⁠—?”

      “It’s over.” He shrugged. “She’s back with her ex.”

      “Oh, dear,” she replied with a sympathetic frown. “Was it love?”

      Scott laughed and shook his head. “No, it was just lust.”

      “Well, I hope you enjoyed it while it lasted.”

      “Yeah. Do you think we could go out for a drink sometime?” He flashed that cute smile again.

      “You know I don’t like to be seen out with men I work with.”

      “Maybe we could have a drink at your place, then.”

      Ashley held his gaze as she remembered their previous date. “I like that idea. What time do you finish today?”

      “I’m here ’til after the lunchtime news, then back again for the six o’clock bulletin.”

      “That could work. How about you come round at three?”

      Scott nodded. “That’d be awesome.”

      “Of course it will.” She nodded at the counter. “Buy yourself a couple of energy bars.”

      After he left, she ordered herself an apple juice and a cappuccino, then took both back to her office. One of her officemates, Calvin, had arrived and waved from his desk, his phone jammed to his ear. Ashley checked her emails, then fired one off to her husband:

      I’ll be entertaining in 11D from 3-5pm. Please make sure everything’s set up. xAx

      “I hear you have a busy morning lined up,” Calvin said, setting his phone on his desk.

      “Yeah. Three hours of questions about the glamour of working in a TV studio from pubescent kids who probably only signed up for the tour to get out of classes.” She frowned, recalling her own school days. “They only ever took us to museums.”

      “We went to a farmer’s market once,” Calvin replied. “Some of the other boys put me in a pile of cow shit, so I had to sit on my own on the bus ride home.”

      “Ah, pet.” She knew it must have been hard being different at an all-boys school. “I’m sure they feel guilty about it now they’ve grown up.”

      “I doubt that very much.”

      Calvin’s phone rang again, and he picked it up.

      She saw her husband had just replied to her email with two emojis—big eyes and a splash—which she thought summed it up nicely. When Lucy called to say her visitors had arrived, Ashley left the office and walked down to reception.

      About thirty teenagers milled around waiting for her, all in black blazers with maroon and yellow striped ties. For some reason, it made her think of Harry Potter. There were two teachers, neither of whom was a hot nerdy stud. Both were women in their late forties, and both were what she’d describe as mumsy.

      “Hi,” she said, approaching the teachers. “I’m Ashley, and I’ll be conducting the tour this morning.” She glanced at the class, which seemed to be an even split of boys and girls, and flashed her most welcoming smile. “Are you all excited about seeing some programs being made?”

      The girls smiled and nodded. The boys were staring at her, a few of them openly ogling.

      “What’s your job then?” one of the taller boys asked. He had short dark hair and raging acne on both cheeks.

      “I’m a Production Assistant,” she replied, perturbed that after asking his question, his gaze immediately dropped, and he gawked at her boobs. “Although the specific role I’ll be carrying out today is Guest Liaison.”

      “Sort of a meet and greet role?” asked one of the teachers.

      “Exactly. Most people refer to me as the studio runner, but I obviously don’t run the studio.” The line usually broke the ice and got her a good laugh, but this time it only drew smiles from the teachers.

      She turned back to the boy who’d asked the initial question and ignored that his attention was now focused on her legs and shoes. “When we get guests visiting the studio, I meet them here and escort them to the green room or to the makeup department.”

      “Have you got any famous people coming in today?” asked a blonde girl with dental braces.

      “There’s an MP coming in later to talk about⁠—”

      “I mean actors or pop stars.”

      Ashley smiled and shook her head. “Not today, sorry.” She glanced at the teachers. “I’ve booked us a conference room for the first hour. One of the floor managers will give a talk about how we go about things, and then you can go and watch one of the live morning shows being filmed. Finally, you’ll get a demonstration from the guys in the editing suite. They’ll show you the technical side and will be happy to answer any questions you have. So, if you’ll all follow me?”

      As she made her way along the corridor, the teachers ushered the kids behind her. The conference room didn’t have enough chairs for everyone, but most of the kids sat on the large table anyway.  Ashley left them to go and find Deborah, the floor manager who’d volunteered to spend an hour talking to the class.

      HIM

      After my shower, I saw the email from Ash, which meant I had a few things to sort out before leaving for work.

      Entertaining was my wife’s term for fucking another guy. 11D was our second unit, another luxury apartment on a lower floor of our building, and getting everything set up meant she wanted me to make sure the covert cameras were all working.

      Ash was the perfect wife for someone like me—an insatiable slut who looked like a dream and fucked like a fantasy. I initially worried about our age difference, but she said it wouldn’t be a problem. And she’s been proved right. I might be twenty-five years older, but I still take my turn after her lovers have finished with her. Maybe that won’t be the case in twenty years’ time, but it’s working for us now.

      I took the lift down and let myself into 11D. I smelled her perfume lingering, and I wondered if the underlying musk of sex was just down to my overactive imagination. It’d been over a week since she entertained one of the chauffeurs from the studio’s preferred limo service. I did a quick check of all the cameras feeds using my tablet to see they were operational, and headed back up to our apartment and made sure the system was recording. The camera feeds were saved both locally and in the cloud. My dick was already tingling at the thought of what would happen later.

      HER

      Ashley watched from the back of the room as Deborah gave a thorough overview of what went into the day-to-day running of a TV studio. Then the lights were dimmed, and images from some of the studio’s most popular shows were displayed on a huge screen.

      When a still from a popular early-evening soap was shown, one of the girls commented on how hot the young actor who played the barman was. Several of her classmates nodded in agreement. Ashley smiled at the memory of giving the actor a blowjob in a darkened office one evening last year.

      Deborah put up another image. “And this is probably our most successful daytime show. Views of the News is our flagship current affairs chat show. It’s broadcast every weekday, immediately after the lunchtime news.”

      “I recognize that guy from the dog food ads,” said one boy.

      Deborah laughed. “Yes, he’s probably one of the most famous faces we have here. Anyone know his name?”

      When none of the kids answered, one of the teachers raised a hand as if she were in class. “Gerry McKean?”

      “That’s right.” Deborah laughed. “He’s quite the housewives’ favorite.”

      “It’s his eyes,” the teacher said. “He’s got lovely blue eyes that seem to twinkle with mischief, doesn’t he? And that cheeky smile of his…”

      “And a great sense of humor as well,” Deborah added.

      “But he’s so old,” said the girl who’d admired the younger actor. “He’s losing his hair.”

      “Probably a side effect of the sunbeds,” said one of the boys with a laugh.

      “He’s fifty-two,” piped up the boy with the acne-ridden cheeks, looking down at his phone. “Born in Dublin but grew up in Scarborough, Yorkshire,” he reeled off.

      Deborah snorted and shook her head. “He gets more fan mail from women than anyone else at the studio. And as for the sunbeds,” she said, turning her focus to the boy who’d raised that subject, “I don’t think Gerry would use a sunbed because everyone knows they cause premature aging and increase the risk of melanoma. He uses a spray tan, and the reason is simply to cut down on the amount of time he’d need to spend in the makeup department every day otherwise.”

      She clicked through to an image of the female doctor who read out letters and gave health advice during three ten-minute shows each week, explaining how Dr. Meg had been commended for helping many viewers with mental health issues.

      “What have you got planned for our guests next?” Debora asked when she finished her presentation.

      “We’ll have a fifteen-minute trip to the canteen for a drink, then they’ll be part of the studio audience for The Kayleigh Daily.”

      “Oh, great.” Deborah frowned at the class. “But no heckling, or security will throw you out.”

      Ashley led the class to the canteen. One of the boys immediately behind her on the stairs whispered something, surely about her legs or her bum, and his friends laughed. His teacher turned and glared at them. She smiled a thank you at the teacher, but couldn’t help wondering if the teacher was jealous. The woman probably hadn’t drawn comments like that in quite a while.

      Once the class and their teachers were seated with the rest of the studio audience, Ashley returned to her office to get some work done and found her husband had replied to her email.

      Everything’s set up and ready. I’m hoping to be back in time to watch it in real time. The cameras will activate as soon as you turn the lights on, so it’s a case of ‘lights, camera, action.’ And I’m hoping you and your guest provide a lot of action ;-)

      Ashley clenched her thighs, enjoying the heat already pooling inside her, and thought about how lucky she was. If someone had told her five years ago that she’d be living in a penthouse suite and married to a guy twice her age, she’d have laughed in their face. But she’d found that age wasn’t a barrier. Her husband was handsome, still in good shape, charming and quick-witted.

      He was also a cuckold, which was a dream come true for a girl who’d always found it hard to say no to the boys. Their marriage was perfect for both of them. While she’d always had reservations about filming the action without the men’s knowledge, she had to admit that she was always fascinated when watching herself afterward.

      “How are the school kids?” Calvin asked from his desk.

      “Annoying.”

      “Make the worst ones sit in cow shit,” he said.

      Ashley laughed, then fired off a couple of emails to different people regarding visits to the studio later in the week. Her phone rang, and she picked up.

      “Hey, Ash, it’s Rhonda.” The producer from Views of the News.

      “Hi, Rhonda. What can I do for you?”

      “I’m just giving you a heads-up. Have you heard the rumor going round that Blemish are reforming?”

      “No! I loved that band.”

      They were a manufactured band chosen specifically to be the exact opposite of all the other manufactured bands. They weren’t pretty boys who would all dance in a line. They were delinquents who gave off a scary vibe, but they could play their own instruments.

      “Well, it looks like it might be true,” Rhonda said. “They’re talking about playing a few shows and maybe even recording a new album.”

      “Wow, that’d be great. I’d buy the album and go to their shows.”

      “Well, if things go to plan, we might get a couple of them in next week for an interview.”

      “Oh, my God! That would be so cool.” Ashley had been a pre-teen when Blemish had their first Number One hit, and probably about sixteen when the band had split up.

      “I’m meeting with their manager later to try and get it confirmed. I’ll keep you posted.”

      “Thanks, Rhonda. Good luck!”

      After Ashley put the phone down, she did a quick Google search of Blemish. The guys had been in their mid-twenties at the height of their fame, so they’d be getting on for forty by now. There were a few recent photos, and they all still looked hot. Harvey had been her favorite, but she’d had posters of them all on her bedroom walls.

      Twenty-five minutes after she’d arrived back in her office, Ashley headed off to Studio 3, where the kids were watching the show featuring Kayleigh Laird, a Liverpudlian comic with a sharp wit and sarcastic tongue. The red ON AIR sign was still illuminated above the door, so Ashley hung around until the light went out and the doors were pushed open.

      The program ended, and one of their teachers led the kids out. Ashley asked if they’d enjoyed the show. The kids were all smiles, uttering words like wicked, sick, mad, and bussin’. Their next stop was the editing suites, where the guys had promised they would each have a turn on the equipment.

      After she’d deposited them all with the two editing assistants, Ashley headed back toward her office. She smiled when she encountered Scott, the cameraman, in the corridor.

      “Hello again,” she said, moving into his path. “Twice in one day, Lucky me.”

      “I’m hoping to beat that,” he said, grinning. “I’ve eaten four energy bars.”

      Ashley leaned closer and narrowed her eyes. “Maybe have a plate of pasta as well. I’m feeling especially demanding.”

      He took a breath but didn’t seem to have a wisecrack answer.

      Ashley loved the hunger in his eyes. “See you later.”

      HIM

      Everything was running like clockwork until 2:15, when my boss came in. She was all excited about something that might be happening next week. I explained I had a prior engagement and suggested we talk about it tomorrow, but she waved that away and said it’d only take ten minutes.

      Thirty minutes later, she was still going through possible scenarios and then asked for my input.

      How can I brainstorm when I know what my wife’s about to do?

      I was antsy because I knew I was going to miss the start of Ash’s date. I much preferred to watch in real time and knew if I could cut the discussion short, maybe I’d be able to watch the recording of the first hour while the second hour was still happening. That had worked well in the past. I got to jerk off watching Round 1, and when she came back to our apartment after he’d left, we’d watch Round 2 together.

      My boss was still talking, but I tuned out and thought about Ash.

      I’d been out with a colleague the night I first met her. I told her she reminded me of Jessica Rabbit, and she’d laughed. Later that night, she admitted she hadn’t known who Jessica Rabbit was until she did a search on her phone while I was at the bar. I guess that summed up Gen Zers. But from her search, she knew I was paying her a compliment, and I complimented her a lot more during that first night back at my place.

      The following morning, she admitted she’d been attracted to my colleague. I said I wasn’t surprised because he was much younger and better looking. That surprised her until I explained I wasn’t the jealous type. I don’t think she’d been involved with a cuckold before. I arranged for her to go on a date with my handsome colleague, and that was the real start of our relationship. Ash and I got married six months later, and I’ve lost count of how many other handsome men she’s seen in the three years since. I don’t think either of us could be happier.

      I looked at my watch and saw it was 3:15. I knew what I was missing at home, and I just wanted the meeting to end.

      HER

      After collecting the school kids from the editing suite, Ashley escorted them back to reception. From their faces, it seemed like the final session had been the highlight of their tour. There were information pamphlets and studio merchandise piled high on Lucy’s desk, which the kids collected with glee before walking out to the waiting coach.

      Ashley went straight to the canteen, bought herself a wrap, and took it back to her office. She still had things to finish before her date with Scott. There was more to do than she realized, and it was 2:30 by the time she managed to get away.

      The moment she arrived at Apartment 11D, she set the lights low, which also activated the camera feeds. That brought another twinge of angst. She walked slowly across the lounge to the windows and stared down at the water of the Quays. Then she went to stand in front of the couch and looked up into the camera hidden above the flatscreen TV.

      “My date seemed to like this outfit, but I feel a little overdressed.” She smiled at the camera, reached up under her dress, and pulled her thong down. After she’d threaded it off over her shoes, she straightened up and looked back at the camera. Holding the scrunched-up garment to her face, she inhaled. “I’ve been dripping into this all morning.” She slipped the flimsy garment into her bag.

      The concierge called to announce her visitor, and she told him to send Scott up. When the doorbell chimed, Ashley looked at the camera over the TV. “Showtime.”

      Scott handed her a bottle of bubbly on his way through the door.

      “Ooh, thank you.” She took it from him and stepped back to let him into the apartment. “I always say it’s better to celebrate than be celibate.”

      He laughed and nodded. “I totally agree.”

      She put the bottle in the fridge and joined him in the lounge, stepping in front of the couch. “Would you like a drink?”

      “Yeah, that’d be good.”

      She held his gaze and slowly pulled up her dress. His jaw dropped when he saw she wasn’t wearing panties. Ashley placed her feet a wide step apart and smiled at him. “Come on then, drink.”

      Scott dropped to his knees and pressed his face between her thighs. Ashley glanced up at the camera and let out a long sigh. Then she gripped his hair and guided him to exactly where she needed his attention.

      “Oh yeah, just there.”

      He ran his hands up the back of her thighs and gripped her buttocks, pulling her onto his face. She ground against him and dropped her head back, letting out little mewls of pleasure as her orgasm built. Then she clenched her teeth and stared directly into the camera as the waves surged through her body.

      Ashley stepped back and helped Scott to his feet. “Now I need cock.”

      “Just tell me where.”

      “Sit on the couch.”

      He did so, and Ashley dropped to her knees on the rug between his feet. Her deft fingers made short work of his belt and buttons. She gripped the waistband, and he raised his bum up to allow her to pull his jeans and boxers down. By the time she’d tugged them down to his ankles, his thick cock was standing proud.

      Ashley gripped it in her hand. “Hmm, I remember this.”

      “You do?”

      She looked into his eyes. “You wouldn’t be here if I hadn’t enjoyed our first date.”

      “Well, I’m glad you did because⁠—”

      Ashley took his full length into her mouth and throat.

      Scott gasped and dropped his head back. “Christ on a… Oh fuck!”

      She bobbed her head several times, then pulled back. “I want this inside me.”

      He nodded breathlessly.

      Reaching into her bag, she took out a condom and expertly rolled it down the length of his shaft. Then she straddled his lap, placing a knee on the seat of the couch either side of him. She swiped the tip of his cock through her drenched folds, then slowly impaled herself. Scott let out another long groan.

      Ashley rode him slowly, knowing the camera over the TV was capturing the view of her sliding up and down on his cock. The one hidden in the bookshelf behind the couch would capture her facial expressions. She was soon on the brink of her second orgasm, and Scott’s ragged breathing told her he was also close. She hoped they’d come together.

      She kissed him. “Have you got something to give me?”

      “Uh huh.”

      She bounced harder, the spring inside her being wound ever-tighter. “So what are you waiting for?”

      He gripped her hips and bounced her on his cock, lifting her up and slamming her down. Ashley came first, and he grunted seconds later. They thrashed and flailed, kissing passionately. One of her shoes fell off, and his fingers dislodged a clip from her hair. When they stopped moving, she held the condom in place at the base of his cock and stood up.

      She glanced at the flooded teat, then ran a finger along the length of his softening cock. “If you dispose of that in the bathroom bin, I’ll pour us both a drink.”

      Scott pulled up his jeans and went to the bathroom. Ashley took off her other shoe and went into the kitchen to open the bubbly. When she returned, Scott was sitting on the couch. She handed him a glass and sat next to him, making small talk about his work. Apparently, he’d spent the past few months working on a wildlife program, which had involved using thermal imaging cameras to film foxes and badgers at night.

      By the time their glasses were empty, Ashley was ready to move things along. “While I pour us another drink, why don’t you go into the bedroom and take off your clothes?”

      Less than a minute later, she carried two glasses of fizz into the bedroom. Scott was lying naked on the bed, stroking his cock. She smiled, took a big gulp of her drink, and put both glasses on her bedside table. Then, keeping the chilled drink in her mouth, she leaned over Scott’s groin and slipped his cock into her mouth. Some of the fizz ran down and soaked into his pubes, but she managed to keep most of it in her mouth. She swilled it around the head of his cock for a while, then swallowed the drink and crawled up the bed.

      “How was that?” she asked, reaching into the drawer of her bedside table.

      “Cold.”

      “Well, I know just where you can put it to warm it back up.”

      “Yeah, I bet you do.”

      Ashley rolled on another condom. “How about I ride you until I come, then you fuck me from behind until you do?”

      He reached up and tugged at her dress. “That works for me, but I was hoping to see you naked.”

      She pulled her dress up over her head, then unclipped her bra and threw it on the floor. “Like this?”

      He raked his eyes down her body. “Yeah, just like that.”

      She held his cock upright and slid down onto it. As she rode him, he reached up and cupped her breasts, teasing her nipples in the exact way she liked it. It wouldn’t take her long to come, so she looked directly at the ornate frame of the picture over the bedhead.

      HIM

      It was almost four o’clock by the time my boss left. I wanted to scream but forced myself to stay calm and even managed to smile at colleagues on my way to the exit. By the time I reached my car, I’d accepted my fate. I could either wait until the end and watch it all with Ash, or I could watch the first section while she was still with her date.

      Twenty-five minutes later, I walked into our empty apartment and turned on the TV. After checking my watch, I decided to watch the first twenty minutes or so, then Ash would return, and we could watch the rest together. I poured myself a whisky, dropped onto the couch, and opened up the home screen of the spy-cam hub. There were eight separate images, two from the lounge, two from each bedroom, one from the kitchen, and one from the bathroom.

      My sexy little hotwife walked across the lounge, stood in front of the camera, and announced she was overdressed. She peeled off her panties and sniffed them, making lewd comments that made me smile. I highlighted that image and clicked, and it went to full screen. I heard the call from Ted, the doorman, then scrolled forward until her date arrived carrying a bottle.

      I recognized him immediately; this wasn’t their first date. She offered him a drink, and I was just about to skip forward when I saw her hitch her dress up.

      Oh, you dirty bitch.

      I sat back on the couch and enjoyed the view of the young stud feasting on her twat. She was purring and grinding her crotch on his tongue, then she looked straight out of the screen at me. My dick thickened. I saw the need in her eyes, then the little frown, followed by the quiver of her lips as she came. She’s sexy as fuck.

      I unfastened my belt and zip, then stroked myself through my boxers while she sat him on the couch and yanked down his jeans. I saw his cock and knew why she’d invited him back for another date. His mouth dropped open when she deep-throated him, but she didn’t blow him for long. When I saw her fit him with a rubber, I slipped my hand inside my shorts. I squeezed out a drop of precum and licked it from my thumb just as she climbed on top of him.

      I went back to the home screen and highlighted both cameras from the lounge. That meant I had a split screen showing two views, one from each side of the room. In one half I could see her arse moving up and down as she rode his dick, and in the other I could see her face. I wasn’t sure which view I found sexiest.

      After several minutes, she sped up her movements. As she bounced up and down on her lover’s dick, I pumped my own in sync with them. He was guiding her with his hands, no doubt getting ready to blow his load. He wasn’t the only one.

      I put down my glass, grabbed a wad of tissues, and focused on my wife’s face as all three of us approached orgasm.

      HER

      Ashley gave Scott a final kiss before he left. She considered taking a shower but decided against it. Instead, she headed back into the bedroom and pulled on her dress. She tucked her bra into her handbag with her thong, stepped into her shoes, and left the apartment. After taking the lift to the next floor up, she walked along the corridor and let herself into their apartment.

      Her husband was sprawled on the couch in front of the TV, his trousers open. The screen showed a frozen shot of her face where he’d paused the playback. “Have you jerked off?” she asked.

      “Yeah, but only once.”

      She pointed at the TV remote in his hand. “How far have you got?”

      “He’s gone down on you while you’re standing up, then you rode him on the couch.”

      “That’s all you’ve seen?”

      He nodded. “I was late back.”

      “Fine. Let’s watch the rest in bed.” Without waiting for him, Ashley walked into the bedroom and turned on the huge flatscreen.

      He followed her and quickly stripped. As he lay naked on top of the bed, she kicked off her shoes and then pulled her dress up and off over her head. After removing the few remaining hairpins, she shook her head and finger-combed her hair.

      “Is that dried cum on your tits?” he asked.

      She smiled and climbed onto the bed. “It might be. Why?”

      “I’m looking forward to seeing how that got there.”

      She crawled up over his body until her boobs were hanging in front of his face. “Are you sure that’s all you want?”

      He raised his head and ran his tongue through the dried mess on her skin.

      “Oh, you’re such a naughty boy,” she whispered.

      “I know,” he said between licks. “I blame you for my bad behaviour.”

      Ashley giggled, then crawled back down the bed and straddled his thighs. She wrapped her fingers around his flaccid cock and gave it a squeeze. “One of the boys on this morning’s tour asked if you were gay.”

      “The cheeky sod. I hope you put him right.”

      “Of course not. Nobody knows we’re married.” She leaned forward, looking into those twinkling blue eyes that made him a housewives’ favourite. “But being married isn’t our biggest secret, is it?”

      Gerry smiled. “No.”

      “Don’t worry, Deborah assured him of your heterosexual status.” She slid off and lay next to him. “Let’s watch some more of the film.”

      “Do you want to see the first part? I’ll be happy to watch it again.”

      She shook her head. “I’ll watch that later. I want you to see what happened in the bedroom.”

      Gerry pressed play, and the action resumed with Ashley and Scott sitting on the couch, drinking.

      “You can fast forward through this,” she said. “We chatted for a few minutes about his work while I waited for him to get another hard-on.”

      He did so, resuming playback when Scott was lying naked on the bed and Ashley came into the room holding two glasses. “He’s pretty well-hung.”

      “Hmm.” She turned to him and smiled. “Do you like his big cock?”

      “Only when he sticks it into my slutty wife.”

      Ashley nuzzled his ear. “Good answer. Watch this.” On the screen, she took a gulp of her drink and dropped her head to Scott’s groin.

      “Ah,” Gerry said, nodding approvingly. “A bubbly blowjob.”

      “I didn’t take him all the way. I wanted that cock inside me again.”

      Although Ashley enjoyed watching herself have sex, she knew what they were doing was wrong. That meant it was a double-edged sword. Yes, it was sexy to watch her have sex and see the effect it had on her husband. But the fact that the men were oblivious to the filming meant she was not only betraying their trust but also breaking the law.

      Gerry’s eyes were fixed on the TV, watching her ride Scott on the bed. “I love how you stare into the camera when you come.”

      “I want to share my pleasure with you.” Noticing his cock was swelling again, she reached down and ran her finger down the length of his shaft. “Keep watching.”

      On the screen, Ashley got on all fours, and Scott fucked her hard from behind. It was obvious she was trying to look at the camera above the headboard, but he was slamming into her with such force that she kept wincing and closing her eyes.

      “Did it hurt?” Gerry asked.

      “Yeah, but only in a good way.”

      After several more minutes of this, Scott dropped his head back and let out a long exhale.

      “Didn’t he come on your tits?” Gerry asked.

      “There’s another one. Fast forward it.”

      He did so, and the figures on the screen jumped quickly in comical fashion for a few seconds. When he clicked back to normal speed, Ashley was using her hand to wank Scott’s cock while she sucked his balls. He was soon hard again.

      “Got some staying power, this guy.”

      “Well, he’s still in his twenties.”

      He turned to her. “You’ll have to bear that in mind when you’re in your forties.”

      She laughed. “By the time I’m in my forties, I’d like to think we can just be a regular couple. You’ll be retired, and we’ll be living in a country cottage with me making my own jam.”

      Gerry laughed. “I’d better enjoy this lifestyle while it lasts, then.”

      Ashley decided she could watch this part later, too. Gerry would get the most out of it if she blew him off while he watched the finale. In that one, Scott was on top, first in missionary, then with her legs over his shoulders. At the end, she’d instructed him to peel off the condom and come on her tits.

      Gerry was letting out little gasps of pleasure. She didn’t know if they were a result of what he was watching on the screen or what she was doing with her mouth. Maybe it was a combination of both. Surely the ultimate thrill for a cuck like him was watching his wife being railed while she sucked him off.

      When he began pumping his hips, she knew he was close. Ashley eased back a little and used her tongue on the crown as she pumped the base with her hand. Gerry arched his back and flooded her mouth. She swallowed and kept pumping her hand until he was thoroughly spent. Then she crawled up the bed and kissed him, pushing her tongue into his mouth, which he sucked greedily.

      As they lay with her head on his chest, the familiar feeling of uneasiness crept over her. “I still worry about the films.”

      Gerry let out a sigh. “Ash, we’ve been through this so many times.”

      “I know, but I always get a bad feeling after watching because we’re breaking the law.”

      “It’s unethical but not illegal,” he said.

      “We’re filming them without their knowledge. It’s in a place where they have an expectation of privacy, so that makes it a crime.”

      “It’d only be illegal if we used the films to harass or blackmail them.”

      Ashley shook her head. “That’s not true.”

      “Do you think any of them would mind being filmed fucking a woman as hot as you?” he asked, smiling. “They’d be gutted to be caught on camera humping a minger, but you’re⁠—”

      “That’s not the point, Ger.” She sighed. “I know it’s sexy to watch for both of us, but we shouldn’t be doing it. I know we only keep the films for a couple of hours, but it’s still risky.”

      Gerry chewed his lip.

      She looked into his eyes. “We’d get into big trouble if anyone ever found out about what we’re doing,” she said. “Even if we didn’t end up in jail, your career would be finished.”

      He glanced at the TV, where the frozen image of her and Scott lying on the bed was still on the screen. “So what are you saying?”

      “I’m saying I won’t be able to relax with this still on the hard drive. If I don’t get time to watch the rest of it later tonight, just delete it anyway.”

      “You’re being paranoid.”

      “Maybe, but I appear in the film. You don’t.”

      “Okay, I’ll delete them.”

      “Them?”

      “It. The film. I’ll delete it.”

      “Thanks.” She smiled, relieved. “Maybe we should go back to me just describing what I’ve done. That worked well in the early days.”

      “I thought we’d just agreed that we’d keep filming and deleting the files immediately after watching them.”

      Ashley frowned again. “That’s what we’re doing already, and it bothers me. It’s a worry because you hear about hackers getting hold of private stuff and releasing it.”

      “They won’t. Everything we have is firewalled, encrypted, and password-protected.”

      Ashley felt uneasy again. “What do you mean by ‘everything we have’?”

      “You know, the cameras, the signal they broadcast, the drive they’re stored on.”

      “Hmm. Right, I’m going for a shower.”

      As the hot water cascaded on her body, Ashley wondered about the expression on her husband’s face during their most recent conversation. She knew how much he liked the films – she did too – but she’d always insisted they were deleted immediately after they’d watched them. She’d watch the film with Scott later, then have Gerry delete it while she was there.

      Ten minutes later, she wandered back to the bedroom wearing her robe. Gerry was still in bed.

      “Rhonda phoned me today,” she said. “I hear you’re going to be interviewing some of the guys from Blemish.”

      “That’s the reason I was late getting back. She came into the office this afternoon and kept going on about⁠—”

      “I think it’ll be awesome.”

      “You do?” He looked genuinely surprised. “I always thought they were kind of⁠—”

      “Horny? Yeah, me too. I used to have their posters pinned on all my bedroom walls.”

      “Really?”

      “Oh yeah.” She smiled. “What day are they coming in?”

      “That’s not been decided yet. Rhonda’s talking to their people later, so that’s why she wanted to⁠—”

      “Tell me when you know, because I want to be ready.”

      “Ready?”

      “To greet them. I’ll wear high heels, a short skirt and a tight top.”

      “You always wear clothes like that.”

      “Hmm, but I’ll really push the boat out for them. I want them to notice me.”

      “Notice you?” Now he looked interested.

      “They were my teenage crush.” She leaned closer to whisper. “They were my wank fantasy.”

      “So, do you only want to be noticed?”

      Ashley grinned. “If I’m honest, I’d like them to do a lot more than notice me.”

      He laughed. “That’s my dirty little hotwife. What would you let them do?”

      “Gerry, it’s Blemish! I’d let them do whatever they want.”

      He seemed to think about it for a moment. “We don’t know which two members of the group are coming in yet. Would you care which one you ended up with?”

      “It wouldn’t be an either-or decision.” Ashley grinned. “I’d take them both.”

      HIM

      Rhonda met with Blemish’s manager as planned, and it was agreed that two band members would come in for an interview on Tuesday of next week. It was all part of their publicity push to announce that tickets for their upcoming shows were going on sale.

      While I did a little research on the band’s history for the interview, I found it hard to keep my thoughts focused on what I needed to ask them. All I could think about was how much my wife wanted a threesome. I stared at the guys’ photographs and tried to imagine two of them spreading her luscious body out on a bed and taking turns to fuck her.

      On Tuesday morning, I sat up in bed and watched Ash get ready for work. She spent a long time applying her makeup before putting on a black lace bra and matching thong, then she disappeared into her walk-in closet.

      Several minutes later, she stepped back into the bedroom looking amazing. She wore a form-fitting green top and a black Lycra skirt that clung to her bum and legs. It came down to the knees but had a split up the front of one leg that reached almost to her waist, exposing her toned thigh when she walked. Her shoes were black leather sandals with four-inch stiletto heels and double ankle straps.

      “How do I look?” she asked.

      I pushed down the quilt and showed her my erection. “Does this tell you how sexy you look?”

      She laughed. “I’m excited about today.”

      “Yeah, you might have mentioned that once or twice.”

      “Make sure you put in a good word for me with the guys.”

      I ran my eyes down her body. “I don’t think I’ll need to say anything. If they’re the kind to make the most of opportunities —and I think men in their situation are — you’ll get your wish.”

      “Do you like the idea of me being involved in a threesome?”

      I’d thought of little else since she first told me what she wanted. “I like the idea a lot.”

      “Does it turn you on?”

      “Oh yeah.” I smiled. “I can’t wait to watch you taking two men.”

      “I want you to jerk off.”

      “I will.”

      “I mean now.” She nodded at my hard-on. “I want to see you jerk off while thinking about two men fucking my brains out.”

      I pumped my dick. I’d probably have jerked off after she’d left anyway, so why not? A little part of me hoped she’d bend down and take my load in her mouth, but I knew she’d spent too much time applying lip liner and gloss to risk messing it up.

      “Go faster,” she said, staring at my dick. “I want you to shoot it over your chest.”

      “I’d rather shoot it over yours.”

      She smiled. “Maybe later.”

      Nothing more was said. I watched her face and beat my meat. Less than two minutes later, I shot a thick rope of pearly white cream up onto my chest. A second rope glazed my stomach, and the final ones ran down my hand and soaked into my pubes.

      Ash studied the mess. “Right, I’ll see you later, wanker.” She flashed me a smile.

      After I heard the apartment door open and close, I wiped the mess from my body and headed for the shower.

      HER

      When Ashley reached reception, she noticed Lucy had curled her hair and was wearing more makeup than usual. The two women smiled knowingly at each other, but neither spoke. Calvin was already at his desk when Ashley reached their office. He did a double-take when she took her coat off.

      “Wow, look at you.”

      She gave a theatrical sigh and tugged at the skirt that had cost over a hundred pounds. “What, this little thing? It’s all I had that was clean.”

      “Yeah, and I’m a Sumo wrestler.”

      Ashley laughed. Calvin probably weighed less than she did. “It’s not every day we get sex symbols visiting. Lucy’s all tarted up as well.”

      “I suppose if Tom Daley was coming into the studio, I’d be wearing my glad rags,” he conceded. “Have you seen which two we’re getting?”

      “No.” Even Gerry hadn’t been told yet. “How do you know?”

      “An email came round first thing this morning. We’re getting Josh and Billy.”

      The tiny stab of disappointment that Harvey wasn’t one of them soon passed. She sat at her desk, fired up her laptop, and checked her email. Sure enough, there was the confirmation announcement, with recent photos of Josh Herrington and Billy Pegg smiling broadly. Both had aged well, though she noticed that Billy now had far more tattoos than in the posters on her bedroom wall. Even his neck was completely inked.

      Ashley spent the next couple of hours in a state of nervous agitation. The anxious energy made her so restless that she headed up to the canteen for a drink and snack much earlier than usual. The people she met on the way seemed to be acting the same way. It was as if everyone in the studio was on a high. Finally, just before eleven, Ashley got a call from reception telling her the guests had arrived. Calvin gave her the thumbs-up as she adjusted her skirt and top. With her legs shaking slightly, she headed down the corridor.

      The paved area outside the glass double doors at the front of the studio had several photographers standing around, chatting and comparing the photos they’d taken. The Blemish entourage, which consisted of four men and a woman, stood by the main desk. Rather than sitting behind it as she usually did, Lucy was standing in front, handing out visitor passes on lanyards. Ashley noticed how short the receptionist’s skirt was and had to admit she had a great pair of legs.

      As Ashley approached the group, Billy saw her first.

      “Wow,” he said, which prompted the rest of his group to turn towards her. “Are all the women who work here professional models? We should really visit local TV networks more often.”

      Ashley glanced at Lucy, then gave him her brightest smile. “Thank you. We like to think all the staff here at NW-TV are model professionals.”

      Billy laughed. He was wearing a white t-shirt and baggy black jeans, with full-sleeve tattoos on both arms. Josh wore a blue checked shirt and stonewashed jeans, while their staff wore more formal outfits.

      “I’m Ashley, the guest liaison.” She glanced at the men from Blemish. “I know your names, obviously, but…”

      “John Dale, the manager,” said the taller man, holding out his hand. He was probably about fifty, and his hand was slightly clammy. Ashley wondered if he was nervous.

      “Marty,” said the other man. He looked to be closer to the band members’ age, and his suit was noticeably tighter around the upper arms than John’s was. “I’m here to make sure these two behave themselves.”

      The woman in their group laughed. “I’m Claire,” she said, shaking Ashley’s hand. “I’m here to make sure Marty behaves himself.” She was an attractive blonde of about forty. She wore a skirt suit with black nylons and a white blouse.

      Ashley smiled. “If you all follow me, I’ll show you to the green room where you’ll be able to relax and have a coffee.”

      Billy and Josh made small talk with her as they walked along the corridor, the other three hanging back a little. Both were polite and charming, which surprised her a little. She’d expected lewd comments, or at least innuendo-laden asides, and was ready to laugh and flirt unashamedly. Maybe they were behaving in front of their manager.

      The green room had three comfortable leather couches surrounding a low table. Ashley pointed out the coffee machine, chilled soft drinks, and snacks on a side table. “Cups, glasses, and plates are in the cupboard below,” she said. “I’ll come back in a quarter of an hour to take Billy and Josh to makeup.”

      When she got back to their office, Calvin looked up expectantly. “Well?” he asked.

      She smiled. “They were perfectly behaved.”

      He frowned. “That’s disappointing. Aren’t they supposed to be hellraisers? I was hoping they’d trash reception and punch the security guards.”

      “I think they’ve mellowed with age.”

      “Shame.” He nodded towards her attire. “I bet they still ogled you, though.”

      “Billy was complimentary without being lecherous.”

      “Ah, poor you. I bet you were hoping for more than that when you picked out those clothes.”

      “Yeah, I expected to at least get my arse groped.” She went to sit at her desk and checked her inbox; there was nothing from Gerry. Her phone rang, and she wondered if it was him, but it was an inquiry from an agent regarding one of next week’s guests. After she’d cleared that up, she sent Gerry an email saying the men had arrived but seemed to be perfect gentlemen. Then she did a few minor tasks until it was time to take the two band members to makeup.

      When she reached the green room, Billy and Josh immediately stood up. The two other men remained seated, but Claire put her bottle of water back on the table.

      “Can I be nosy and tag along?” she asked.

      Ashley smiled. “Of course.”

      She led the three of them down to makeup, where the two artists were excitedly waiting for the celebrity guests. Once the men were seated in front of the large mirrors, Claire signaled for Ashley to follow her back into the corridor. Her blonde hair was pinned up in a chignon, her makeup subtle and flawless.

      Claire smiled warmly, “I just wanted to thank you for your hospitality.”

      “It’s actually my job to be hospitable.” Ashley leaned in close, as if about to reveal a secret. “If I wasn’t, they’d fire me.”

      “Hmm.” A smile tugged at the corners of Claire’s mouth. “And just how hospitable are you expected to be?”

      A tremor of excitement ran through Ashley’s body. “I’m afraid the studio has strict limits about how hospitable I can be.” She licked her lips. “If I want to go beyond that limit, I have to do it in my own time.”

      “I see.” Claire smiled again. “And when does studio time change to your own time?”

      Ashley’s legs were shaking again. “It can be flexible.”

      “So could you leave the studio immediately after their interview?”

      Ashley held Claire’s gaze. “Yes.”

      “Good. The boys will be very happy to hear that.” Claire looked down the corridor. “I can find my own way back to the green room if you need to get some work done before leaving early.”

      Ashley headed back to their office, elated but surprised it’d been Claire who approached her.

      Calvin was on another phone call. Vince, the other production assistant who shared their office, was also there. He worked on the later shows and didn’t usually get in until the afternoon.

      “Hi Ash,” he said, getting up from behind his desk and walking over. “I thought I’d come in early to try get a look at our VIP visitors.”

      “I think the whole studio is on alert,” she said. “They’re in makeup at the moment, so if you want to wander along that corridor in a few minutes, I’m sure you’ll see them making their way back to the green room.”

      “Ooh, I might just do that.” He walked back to his desk and picked up a sheaf of paper, flapped it like it was something important, then carried it out. It wasn’t just the actors who used props.

      Ashley slipped behind her desk and unlocked her laptop. Checking her email, she saw there was still no message from Gerry. She decided to send a text to his phone: I don’t need you to put in a good word for me after all. Mission accomplished. xAx

      After she’d sent it, Ashley checked to see if there was anything that needed doing before tomorrow. There wasn’t, which was probably a good job because all she could think about was what would be happening later.

      HIM

      About forty minutes before the show was due to start, Rhonda brought in the band’s manager. He asked what sort of things I intended asking, and we chatted briefly about what subjects he’d like me to avoid. I knew from my research that one of the guys had been arrested for smashing up a hotel room in South America, and that blood tests had suggested it wasn’t just alcohol in his system. Another of the guys had been treated for depression. I promised not to mention either of these topics, and assured him that if they brought them up, I’d make light of it and move on. The guy was eager for me to talk about the future more than the past. I understood that was why they were doing the interview, but I pointed out that the viewers would be disappointed if I didn’t discuss their glory days. He seemed happy with what we had agreed on, and Rhonda took him back to the green room.

      I checked my phone as I made my way to makeup. There was a new message from Ash. I opened it and felt the familiar tremor of anticipation. She’d already been propositioned, the sexy little minx. My cock twitched at the thought of watching her being spit-roasted. I replied with a splash emoji and put my phone away.

      Makeup done, I headed back to Rhonda’s office and the two of us made our way to Studio 2. The rest of the crew were already there, and I took my seat and waited for my guests.

      The floor manager counted me down, then I smiled at the camera and said my prepared piece, throwing in a few jokes and a couple of puns based around Blemish’s more popular song titles. As the guys walked in, I couldn’t help thinking about them fucking my wife later. I hoped they appreciated just how lucky they were going to get. I was certainly looking forward to the show.

      HER

      At 1:15, Ashley, Calvin, and Vince made their way out to what everyone called ‘the pool’. It was effectively a large communal area with three huge TV screens where staff could congregate to watch programs being aired live from the studio. Anyone who wasn’t directly involved or working on another project at the time tended to bring a coffee down to the pool and watch. Unsurprisingly, today’s Views of the News had attracted more interest than usual.

      Ashley watched her husband shaking hands with Josh and Billy. It thrilled her to know that just a few hours ago, Gerry had stared at her outfit and jacked himself off with that hand. It thrilled her even more to know that in a few hours’ time, she’d be getting to grips with Josh and Billy’s cocks. She knew most people would see her as a shallow slut, but how many of the women watching the program at that moment wouldn’t trade places with her, given the chance?

      The show ran smoothly. Gerry was his usual self, poking just a little fun at the hellraiser stories the tabloids used to drag up, and showing discretion when Josh mentioned the trouble he’d had overcoming his darkest months. The majority of the interview focused on how the four guys had always stayed close, even when one was working on a talent show filmed in Stockholm, and another was recording music with a band in New York. They promoted the gigs taking place later in the year, advertising where tickets could be bought from. Josh also revealed they’d started writing songs for a new album.

      As Gerry shook hands with the guys once more and the studio audience applauded, Ashley sensed someone standing beside her. She looked around and was surprised to see Claire.

      “Hi,” Claire said, glancing at Calvin and Vince, then tilting her head for Ashley to step away from them.

      Ashley worried that there’d been a change of plan. “Hiya. Is everything okay?”

      “Yes, I just wanted to ask…” Claire frowned, gripped Ashley by the elbow, and led her to an unoccupied part of the room. “About later, I just want to be clear about what might happen.”

      “I’m not a virgin, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

      Claire laughed. “I kind of guessed that much. But I need to ask you a couple of other things, if that’s okay?”

      Ashley nodded.

      “Are you married, or in a steady relationship?”

      “No.” It was the lie she gave to everyone.

      “Is there any chance you might have an STD?”

      “None. I always practice safe sex.” Another lie, but Gerry didn’t count. He hadn’t had sex with another woman in years.

      Claire nodded. “Are you on birth control?”

      “Yes.” She shrugged. “Condoms aren’t one hundred percent effective, and I like to control when I have my periods.”

      “Great, thanks. I’m sorry I had to ask, but⁠—”

      “Can I ask you the same questions?” Ashley said, giving the blonde a teasing smile.

      Claire nodded. “I’m on the pill and free from infections. What’s more, Marty is the only man I’ve slept with in the last seven years.”

      “And before that?”

      “Before that, I might have slept with Billy. And possibly with Dane as well. It was a free-for-all in a crowded hotel suite in Tokyo, and the lights were off.” Claire gave a shrug, then looked around the pool. “Can you leave now?”

      “I’ll need to get my stuff.”

      “Fine. I’ll wait here.”

      Ashley hurried off to the office. Claire’s questions could only mean one thing: the men expected to fuck her bareback. She worried about how Gerry would feel about that and considered sending him a text. Deciding to worry about it later, she grabbed her bag and coat, then returned to Claire. They headed off towards reception, but Claire stopped when they got to the lifts.

      “The limo’s in the underground carpark,” she said. “Apparently, there are quite a few fans standing outside the front of the studio and we’re going to avoid them.”

      The two women took the lift down to the basement level. Sure enough, the black limo was parked opposite the lift. Claire led the way. One of the car’s rear doors opened and Ashley ducked in.

      “Hi, Ash,” said a woman’s voice. It was the studio receptionist.

      Ashley forced a smile. “Hey, Lucy.”

      There goes my threesome.

      Claire climbed into the front passenger seat next to the driver. A couple of minutes later, the lift doors opened again. Josh, Billy, and Marty stepped out and walked across to get into the back of the limo. The men smiled at Ashley and Lucy. The car headed out of the car park, its tinted windows preventing the women waiting on the pavement from seeing who was inside.

      “What about John?” Ashley asked.

      “He’s already left,” Marty said. “He took a taxi before these pair went on air.”

      “He’s arranging an appearance on the national network at the weekend,” Josh explained. “So, are you ladies up for a little after-interview drink?”

      Ashley worried about having so many people back to 11D. She was just about to suggest stopping for more booze when the limo joined Bridgewater Way and headed towards the city center. Whatever was going to happen, she no longer needed to worry about not having enough booze, nor the consequences that might arise from filming her having sex with famous people.

      The car eventually stopped by the back door of a huge hotel. They made their way inside and got in a lift. When the doors slid open on the fourth floor, Marty and Claire stepped out. They smiled at Ashley and Lucy, then the doors slid closed, and Josh typed a code into a keypad on a panel next to the door. The lift resumed its journey up to the top floor.

      The lift doors opened directly into the foyer of the penthouse suite. The room was spectacular, and the men led them out. Both women gawped at the suite, which was massive.

      “What do you want to drink?” Billy asked.

      “What have you got?”

      He pointed at a bar set into an alcove. “Pretty much everything.”

      Lucy asked for a Prosecco, and Ashley said she’d have the same. Billy said they’d only got Champagne, and the girls laughed and said that would be fine. While he was fixing the drinks, the lift made a beep, and the doors slid open. Ashley felt her jaw drop as the other two band members stepped out.

      “Hey, guys,” Josh called. “How was your interview?”

      “Obviously not as successful as yours,” Harvey said. He and Dane walked over, running their eyes over Ashley and Lucy.

      “Well, TV is where the glamour is,” Billy said, coming out from behind the bar and handing the women their drinks. “Meet Lucy and Ashley,” he said.

      Once the men had fixed their own drinks, they all moved through to the far end of the suite. Two leather couches faced each other from either side of a wrought iron and glass coffee table. There were floor-to-ceiling windows with a view of the city. Billy, Ashley, and Lucy sat on one couch, Harvey, Josh, and Dane took the other. The men spoke briefly about the shows they’d appeared on, and also about an upcoming podcast they were all doing in Liverpool the following day. Then they turned their attention to the women, asking what sort of music they liked and if they felt like Blemish’s stuff had stood the test of time. The men seemed to value their opinions, not only on their music but also on the band getting back together.

      “So,” Dane eventually said, “you girls work in television, right?”

      “We work at a television studio,” Ashley said. “We don’t get seen on the screen.”

      “Shame.” He grinned. “I’d like to see you both in a movie.”

      Ashley immediately thought of the films she’d appeared in for her husband’s benefit, and wondered if Gerry had realized yet that she wasn’t in 11D.

      “What sort of movie would you put us in?” Lucy asked, slowly re-crossing her long legs and giving Dane a seductive smile.

      “One of those arthouse films where two girls share a scene. Their behavior is very proper, but the viewers can tell there’s an underlying attraction between them.”

      “Yeah,” Billy said, grinning. “Their demure shyness isn’t fooling anyone. We all know they’ve got the hots for one another.”

      “And then,” Dane continued, “just after they start to give in to this mutual attraction, the men in their lives arrive back and catch them at it.”

      All four band members stared hungrily at the two women. Ashley got the impression the men had played out this scenario before.

      Lucy nibbled at her lower lip and raised her eyebrows. “What do you think, Ash?” she asked. “Shall we entertain the entertainers?”

      Ashley had never been intimate with another woman before, but the idea of it didn’t repulse her. She and Lucy were there to have sex with the band members, and if a little girl-on-girl was needed to get the show started, that was fine with her.

      She smiled. “Well, we do work in the entertainment business.”

      One of the men whooped, and the three on the other couch all stood up. “Let’s move this action to a more comfortable setting,” Dane said

      HIM

      Rhonda was thrilled with the way the interview had gone. She congratulated me on the way I handled Josh’s openness about his depression. I can’t remember exactly what I’d said – something, as I understood from experience, just how challenging it can be to have hordes of adoring women constantly pestering you – but it delighted my producer. When I asked her if the guys were still in the green room, she shook her head and said they’d left immediately after the show finished.

      After she’d gone, I checked my phone. There was nothing from Ash since the text telling me she’d been propositioned. I opened my email, but there was nothing there, either. I left the office, told Rhonda’s secretary I was meeting up with a friend, and headed down to the basement. Ash’s car was still there. Either her proposition had been withdrawn, or she’d gone in the same car as the Blemish crew. I imagined her in the back of a stretch limo with the two guys running their hands up her legs. There was something sexy about the idea of her dishing out blowjobs to two different men.

      As soon as I got into our apartment, I flicked on the TV and tuned it to the channel linked to the signal from 11D. The screen remained blank, which told me the cameras hadn’t been activated by the light switch. That wasn’t a problem because I could activate them through the system. I did so, and the screen immediately filled with eight images of empty rooms. Nobody was in the downstairs apartment.

      I was disappointed, but not completely surprised. Ash had been getting antsy about recording her dates for a while now, but she’d harped on about the morality of it more than usual after the last one. On top of that, the Blemish guys probably wouldn’t be the type to say, ‘shall we go back to your place or mine?’ because they’d be staying at a swanky hotel somewhere.

      Knowing what was going to happen this afternoon had been like having a low-level pulse of electricity coursing through my groin. I’d come home shaking with anticipation, only to discover her apartment was empty. I knew she’d tell me everything when she got home, but that probably wouldn’t be for several hours. I couldn’t wait that long.

      I changed into a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt, then poured myself a glass of malt. Once settled on the couch, I browsed to the file on the cloud that contained all Ash’s films. There were thirty-seven in total, and she’d be livid if she knew I still had them. I’d promised to delete them as soon as we’d watched them and had kept my word. What I hadn’t told her, though, was that the system was set to automatically upload a backup to the cloud, and I hadn’t deleted any of those copies. They were so sexy I’d wanted to keep them so I could watch them over and over, but she was right about the risks. If global businesses and government databases could be hacked, anything could. I had to delete them. But not before I’d re-watched all the highlights.

      I opened the first one. Ash led the guy she’d picked up in a club straight into the bedroom, dropped to her knees, and fished out his cock. She looked into his eyes while she sucked him, then told him to lie on the bed. She rode him until she came, at which point she looked directly into the camera over the bed. I slid my right hand inside my shorts and used my left to skip to the next film.

      HER

      Ashley and Lucy walked into the bedroom, which was as spectacular as the rest of the suite. The bed was the biggest Ashley had ever seen, at least ten feet wide. Josh walked over and half-closed the Venetian blinds, casting horizontal lines over the room. Lucy and Ashley approached the bed, then stopped and looked around at the men. All four were standing a few feet apart and smiling.

      Lucy ran a finger down Ashley’s face. “Are you okay?”

      Ashley felt a little intimidated by the other woman’s confidence but was determined not to show it. She smiled. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

      Lucy placed her hands on Ashley’s waist and smiled. “I’m just checking.”  She leaned in and kissed her gently on the mouth.

      Ashley was surprised by how soft Lucy’s lips were. She could taste the other woman’s lipstick and smell her perfume. As she pushed her tongue tentatively forward, Lucy’s moved against it. She moaned when Lucy slid a hand up to her breast and teased the nipple. Ashley reached around and dug her fingers into Lucy’s firm bum, pulling her in until their bodies were crushed together. It was weird holding someone so slight and soft. Ashley closed her eyes and allowed herself to get carried away in the moment, grinding her crotch against Lucy’s.

      “Oh, that’s so fucking hot,” Billy said.

      The women pulled back and smiled at each other. Ashley had enjoyed the kiss a lot more than she’d expected to. When she glanced to her side, she saw Billy climb onto the bed. It took her a couple of seconds to realize he was naked because his entire torso was covered in tattoos. His arms, chest, shoulders, and back were a collage of real and mythical creatures. The ink even covered his upper thighs and parts of his neck. His pubis was shaved, and the skin there was rendered with pale green dragon scales. Even the bottom third of his penis shaft was illustrated with scales.

      “If you girls want to keep kissing,” he said, leering at them and gripping his erection, “maybe you could do it with this between your mouths.”

      Lucy and Ashley broke their embrace and crawled onto the bed. Ashley looked up into Billy’s eyes, then gripped the patterned base of his cock. Turning to look at Lucy, she smiled and stuck her tongue out. Lucy did the same, then both women dipped down and licked all around the bulbous head. Lucy pulled back slightly, giving Ashley the chance to suck it first. She looked into Billy’s eyes and slid her lips all the way down his shaft, taking his full length into her mouth and throat. He let out a long exhale. After just a few seconds, she raised her head and pointed the cock at Lucy, who smiled and took it into her own mouth.

      Ashley sensed movement behind her. Her skirt was pushed up and bunched around her waist. Fingers slipped into the waistband of her thong and slowly peeled it down her thighs. Hands gently raised each knee in turn, then the flimsy material was threaded over her shoes. Lucy offered her Billy’s cock again. Just as Ashley took it into her mouth, one of the other men slid his cock into her drenched pussy.

      It was happening. This was exactly what she’d been fantasizing about since Rhonda’s phone call.

      Lucy let out a loud moan. She was getting fucked as well. Ashley bobbed her head and clenched around the cock inside her, swaying her hips from side to side. This was the first time she’d had sex that didn’t involve just her and a man, and she intended to make the most of it. Claire had said she’d been involved in a free-for-all in a hotel suite in Tokyo. Ashley loved the idea of being involved in the same kind of thing, and she was already building up to her first orgasm.

      The man fucking her pulled out, and someone else took his place. Since Lucy was currently sucking Billy’s cock, Ashley turned her head and glanced over her shoulder. Harvey smiled down at her. She was being fucked by her teenage crush. Josh was fucking Lucy, and Dane was standing beside him, slowly stroking his own glistening cock. It’d been him who had gone inside her first.

      Lucy tapped Ashley’s face with Billy’s cock. “I think he might be close.” Billy’s eyes were hooded.

      Ashley nodded. “Do you want to finish him off, or should I?”

      Before Lucy could answer, Josh pulled out, and Dane took his place. She gasped, then smiled. “You can if you want.”

      Ashley took Billy back into her mouth and bobbed her head quickly. Harvey dug his fingers into her hips and pounded into her harder from behind. She knew both men were close and closed her eyes as her own orgasm crested and broke.

      HIM

      I’d spent a couple of hours watching the highlights of all Ash’s films, deleting each from the cloud as I finished it. It was a shame, but deep down I knew it was the right thing to do. Those cameras had cost me a fortune to install, but I saw Ash’s point. If we ever got hacked and the films were made public, the fallout would be catastrophic.

      Around six, I got up from the couch and made myself something to eat, determined not to touch myself again until my wife returned with details of her ménage à trois.

      I doubted this was the first time those guys had shared a woman. During my research for the interview, I’d read countless stories about them partying with groupies. The idea of Ash being a willing participant pushed all my buttons. I sat in our living room and watched the afternoon turn to dusk. It’d been six hours since the two men from Blemish left the studio, and all the evidence suggested that Ash had left with them. I refilled my glass and enjoyed the cuck angst thrumming through my body.

      When I heard her key in the door, I checked my watch. It was nine-forty. She walked in and stood directly in front of me, her hair tousled and lipstick all but gone.

      “Take off your clothes,” she ordered, her expression serious.

      I stood up and stripped. My cock thickened, the tip already slick with my arousal.

      “How many times have you jerked off?” she asked.

      “Twice, but that was hours ago.”

      She nodded, the first hint of a smile showing at the corners of her mouth. “Lie on the floor.”

      I frowned but did so, knowing my back would suffer for it later. She stood by my feet and removed her coat. Her clothes looked disheveled compared to earlier, and the way her nipples pushed against her tight top made it obvious she hadn’t put her bra back on.

      “Did you go back to their hotel?” I asked.

      She nodded. “The first thing I should tell you is that I wasn’t the only woman there.”

      “You weren’t?” I was disappointed for her, but her smile suggested she didn’t mind too much.

      “They propositioned Lucy as well.”

      “Lucy from reception?”

      “Yeah, and what’s more, I think she swings both ways.”

      “How do you…?” I opened my eyes wide as I realized what she was telling me. “Did Lucy do something to you?”

      “Not as much as I’d have liked.” Ash pulled her top up and off over her head, revealing her perfect tits. “But there’s something else you should know.”

      “What’s that?”

      “The other men from the band were there as well.”

      I felt my heart kick up a beat. “So, there were four men and two women?”

      “Yes.” She removed her skirt and threw it onto the couch, then removed her thong. “Four men and two women on a bed together. Can you imagine it?”

      “Did all of them fuck you?” I asked, my chest suddenly tight.

      “They all fucked both of us.”

      Ashley walked up and placed a sandaled foot on either side of my head. I gazed up between her legs and couldn’t believe my eyes. Her thighs were slick, her landing strip dark and matted, and cum seeped out of her pussy. She’d taken them bare.

      I let out a long breath and stared at the sticky mess.

      “Are you angry?” she asked.

      I wasn’t sure I knew the answer, but shook my head anyway.

      “Are you disappointed?”

      Although I’d fantasized a thousand times about her getting creamed, I wasn’t sure how I felt about the reality now that it had happened. “I don’t think so.”

      “Do you want me to take a bath before you fuck me?”

      “No.”

      She stared down into my eyes, and I knew what she was thinking. We’d talked about it several times over the years. We’d read about cucks who performed clean-up after their wives got back from a date, but Ash’s date had involved four men…

      “Are you going to fuck me?” she asked.

      “Yeah, but there’s something else I want to do first.”

      Ash gave me a beautiful smile, bent her knees, and slowly lowered herself down onto my waiting tongue.

      HER

      Ashley wasn’t surprised by Gerry’s reaction to her letting the men take her without protection. She’d dreaded telling him, but suspected from past conversations that he’d always harbored a clean-up fantasy. As soon as his mouth touched her pussy, she gasped. Although it felt good, most of her pleasure came from the sordidness of what he was doing rather than the sensation of his tongue probing her depths. She’d lost count of the number of orgasms she’d reached in the hotel suite, but the one her husband induced by lapping the cum from her pussy was probably more intense than any of them. She shuddered and ground herself against his face.

      When she finally opened her eyes and looked down, Gerry’s cheeks and chin glistened with juices. She moved further down his body and guided his cock inside her.

      “Ah, that feels so good,” he whispered.

      “Mm.” Ashley licked some of the juices from his face. “Does it feel like a well-used pussy?”

      He nodded.

      “It’s been used more times today than any other day in my life.”  She moved her hips faster, sensing he was already on the brink. “And you’re about to become the fifth man to come in there today.”

      Gerry’s eyes rolled back, and she felt him twitch and pulse inside her.

      Ashley eventually stood up on shaky legs. “I’m going for a shower, then I’ll tell you all about it.” She unbuckled her shoes and walked naked to the bathroom. Setting the water temperature as hot as she could stand it, she washed herself. She stood there for over five minutes letting the hot jets massage her weary body, then stepped out and dried herself.

      Once wrapped in her fluffy robe, she returned to the lounge area to pick up her discarded clothes and shoes. When she got to the bedroom, Gerry walked naked out of the en suite. He’d showered too, and his face was now clean. They got into bed and placed their pillows against the headboard.

      “So,” he said, smiling broadly. “How was your day?”

      She laughed and started her tale by revealing it had been Claire who’d propositioned her, and that she’d also asked about birth control and the chances of Ashley having an STI.

      “So you knew they wanted unprotected sex?” he asked.

      “Yes.” She held his gaze, waiting to see if he said more. When he didn’t, she explained how she and Lucy were driven to the hotel and taken up to their suite, and how they’d suggested they watch the girls perform together.

      Gerry’s eyebrows went up. “And did you?”

      “We kissed, but not for long. The men got impatient and soon joined in.”

      “What did they do?”

      “Billy stripped off and lay on the bed. While we went down on him, the other guys took turns at us from behind.”

      “Just like that?”

      She nodded. “Pretty much.”

      “How many of them fucked you like that?”

      “Two. I’m pretty sure Dane went in first, and then Harvey. Josh fucked Lucy first, and Dane took his place when he’d finished.”

      “So Josh and Dane both came inside Lucy?”

      “I assume so.”

      “And Harvey finished inside you?”

      “Yes.”

      “What about Billy?”

      “He came in my mouth while Harvey fucked me.”

      “Ah, the spit-roast we’d dreamed of.” Gerry closed his eyes as if picturing it in his head. “Did you come then, too?”

      “Yes.”

      Gerry was silent for several seconds, then asked, “What happened after that?”

      “After that, everyone removed their clothes.”

      “You were still dressed?”

      “Billy was naked, but the rest of us were still fully clothed. They’d pulled off our panties, pushed our skirts up, and unfastened their trousers. We stripped and climbed onto the bed.”

      “All six of you?”

      She nodded. “The bed itself was as big as some bedrooms.”

      “And what happened once you were all naked?”

      “There was a lot of stroking. Lucy lay on top of me, and we kissed again.” Ashley hesitated before revealing the next part. “With our naked bodies pressed together, I could have come like that if the guys hadn’t stopped us.”

      “You could?”

      She nodded.

      “Have you ever been with another woman before?”

      “No.”

      Gerry sighed. “I’ll never be able to look at Lucy in the same light again.”

      “Neither will I.”

      “So why did the men stop you kissing?”

      “Why d’you think?” Ashley reached down and gripped her husband’s cock, which was hard again. She pulled him on top, then let out a long sigh as he entered her.

      “Aren’t you sore?” he asked.

      She smiled. “Yeah, but you’re only small, so it’s okay.” Gerry pinched her nipple, which made her squeal and laugh. She wrapped her arms around his back and kissed his ear. “You know I love your cock.”

      “So, the men stopped you kissing. What did they do instead?”

      “They lay us side by side and fucked us, and they kept changing places so we both got to sample all four men.” Gerry fucked her gently as she undulated beneath him, enjoying the sensuality of his cock sliding slowly in and out. “That went on for quite a while because if one guy got close, he’d let another take over.”

      “That’s a nice image to visualize. Did you come like that?”

      “Twice. I think Lucy might have come three times, but I’m not sure. Like I said, she was pretty vocal throughout.”

      “Where did the men come?”

      “Inside us. I had Dane and Josh finish in me, and Lucy got Billy and Harvey.” She kissed his ear again. “Are you going to come yet?”

      “No. Keep talking.”

      Ashley smiled, relieved that he was getting as much from it without a video to watch. “We stayed on the bed. It went darker outside, and a couple of the guys dozed for a while. Then the stroking started all over again, and that was probably my favorite part of the whole thing.”

      “The stroking?”

      “Everything. I was stroked, poked, kissed…” She sighed. “Claire said something about her being in a free-for-all in Tokyo, and I imagine what we had was similar.”

      “Like an orgy?”

      She nodded. “Hmm. Bodies were sliding over each other. I was touched everywhere, but I didn’t know who was doing what. I had my nipples sucked, my back kissed, my legs caressed. If a cock was near my face, I’d suck it without bothering to look up to see whose it was. Someone would slide in and fuck me for a minute, then pull out, and someone else took his place.”

      Gerry’s breathing had become shallow, so she decided to tell him something that’d probably push him over the edge.

      “The finale was me lying on my back with my legs spread. Lucy was on all fours with her head over mine. She and I kissed as Harvey fucked me and Billy fucked her. Harvey came first, and Josh took his place. Dane knelt next to our heads and fed Lucy his cock. While Josh fucked me, I watched her getting spit-roasted.”

      “Was it sexy to see?”

      “Very. All three men came like that. When Dane moved back, and Lucy looked down at me, I realized she still had his cum in her mouth. She leaned over and dribbled it into my open mouth.”

      “Oh god…”

      Ashley clenched around him. “Then we kissed again, sharing his load. The men loved that.”

      Gerry grunted. Ashley held him close, clenching and relaxing around his spasming cock. He eventually rolled off and let out a long breath.

      She turned onto her side and stroked his face. “I think having me describe things can be as sexy as seeing it on video.”

      “You might be right.” He was breathless. “Was that it for your night?”

      “Yep. We got dressed, someone ordered room service, and we all sat on the couches eating and drinking. I confessed to having their pictures all over my wall as a teenager, and for a while, I had a one-on-one conversation with Harvey. Considering the life he’s led, he’s still really down to earth. They told us some stories about their days touring together years ago, then called us a taxi, and we left.”

      HIM

      Ash was right, hearing about her night was as good as watching it. I couldn’t remember being as turned on as I was when she described all six of them crawling over each other. While a video might have shown some stuff, two stationary cameras couldn’t have captured the amount of detail I’d have wanted. Ash describing it was definitely sexier.

      She stroked my face. “I’ve been thinking about the videos.”

      “I’ve deleted them all.” I blinked, suddenly aware of what I’d just said.

      “What?”

      “I…” Letting out a sigh, I decided to come clean. “They’d all been saved onto the cloud. After our discussion the other night, I saw your point. I’ve now deleted them all from there.”

      She frowned, then nodded. “Thank you, though I’m disappointed you lied.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Anyway, I think it’d be okay to film things if we’re honest with the men.”

      “You mean tell them it’s being filmed?” I couldn’t see how that would work.

      She nodded. “So, sometimes I’ll pretend to be single and pick up cameramen, lighting technicians, or sound engineers, and then I’ll describe to you what I do with them. Other times, I’ll get a guy from a contact website and admit I’m married to a cuckold.”

      I was too stunned to speak.

      “These men get watched fucking hotwives all the time. Some husbands even film it on their phones.” She smiled. “Obviously, you’re too famous, so you couldn’t be in the room unless you wore a mask. But if I explain you’re watching via the cameras. I don’t think it’d be a big deal for them.”

      I saw her point. “That could work, but we shouldn’t keep them after watching them for the same reason as before. Hackers.”

      She nodded. “So I’ll get myself a well-hung guy from the internet, ask him if it’s okay to film the action for my cuck hubby, and we can watch it together afterward. Then we’ll delete it. No clouds or back-up copies anywhere.”

      The more I thought about her idea, the more I liked it. I’d read enough cuckold forums to know that a real bull would give Ash the fucking she deserved. “Okay, I suggest you sign up to a contact website and choose yourself a bull.”

      “Thank you.” She kissed my cheek. “Though I might need a few days’ rest before that date.”
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      I’ll be honest, when Bryony first mentioned the retreat, my instinct was to invent a prior engagement.

      A whole weekend of team-building exercises, motivational workshops, and shared creative energy—her words, not mine—at some converted country house with a golf course and a spa. One of those events where grown adults in lanyards do trust falls and call it professional development. I’d been to enough of those in my own career to know that the team building was largely an excuse for the open bar, and the shared creative energy was largely an excuse for the gossip.

      “It’ll be lovely,” Bryony said, in the tone she used when the decision’s already made. “Head office is encouraging everyone to bring their partners this year. Forty people, Jon. It’ll be a proper event. Come on. You’ll enjoy it, and you know what I like to say.”

      I did know what she liked to say. “You only live once.”

      Forty people. Thirty-two from Stunna PR’s other three offices scattered across the country, plus the eight from Bryony’s own London team. Which meant me, as Bryony’s plus-one, being introduced to several dozen women I’d never met, and making stilted conversation with them and their partners about brand strategy, football with the guys, and the best shade of nude lip liner with the girls.

      I packed a suit and reminded myself that I loved my wife.
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      Barkridge Hall announced itself through a set of iron gates and a long gravel drive flanked by oaks that were probably old when the house was built. Whatever it had been before—some old lord’s estate, a Georgian businessman’s personal castle—it was now a corporate retreat venue of the highest order. The brochure promised a spa, a pool, a golf course, a ballroom, and bespoke wellness programming. As we crunched up the gravel drive, I spotted a terrace where several women, power-dressed in business suits, were already raising glasses of something golden and effervescent.

      Bryony sat up a little straighter in the passenger seat. She’d changed at a service station somewhere on the M4, discarding her travel clothes of a T-shirt and joggers, into a smart jacket, fitted skirt, and four-inch heels, the kind of transformation that reminded me that my wife of twelve years had a whole version of herself that belonged entirely to her professional life. She looked sharp, like someone who ran things, which she did. She was the manager of her local branch of the health and beauty marketing agency.

      “There’s Corinne,” she said, before the car had even stopped.

      I followed her gaze to the front steps, where a woman in a burnt-orange dress was holding court among a small cluster of arrivals. Tall, vivid, red-haired—amplified by the fiery-colored dress—she spotted Bryony and flung one arm wide in an extravagant wave, as if they hadn’t seen each other in years rather than, presumably, Thursday.

      “She’s enthusiastic,” I said.

      “Corinne does enthusiasm… enthusiastically,” Bryony said, as if that explained anything. And I suppose it did. I’d met her a couple of times before, on corporate work nights out and Christmas parties, but nothing as full-on as this. We’d spoken briefly, but that was all. Even so, from those short conversations, I knew what Bryony meant. Corinne was all business when she wanted to be, then the life and soul of the party the rest of the time.

      The front hall was all ancient-looking stone flags and pillars, dressed with Stunna’s brand colors—warm gold and deep rose—on the flower arrangements, the name badges, and the printed itinerary slipped into each guest’s welcome envelope. Someone had clearly worked hard to make it feel glamorous rather than corporate. It mostly succeeded.

      I signed in, collected my badge (Jonathan—Bryony’s Partner, which I chose to find funny rather than diminishing), and let myself be swept into the slow current of arrivals.

      Bryony moved through the room with the easy authority of someone on their home turf. I paused for a moment to admire the extraordinary woman I married. My wife is average in height, but her slim frame and long legs make her look taller. Her meticulously styled blonde hair flowed in waves down her back, and her perfect makeup, which took an hour to put on this morning, had survived the heat on the drive here. She is gorgeous. I’m a lucky man. And I know it.

      I watched her greet the rest of her team—four other women from the London office, whose names I’d heard at the dinner table and now scrambled to match faces to names, hugging some, air-kissing others, laughing at something I couldn’t hear. Then the last member of her team, Corinne, appeared at her elbow, talking conspiratorially about what head office might have in store for them. As usual, Bryony was immediately confident, her eyes finding me and greeting me with a wink and a smile.

      I found the drinks table.

      Over the next hour, the contingents from the other offices arrived in waves. Bristol, Manchester, Edinburgh, enough people to fill the hall, mostly women, a good number of nervous-looking or lost-looking partners among them. These men—and the occasional woman—congregated instinctively, the way stranded travelers do in airports, a self-selecting group of slightly bewildered men holding glasses and exchanging the universal look of “you too, then?”

      I was mid-conversation with Fergus, a pleasant man from Edinburgh, when I saw them.

      The trio came in together, friends, judging by their closeness. The woman was dark-haired, curvy, and spectacular in the understated way of women who’ve never needed to try very hard. The man with his hand in hers—presumably her husband—was lean, olive-skinned, and radiated a pride that suggested he knew exactly how many men were gazing at his wife.

      I picked out the couple based on the way Bryony had described them. Allegra, the manager from the Bristol branch, and her husband, Luca. She was the highest-grossing manager in the company. However, I recognized the man with them from a photo on her phone—Paul. My wife always referred to him as Corrine’s husband, as if he had no identity outside of that association. He was solidly built, with dark hair going slightly grey at the temples, a friendly enough face, unremarkable in every way until he smiled, which changed him into someone suddenly charismatic.

      And then Corinne was there, kissing her husband on the cheek, and throwing herself at Allegra, with the delighted ease of old friends. Bryony had mentioned the couples were very close.

      “Jon!” My wife beckoned me over. “Come and meet everyone.”

      I went. I smiled. I shook hands, hoping nobody noticed how sweaty my palms were.

      “This is Paul,” Bryony said, gesturing to Corinne’s husband. “And this —” gesturing to the Italian woman, who extended a hand with a smile that made my heart skip a beat, “— is Allegra.”

      “Lovely to meet you,” Allegra said. Her English was perfect and faintly musical, with more than a hint of an Italian accent. “Bryony speaks of you often.”

      “All good, I hope,” I said, the standard response.

      She tilted her head, as if considering. “Mostly,” she said, and Corinne laughed like that was the funniest thing she’d heard all week.

      I had the distinct, not entirely unpleasant feeling of being the only person in the room who hadn’t read the program of events.
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      The itinerary divided us at two o’clock.

      The women, partners apparently not included in this particular exercise, were ushered toward the east wing’s studio space for what the program described as a Creative Collaboration Workshop: A Sensory Branding and Product Experience. Bryony straightened her jacket, squeezed my hand once, and disappeared through a set of double doors with the focused expression she usually reserves for important client meetings, leaving a waft of her floral perfume behind.

      The men were handed over to a golf pro named Chris Alexiou.

      There were fifteen of us. Chris was young, professionally cheerful, and clearly did this often, shepherding a group of corporate husbands—and a couple of wives—with varying degrees of reluctance, around a nine-hole course while pretending we were all there by choice. He distributed clubs with the patience of a primary school teacher, then led us out across the lawn toward a course that was, I’ll admit, genuinely beautiful: rolling fairways, old woodland at the edges, the Hall visible behind us in the afternoon light like something from a period drama.

      I’m a passable golfer. Not good enough to be smug about it, not bad enough to be embarrassed. I settled into the mild pleasure of the game and let the afternoon take care of itself.
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      Paul found his way to my group at the sixth hole.

      He played well, catching up with us despite being two holes back, obviously someone who’d played before, possibly regularly. Because our wives knew each other, we fell into an easy conversation, the way you sometimes do with strangers who pose no threat and no agenda. The talk wasn’t all about the golf, just two normal guys exchanging notes on the trip down here, agreeing that the Hall’s welcome champagne had been unexpectedly good, and discussing, in general terms, the mild absurdity of being the auxiliary cast at someone else’s work event.

      “How long have you and Corinne been at Stunna?” I asked.

      “Corinne has. Three years.” He lined up a shot, took it cleanly, the ball disappearing into the sky, then reappearing perfectly in the center of the fairway. “I’m just the plus-one, same as you.”

      “What do you do?”

      “Civil engineering. Corinne’s the glamorous one out of us two.” He said it without irony, genuinely comfortable with the fact. I liked him for that.

      We caught up with Luca at the next hole, whose group was already ten over par and treating it as a bit of fun rather than anything competitive. He was quieter than Paul, but friendly and charming, with an Italian accent more pronounced than his wife’s. He only spoke when something was worth saying, smiled at things others missed, and surprised us by being the only good player out of his otherwise hapless group. In fact, he was an even better golfer than Paul, driving the ball with an elegant motion that briefly made Chris the golf pro look uncertain of his authority as he gave us some coaching on our follow-through.

      The three of us ended up walking the back four together while the rest of the group spread out across the course in varying states of competence, inexperience, and cheerfulness. Fergus from Edinburgh had discovered that one of the Manchester husbands was a keen golfer and they’d gone ahead at pace. Behind us, two men whose names I hadn’t caught were laughing loudly about something and not paying much attention to where their balls were landing.

      “So,” Paul said at the eighth, while we waited for the group ahead to clear the green. “Is this your first time at one of these team-building experiences?”

      “Is that what this is?” I laughed. “Yeah, I’ve been on a few during my career, but this is my first time at a work thing where I’m the decorative element.”

      He returned my laugh. “Lucky you. Corinne’s been dragging me to these events for years. Once you stop trying to be useful and just enjoy the free bar, it gets better.”

      “Seems like sound advice.”

      “Allegra and Luca are old hands at it, too.” He nodded toward Luca, who was studying the lie of the fairway with architectural precision. “Their Bristol office does three or four of these a year. A different venue each time, but always somewhere upmarket.”

      Luca glanced over. “We have been to this place before. The food is only okay,” he said mildly. “But the wine is very good.”

      I asked how long they’d all known each other, and Paul said four or five years, through a mutual friend, and that they’d clicked immediately. There was nothing remarkable in the answer, and yet something in the way he said it—a small private satisfaction, a shared grin like there was an in-the-know joke between them—made me file it away without quite knowing why. Allegra was the one who got Corinne the job in the first place, he shared, so they’d known each other before they worked here.

      We finished the ninth hole as the light began to soften into early evening gold, handed our clubs back to Chris before drifting back across the lawn toward the Hall. Through the tall windows of the east wing, I could hear laughter, warm and loose, the particular sound of women in good spirits who’ve spent an afternoon doing something enjoyable together.

      Bryony found me in the entrance hall, glowing as she did after a very good day at work, animated, slightly flushed, buzzing with satisfaction. She smelled different, too, not the floral perfume I’d smelled on her since the morning.

      “We were testing new fragrance products. This afternoon was a workshop on understanding perfumery and writing reviews.” She kissed my cheek. “How was golf?”

      “Surprisingly good. Paul seems like a nice guy. Luca, too.”

      Something moved through her expression—not quite surprise, more like an unexpected satisfaction. “Good,” she said. “I’m glad you didn’t hate it too much.”

      Behind her, the curvy redhead Corinne appeared in the doorway, still talking to the hot brunette Allegra, who was laughing at something with her head tilted back. Corinne caught my eye over Bryony’s shoulder and gave me a smile I couldn’t immediately classify—warm, friendly, and just fractionally too long. I wracked my brain for a moment. Had I said something to Paul that he’d misinterpreted somehow and passed on to her?

      I looked away. I told myself it meant nothing.

      I was already, though I didn’t know it yet, wrong about that.
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      Dinner that night was set in the resort’s main restaurant, which was as upmarket as the rest of the place. Candlelight gleamed on mirrored walls, waiters in black jackets glided between tables, and the assembled guests from Stunna’s four offices were scattered through the room in groups of four, six, and eight.

      Bryony and I had been placed at random with Rhianne—one of her junior creatives, a twenty‑something with loose blonde curls and an earnest smile—and her boyfriend Matt, who looked as if he were still trying to work out the rules of a social class he’d accidentally been admitted to. They were sweet together. Rhianne was all enthusiasm and questions, proud to be sitting with her boss, while Matt radiated relief every time the conversation turned to anything other than work.

      As we ate, I looked around the long room, seeing our newly made friends a few tables away: Allegra’s dark head thrown back laughing beside Luca’s calm profile, Corinne gesturing with her glass as Paul cracked the jokes.

      Dessert was every bit as good as the starter and main course. When it was cleared away, the event host announced a series of optional evening activities for afterward: wine tasting in the orangery, a mixology game at the bar, or ballroom sessions in the mirrored hall for those “brave enough to test their rhythm.”

      Bryony’s eyes were bright. “Ballroom,” she said. “We’re doing that.”

      “Oh, no,” I groaned. “You don’t want to inflict my two left feet on innocent bystanders. We should do something sedate. A general knowledge quiz. Figuring out why the bar staff all look so miserable.”

      “Come on.” She nudged my knee under the table. “It’ll be fun.”

      “It’ll be humiliating.”

      “It’ll be both,” she said, smiling.
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      Back in our room, Bryony kicked off her heels with a sigh of relief, then reached behind to tug at the zip of her dress.

      “Help,” she called over her shoulder. We had twenty minutes before the ballroom session started, and she wanted to change into something more suitable than her dinner dress.

      I crossed the room, fingers finding the little metal tab at the nape of her neck. The zip slid down in a slow, satisfying line, exposing tanned skin inch by inch, the warm curve of her spine, the band of a black bra, the faint trace of perfume rising as the fabric loosened. She shrugged the dress off her shoulders and let it pool silently around her feet.

      Underneath it, she wore a matching black set I hadn’t seen before, simple and indecently effective—smooth cups lifting her breasts, a thin scrap of lace riding high on her hips, sheer tights framing long legs I already knew were going to ruin my concentration later on the dance floor. She bent to scoop up the dress, and the brief stretch of her body made my cock twitch in my pants.

      “You’re staring,” she commented, without looking back for confirmation.

      “I’m not,” I managed. “I’m looking at my beautiful wife, that’s all.”

      She glanced at me then, a quick, pleased flick of her eyes down my body and up again, as if checking that the reaction was as obvious as she suspected. It was. The lump in my trousers gave it away, so I sat down on the edge of the bed to watch her dress. She hung the garment on a coat hanger, then reached for a softer, swishier skirt and a silky top.

      “This should be okay for dancing,” she murmured to herself, pulling the top over her head, the hem settling just above the delicate waistband of her panties, before she reached for a pair of stockings.

      “Stockings?” I swallowed. “Distracting.”

      “Maybe I want to distract you.” She smiled to herself as she slid them up her thighs, then turned to face me fully. “I hope you’re going to behave on the dance floor, Jon.”

      “Define behave.”

      She crossed the room, bare feet silent on the carpet, and climbed onto my lap as if the question answered itself, her fingers curling into the back of my neck, her mouth warm on mine. Within moments, she’d tugged my shirt open, buttons slipping free under confident hands, the fabric falling away. Her palms spread flat against my chest, feeling the thud of my heart no doubt, then slid south, belt undone, zipper down, a deliberate curl of fingers inside my shorts and around me that made the breath leave my body in a single, unsteady rush.

      “Don’t think this is a way out of dancing,” she murmured against my mouth.

      I wasn’t thinking about dancing right at that moment.

      The top came back off, and she reached back and unclipped her bra, letting it fall away. I enjoyed the sight of her pert breasts for a long moment, then pulled her closer, my mouth finding her throat, the curve of her shoulder, the soft skin beneath her ear. She made a low sound and pressed herself against me, the heat of her pussy through her panties against my cock like torture. Her hips began to move in a slow, rolling rhythm that reduced every coherent thought to ash.

      “You like them,” she said, a little breathlessly. Not a question.

      “What?”

      “Corinne.” Her hips rolled. I gripped her harder. “Allegra.” She watched my face as she said it, reading the flicker I couldn’t quite suppress. “Don’t lie, Jon. I saw you looking at them both at dinner.”

      “I was looking at you,” I countered. It was true, but not the whole truth.

      “You can do both.”

      She reached between us, wrapped her fingers around me again, stroking slowly, knowing she had me right where she wanted me. Then she slid her panties to one side and eased me into her shaven wetness. My head fell back as I slid inside her heat.

      “Allegra,” she said, softly, conversationally, as if we were at dinner. “Those legs. That mouth.” A pause, a deliberate movement. “She’s very sexy, isn’t she?”

      I swallowed. “Bryony…”

      “Tell me.”

      “Yes.” The word came out hoarse.

      She exhaled, something between satisfaction and arousal. “And Corinne.” She lowered herself slowly, watching me, eyes dark. “All that red hair. Those breasts. She knows the effect they have on men.”

      She tightened her thighs, grinding down onto me.

      “God,” I managed. “Yes. Alright. Yes.”

      She began to move properly then, and I caught her waist with both hands, fingers pressing into her soft, warm skin, holding on as she rode me expertly. Her control was slipping, her breathing ragged, cheeks deeply flushed, hair coming loose from the pins holding it up.

      “Paul’s been eyeing me up all day, too,” she said, voice unsteady now. “Did you notice?”

      “Has he?” I asked. “You looked good. I’m sure plenty of men checked you out.”

      “Does that bother you?” She braced against my shoulders, moved harder, sliding all the way up and down my length, her mouth falling open slightly.

      “No.” The admission tore something open in me, not shame, something rawer and more honest than that. “It just makes me want you more.”

      Bryony made a sound low in her throat. “Good,” she whispered. “Luca kept glancing at me at dinner, too.” She leaned in close, lips at my ear, breath hot. “Would it bother you if I flirted with them a little, Jon? If they’re going to be as brazen as to check me out publicly while their partners are there, perhaps I should tease them a bit in return. Show them who’s in charge here.”

      I answered her with action rather than words, lifting her from my lap and flipping her onto her back on the bed, swallowing whatever she might have said next with a kiss that told her everything she wanted to know—about how it wouldn’t bother me at all—how, in fact, the thought of it was winding through me like a current, sharp and bright and frightening in the best possible way.

      I slammed my cock inside her, and there wasn’t any talking after that. She wrapped her legs around my back, and I fucked her, hard and fast, until I filled her with my cum.

      Afterwards, she lay stretched across my chest, tracing idle patterns on my skin, our breathing slowing back toward something resembling normal. Outside the windows, the evening had deepened to a dark, warm blue.

      “We’re going to be late,” I said eventually.

      “Mmm.” She showed no sign of moving.

      “You’re the one who wanted to do the dancing thing.”

      She lifted her head, eyes bright, lips curved. “So, I did.” She sat up, unself-conscious, beautiful, and reached for the top again. “Come on then. I want to see Corinne’s face when she watches you trying to waltz.”
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      We were eight minutes late, which meant the session had already started when we slipped through the double doors into the mirrored hall. The DJ had been replaced by a sound system playing smooth, unhurried jazz, and at the center of the polished floor, a compact, energetic woman in her forties was demonstrating footwork to a loose circle of guests.

      Our group was easy to spot. Corinne had claimed a position at the edge of the circle with the confidence of someone who’d arrived early specifically to ensure a good angle. She’d changed into wide-legged black trousers and a sleeveless top with a deep V-neckline, leaving very little to the imagination. Paul stood at her shoulder, relaxed as ever, in dark jeans and an open collar. Allegra wore a wrap dress, the color of amber, that shimmered when she moved. Her dark hair was loose, her posture relaxed and easy. Luca stood beside her, jacket gone, the sleeves of his white shirt rolled up past his forearms.

      Bryony and I slid into the circle beside them. Corinne immediately caught my eye and smiled, slow and warm.

      “Thought you’d got lost,” she whispered.

      “We got distracted,” Bryony replied dryly.

      She laughed, low in her throat. “I bet you did.”

      The instructor, a wiry Frenchwoman called Sylvie, who seemed to be balanced on the balls of her feet for the lesson talk, called for attention and explained the session. After a brief orientation round, she pointed to her assistant and announced the pairs.

      “Tonight we are mixing experience with the less experienced, yes? This is how we learn fastest.” She moved along the circle with the efficiency of someone sorting livestock. “You—Luca, is it?—with Bryony. Corinne with Jonathan. Paul with Allegra.” She clapped twice. “Please take your partners.”

      Bryony glanced at me sideways, mouth twitching.

      You planned this, I mouthed.

      Her eyes were entirely too innocent for me to be wrong.

      Corinne turned to face me with her hands already extended, a faint smile playing at her lips as if she’d been involved in arranging this, too.

      “Relax,” she said, taking my right hand, placing my other at her waist. “I don’t bite. Unless that’s what you’re into.”

      She pressed her body close, her perfume something rich and dark, vetiver and something floral underneath. When she stepped in, I had a direct, unobstructed view down the front of her deep V-neck. I was greeted by two full, pale, freckled curves pressed together—a deep, inviting cleavage between them. I looked away. Looked back. She noticed, naturally—because women like Corinne always notice—and said nothing, which was considerably worse than whatever she might have taunted me with.

      Sylvie called for a step pattern. Corinne moved well, obviously versed in ballroom dancing already, guiding me gently without making me feel guided. I didn’t know the name of the dance that we were doing, but her hand was steady at my shoulder, and her hips moved in a slow, clean swaying motion that was impossible not to follow. We were chest-to-chest for much of it. I could feel the warmth of her through my thin shirt.

      “That’s it,” she encouraged after the second bar. “See? You have some rhythm.”

      “My wife disagrees.”

      “Your wife,” she said, tilting her head fractionally, “is currently being very thoroughly handled by a man who dances like sin. So, I wouldn’t worry too much about what she thinks right now.”

      I looked over her shoulder. Luca and Bryony were eight feet away, and I understood immediately what Corinne meant.

      He danced the way he played golf, economical, precise, and somehow in complete control without appearing to exert any at all. One hand held hers, while the other rested at the small of her back, fingers spread wide just above the waistband of her skirt. Not low enough to be inappropriate, but close. Bryony followed him effortlessly, her head slightly tilted as he murmured something that brought a real laugh, genuinely joyful, rather than muted politeness.

      Luca said something else, and her laugh softened, while her cheeks turned pink. His hand at her back moved, barely, an inch lower, still decent, but enough to be on the upper part of her bottom. Bryony didn’t pull away. She met his eyes, and something passed between them that made the small hairs on my arms stand up.

      “He’s very… tactile,” I said to Corinne. My voice came out level, which surprised me.

      “He is,” she agreed placidly. “With women he finds attractive.” A beat. “Bryony should be flattered.”

      “Should she?”

      “Mmhmm.” She guided me through a turn, her body briefly pressed fully against my side as we navigated the rotation. I felt the weight of her against me, warm and soft in entirely the right places. Again, my gaze fell onto the expanse of creamy cleavage. And again, she noticed. “Eyes forward,” she lightly reprimanded. “You’ll lose your footing.”

      I faced forward, unsure of where to look. Corinne’s breasts were a distraction, and I couldn’t bear to watch Luca’s subtle flirting with my wife.

      Across the floor, Allegra and Paul moved together well, making me wonder if they’d danced together before. Perhaps they had. That would explain why the curve of her ass in amber didn’t distract him the way it did me as they smoothly glided past us.

      Sylvie called for another step change. Corinne readjusted, pulling me slightly closer to navigate the new choreography, and for a moment her chest pressed against mine, full and warm, her chin near my shoulder. I felt her breath against my neck. The view down the front of her top got even better with her breasts crushed against me, the slightest hint of an aureola visible at the hem of her black bra.

      “You’re doing well,” she murmured, so close her lips nearly grazed my ear. “For a man with two left feet.”

      “Bryony said that?”

      “Bryony and I talk a lot.” She let that hang in the warm air between us. Then she added, simply, “She texted me to say she might be a few minutes late because you’d just had sex in your room.”

      My movement faltered. She steadied me without comment, the slight smile at the corner of her mouth the only acknowledgment.

      “She didn’t.” I shook my head.

      “Relax,” Corinne said again, and her eyes met mine, amused and direct. “We tell each other all sorts of things. She said you’d admitted you find us attractive. Allegra and I.” The smile deepened incrementally. “Which is nice.”

      I said nothing. There was nothing to say.

      “Don’t be embarrassed.” She squeezed my shoulder slightly, keeping us in step. Her body was touching mine, seemingly everywhere. “It’s cool, because we think you’re kind of cute, too?”

      “We?”

      “Allegra, too. She’s part of the conversation, of course.”

      Sylvie called for a rotation of partners before I could decide what to do with any of that. Paul stepped in front of Bryony before I could react, sweeping her into his space. He was broader than Luca, his arms settling around her waist confidently. Bryony looked up at him, and I saw her react differently than how she had to Luca. Where the Italian had been easy with her, making her laugh, Paul seemed to somehow make her very still and quiet. He said something, quiet and close. She nodded, once, as if he’d confirmed something.

      Allegra appeared in front of me, amber dress catching the light, her dark eyes bright with private amusement. “My turn with the lovely Jonathan,” she said in that sexy Italian accent of hers.

      Her hand was cool in mine as we got into the hold Sylvie showed us and began to move. She danced beautifully—of course she did—and she guided me so competently that I felt, for the first time all evening, that I wasn’t entirely hopeless. As we danced, I realized that her olive skin and hazel eyes—those high cheekbones—were even more striking up close.

      “Relax your hand,” she instructed, adjusting my fingers at her waist. “You’re gripping me like a desperate man.”

      “I am.” I was worried that she’d feel the growing lump in my jeans when we pressed close. However, I told her, “I’m scared of stepping on your feet.”

      “Is that so?” She tilted her head toward the other pair dancing behind us. “Maybe if you concentrated on us rather than other couples, you wouldn’t need to worry about your footwork.”

      I hadn’t realized I was being that obvious.

      Bryony and Paul had settled into the rhythm of the dance, but his hand had drifted like Luca’s did, to somewhere between the base of her spine and her backside. She wasn’t resisting, but angled herself, fractionally, toward him. They were talking, low and constant, a private channel running beneath the music, and twice she brushed her hair back behind her ears as she looked up at him, a small, unconscious gesture that meant she was entirely comfortable in his space.

      “Bryony is lovely,” Allegra said, without judgment. “I think she enjoyed dancing with my Luca, and now Paul is charming her, too.”

      “Yes,” I said.

      “He finds her attractive. You can see it in his eyes. It is lucky that we’re all married, no?”

      I could, indeed, see it. His jaw was set, and his eyes were fixed on my wife. And when Bryony performed the turn and came back into his arms, pressing into his chest, I saw him take a moment to reach down and adjust himself. I caught the unmistakable outline of his arousal against the front of his trousers, before he pressed himself into her again.

      At that moment, heat poured through me—jealousy and something more electric beneath it. Something I recognized from an hour ago in our bedroom, when Bryony had teased me, and asked if it was okay for her to flirt with them.

      “Jonathan,” Allegra said softly, and I realized I’d stopped moving.

      I found my footing again.

      On the next song, Bryony looked across the floor and found my eyes. She held them, her expression open, asking that same question again. I knew what she was asking. Was I okay with her enjoying the two men’s attention?

      I gave her the same answer as in our room. Just a look and a slight nod.

      Her eyes darkened. She turned back to Paul. And then, deliberately, in a movement that would look like nothing more than the natural closing of the dance frame to everyone else, she melted against his body. I saw him smile and watched his hand slide across her ass cheek, exploring the curve of it before returning to the small of her back. He lowered his head to whisper directly into her ear, his lips nearly brushing against it.

      Whatever he said made her close her eyes for a long moment.

      Allegra’s fingers tightened briefly in mine.

      “Well,” she said, and there was warmth and something else in her voice, satisfaction maybe, or the sound of someone watching things go according to plan. “I think this is going to be a very interesting night.”

      The music played on, and Sylvie called out another dance for us to perform. We followed her instructions, culminating in a closing step, a simple turn and return, partners drawing together for the final bar. Allegra stepped in, one hand at my shoulder, her body closing the last inch of distance between us. The amber dress was thin; I could see the shape of her body through it, her slim waist, the curve of her full breasts, and as she came flush against me, she gasped, then giggled as she registered what was pressed against her hip.

      She didn’t step back but leaned against me. She tilted her chin up, her dark hazel eyes meeting mine with an expression of serene amusement.

      “Well, well, well,” she said quietly, her lips barely moving, “It seems you’re enjoying this as much as your wife.”

      Heat climbed the back of my neck. She held my gaze, unblinking, a faint smile settling at the corners of her mouth.

      “I’m sorry,” I managed, relaxing so she could step away, but she didn’t.

      “Don’t be,” she whispered into my ear, finally moving as Sylvie called an end to the lesson.  Applause broke out around the room from the dancers. “I’d have been disappointed if you didn’t get hard.”

      The applause died, and the six of us drifted toward the bar for drinks, each gravitating back to our own partners.

      With a cool beer in hand, I kissed Bryony and leaned against the bar. “Did you enjoy that?”

      Bryony could only nod before Corinne arrived, her arm looped through Paul’s, gesturing at me with her wine glass.

      “He was better than I expected,” Corrine pronounced, as if I weren’t standing there. “You’ve got natural rhythm, Jon. You just need an injection of confidence.”

      “And that’s high praise,” Paul added, “Coming from Corinne. She’s usually pretty critical, especially of me.”

      “I’m just trying to help you improve.” She caught my eye and flashed that smile I still couldn’t fully classify, warm and knowing and carrying something underneath it that excited me but also terrified me a little. “There’s always room for improvement and trying new things.”

      Allegra said nothing. She simply looked at me over the rim of her glass with a quiet smile, keeping the secret of my erection. I looked away first.

      Bryony slipped her hand into mine, a deliberate anchor, perhaps a small sign of possession. She was flushed from dancing, a strand of blonde hair loose at her temple, and she was happy, telling her friends that the evening had exceeded her expectations. Everyone was getting on so well, new friendships forming amongst the gathered staff. The event was a success on that score alone.

      Twenty minutes later, she steered me outside.

      The patio ran the full length of the south wing, flagged in pale stone still holding the day’s warmth, lit by low lanterns strung between iron posts. Beyond the balustrade, the grounds fell away into darkness, the lawn and the distant line of old woodland just visible in the gloom of the approaching night. Inside, behind the glass doors, the evening was still in full swing, music booming out, the hum of chatter, the occasional burst of laughter.

      Out here, it was quiet and cool and pleasantly refreshing after the exertion of the dancing lessons.

      Bryony leaned against the stone rail and turned to face me, kicking one heel up behind her, glass resting in both hands. She watched me with an expression I knew well, enjoying herself, as I fumbled for something to say.

      “So,” she said.

      “So,” I said.

      “Tell me what you’re thinking.”

      “I’m thinking,” I said carefully, “that this is a very unusual work event.”

      She laughed. “That’s one way to put it.” She sipped her wine. “Allegra said something to you. At the end there.”

      “Did she?” I felt my cheeks warming.

      Her smile widened. “You don’t have to worry. She whispered it to me at the bar.” She tilted her head. “You got a boner from dancing with her. I can’t say I’m surprised. She’s hot.”

      The night air stopped chilling me. My face felt like it was on fire.

      “She’s very direct,” I said with a sigh.

      “She is. It’s one of the things I like about her.” Bryony set her glass on the rail and folded her arms, looking at me. “Paul got an erection, too. When we were dancing.” She said it matter-of-factly, watching my reaction.

      I thought of his hands on her, the outline of him through his trousers, her eyes closing for that single, betraying second.

      “I noticed.”

      “Did it bother you?”

      “I was jealous, if that’s what you’re asking. I still am.” I took a deep breath, hoping to keep my composure. Why was my heart racing like that? “But I don’t blame him. You’re hot.”

      Bryony laughed and nodded, as if that confirmed something for her. She was quiet for a moment, looking out at the dark lawn, and when she spoke again, her voice was lower.

      “There’s something I need to tell you,” she confessed. “About Corinne and Paul.”

      I waited.

      “They’re in the lifestyle.” She said it simply, with a casual shrug that made her breasts wobble pleasantly. “They’ve been in it for a couple of years. Their friends, Elia and Spencer—I’ve met them once—got them into it. They’ve done stuff with them, with other couples, been to sex clubs, joined a local swingers group.” She carefully watched my reaction. “She told me a while back over lunch, and asked me to keep it a secret. I know she was worried I’d judge them, but of course, I told them that I didn’t. What goes on behind closed doors isn’t anyone else’s business.”

      I took a deep breath. They were swingers. Wow. I didn’t say anything straight away. I just stood there, turning the information over in my head. It was a surprise, but somehow, it wasn’t that much of one. The way they were so open and free. The way she’d flirted with me and Paul with Bryony all made sense. I recalled Paul on the golf course, and how he’d described clicking with Allegra and Luca. Were they involved, too?

      “What about Allegra and Luca?” I asked. “The four of them seem unusually close.”

      “They are not involved with each other, no, but Allegra and Luca know about them, and apparently, they’re interested. They’ve talked about it, but they’ve not crossed that line yet. I think tonight’s been interesting for them too.” She smiled faintly. “Allegra talked to me about it at the bar just now. She’s fairly forthcoming.”

      “And I guess they want to know if we’re interested, too?” I asked, heart thumping in my chest. When we’d driven out this morning, I hadn’t expected any of this. It felt almost surreal that we were even having this conversation.

      Bryony studied my reaction as she nodded. The lantern light caught the gold of her hair, and the quiver of her throat from the unsteady breath she couldn’t contain. She was as nervous as I was.

      “They’ve suggested,” she began in an even tone, “that we join them later. The six of us.” She paused. “Together.”

      Together.

      That word landed with a weight that plunged us into silence. The prospect of doing something like this wasn’t something one took lightly. It was tempting, of course. Allegra and Corinne were beautiful women, but the thought of being with another woman was incomprehensible. I loved Bryony. The shock of it kept me from realizing the other side of the equation. If I was with Allegra or Corrine, my beautiful wife would… Luca or Paul. Bryony with another man.

      I stared into the darkness and tried to make sense of what was happening in my trousers. How could the thought of that arouse me? What was wrong with me?

      

      I looked at my wife and remembered a little detail from earlier in our room. Bryony had watched me closely when she’d teased me about flirting with other men. She’d pressed me to admit that I found Allegra and Corrine attractive.

      “You’ve been planning this,” I realized out loud.

      “Corinne has,” she admitted with a shake of her head. She held my gaze. “She said she wanted it to happen, so I came here prepared for the possibility. I haven’t been planning it out, plotting, but I knew I would talk to you about it. Is that damning?”

      I opened my mouth, but before I could speak, the patio doors opened.

      Corinne appeared first, Paul at her shoulder, Allegra and Luca a step behind, the four of them carrying fresh drinks and wearing a collective smile that suggested they knew exactly what we were discussing. Their secret was out. Corrine carefully studied us to see how it was going.

      “Right,” she said, with a cheerfulness that caught me off guard. I’d expected caution, chagrin, or embarrassment, but there was none of that. “I’m assuming Bryony’s told you what Paul and I get up to after dark? Don’t worry, there’s no need to get into it now. We’ve booked the sauna for the next hour, the Jacuzzi after, and the desk says we’re the last ones on the list, so there’ll be no rush to finish.” She locked her eyes on me. “There’s no pressure, but we’d really like you to join us.”

      I stared back, then looked at each of them in turn. Luca was smiling. Allegra’s hand rested at the small of his back, and she watched me, too, hopeful, but not expectant. Paul gave me a friendly nod before handing my wife one of the fresh glasses of wine he carried.

      Bryony took it and watched me over the rim.

      “Jon,” Paul prompted, handing me the other glass. “You in? It’ll be fun.”

      The night stretched out ahead of us, warm and full of possibilities I’d never considered. It was difficult to believe that I might be with one of the two gorgeous women standing in front of me. Maybe both of them?

      “You only live once,” Bryony murmured next to me. I tried to read her expression. She wanted this.

      “Yeah,” I shrugged, trying to hide my sudden nervousness. “I’m in.”
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      We agreed to meet at the spa in fifteen minutes, giving us time to return to our rooms for swimwear. Corinne waved as we parted in the corridor.

      “Bring it, but you might not need it,” she giggled, and then disappeared around the corner with Paul before either of us could respond.

      In our room, Bryony pulled her swimsuit from her suitcase, held it up, set it down, then pulled out a black bikini instead.

      “You came prepared,” I noted.

      “I did,” she nodded, throwing me a set of navy blue trunks she’d packed without me knowing. “Hotels have swimming pools, you know.”

      “I guess.” I watched her roll the bikini into a pair of white towels. “Are we really doing this?”

      “We’re just going for a spa session. If anything else happens, we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.” She tucked the towels under her arm and walked towards the door. “Ready?”

      “No,” I replied honestly.

      She laughed and took my hand.
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      The spa was in the basement of the east wing, reached by a curved stone staircase off the main corridor. The air changed as we descended, warmer, damper, carrying the sharp eucalyptus bite of a sauna already running at full heat. The corridor at the bottom was lit by amber lights set low in the tiled walls, quiet enough that our voices echoed behind us.

      Bryony and I split at the changing room doors. She went left with Corinne and Allegra, while I went right with Paul and Luca.

      The men’s room was open plan, a row of wooden lockers along one wall, a bench running down the center, and hooks above it. Paul was already undressing when I came in, unbuttoning his shirt with the casualness of a man entirely comfortable in his own skin. I busied myself with my locker and tried not to make it obvious I was clocking the situation.

      He was built solidly, not huge but fit, with a broad chest, dark hair tapering down a flat stomach. When he dropped his trousers and reached for his towel, I understood, in a single involuntary glance, why he was so confident. His dick, even soft, hung low between his legs, a good six inches long or more and thick with it.

      Luca was leaner, olive-skinned, unhurried. He folded his clothes more slowly than Paul, and stored them neatly in the locker. I looked at him too, and felt a quiet and not entirely noble relief that his dick was much more modest, average in size, similar to mine. As long as he wasn’t a grower, I wouldn’t be the smallest of the three men, for which I was more grateful than I’d like to admit.

      I undressed, feeling more self-conscious than either of them, folded my things into the locker, and wrapped the towel around my waist. Paul held the door for me. Had they looked at my cock? I didn’t know. I’d avoided eye contact as much as possible.

      “After you,” he said, with a grin that suggested he knew exactly what the last five minutes had been like for me.

      Paul pushed open the sauna door, and the heat hit me like a wall. The air was thick, and the cedar-scented steam felt more like smoke. We filed into the small, tiled room and arranged ourselves on the benches—Paul on the lower, Luca and I on the upper. We were silent, letting the warmth seep into our skin. I felt a trickle of sweat almost immediately, forming on the back of my neck and running down my back.

      Our spouses didn’t keep us waiting long. The door opened a couple of minutes later, and the three women came in together, trailing cool air behind them that the sauna swallowed instantly. Bryony found me first with her eyes, a quick check that I was okay, then settled beside me on the upper bench. Corinne dropped onto the lower next to Paul, her thigh casually pressing against his. Allegra tucked herself against Luca’s side, whispering something into his ear that made him smile.

      The heat built quickly, and we all silently soaked it in. More sweat came fast, more prickles at the hairline, then rivers rolling down my arms and back until I sported the same general gleaming dampness that made everyone look like we’d been oiled up, glistening under the warm lights embedded into the ceiling. The scented air seemed to thicken with each passing minute.

      Corinne was the first to strip. She’d been sitting with the towel wrapped high across her chest, but the heat made it impractical, and she reached up to loosen it, intending, perhaps, to re-tuck it, but it slipped down her body. The fabric dropped to her waist before she caught it. She paused, gripping the towel, and then made the obvious decision. She left it at her waist.

      I couldn’t help but stare, emboldened by the fact that the other four people in the room were all doing the same. Her large breasts were full and pale, heavy and round. Her skin was faintly freckled—a natural redhead’s skin—almost luminous in the low amber light. Her nipples were a deep rose pink, wide and already stiffened from the temperature change as the towel fell away. A thin track of sweat ran between them and down her stomach. She leaned back against the paneled wall, entirely composed, and reached for the water bottle she’d brought in with her.

      “Well,” she said, after taking a drink, looking down at her breasts. “There’s your icebreaker. Are you all enjoying having a good look at my tits?”

      “They’re very good tits,” Allegra giggled, and Luca agreed with a laugh and a nod.

      “Well, this seems like as good a time as any to talk about the elephant in the room,” Corinne said with a smile aimed at me. I was still staring at her breasts. “Shall we just talk about it?”

      Nobody objected.

      “Right.” She settled back against the wall. “Paul and I have been swinging for nearly two years. I told Allegra and Bryony at work a few months back and swore them to secrecy, and now here we all are in a sauna, and yes, we had an ulterior motive to get all of you here.” She stared at Bryony. “Any questions?”

      Bryony laughed. “About a hundred,” she said, her cheeks glowing pink in the steamy haze. “How did you start?”

      “Paul and I dated each other’s exes before we got together. One day, they suggested we try a swap.” She glanced at Paul. “I said yes, and it started there.”

      “It was more complicated than that,” Paul said mildly.

      “It wasn’t.” She turned back to Bryony. “It turned out our friends were already experienced and in an open relationship. They took us to a club first. Just to look. No pressure, no commitment. We sat in a corner, had a drink, watched other people fuck, then went home, talked until three in the morning, then fucked all night.” She paused. “And then we went back, and it became a regular thing.”

      “And now you’re in a swinging group?” Bryony asked.

      “The second time we joined in.  After that, we learned that someone who lived on the same road as us was in the Lifestyle. We started seeing each other, and our group built up from there. Now we swing regularly. It’s totally changed our marriage for the better.”

      Bryony was quiet for a moment, her shoulder pressed against mine, thinking. “Don’t you get jealous?”

      Paul answered. “Of course we do. We still love each other, but jealousy turns out to be excitement that hasn’t worked out what it is yet. Once you understand that, it stops being a problem.” He looked at me briefly, measuring. “You’ll know what I mean if you try it.”

      I thought of the dance floor. Of watching Bryony press against him and feeling what I felt. “I don’t know,” I said, my pulse pounding so hard in my temple that I wondered if they could all see it. “It’s a big step.”

      The heat had become stifling, sweat tracking down freely—along collarbones, between shoulder blades, down the flat of stomachs. Corinne reached up and drew her damp hair off the back of her neck. “Do you have anything to ask, Allegra? Luca?”

      “Two years ago,” Allegra said from the upper bench. Her eyes were half-open. “We nearly did it once, in Milan, with friends of ours. We got to the door of the hotel room, and Luca said no. It didn’t feel right.” She glanced up at him. “He was right. It wasn’t the right people or the right time.”

      “And now?” Bryony said.

      Allegra looked at her directly. “Now it’s the right people, and I guess now is as good a time as any.”

      The silence that followed was the comfortable kind.

      Corinne let it sit for a moment, then looked at Allegra with a raised eyebrow. “Come on then. My tits are getting lonely, and I feel silly, being the only one naked. Treat the boys, drop the towels. We’re all going to end up in the same room later anyway.”

      Allegra considered this for approximately one second, then reached up and unwrapped her towel, dropping it across her lap with a small shrug. She was lean and darker-skinned, her breasts smaller and high-set, dark-nipples against the olive of her skin, the flat of her stomach gleaming with a fine film of sweat. She pushed a damp rope of dark hair off her shoulder and went back to leaning against Luca as if nothing had happened.

      Both women looked at Bryony.

      Bryony held for one second—the beat of someone deciding, not hesitating—then reached up and loosened her towel. It slipped to her waist. She sat straight, composed, and let them look. A slight tan line made them paler than her otherwise tanned skin, her breasts pert and round, blush-pink nipples tightening as the air found them. A thin line of sweat curved beneath each breast in the heat.

      She looked at me, not them.

      I held her gaze and felt the familiar, reliable pull of wanting her, weirdly heightened by the knowledge that the two men on either side of me were staring at my wife’s tits, not even pretending not to look.

      “God, it’s hot,” Corinne announced, fanning herself with one hand, and Allegra laughed, and the charged air cracked open into something warm and easy and inevitable.

      “That’s kind of the point of a sauna,” I said, managing to find my voice, trying to act casual, as if this was totally normal. I had to do something to distract myself from the three beautiful pairs of tits just feet from my eyes.

      Everyone chuckled, and then, after some further gentle questions about Corinne and Paul’s lifestyle experiences, we decided it was time to move to somewhere more comfortable than the intensely hot sauna. “Swimwear on,” Corinne instructed. “Let’s hit the jacuzzi and wash this sweat off.”

      We agreed and filed back into the changing rooms briefly, pulling on swimwear in the easy silence of people past the point of self-consciousness, then reconvened at the jacuzzi door. It was tiled with a sparkling blue stone, the ceiling made of glass, the stars glistening above us in the jet-black sky.

      We descended the steps in pairs. The heat rose around us, the jets a low, constant pressure against legs and backs. Glasses were refilled. Someone had thought to bring the bottle of wine down.

      For a few minutes, the conversation drifted pleasantly, the heavy topic of Corinne and Paul’s open relationship out in the open now. Then Corinne set her glass on the tiled shelf with a decisive click.

      “Let’s play a game,” she suggested.

      “Here we go,” Paul said with a smile, his eyes drifting around the group. “Corinne loves her naughty games.”

      “I want to hear a confession from each one of you. Each person tells the group something about their sexual history, something true, no making stuff up, something maybe even their partner doesn’t know.” Corinne looked around the circle. “Each confession earns the right to remove one item of someone else’s swimwear. We go around until there’s nothing left to remove and nothing left to hide.”

      “Oh my God,” Allegra giggled immediately. “Okay, let’s do it.”

      Luca nodded, and then Bryony glanced at me. I shrugged.

      “Why not?” I replied, surprising myself. “We’ve come this far. I’ve seen everyone more or less naked, so yeah, I’m game.”

      “Are you sure?” Bryony mouthed, and I nodded, even though I was far from sure.

      “I’ll start,” Corinne said, before I could think about it any further, which surprised nobody. She thought for a moment, then: “When Paul and I first got together, I was still fucking my ex. For about three weeks, I was having sex with both of them, but he knows that.” She paused. “But what he doesn’t know is that I used to fuck myself with two dildos when I was on my own, imagining fucking them both at once.” She turned to look at Allegra sitting next to her. “Turn around.”

      The pretty Italian did what she was told. Corinne unhooked her bikini top, dropping it on the floor next to the jacuzzi. Allegra turned back around, her pert breasts floating on the surface of the water.

      “Your turn, Allegra,” Corinne said. “We go clockwise around the tub.”

      Allegra leaned forward, her expression considering. “I watch bisexual porn,” she said. “Women together, men together, all combinations. Luca doesn’t know, but I love the idea of trying a threesome.” She glanced up at him, unrepentant, but he just laughed.

      “Paul,” the Italian said to the man sitting next to her. “I get to take your shorts off now.”

      He nodded, sitting on the edge of the jacuzzi so she could pull his trunks down. His cock was bigger than I’d seen it in the changing room, semi-hard now, and I saw Bryony’s eyes widen as she saw it. Then he slid back down into the water and confessed about a threesome before he’d met Corinne, two women, a work trip to Amsterdam, and then turned to look at my wife.

      She sat for a moment, half-smiling, water moving around her shoulders. Then she moved closer, and Paul reached behind her back, expertly unclasping and tossing her bikini top next to Allegra’s. Her naked breasts bounced in the bubbles, and I was suddenly struck by anxiety because I was rock hard under the water, something they’d see when it was my turn.

      Then Bryony found her voice. “Before Jon and I got together, when I worked at my first agency, there was a guy, my boss, married, absolutely should have known better.” She didn’t look at me yet. “We ended up in the work toilets one afternoon. I went down on him.” A pause. “He was huge. I couldn’t get all of it in my pussy, so I just sucked him off until he came in my mouth.” Another pause, shorter. “It became a regular thing until his wife found out.”

      The jacuzzi was very quiet for a moment except for the jets.

      “I’ll want to hear more about that later,” I said.

      “I know you will,” she said, then turned to Luca next to her. “Shorts off, Luca.”

      My heart was beating a million beats a second as the Italian stood in the tub, letting my wife take his shorts down. To my relief, he was also hard, his cock still a similar size to mine, but jutting out in front of him at a much more impressive angle than mine did, with a slight upward curve that I didn’t share.

      Luca sat back in the water to take his turn at confessing. He was quiet for a moment. “I have a fantasy,” he said carefully, in that measured, accented English. “Allegra and her colleague Marco from the Milan office. He’s Senegalese. Very tall.” He paused. “The three of us. I think about it more than I should.” He said it looking directly at Allegra, who held his gaze with an expression that suggested this was not entirely new information and that she had thoughts about it, too.

      Then he turned to me. “Do I have to take your shorts off, Jon? Or are you going to do it yourself?”

      Everyone laughed. I took a deep breath, stood up and pulled my shorts off, throwing them aside and sitting down quickly before anyone could stare too long at my erection.

      Allegra and Corinne were both smiling at me. Bryony sat there, waiting for my confession. I took a deep breath. “Back in college,” I said. “My best friend Dom—Bryony, you know Dom—his girlfriend at the time. Katie.” I felt Bryony go still beside me. “I slept with her once, when Dom was away. It was only once. He never found out.” I paused. “They’ve been married eleven years.”

      Bryony’s mouth had dropped open slightly. “Jon,” she gasped. “You never told me.”

      “You can be angry later,” I said hurriedly. “Currently, we’re all naked in a jacuzzi, and you never told me about your boss, so…”

      Corinne laughed—a real, delighted laugh—and the tension broke. Bryony shook her head slowly, somewhere between scandalized and amused.

      “You have to take Corinne’s top off,” she informed me.

      But Corinne had other ideas. She took her bikini top off, her heavy breasts falling free. “Let’s move it along a bit faster. You can take my bottoms off, Jon.” Then she stood, taking a step closer in the water.

      With trembling hands, I hooked my fingers into the string fasteners either side of her hips and pulled them loose. The bottoms fell off, revealing a small, trimmed tuft of wet reddish hair above a tight, mouth-watering slit.

      She let us all see her in her full, naked glory for a moment, then sat, her body next to mine, touching beneath the water.

      “I have another confession,” Paul announced, completely unflustered at his wife’s nakedness. “Earlier tonight, I felt Allegra’s tits through her dress while we were dancing, when no one was looking.”

      Allegra looked at Luca, but her husband just nodded and smiled. “She told me,” he explained. “But I also need to confess to something.” He turned to his wife. “When I went to the toilet after the dancing, I wanked off.”

      Allegra shrugged, so he continued, “Because I was so horny from dancing with Corinne and Bryony. I imagined fucking them both.”

      His wife blinked at that, but before she could say anything, Corinne took over again. “Okay, that’s two more confessions, so you guys get to take off Allegra and Bryony’s bottoms.”

      I waited for my wife to look at me, seeking permission to carry on, but she didn’t even hesitate. She stood, water dripping from her erect nipples, and let a clearly giddy-with-excitement Luca slip her black bikini panties down her thighs. Behind her, I saw Allegra hitch herself onto the edge of the jacuzzi so that Paul could do the same to her. Between her thighs was a thin strip of dark hair the width of a pencil, and she spread her legs just enough for us to see the pink line of her pussy lips.

      I let my eyes drift back to Bryony. She was standing there, completely naked now, her totally bald mound glistening with water droplets. Luca’s eyes roamed across her body for a moment, then she sank back down into the water.

      And at precisely that moment, I felt a hand wrap around my cock. I looked down but couldn’t see anything because of the water’s bubbly surface, but I didn’t need to. Corinne was sitting there, smiling at me sweetly, her arm moving subtly as she wanked me off slowly.

      I returned my attention back to my wife. She looked thoughtful for a moment, water lapping around her breasts. Then she said, carefully, “Earlier tonight. When Jon and I were in our room.” She glanced at me. “While we were having sex, I imagined having a threesome with two men.”

      “Me and Jon?” Luca asked, his accented voice warm with amusement. “Or Jon and Paul?”

      Bryony hesitated. Then: “You,” she said to Luca. “And Paul.”

      She turned to look at me then, her expression caught between honesty and apology, and mouthed a small, guilty sorry across the water.

      I opened my mouth. Closed it. Corinne chose precisely that moment to vary her rhythm below the surface, and whatever measured, reasonable response I’d been assembling dissolved entirely. I was aware of her breast pressing warm and soft against my upper arm, of her thumb moving in a slow circle on the head of my cock, of the fact that my wife had just confessed to fantasizing about fucking the two men in the jacuzzi with us while we made love.

      Paul laughed. Luca took hold of his hand and raised it.

      “Well, there are no more clothes left to take off,” Corinne observed brightly, glancing around the group. “So perhaps touching is the next logical step.” She paused, the picture of innocence. “Shall we say Bryony’s allowed to touch someone?”

      “Like you’re currently wanking off my husband?” Bryony added.

      The jacuzzi erupted. Corinne tipped her head back and laughed, not remotely embarrassed, her hand stilling but staying exactly where it was. Allegra covered her mouth. Luca made a sound somewhere between a cough and a laugh.

      “Guilty as charged,” Corinne said cheerfully. “In my defense, he’s been hard since dance lessons, and it seemed a shame to ignore it.”

      Bryony looked at me. I looked back at her. The situation had, objectively, moved beyond anything I had any sort of framework for.

      “Fair’s fair then,” Corinne continued, tilting her head toward Paul, who was watching Bryony with that steady, open attention he’d been directing at her all evening. “I saw your face when he got out of the water, darling. I’m playing with your husband’s cock. Why don’t you play with my husband’s?”

      Paul moved through the water and lifted himself onto the edge of the jacuzzi beside Bryony, water running off his chest, his long, thick cock resting against his belly. Bryony looked at him, then at me, one last check, warm and honest.

      I nodded.

      She reached out and wrapped her hand around him, her fingers barely meeting around the shaft. “Christ,” she murmured. “It’s like my boss all over again.”

      “Wait until I’m fully hard,” Paul grinned.

      She swallowed deeply, then began to move her hand, slowly at first, moving from the base right to the large, purple head. I watched Bryony focus on pleasuring him, her painted nails looking sexy against his shaft as his cock grew fully hard. Paul reached across and cupped her breast, his thumb moving over her nipple. She didn’t stop him, just tilted slightly toward him to give him better access. It hit me then what was happening. My wife was wanking another man off. He was enjoying feeling her tits. His wife was stroking my cock. This was really happening.

      “Allegra,” Corinne said then, snapping me back to reality. “I think Luca needs some attention, too. Swap places with me.”

      Beneath the water, her hand slipped away as she slid through the pool toward Luca, Allegra replacing her beside me, those pretty hazel eyes dark with excitement. She glanced down through the water and then back up at my face. “Sit on the edge like Paul,” she said quietly. “I want Luca to see.”

      I lifted myself onto the Jacuzzi’s rim, my skin prickling as the cool air hit me. Allegra hesitated. “I can do this,” she murmured to herself, and then her fingers curled around my cock.

      Across the pool, Corinne had settled beside Luca, her hand already moving beneath the surface while he sat on the opposite edge, his head back, his eyes closed. But I kept looking back at Bryony. She was stroking Paul’s cock properly now, her wrist turning with each stroke, his hand still at her breast, his breathing audible over the jets. She was focused entirely on his impressively stiff cock, her lower lip caught between her teeth, water dripping from her hair onto her bare shoulders, dripping from her nipples with the rapid movement of her arm. He said something to her, too quiet to catch. She nodded, once.

      And then, without looking up, without announcing it, she leaned forward and took him into her mouth. The sound Paul made was low and involuntary, and it took everything I had in me not to come in Allegra’s hand.

      I couldn’t look away as she sucked him, the way her hand stayed at the base of him, massaging what her mouth couldn’t reach. She’d told us about her former boss, about not being able to take him inside her. I wondered if she could take Paul.

      “Jon,” Allegra said softly.

      I looked at her.

      Her eyes were warm, amused, a little dark. “She’s fine,” she said. “Better than fine.” Her thumb moved again, deliberate. “Look at me.”

      Then her head dipped down, her long, dark hair falling around my cock as she took me into her mouth.

      “Oh, fuck.” I groaned at the sensation of her lips on me, of her tongue moving against the underside of my shaft.

      A few minutes later, I wasn’t sure how long, Corinne spoke, drawing our attention away from what we were all doing.

      “Right,” she said, lifting her head from Luca’s lap. I hadn’t even noticed that she was sucking him, all three women giving head to someone that wasn’t her husband. “We need a room. Now. Before a night porter walks in and we end up trending on TikTok.”

      Luca laughed, breathless, his cock throbbing in Corinne’s hand. “We could genuinely get thrown out.”

      Paul lifted Bryony’s chin gently, and she came off him with a slow, deliberate release, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand and looking entirely unrepentant.

      “I know. We’re getting carried away. The company’s reputation is on the line,” my wife replied. Allegra lifted her head from my lap and smiled up at me, her dark hair falling across her shoulder, her lips wet.

      “Let’s take this to a room,” the Italian woman said softly.

      We climbed out in a tangle of dripping limbs, grabbed robes from the hooks and pulled them on without bothering to dry off first, collecting our swimwear and clothes from the dressing room but not even considering getting dressed.

      “My room,” Corinne announced, flashing the key card at us, then leading us up the stairs and along the ground floor corridor in near silence, bare feet on the richly carpeted floor, robes belted loosely, all six of us trailing steam and chlorine and barely contained excitement.

      The room was large, a proper suite, not a standard double, with a wide bed in the center and low lamps on both sides, casting the room into a relaxing, sensual atmosphere as she flicked the switch and closed the door.

      Nobody spoke. There was nothing left that needed saying, and I felt like no one wanted to say anything that might ruin the momentum of the evening.

      Paul reached for Bryony first, his hands at the belt of her robe, and she let it fall from her shoulders and pool at her feet, standing there in the lamplight, totally bare, tanned except for the pale, faint tan lines around her breasts and bottom. She didn’t flinch, standing there composed, her wet blonde hair darker against her neck as she let everyone in the room stare at her nakedness. Then he stepped in and kissed her, one hand cupping her face, the other at the small of her back, and she kissed him back with a hunger that I didn’t expect.

      Beside me, Allegra’s robe slid to the floor. She turned to me and pushed mine off my shoulders with both hands, and Corinne appeared at my other side, her own robe gone, her full warm body pressing against my back as she kissed my shoulders, gently shoving me towards the bed.

      Luca was already there, sitting at the edge, robe also discarded, watching Bryony with dark, hungry eyes as Paul guided her toward him. She went without hesitation, her hands finding Luca’s shoulders as he pulled her onto the bed, and Paul settled behind her. I watched my wife arrange herself between the two of them with a breathless, flushed eagerness that answered the question I was going to ask: if she was ready. If she really wanted this. She obviously did.

      “Wait,” I said, as my knees hit the bed and I sat down heavily. “Are we really doing this?”

      Bryony looked over her shoulder at me as Luca lay back and she knelt between his legs. “Jon,” she breathed. “There’s no going back now. We’ve come this far. Whatever happens, happens. Unless you really want to stop. But you have to say so. Now.”

      Five faces all turned to me. She was right. We couldn’t stop now. My cock ached. I needed sex. I wanted to see this through, even though it felt like the craziest, most impulsive situation we’d ever found ourselves in.

      “Okay,” I breathed, feeling a knot of tension disappear from my shoulders as I gave in to the inevitability of what was about to happen.

      Bryony smiled at me, then dipped her head, taking Luca’s erection slowly to her lips, kissing it, then wrapping her lips around the head.

      “You imagined this earlier,” Paul murmured as he knelt behind her, his huge cock jutting out in front of him. “Let’s make your fantasy a reality.” Then, before I could even think about objecting, he put his hands on her hips and placed the tip of his cock against my wife’s pussy.

      “I hope you can get it in,” Bryony moaned around Luca’s cock, “I’m rather tight, as my old boss will tell you.”

      “I’ll make it fit, don’t worry,” he laughed, then I watched his expression shift as he pushed forward, watched the head of it go inside her, watched Bryony’s back arch, heard the sound she made, low and urgent, a noise I’d never heard come from her mouth before.

      Then I stopped watching because Corinne’s mouth found mine, and Allegra’s hand pushed me down onto the bed.

      The three of us occupied the left side of the bed, close enough to the others that I could feel the bed moving as Paul started to fuck Bryony while she sucked Luca’s cock. Again, the feeling of surreality struck me. Was this really happening?

      Allegra lay back and opened her legs, pulling me by the arm on top of her. I shifted position, wanting to fuck her but also wanting to watch Bryony. I knelt between her thighs, pulled her closer, and she wrapped her legs around me with a small sound of satisfaction. Paul was pounding Bryony hard now, his huge cock stretching her pussy, filling her, making her groan with every thrust. I looked down, positioning my more modestly sized cock against Allegra’s slick folds. This was it. I hadn’t been anywhere near any naked woman since we’d got married, but I suddenly had a beautiful, slim brunette in front of me, gazing into my eyes, wanting me to fuck her. So I did. I pushed inside her. She was tight and wet, her fingers finding my hips, nails digging into the flesh, pulling me deeper. Corinne pressed herself against my side, her mouth at my ear, her hand moving between Allegra’s thighs while I moved, finding her clit, and Allegra’s breath shortened immediately, her hips rising to meet both of us at once.

      “There,” Corinne murmured against my neck. “Fuck her good, Jon. Let’s make her come hard.”

      I put my hands on Luca’s wife’s tits, feeling the firmness of them, holding her flat on the bed while I drove in and out of her, rough and fast. After just a few moments, Allegra’s head went back, and her whole body tightened, her thighs gripping me, fingers white at my waist, a long, climbing sound escaping her that she didn’t try to suppress. She came hard and honestly, shaking beneath me, Corinne’s fingers still working her clit, drawing the orgasm out until she went limp and laughed a breathless, undone laugh at the ceiling. I saw Luca watching her, Bryony’s mouth working his cock while Paul pounded her from behind.

      Then Bryony had her first orgasm, her entire body shuddering, her throat letting out a scream of pure pleasure. Paul held himself inside her, waiting for her to come down from her climax. Again, a moment of realization at the gravity of what just happened. Another man had just made my wife come.

      I was close, too. Corinne somehow knew, her eyes meeting mine and nodding, and then she pulled me onto my back, swung herself over me and took me inside her in one smooth, unhurried movement, settling her weight down with a satisfied moan. I looked down, seeing where her pale pussy with the reddish tuft met my groin, my cock buried fully inside her. Her breasts hung heavy above me, sweat-damp, her red hair loose around her shoulders, her fingers finding her own clit as she began to ride me.

      Next to us, there was movement, and I looked sideways. Bryony was on her back now, the two men swapping places.

      Paul straddled her chest, his hands braced on the headboard, and she had him in her mouth, her hand working the base of him as she had in the jacuzzi. Luca got between my wife’s thighs, his cock throbbing as he pointed at her pussy. It was open, dripping wet, and his cock slid in easily in one smooth movement.

      “Fuck,” he moaned, then laughed softly. “You should have let me fuck her first. You’ve ruined her for other men with that massive cock of yours.”

      To hear two men talk about my wife like that was hard to stomach, but instead of angering me, all it did was drive me closer to the edge.

      

      Beside us, Allegra had recovered enough to prop herself up on one elbow, and as Corinne bent forward over me, Allegra’s mouth found her large breast. Corinne made a sound I felt through my entire body as her rhythm deepened, faster, her thighs gripping my hips, and I gripped her waist and moved with her and stopped trying to hold anything back.

      My climax hit me hard, my balls tightening, my cock exploding, a release that left my mind momentarily blank. Corinne kept moving through it, wringing every last drop from me with her pussy, until I was completely spent inside her.

      Then she came, moments later, one hand braced on my chest, the other fingers rubbing her clit, her head dropping back as she orgasmed, loud, unashamed, her whole body rolling with it until my cock slid out of her, wet with a mixture of our combined cum. Allegra watched it all with a warm, contented smile. I lay there and watched my wife.

      Her eyes were closed. Her brows were drawn together in concentrated pleasure, one hand wrapped around the base of Paul’s cock as she sucked him, her free hand gripping the sheet, her hips pushing back to meet Luca with each stroke. She was making sounds around Paul she couldn’t control and didn’t try to. The sight of her, unguarded, entirely consumed, more herself in this moment than in any careful, professional version I’d seen all weekend, was the most extraordinary thing I’d ever seen.

      Then Luca’s rhythm changed, his movements suddenly irregular, shorter, his jaw set. He pulled out of her suddenly, his hand moving fast on his curved shaft, and came. Pulses of sticky white cum shot across her stomach, right up to the swell of her breasts in long streaks, two, three, four, coating her thoroughly as he moaned, his head falling forward before he sagged to the bed next to us.

      Paul followed seconds later, his hand replacing hers, drawing himself out of her mouth, and she quickly raised herself onto her elbows, opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue like she used to do for me, years ago, when we were first dating.

      “Fuck, yes,” he grinned approvingly, “Good girl. Open wide for me.”

      Then he came, the first blast of hot cum shooting straight into her mouth, followed by more spurts across her lips and chin and throat while she turned her face up to him with her eyes closed, entirely willing, her tongue moving, licking up his seed until they were done.

      The room was very quiet for a moment, the only sound our combined heavy breathing.

      Then Corinne, still draped across my chest, said softly: “There. That’s what you call a successful team-building exercise. Wasn’t that better than golf and making perfume?”

      Bryony opened her eyes and found mine. I smiled at her, barely able to believe what we’d just done. A slow smile crossed her face, relieved, satisfied and luminously happy.

      “And we’re only just getting started,” she said. “We still have tomorrow yet.”

      She was right. Fuck. This was going to be fun.

      

      Paul Garland is a British hotwife erotica author, and you can read more about Corinne and Paul in his bestselling series, ‘How To Turn Your Trad Wife Into A Hotwife In 10 Days,’ available from all good ebook stores. With a popular Patreon following and new books every month, Paul is proud to be a contributor to the Best Hotwife Erotica anthology series and an editor of the A.C.H.E. group alongside the other authors in this volume. For more information, check out his website at www.paulgarland.net
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      “I’m just saying, I wouldn’t want my wife sitting in a news van all night with that guy. You know how it can be in the business,” Tim said.

      “Is he really that good-looking? I don’t remember him being the Channing Tatum of cameramen.”

      “Don’t you remember the rumors about him and Nikki? I don’t think she stopped smiling the entire time they were a team. I swear she walked funny every time that van rolled back to the studio.”

      “Yeah, I know the rumors about him, but I am not worried. Seriously, man, do you think that Maggie is the cheating type? She would never do anything behind my back. I don’t care who she’s in the van with,” Owen replied. It annoyed him a little that he had to defend his wife’s virtue.

      Tim had known Maggie almost as long as Owen. He was the best man at their wedding. It didn’t matter how hot the guy was. Owen didn’t believe Maggie would cheat on him—especially with a co-worker. Not that he thought she would cheat at all. She just wasn’t the type.

      Is this a thing people are talking about? Owen wondered. They all worked in local television. Maggie was a reporter and weekend anchor at Channel 7. Owen did morning weather on a rival station, Channel 3. Their schedules were complementary, which made raising kids possible. Tim was in sales at Owen’s station but used to work at Channel 7, so he knew people over there and might know the gossip. Local news was very incestuous. Everyone knew everyone’s business.

      Her longtime photographer, Hal, had just retired after thirty years with the station. Hal was a sweet, old-school guy, and Owen was happy that his wife had a man like him in the news van with her. But when Hal retired, Gabe jumped from Channel 3 for the bigger paycheck at Maggie’s station. It hadn’t occurred to Owen to worry about his wife being in the van with Gabe until Tim started in on him.

      Do I have a reason to worry? Owen wondered. He knew everything said about Nikki and Gabe behind their backs at Channel 7.

      Maggie was earthy and sexy and sensual, but she was loyal to a fault. Of course, her body might react to being in close quarters with a hot guy, but she would come home and take it out on him, she wouldn’t just fuck someone in the back of the news van. Although Owen thought it was a hot visual. Closing his eyes on that spring afternoon, he could almost picture it…

      “What’s that look?” Tim asked.

      “Nothing, what look?” Owen replied defensively. “I was just thinking about how ridiculous you’re being.”

      “Hey, I’m not saying that Maggie is looking to cheat, or that you’re not getting the job done at home. I’m just saying that when two attractive people are thrown together in a tight space, sometimes things happen. Ask me, you can’t even blame them, really. It’s just nature taking its course.”

      “Jesus, man. There’s so much to unpack there. Nature taking its course? Are you a dad in the 80s trying to give me the sex talk?” Owen laughed. “Two attractive people? Am I supposed to be okay with you talking about my wife like that?”

      Tim grinned. “You’ve never had a problem with it before. Come on, Owen. We both know that you love being married to a total hottie. You’ve always gotten off knowing that other dudes want to fuck Maggie.”

      “I have no idea what you’re talking about. Every guy is proud of having a pretty wife. Aren’t you proud that Ashlyn is attractive?”

      “Yeah, of course I am. And you can say it. Ashlyn is fucking hot. I’m proud she’s fucking hot, and I’m proud that guys check out her ass. I’m not criticizing you, dude. I get it. I’m just not as…into it…as you are.”

      “What are you saying, man?”

      “Dude, you love it when guys fuck Maggie with their eyes. It’s so obvious. Hell, I think it’s maybe why you married someone who’s on TV. It means dudes all over the city want to fuck your wife.”

      “That’s over the line, man. Why are you making it sound like Maggie’s some kind of OnlyFans girl? The whole city doesn’t want to fuck her.”

      Tim abruptly held up both hands, nearly spilling his beer. “Whoa, I didn’t say she’s like an OnlyFans girl. But yeah, guys watching the news want to fuck your wife. I think a fair amount of them watch Channel 7 because they want to fuck your wife. Dude, stop playing. I know she tells you about the comments on social media. I’ve heard her do it.”

      Owen sipped his own beer to buy a moment because he felt like he’d been caught out. He was well aware of the comments that landed on Maggie’s social media profiles and the way they affected her. Most of the men were complimentary and kept it decent, but the constant barrage of men commenting on her appearance was exhausting. She was a serious reporter and didn’t want to be judged solely on her looks.

      The women’s comments were often much worse. Maggie got called all kinds of things—from slut to hooker to fat to ugly. Her dresses were too tight. Her makeup was too trampy. She showed too much leg. Why did she show even a hint of cleavage? But then, the dresses were ill-fitting. Or unflattering. Or she wasn’t pretty enough for that look. She was trying too hard. So, she was either a hot slut or too dumpy to be on television. Either way, station management should do something about the way she looked on the air because it wasn’t professional.

      And those were just the comments on her social media.

      Tim wasn’t entirely wrong about Owen—not that he’d ever admit it. Maggie knew to stay away from certain links when she searched her name on the internet, but Owen clicked those links. He went into the Reddit groups where guys discussed their favorite newswomen and what they wanted to do to them.

      Men reposted images, anchors, and reporters from their social media. Owen had warned Maggie about that one. She was notorious for snapping a quick photo and throwing it onto her profile without looking too closely at it. Maybe she gave the men a look down her top without thinking, or her dress was hiked up a little too high in that pose. She just wasn’t self-obsessed enough to take dozens of photos and then pore over them to find the perfect image of herself.

      Those Reddit subs weren’t just filled with purloined social media images. Men liked to pull video from broadcasts, but they didn’t only post that. They also grabbed stills that caught newswomen in the sexiest and most suggestive poses. Owen had seen screengrabs of Maggie with her mouth in the perfect O shape, like she was ready to receive a nice, big cock. And the images weren’t even the worst of it. The comments were vile.

      He’d never admit it to anyone, but it did things to him. All of that online stuff filled his mind with very, very dirty, inappropriate thoughts about his wife. It fed a side of him that didn’t need encouragement. Seeing men openly discussing what they wanted to do to his wife…

      When Owen was finally confident enough to speak without betraying anything, he simply said, “Yeah, I’ve seen the stuff online. I don’t condone it, and I try to warn Maggie away from it, but I’m realistic. Guys are going to be guys. But that still doesn’t mean that every single man who lays eyes on her just wants to bend her over and go to town.”

      “Maybe…maybe not,” Tim replied, making a face, like he was weighing whether or not he agreed.

      The reaction certainly implied that he’d thought about bending Maggie over. Most guys would have been pissed that their best friend looked at their wife that way. Owen thought it was hot.

      “Are you trying to tell me that you want to fuck my wife, man?”

      Tim got very serious. “I’m sorry to tell you this, buddy, but I’ve always wanted to fuck your wife. I mean, damn, those legs…”

      They stared at each other, holding it for as long as they could, and then they both burst out laughing. The first time Owen introduced Maggie to Tim, his friend was very clear that he was available if she ever got sick of Owen.

      “What can I say? When you’re right, you’re right,” Owen agreed. At 5’9”, Maggie had incredible legs. He’d fight anyone who denied it.

      They toasted their beer bottles and drank.

      “I guess it’s just lucky for both of you that you’re not the kind of guy who goes apeshit over that kind of attention,” Tim said. “Because yeah, you’re in the unique position of half the guys in Kingston jumping on the internet and graphically spelling out exactly how they’d like to destroy your wife.”

      “I guess I just consider myself lucky that I have such a hot wife.”

      “God bless you. I couldn’t handle reading all of that stuff about Ashlyn. I’d lose my mind.”

      “How did we get onto talking about how much you and the men of Kingston want to fuck Maggie?”

      “Right. We were discussion how she’s hot, and she’s probably going to fuck that hot new guy she’s working with because when you throw hot people together, that’s what happens.” Tim grinned.

      “Motherfucker!”

      Owen flicked his beer at Tim, tossing a stream of amber liquid through the air to splash onto his t-shirt. Tim jumped and shouted, brushing at his shirt. They were sitting in the backyard, taking a break from assembling a new swing set for Owen’s daughter, Skylar. The thing had about a billion pieces, and both men had been at their breaking point with it.

      “Hey, you two! Why are you acting like children? Even worse, why are you wasting beer?” Maggie called out. She was walking out of the house into the backyard.

      Owen looked at his wife, and yeah, he got why all of those men online talked about wanting to bounce her ankles off their shoulders or making a mess all over her. He was outraged on her behalf, but a part of himself that he kept hidden loved it.

      Her cut-offs made the most of those amazing long legs, and the baggy t-shirt couldn’t quite hide Maggie’s figure. He thought she looked even more beautiful with her face scrubbed clean of the TV makeup from that morning. Her short, blonde bob was pulled back by a colored headband. To Owen, she could still pass for a college student, not the thirtysomething mom and professional she was.

      The guys who wanted to glaze her tits spent a lot of time debating how big they were and if they were real. Owen got a good laugh reading how off some of their guesses were. Maggie was not sporting double-Ds, not since she’d been pregnant, anyway. More than once, he’d been tempted to weigh in with the truth. Her tits were a large 36C—sometimes a D in the right bra—and like that woman said on Seinfeld, they were real, and they were spectacular.

      “Tim was being an asshole. He deserved it,” Owen said.

      “Watch your language. The kids are right over there,” Maggie warned, adding that delightful laugh.

      That laugh captivated men as much as her stunning beauty. Her laugh was infectious and part of the reason for her rapid rise in local news. When she did a human interest story or was on the anchor desk, Maggie’s personality showed through. She was not a stiff like a lot of newspeople.

      Maggie and Owen’s daughter was playing on the tire swing with Tim’s son.

      “It’s nothing they haven’t heard before,” Tim replied, echoing her laugh.

      “Speak for yourself,” Maggie answered, feigning offense.

      Owen watched his wife and Tim, watching their joking through the frame of flirting, and it gave him a tingle in his jeans. Tim was right about one thing. Owen had always known Tim wanted to get his hands on Maggie, but he never really thought too much about it because he knew most men did. But now, watching the way her blue eyes sparkled and Tim’s gaze crawled over her long, lean figure, Owen wondered if his best friend would take a shot if he thought he could get away with it.

      That’s ridiculous, he thought. Tim would never do that. And Maggie would punch him if he tried. But the idea lingered. Maybe one night we’re all hanging out, I have too much to drink, and pass out. They’re drunk, too, enough to let their inhibitions down…

      “Hey, are you going to defend me over here? Tim thinks I have a filthy mouth,” Maggie complained, leaning on her husband.

      Owen had lost track of the conversation. “Always, hon. But he’s not entirely wrong…”

      Maggie lightly punched him in the chest and said, “Dickhead!” She followed it with a slow kiss. She wouldn’t throw him to the ground in front of company—or the kids—but she’d never been afraid of a little PDA.

      “I rest my case,” Tim said.

      “Now I’m glad he threw beer at you.” She stuck her tongue out at him. “Speaking of which, isn’t it a little early in the afternoon for that?”

      “It’s like what, 2:30? We’ve been working hard all morning,” Owen defended.

      “I can see that,” Maggie replied, critically eyeing the half-completed timber swing set. “Are you boys going to get those lines straight after a few beers?”

      “You can trust us, Mags. We’ll get it up before it’s dark,” Tim said.

      Maggie’s smile slowly went from silly to seductive, her eyes with their slight feline tilt, narrowing. “That’s what a girl likes to hear, Tim.”

      He looked at the timbers still on the ground. “Y’know, the work would go faster if you joined us. I hear you know your way around wood.”

      She stepped closer to Tim, close enough to kiss him. “Oh, you boys would get it up in no time with my help.” Her dramatic pause lingered. “But sadly for you, I’ve already done my work for the day. Have fun getting that wood up on your own.”

      Maggie turned and kissed Owen. This one lingered longer than the first. His chest felt tight. He’d watched his wife and best friend taunt each other like that a thousand times, but after his conversation with Tim, it felt charged in a way it never had before. He kissed Maggie back with a hunger that widened her eyes.

      “I’m going to hit the laundry. Don’t burn off all your energy out here today. I don’t want you to be useless later.” She winked at him and turned back to the house.

      Tim simply gave him an, I told you so look, and Owen thought maybe he was right. Could his sexy, flirty wife be trapped in a news van every night with a hot photographer and not be tempted?
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      “I thought they’d never leave,” Maggie said.

      “They had to get TJ to bed at some point,” Owen said, chuckling. He unbuckled his watch and set it on the nightstand. “I knew when Ashlyn came over that it was going to be a late night.”

      “Yeah, you’re right. But still, I’m glad they’re gone.”

      Maggie crawled onto the bed from the other side and crossed the mattress, grabbing him by his t-shirt. He turned, and she planted a deep, soulful kiss on him. Resisting her charms had always been impossible, so he leaned into it, taking her by the waist and squeezing. He’d been horny all day, ever since that weird conversation with Tim.

      “Don’t you want me to take a shower first, hon?” he asked, slowly pulling his lips away from hers. She chased them.

      “Maybe I want you smelling all manly. That was impressive work you boys did out in the yard today.” She kissed him again, giving him even more tongue.

      She’d always been an incredible kisser, the kind of girl who can tell you take me to bed with one smooch, but Owen was particularly susceptible that night, and the way she flicked her tongue left him lightheaded.

      “I’m not going to argue with that,” he replied, grabbing the hem of her t-shirt. He pulled it over her head in one smooth motion. He’d become an expert at stripping his wife over the years. It helped that she was always so cooperative. He reached around her back for the clasp of her soft, pink t-shirt bra.

      “Hey, what are you in such a hurry for? Do you have somewhere to be?” she playfully complained, sliding her arms over his shoulders to pull him in for another kiss.

      Damn, she’s primed tonight, he thought, tongue battling back against hers. He knew why he was so horny—sort of. He wondered what had gotten into her, except that Maggie hardly needed a reason. She’d always been ready to go with little prodding, and she’d definitely gotten hornier as she slid past her mid-thirties.

      That kiss lingered, and Owen was content to knead her ass through those cut-offs that had been driving him crazy all day. He thought about how much Tim liked them, and his cock surged in his jeans just in time for Maggie to work open the button.

      “I’m just in a hurry to get your clothes off, hon. The only place I plan to be for the rest of the night is this bed, especially if I don’t have to pit stop in the shower,” he murmured against her lips between kisses. “Maybe I should quit showering altogether if my manly musk gets you all turned on like this.”

      Maggie laughed and teased her tongue against his lips. “Don’t get carried away now.” She pushed her hand into his boxers, and he groaned when she grasped him. “And maybe I want to show my appreciation, but don’t think that means you’re getting a blowjob tonight. I don’t want that much musk.”

      “Goddamn, Mags,” he moaned when she tightened her grip and pumped him. He barely got the words out before she shoved her tongue back into his mouth.

      Owen pulled off his shirt, forcing her to stop kissing for at least a moment, and tried to kick off his jeans without tripping. The more she kissed him like that, the faster he wanted to get his—and her—clothes off.

      “Don’t hurt yourself,” she giggled, pulling him off-balance as she lay back on the bed.

      “You’re the one wrestling me to the bed.”

      Maggie pulled her hand from his jeans just in time to avoid ripping his dick off when he stumbled and landed on top of her. The air rushed out of her, but she wasn’t a delicate flower. She was the sexiest tomboy on the block and took his weight on her like a pro. Instead of tossing him off, she kissed Owen and grabbed his ass.

      Her long legs opened, and she hooked them behind his knees when he started grinding with his hips. That only lasted for a couple of minutes before she was pushing on his shoulders. “Okay…now I can’t breathe…get off…”

      “Not so tough after all,” he joked, pushing off her. He crawled down her body, dragging her cut-offs with him.

      Her white, cotton panties went along for the ride, ending up crooked on her hips before he dragged them down, too. They both laughed when she nearly kicked him in the face while trying to kick off her shorts and panties. Maggie stopped laughing when he put her leg over his shoulder and began kissing his way up her tender inner thigh.

      “You don’t have to do that, babe…” she sighed. “Remember, I’m not going to blow you tonight…”

      “Maybe I want to do it. Did you think of that?” He punctuated the comment by running his tongue up her landing strip.

      “Mmm…I knew there was a reason I married you… Please, babe…mmm…ravish me…”

      Maggie pulled her legs all the way back and opened them wide, planting her feet firmly on the bed. Owen started by leaning down and kissing her pussy, but he felt weird with his ass in the air and shifted to lie flat between her thighs. He scooped his hands under her ass and deeply kissed her cleft.

      “Ohmygod…yeah…Ohhh…wen… Fuck, babe…right there…”

      Owen spread her with his thumbs and pressed his tongue deep, lips working against hers. She moaned even louder. Maggie was one of the most expressive partners he’d ever had in bed, which was incredible, but holding out could be difficult when they were fucking, and she was going crazy. He knew how lucky he was. Maggie was the whole package. Not just hot, but she backed it up in the bedroom when she didn’t really need to.

      “Yeah…yeah…mmm god…yeah…babe…right there…yeah…just…like…that…”

      They were totally in sync. Owen devouring her pussy, his tongue hitting all the right places, Maggie losing her mind, using the leverage of her planted feet to grind her pussy up at his hungry mouth. Her fingers locked in his hair. But then thoughts intruded on his mind.

      First, he imagined it was Tim down there, pushing those sounds out of his wife. Owen even pictured it going down while he was passed out beside them on the bed. It was a wild, crazy thing that would never, ever happen, but it made him tighten his focus on her clit, almost like he had to prove he was better than Tim in that whacked-out fantasy.

      And then, it was Maggie in the news van with her new partner, Gabe. He’d never actually laid eyes on the man, but he took Tim’s word for it, so in the fantasy, Gabe was a strapping lumberjack type, and Maggie was bouncing up and down on his dick so hard that the van was rocking and equipment was falling off the shelves.

      “Ohmygod…yeah…yeah…ohmygod…”

      The moaned words were cut off with a yelp when Maggie came, locking her thighs around Owen’s head and tightening her fingers so much that he thought she was going to rip out his hair. Just when he thought she was going to suffocate him, she tugged on his hair.

      “That was amazing, babe,” she sighed, a quiver in her voice. “But I really need you to get up here and fuck me. Now.”

      Owen followed the tugging of his hair, but he didn’t need the encouragement. He’d been hard off-and-on all day, and his balls were aching. All he could think about was getting inside his wife. He thrust into her, and she arched off the bed, rolling her hips back at him.

      “Mmm…fuck…yeah…fuck me, babe…”

      “Goddamn, Mags…feel so good…”

      “You…mmm…got me that way…so hungry for…mmm…my pussy…”

      “Fuck…Mags…you know what it does to me…ohhh…when you talk like that…”

      For such a good Catholic girl, Maggie had a filthy mouth in bed. The dirtier, the better for her. The first night they slept together, over ten years ago, the things that came out of her pretty mouth shocked him. He practically begged for a second round that night because her dirty talk made him come much too quickly.

      “Like…mmm…what… Just asking you to…fuck my wet pussy… Fuck it so good… So fucking wet for you…”

      Maggie was soaked. He often went down on her before they made love, but he didn’t remember her being so drenched from it. She rolled her hips faster, forcing him to match her pace, or they were going to fall out of rhythm.

      “Fuck me…harder… Fuck me…babe… Mmm yeah… Harder… Harder!”

      “I…going…as…hard…as…”

      Owen groaned when she slapped her hands on his hips and grabbed him, stilling his motion while he was fully sheathed inside her. She still rippled around him, even with her hips motionless. He would have come in another twenty seconds. He knew he still might.

      “Roll over, babe. Let me get on top,” she panted.

      He was so close that it was almost painful to stop, but Owen did it. He rarely denied Maggie anything she wanted. Rolling onto his back with a grunt, he watched his lithe, blonde wife climb astride him, fire in her deep sapphire eyes. When she sank down onto him, he forgot all about being annoyed that she had made him stop a moment ago.

      Maggie threw her head back and worked her hips with a deep moan that felt like she’d been waiting all day for that moment. It got him like it always did. Somehow, she had a way of making it feel like the first time every time. And watching her work that body was one of his greatest pleasures. Owen didn’t mind that his wife preferred to be on top because there was nothing better than watching her up there.

      Owen held her hips and urged her to move on from the slow grind to thrust onto him harder. He was too close to be teased. She smiled down at him, almost condescendingly, like she was saying, Of course you want it, don’t you? He didn’t mind that at all because she was right.

      Maggie braced her hands on his stomach, which was beginning to go soft, and worked her hips with that thrust that destroyed him. Owen didn’t think about how she got that good. If he did—thought about how many cocks she’d ridden back in college—he’d lose it much too fast.

      “Fuck…babe…feel so good…yeah…love it when you’re…mmm…inside me…”

      He grabbed her perfect tits with both hands—they were just about more than a handful—and he roughly sculpted them. Maggie rode him harder. She liked it when he got rough, aggressive.

      “Mags…damn…you’re sooo…”

      “Yeah…so what, babe…what am I…” she grunted, the exertion of driving her hips down onto him showing. Maggie was getting close, chasing her finish.

      “So fucking hot…damn Mags…so fucking hot…perfect…”

      She fell forward, hands braced on his shoulders, and she fucked him with a power he’d never experienced from another woman. That very first time they had sex, Owen knew she’d ruined him for other women. Maggie was that good.

      “Fuck, babe…fuck…mmm…I can’t…I can’t…”

      “Don’t hold back…do it, Mags…damn…come baby…come for me…”

      Her eyes were squeezed tight, and her face was a mask of concentration. Maggie was taut as a wire, right there on the edge. And then she teetered over it. With a trio of sharp, high-pitched cries that made it sound like she was surprised she was coming, Maggie let go and melted down on top of him. She stopped moving, trembling with the intensity of it.

      “Ohmygod…ohfuck…ohfuckyeah…ohmygod…Ohhh…wen…”

      “Goddamn…Mags…fuck…”

      Owen could barely choke the words out because everything he had was being poured out through his dick and into Maggie. He swore he felt his sac pulsing as he pumped his seed up inside her. Coming with his wife was always that intense. She knew how to use her body in a way that ensured he would never cheat on her.

      Maggie sagged onto him, and they clutched each other tightly. Owen clung to her, slightly ashamed that part of what got him there was thinking about his wife and her new photographer alone in that news van at night. He still thought Tim was crazy, but the dirty fantasy of his wife getting railed kept forcing its way in until Owen couldn’t deny it any longer. But that was his cross to bear. For now, he’d just hold Maggie and be thankful she was his.
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      Maggie was lounging in bed when Owen came home from work around noon. She heard him banging around downstairs, but she didn’t move to get out of bed. He would come looking for her eventually—or he wouldn’t. She was content in the warm bed with her Kindle. Owen wouldn’t shame her for taking the morning off the way some men would, which was one of the things she loved about him. He understood how lucky he was to have her.

      It was the start of her weekend—Thursday morning—and she was worn out. After getting in close to one in the morning, she’d gotten up early to get Skylar to preschool, and then gone right back to bed. There was a long list of chores, but she chose to ignore them and give herself a break.

      “I was wondering where you were,” he said, walking into the bedroom and loosening his tie. “I should have known.”

      Maggie thought it was funny that he always wore his tie all the way home, but she loved that he was conventional like that. She got out of those on-air dresses as quickly as she could when her shift was over and changed into baggy, comfortable clothes. But Owen always came home in his tie, as put together as he’d been on the air.

      “You should have known,” she agreed, setting her Kindle aside to stare at the man she loved. “This is my lazy Saturday morning.”

      She’d been in the middle of a particularly spicy scene in the book, which made her watch him with even more interest than usual. He didn’t ask why her one hand was under the sheets. Maybe it was better if he didn’t, she thought.

      Owen laughed. “I don’t get lazy Saturday mornings. You’re at the station, which means I have to get up with Skylar.”

      “I got up with Skylar today,” she defensively replied.

      “And it looks like you got right back in bed!”

      “I earned a break. Last night was rough. We were on that high-speed chase where the cop t-boned the car, and they went to us live at 5, 6, 10, and 11. I can’t remember the last time I did that many live shots in one night. My feet were killing me by the time it was done.”

      “You weren’t in sneakers?” he asked.

      Maggie swore she detected a tone.

      “What does that mean? I can’t wear heels?”

      Owen froze for a moment while loosening his tie, and she could see his wheels turning. “Of course, you can. I just know that you wear sneakers in the field. You’re not going to run all over the city in high heels.”

      The answer was perfectly reasonable, because he was right, but it sounded defensive. “Well, I do wear heels when I have to go to City Hall, or the criminal courts, or press conferences⁠—”

      “That’s because you’re over six feet in heels and you know it intimidates men,” he interjected, laughing.

      “Yeah, you’re right, being out on the streets every day in heels is treacherous. I could catch those suckers in a sidewalk crack and break an ankle,” she finished. “But why did you sound like me wearing heels at work was the craziest thing you’ve ever heard?”

      Owen paused again. It was just a flicker, but she caught it. After over a decade together, she knew him too well. He’d never had a good poker face. “I didn’t. It’s not. I was just surprised, that’s all. I didn’t expect you to glam it up to cover a car crash.”

      Maggie laughed. “Glam it up? Babe, heels are not glamming it up. And I don’t do that for the air anyway. I want to look good, and I understand that’s part of the job, whether anyone says it out loud or not, but I’m not trying to be glam. I’m not seeking that kind of attention. I’ll leave that to Bianca.”

      “Her Instagram is interesting,” he agreed with a little laugh.

      Some of the people in their industry bucked it—and the more established people got away with it—but everyone knew that being active on social media was part of the job in 2026. For the women, there was a clear choice to make about that.

      Maggie enjoyed showing off her quirky side, and her thrift store finds videos got a lot of clicks. She often shared what she was having for lunch. When she did post a picture that included Skylar, she put an emoji over her face. She knew from the comments that people liked that she was so real.

      But some of the women in her industry, especially the ones coming up behind her, knew what got them attention and leaned into it. She was truly shocked by some of the things her colleagues posted on social media, and she did not consider herself a prude. Maggie would never post a photo of herself in a bikini on social media, even though she knew she could still pull it off. Some of the club wear she saw on reporters’ social media showed even more skin.

      Maggie did not judge other women’s choices, and firmly believed they had the right to wear whatever they wanted—she did—but she was also realistic and knew she couldn’t be disgusted by viewers’ social media comments if she posted images encouraging men to see her that way. One cultivated the image they wanted to project, and she didn’t want that. Even Maggie looked at the posts from Bianca’s recent trip to Santorini and thought, She just wants to be naked.

      “Been spending a lot of time on Bianca’s Instagram page?” she asked, with a smirk.

      “We, uh, all follow each other,” he defensively replied.

      “Chill out, babe. I don’t care if you look at her, or anyone else, as long as I get the benefit.”

      “Oh yeah?” he asked, stepping closer to the bed while he returned to loosening his tie.

      Maggie smiled. “You wouldn’t be a man if you didn’t look around. I just need to be the place where you focus your attention.”

      “Trust me, Mags. No one holds my attention the way you do. There isn’t a woman hotter than you on the planet.”

      “Why don’t you prove it?”

      She threw back the sheets to reveal she wasn’t wearing anything but an old, worn, loose gray tank top and a pair of white cotton panties. The tank top was stretched out and barely contained her, and the panties were down around her knees. She’d been casually caressing her smoothly-shaved mound the entire time.

      “I wondered why your hand was under the sheets,” he said, eyes locked to where she touched herself.

      Maggie loved that he still looked at her like that after so long together and a kid. She had friends whose husbands did not. Although, to be fair, not all of them had held up like she had. She needed Owen to still find her sexy—more than she’d ever admit.

      Her dirty little secret—something else that she’d never admit—was that she loved attention just as much as the other newswomen putting it all out there on social media. She hated the guys with the gross comments, but part of her loved that they wanted to look. But she’d also been raised to be a proper lady, and wouldn’t just throw it all out there.

      Opening her thighs wider, she purred, “Come get a closer look.”

      “Why, I think you’re trying to lure me into bed in the middle of the afternoon,” he replied, moving closer. His tie was forgotten.

      “Do I seem like the kind of girl who’d have sex in the middle of a weekday afternoon? That’s for nighttime…in the dark…in the missionary position.” She added, like she’d just remembered it, “And for making babies.”

      Owen sat on the bed beside her, resting his hand on her bare thigh. He didn’t interfere with Maggie touching herself. She knew he liked to watch her do it.

      “We can make babies in the daylight. In the middle of the afternoon, even.”

      Maggie shook her head just as a sharp moan escaped her lips when she brushed her clit. “That’s dirty… Someone could see…”

      “I see you right now…”

      He captured one of her breasts and kneaded, pushing it completely out of her loose tank top. She closed her eyes and pushed her soft flesh into his hand. Owen was a little obsessed with her tits, and she loved that, too. The best part was that years together meant he knew exactly how she liked to be touched.

      Well, almost. He knew how to tease and make her whimper and plead for it. He never got rough with her the way sweaty boys used to in the backs of cars. She knew he was afraid to hurt her, and that was sweet, but sometimes a girl just wants to be manhandled. Owen didn’t have that in him. But when he circled her nipple like that with her thumb, it didn’t matter.

      “Mmm…what do you see…?”

      “A woman who needs it—who needs it badly.” He sounded amused.

      One of the top five reasons she married him was that he could be silly and sexy at the same time. Maggie focused on her clit. Her moans got all quivery.

      “That’s because…mmm…you’re touching me like that… You’re making me need it…”

      “I have very little to do with this, but thank you,” he chuckled. He leaned in to get his hands on both of her tits. She arched off the bed to encourage him. “So needy. What were you thinking about when I came in?”

      It felt like Owen was pushing for something, something other than thinking about you, but she wasn’t sure what. It had an edge, and it felt like whatever she said could be dangerous. He got that way sometimes, wanting to hear something specific and dirty from her, but he shied away from telling her exactly what he wanted.

      “Mmm…my book… It’s extra spicy… Gave me ideas for when you got home… God, babe…your hands…”

      Owen took a hand off her to look at her Kindle. Maggie flushed, feeling like she’d been caught, which was silly given what was happening.

      “How to Turn Your Trad Wife Into a Hotwife… Well, now. She’s…on the desk…and they’re watching… Wow… This is…”

      “Put it down. Pay attention to me.”

      She smacked the Kindle out of his hand, and he returned his full attention to her tits. Maggie slowed down touching herself. She didn’t want to come that way. She wanted Owen inside her.

      “I’m just saying, it’s not all about me…”

      Maggie shut him up by grabbing his tie and hauling him in for a kiss. He got the hint, moving with her when she pulled him down onto the bed and got him on his back. She wiggled out of her panties as she moved and then went to work on his pants. He was thick and ready for her.

      Straddling his hips, Maggie lowered onto him. It was just the thing she needed. A low, satisfied sound came out of her when she rolled her hips and felt him shift inside her. Owen didn’t exactly stretch her, but after all these years, he felt perfect—especially when she was on top and could do exactly what she wanted with his cock. She sat straight up on him, her hips doing all the work.

      “Mmm…you came home at the perfect time, babe…”

      Owen gripped her hips, stilling her. She whimpered and fought him for control, but he didn’t budge. Maggie worked her muscles, rippling her sheath around him, and he moaned helplessly, but his grip only tightened. It was annoying. That trick always destroyed him.

      “What…come on…fuck me…” she whined/moaned.

      “Admit it wasn’t all about me,” he growled.

      “What? Babe…come on…please…”

      Maggie fought his grip harder. She tightened her muscles and squeezed him as hard as she could. Owen lifted off the mattress, jamming it up into her. She felt a brief thrill, but he still refused the thing she needed.

      “Admit it…”

      “Babe…fuck…I’m going to kill you…mmm…”

      “Admit it…”

      “Fine! I was wet before you walked into the room…” She slapped at his hands, and he loosened his grip. She took his hands and put them on her tits and started to move. “Now…let me fuck you… God!”

      Maggie’s complaining was only half-joking. She hated letting him win—she hated losing in general—but she really needed to fuck, so she’d have to give him this one. Owen would pay for it later.

      Making up for lost time, she showed off her excellent core strength by working her hips and riding him almost as hard as he could have been thrusting if he were on top. She grabbed his tie and used it like a leash, pulling it harder the harder she rode him. She closed her eyes and let the sweet friction carry her away, focusing entirely on their physical connection.

      “Yeah…yeah…fuck me…fuck me…”

      “Uhnn…Mags…you…”

      She leaned back, bracing her hands on his thighs, and drove her hips forward. Looking down the long line of her body, Maggie saw a wild glint in Owen’s eyes. He looked like he had a question on his lips, but couldn’t ask it. Instead, he grabbed her bouncing breasts with both hands and sculpted them in his hands. He firmly rolled her nipples. It was about as rough as he ever got, and it was enough, but he could have really mauled her. That would have pushed Maggie into the stratosphere.

      “Fuck…yeah…yeah…ohmygod…yeah…that…just like that… Fuck! Owen! Fuck, yes!”

      The orgasm rushed through her like a wildfire. Maggie shouted at the top of her lungs, freed by having the house to themselves—another reason why she loved their afternoon trysts. She kept pumping her hips forward onto him, riding through the climax until she was overwhelmed. Throwing herself forward, she collapsed into his chest and into his arms, just as Owen was filling her.
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      “That was…something…” Owen panted.

      “It was,” she sighed, heart still hammering in her chest.

      Maggie stayed on top of him until her limbs stopped feeling rubbery and rolled to his side. She groped on the nightstand for the remote to turn on the ceiling fan, but only managed to knock it to the floor. She cursed under her breath and decided she would lie there overheated rather than get up.

      “Okay, babe, what was all the stuff with my…uhm, state…not being about you?”

      Owen chuckled. “You mean the fact that you were soaked before I even got home?”

      She lightly smacked his chest, but it was more like just letting her hand flop over onto him. Maggie was full of endorphins and happy, but she was curious and didn’t want to let it slide.

      “Yes, I was reading smut, but you know I do that. Seems like you were after something more specific than that.”

      “I didn’t know you read books about women doing it on office desks while their husbands watch. That’s…something…” He chuckled again, but it had a nervous edge.

      “It doesn’t mean anything,” she replied, quickly adding, “Do you think it means something? It’s just a dirty book, babe.” She wondered, Was that too defensive?

      Maggie didn’t feel like she had anything to defend. It was just a book. The author, Paul Garland, was recommended by someone in her online book club. And it checked her boxes—there was a smart, sexy woman like her, a mom, and she was getting naughty. But that didn’t mean that she was looking for that. Maggie didn’t need another man to fuck her on a desk—certainly not while Owen watched.

      “Do I think you’re having sex with someone else—like a co-worker? No, that’s crazy.”

      “Why does it sound like there’s a but?”

      “No but, honey. I don’t think you’re having sex on desks with co-workers.” His high-pitched tone was completely unnatural.

      “But?”

      “No but, Mags.”

      “It’s not even her co-worker she’s having sex with in that book. It’s someone Millie’s husband’s boss found.” Okay, she thought. That sounded defensive.

      Owen laughed, but nervously. She was onto something. She knew it.

      “Okay, I don’t believe you’re fucking any of my co-workers on desks. Is that better?”

      “What’s this thing with co-workers—not that I am, or am planning to, fuck anyone. And I was not touching myself and thinking about it when you came home.”

      Maggie turned onto her side and leaned on her arm. His eyes were drawn to the way her breasts moved. She loved that he still couldn’t keep his eyes off her—especially when she was naked.

      “I don’t have a thing with you and co-workers—yours or mine. I am not thinking about you fucking a co-worker, Mags.”

      Okay, that was weirdly specific, she thought. And suddenly, it hit her like a bucket of cold water. Co-worker. Gabe. Owen was weird about Gabe. Never in a million years did Maggie think her husband would be weird about her being in a professional setting with another man. He wasn’t like that. But he wouldn’t be the only one.

      Maggie overheard the snide comments. Bianca wasn’t even subtle about it. She came right out and told Maggie that if she wasn’t going to jump Gabe, they should trade photographers. A man like that shouldn’t go to waste, was exactly what Bianca had said. Maggie had also heard the rumors about Gabe and his last partner. But none of that was going to happen. Sure, he was handsome, but Maggie was not a slut. Not anymore.

      “I was not thinking about fucking Gabe on a desk—or anywhere else.”

      “Is this like a Dr. Seuss book? You would not on a plane. You would not on a train. You would not on a desk. You would not make a mess…”

      “Don’t try to deflect with a joke, Owen.” She paused to smile. “And desk and mess don’t rhyme.”

      “They’re close enough.”

      “Do you have a problem with me working with Gabe?”

      “No, I trust you, Mags.”

      She kept staring at him. It should have made her feel guilty, but after so many years of marriage, she knew exactly how to break him. Owen’s mother kept that man wrapped around her finger, and Maggie knew how to give him that same exact look.

      “I trust you. I do! This isn’t about that. This isn’t anything. Believe me. It’s just that…”

      Owen faltered, and she told him, “Go on.”

      “It’s nothing. Tim was just saying some shit the other day, and maybe it got into my head. I knew it was bullshit, and I told him that. I said that I had nothing to worry about because you would never…”

      He is working way too hard to sound casual about this. And fuck Tim for getting him all whipped up. I need to have a word with that man.

      “You told Tim I would never what? What exactly did he say about me?”

      “It wasn’t even really about you, Mags… He was talking about Gabe and the rumors when he was at our station. It’s nothing, really. I’m sure you don’t want to hear Channel 3 gossip about your new photographer.”

      “Do you mean the rumors about how he and Nikki Burkett were doing it on every horizontal surface they could find? Or that she was giving him daily road head in the news van?”

      “What the… Mags… Those were just rumors, and they were really unfair to Nikki. She’s great at her job. The shit you women have to endure…”

      “It’s not unfair if it’s true.” Maggie gave a hearty laugh. She hadn’t forgotten what started their conversation, and she knew his heart was in the right place, but seeing Owen bend over backward to be an ally—particularly in this case—was funny. “Nikki Burkett probably swallowed more loads in that Channel 3 news van than she did in college.”

      “Mags! What the hell? That’s so unfair. How do you know that? And swallowed loads? Really?”

      She leaned over and kissed him. “Oh, babe, I really do love how earnest you are, and I love that you can still be shocked by how dirty I am. But yes, Nikki gave Gabe oral sex many times in that news van, and always to completion. Maybe not every day, but a lot. Is that better? Am I a proper lady now, babe?”

      “How do you even know that?” he asked.

      “Gabe told me.” Maggie smiled, pleased by the way Owen sputtered when she said it.

      “Why would he tell you a thing like that? That’s not appropriate for work…”

      “Guys don’t tell each other stuff like that?”

      “Yeah, but…”

      Maggie watched him see the problem in real time and stop talking. She still felt like Owen was talking about everything but what was really on his mind. He wasn’t so weak-willed that Tim got this far under his skin with a little ribbing.

      “Gabe didn’t tell me because he wanted me to pick up where Nikki left off. I actually asked him about the rumors because I wanted to know. And then the conversation worked its way around. You know how it is. You’re sitting together forever, and you have nothing but time between live shots. You end up talking about everything eventually.”

      “Somehow, I doubt you were discussing blowjobs with Hal.”

      Maggie blurt laughed at that. Her former partner was an old-timer from another generation, which meant he could be rough around the edges, but he was also a gentleman. He and Maggie did not discuss their sex lives. She never wanted to be forced to picture Hal—who was like a father figure—getting a blowjob.

      “We didn’t,” she answered. “But it was different with Hal. Is this a trust thing?”

      “Of course not, Mags. I trust you implicitly.”

      “But?”

      “There is no but.”

      “Stop telling me there is no but when there is clearly a but.”

      For emphasis, she rolled over and showed him her juicy, round butt. He gave it a playful slap just as she rolled back the other way to face him again.

      “You say that you trust me, but you think that Gabe is so hot that I’m…what? Not going to be able to resist his charms? That I’m going to end up swallowing his loads every day like Nikki did?”

      “I never said that. Can we forget about this? Tim got under my skin, but I trust you. I am not worried that you’re going to sleep with Gabe. We can move on.”

      Maggie was listening, but she noticed how his cock twitched when she mentioned swallowing Gabe’s loads to her husband. She thought about the book she was reading and had a crazy thought.

      Is Owen turned on by thinking about Gabe and me alone in that van every night? Does he want something to happen?

      She didn’t even know how to ask him something like that. It seemed impossible. Sure, she knew that Owen liked the way men noticed her. He even seemed a little bit too into the way men talked about her online—even as he was defending her honor. But Maggie always read that as pride. He was proud that he had a hot wife. And he should be, she’d always thought.

      What if it’s more than that? she wondered.

      “Babe, are you worried about me hooking up with Gabe… Or does part of you wish something would happen?”

      “What? That’s insane, Mags. I don’t want that. Who would want that? No sane man wants his wife to sleep with someone else.”

      “Except for cucks. Cucks do. They really get off on it.”

      “Well, I am not a cuck. No way.” He added a nervous laugh.

      Maggie watched him closely. She knew that man better than she knew anyone else on the planet. They’d been together over a decade. And she knew when he was lying to her. Owen was at least shading the truth.

      “Okay, babe. You’re not a cuckold, but poly relationships are all the rage right now. And people get off on all kinds of stuff. I would never kink shame you, if that was your thing, babe.”

      “It’s not my thing. Isn’t the cuck thing all about humiliation? I do not want that,” Owen replied, his words coming even faster. He was way too defensive.

      “No one said anything about humiliation. I think some guys just like to watch their wives. It’s like she’s starring in their own personal sex show.”

      Maggie grabbed his cock as the words left her mouth. She felt it twitch and thicken, even though he came just a few minutes ago. Owen hadn’t had that kind of quick recovery ability in years. She slowly pumped him.

      “I don’t… You’re not… You’re not like a porn star to me, Mags…” he stammered, every word sounding less true as it came out of his mouth.

      “Are you saying I’m not hot enough, babe?” she joked, tightening her grip on him. “I think people would totally pay to watch me fuck. I mean, they talk about it online…a lot.”

      His cock definitely surged when she said that.

      “Mags…you’re hot…guys would…”

      “Guys would what?” She pressed her breasts against him. He was looking flushed.

      “They’d…y’know… You know they’d kill to watch you.”

      Owen stared at her, eyes flicking down the long line of her naked body. She saw the same spark in them as when he was interrogating her during sex.

      “What about you, babe? Would you…kill to watch me?”

      “Mags…”

      “That look in your eyes…it was there when we were fucking. You wanted me to tell you that it wasn’t you… You weren’t the reason my pussy was so wet…”

      “Mags…dammit…please…” The strangled words sounded like a plea.

      “Did you want it to be something…or someone…else?”

      “God…Mags…I can’t…”

      She slowed her pumping and then stopped altogether. Owen grunted, his entire body tensing, when she tightly gripped him by the base. She’d never seen that look in his eyes before. He looked desperate.

      “Were you thinking about me…and…Gabe?”

      “Mags…please…”

      “Alone in the van…”

      “Fuck…Mags…”

      “Me…on my knees…”

      Maggie shifted on the bed, her tits dragging across him while she paused, lips pursed right over his cock. Owen didn’t have to admit the truth. The clear precum leaking from his top confirmed the truth. She smeared it with her lips.

      “Mags…why…Jesus…”

      Owen was taut as a wire.

      “Tell me, babe…you’ve pictured it…haven’t you?”

      She swept her tongue over his tip, and he surged up from the mattress like he was trying to shove it into her mouth. One more time, she repeated, “Tell me.” Maggie pushed her lips over him and sucked the head.

      “Jesus…yes…fuck…Maggie…yesss…”

      She paused long enough to smile and tell him, “I knew it.”

      Maggie pushed down, taking him all the way to the back of her throat. She was going to give him a world-class blowjob because it was easier than thinking about what her husband had just confessed, and how much it turned her on.
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      Owen was glad that Skylar was finally settled in bed. He’d been a distracted mess all night. It was Monday, the first night that Maggie was in the van with Gabe since Owen had confessed his dirty obsession, and he was losing his mind.

      Confession seemed like the right word. It wasn’t something he wanted to tell his wife, but she dragged it out of him with her practiced hand and those full lips on his cock. That had been a strange interrogation. He should have known he couldn’t keep a secret like that from Maggie forever. She was dogged when she was after something. It made her a great reporter, and an occasional pain in the ass as a wife.

      They’d had time to discuss and consider what he’d admitted to Maggie. She was off Thursday and Friday, and then she anchored the morning news on weekends, so she wasn’t slated to work with Gabe again until Monday evening. They were able to have a more constructive conversation once their clothes were on.

      Owen didn’t know what to tell his wife when she asked what he wanted because he didn’t know himself. His forbidden thoughts about Maggie and other men had never been about wanting anything. They were just a dizzying arousal when she wore a sexy outfit, and other men drooled over her, or when he read the comments men made about her online. The only action he’d ever associated with it was jerking off.

      The question didn’t make sense because there was nothing to want. He’d kept his kink—as she called it—a secret from Maggie for a reason. He’d always figured she’d call him a pervert and punch him if she knew what was in his head, and rightfully so. Owen wasn’t proud of it. They were deep into their conversation later that night, before what she was asking dawned on him.

      “Is it just something you think about, or…” she’d asked. They were downstairs on the couch, having a few drinks after Skylar was in bed.

      “Or what?” he’d replied with a confused laugh.

      “I don’t know.” She’d paused, uncharacteristically uncomfortable. It was obvious to him because that just wasn’t Maggie. She always charged ahead. When she got squirmy, it was serious. “Is it something…you’d want?”

      “Is what something…”

      And that was when it had clicked for him. Maggie was asking if he wanted to watch her…with other men. Owen’s response had been immediate.

      “No way. Mags, that’s crazy. I’d never ask you to do that.”

      She’d rubbed his shoulders reassuringly. “That wasn’t my question. I know you’d never push me to do something I didn’t want. But, babe, is it something you’re interested in seeing? It’s okay. This isn’t a trap. I just want to know. We should be able to talk about this stuff.”

      Owen had almost reflexively given the same answer—that he’d never ask her to be with another man so he could watch her. The watching was almost beside the point. What kind of man wants his wife to screw someone else? he’d thought. But that thought set his balls tingling the moment it crossed his mind, and he’d done some interesting mental gymnastics.

      I don’t want Maggie to screw someone else. I wouldn’t ask for that. But if something happened… If she had a few too many drinks and something just happened…

      He couldn’t even admit he wanted that, but it took the onus off of him. Owen could get his dark thrill as an innocent bystander.

      “I told you this morning—although, I did it under duress—that yeah, I get a weird thrill when I think about you…and other guys…in a very abstract sense. Let me be clear about that. I’ve not thought about you with anyone specific. It’s never been that real.” That was mostly true. “But I guess, yes, the thought of you…and someone…turns me on. I don’t think it’s even that I get off thinking about you cheating. That would devastate me.”

      “I didn’t think otherwise. And I never would—cheat on you, I mean. You know that, right? That’s not even a thing that could ever happen.”

      “I know, Mags. Nothing about this was about not trusting you.” Owen had paused for a deep breath. “If I had to guess, I’m just turned on by this idea that you could lose control and give in to your passions, and just do…whatever.”

      She’d smiled at that. “Whatever. Okay. This is a fantasy about me being so horny for a guy that I’d just forget about everything else in my life and fuck him. Like I couldn’t keep my legs closed?”

      “Mags…”

      “I’m just teasing. But maybe I get it. A lot of women have the faceless stranger fantasy. This is a mirror of that, except you’re not in this fantasy at all…”

      Owen had winced at that. It’d felt like she was saying he wanted to be a cuck—not involved, just watching. That may have been true, but not in a weak, helpless way.

      “It’s a fantasy. The rules of the real world don’t apply. I’m involved in that I’m there, but not. Like, I can see it, but I don’t know if I’m actually in the room in the fantasy.”

      “Does that mean you’ve given me permission to do it…in your fantasy?”

      “Seriously, Mags, you’ve put more thought into this than I have. I don’t know. I wouldn’t want you to cheat on me, so if it was real, I guess that I would have.”

      Maggie had sat with that for a while, and he’d let her. Owen had been glad for a break from their increasingly bizarre conversation.

      “And you’ve been thinking about Gabe and me…together…in the van?”

      Looking back, Owen realized that was when the conversation turned. It was when it had occurred to him that perhaps Maggie was angling for something.

      “Mags…do you want to hook up with Gabe? Is that why you’re asking all these questions?”

      “What? Of course not! This isn’t a trick. It isn’t even my thing,” she’d protested, maybe a little too much.

      Owen had laughed, happy that he wasn’t the only one squirming. “Be real, Mags. We both know fucking hot guys is very much your thing.”

      “I’m a reformed woman, babe. That was before I met you.”

      Maggie had laughed at his reaction to that, but it had released the tension and they’d been able to have a slightly less charged conversation about the topic. He’d admitted that he was turned on by the thought of the tight confines of the news van leading to something happening between his wife and Gabe.

      And Maggie had admitted that Gabe was hot and she was curious to know if the rumors about him were true, but she’d quickly stressed that she was simply curious. She would never do anything to satisfy that curiosity.

      All of that had led them to a place Owen hadn’t thought possible. He’d found himself wanting something he’d always thought would destroy him. Maggie had admitted that if he wanted it—if she at least had Owen’s permission—she wouldn’t mind finding out if Gabe was worth all the fuss. Owen saw what that had cost his wife because she was so afraid of hurting him. She’d stressed—one more time—that she’d never do anything behind his back.

      “I get it, Mags,” he’d told her. “I know you love me, and I trust you. That’s the only reason I can say this. If you want to try something with Gabe…”

      “I’d never throw myself at him,” she’d rushed to interrupt.

      “Noted. But if something were to happen, some night while you two are in the van and bored and things get hot, I’m okay with it.”

      “Okay with it, or do you want it? I don’t just want a hall pass, babe. I wouldn’t do it if it weren’t doing something for you, too.”

      “It’s not just a hall pass.”

      And that was how Owen had given his wife permission to fuck another man.
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      Owen checked his phone again. Still no texts from Maggie. He’d last heard from her around dinnertime, when he’d asked how it was going. He’d gotten eggplant and fire emojis, which had just about made his heart stop, but that was her being funny. She’d followed up a few minutes later with, Nothing to share. Keep you posted, followed by a heart.

      Checking her social media had only been a tease. Maggie had posted her usual “dinner in the news van” video, where she shared what delicacy she’d found in whatever part of the city they were working in that night. Her find was steamed dumplings, and as she panned around the van, she’d caught Gabe on camera, before he put his hand up to block the shot.

      He’s a good-looking guy, Owen grudgingly admitted. Tall and broad, with a full head of black hair that curled enough to fall across his forehead and be sexy and not awkward. It was the kind of hair men had on the covers of the dirty romance books Maggie liked to read. Gabe could have been one of those models, posing with Maggie on a book cover. She was more than hot enough to be on the cover of a smutty book, too.

      They are a hot couple. It can’t be weird that I’d love to see them fuck, he thought.

      Owen watched her live shots at five and six. It was a bright summer day, and she’d dressed for it. In his head, he wondered if she’d dressed for Gabe. Maggie’s dress was a pale olive green knit, with five oversized gold snaps down to the waist to close it. The dress clung to her figure perfectly—without being inappropriate for air. Its length was a bit short on a tall girl like Maggie, but the camera rarely caught her below the hips when she was reporting from the field anyway.

      Maggie knew he loved her in that dress because it was sexy without being obvious. He wanted to think that she’d worn it because he liked it, and she hoped that Gabe would, too.

      In the six o’clock hit, which was from the scene of a local carnival put on by the archdiocese, Gabe even found an excuse to show Maggie from head to toe in that dress. At five, we swept past her to show a wide shot of the carnival, and then he caught her full body coming back in on her to throw it back to the studio. In that hit, she promised that she would be on one of the rides in the six o’clock hour, and she made good on that promise.

      Gabe was a good photographer. Owen had to give him credit. He framed Maggie perfectly. He featured her long legs without making it obvious that he was doing so. He understood the game. She was seated on one of those rotating swing rides, and Gabe stood just outside the gate with the camera focused on her when the studio threw it to her. She gave her prepared sound bite, and then the ride started turning.

      Maggie belatedly realized she had to hold her dress down once the ride began to turn, and she almost flashed the greater Kingston area on her second go around. Owen suspected the director realized the danger because he cut back to the studio while she was whooping it up on the ride. In a lot of ways, Maggie was a big kid, which was another of the things he loved about her.

      The idea that Gabe positioned Maggie to show off her body—and even potentially flash the whole town—made Owen instantly hard. She would never live it down, but part of him wished she’d been slower to grab her dress and save her dignity.

      Watching those glimpses of Maggie, looking sexy as hell, and knowing she was alone in that van with Gabe the rest of the night—or maybe even exploring the carnival like they were on a date—scrambled Owen’s brain. He imagined them hand-in-hand, walking through the joyous crowd, Gabe feeding Maggie cotton candy—her favorite.

      But then his imagination took a turn. Maggie and Gabe were back in the van. The confines were tight because of all the equipment. They didn’t have a lot of room to move, but they found a way to get what they needed. Maggie grabbed her dress, pulling all of the buttons open before pulling it off her shoulders and letting it drop to the steel floor.

      In the fantasy, she was naked underneath, leaving her in nothing but her heels. Maggie shoved Gabe back into the captain’s chair at the editing bay, pulled out his cock, and straddled it.

      Owen stopped himself there. He would have been jerking off in the living room if he didn’t, and he wanted to save it for when Maggie got home. He didn’t know if he was more excited by the possibility she would have a story for him—or that she’d confess she’d stayed faithful. He knew he was losing his mind.

      Instead of focusing on his specific fantasy, he turned to Reddit, excited to see what the sleazy men of the Kingston Newsbabes sub had to say about Maggie’s live shot. They did not disappoint. Reading their comments made his pride swell as much as his cock.

      Can’t believe she wore that on the air! Those legs are killing me!

      That dress hugs her nice. Bet if she took a deep breath those buttons would pop right open.

      I’m sure I saw a flash of her panties before they cut away. Can someone who recorded it slow it down?

      Just pumped one out imagining those legs on my shoulders.

      I’d drop a load right on those tits and make her beg for more.

      She wants us to look. Maggie loves that we’re jerking it to her. She wouldn’t go on the air in that dress if she didn’t. Her husband is a lucky fucker.

      He’s that morning weather guy on Channel 3. No way that guy is taking care of a piece of ass like that. That’s why Maggie is begging for attention. She needs a real fuck.

      I’ll make her forget that fucker’s name. lol

      The comments that took aim at him stung, but he understood how men were. Owen got it, and a little part of him liked the idea that Maggie just needed to get fucked. He had no idea who any of those commenters were, but he still pictured Maggie on her back, with her ankles bouncing on some stranger’s shoulders. And even though they were wrong about Maggie loving guys jerking off to her, he knew she liked attention. They weren’t wrong about that.

      Owen was so keyed up that he did something he’d never dared in the past. He encouraged her Reddit fans.

      How do you guys think she likes it? What’s her favorite position? What would you do to her if you had the chance?

      He nearly deleted the comment the moment he typed it. They were in a new, open phase of the marriage, but he still thought Maggie would murder him if she knew he egged on the worst of her online fans. But knowing she was out there somewhere with Gabe—that her legs could be bouncing off his shoulders—Owen couldn’t help himself.

      The replies came quickly, and not all of them were complimentary toward him as an anonymous poster—or her husband—but he got what he wanted out of the internet pervs.

      Slow your roll, dude. Are you going to ask for a private chat jerk off session next?

      If you want to chat about getting Maggie dirty, DM me, bro.

      I wanna be her first black dick, and I know I would be, sweet blondie like that. And the rumors are true, she’d never go back to that husband when I was done with her.

      I bet she’s a wildcat in the sack. I’d bend her over that anchor desk and make her fucking scream. Maybe I’d leave the cameras on and broadcast it.

      I’d drop my load all over the pretty face. Fuck, might come right now thinking about those eyes looking up at me while her lips are wrapped around my dick.

      I think she likes to be on top. She looks like a domineering bitch. She probably pegs that weatherman. I’d return the favor and teach her to love it in the ass.

      Calling her a bitch is out of line. These women on the news are people. And I bet Maggie loves it in the ass anyway. I’d give it to her in all 3 holes and find out which one she likes the best.

      Titty fuck. Are you kidding me? Remember that dress she wore on the weekend last month? I’m still stroking to that.

      I’ll do anything she wants. I’m her humble servant.

      Take my time. Lick that pussy til she screams, and then give it to her nice and slow and make her beg. We’re gonna go all night, and I’ll send her back to her cuck with a baby in her.

      Owen had to stop there. He blamed himself for unleashing this round, but some of those guys took it way too far. When he read the comment calling Maggie a bitch, and the one about impregnating her, he cleared his search history and closed his laptop.

      Those guys were pigs, but reading what they wanted to do with his wife made Owen’s balls ache.
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      Maggie quietly let herself into the house in case Owen was asleep. It was well after one, and he should have been. He had to be at his station in about three hours. But she suspected he was wide awake. She wouldn’t blame him. She was wired, too.

      Usually, Maggie changed back into the sweats she wore to the station before heading home, but tonight she’d left her on-air dress on. Owen would want to see her in it if he was still up. She’d deliberately ignored most of his texts to build his suspense.

      Their bedroom door cracked, spilling light into the hallway. She took a deep breath before going in to face the music. Maggie didn’t think she had any reason to feel guilty—she didn’t even do anything, not really—but it still felt like she’d crossed a line. Broken a vow. And it didn’t matter that she had her husband’s permission.

      “Did your phone die?” he asked the moment she walked into the bedroom.

      “No,” she casually replied, closing the door behind her. She carried the bag with her change of clothes to the chair in the corner of their bedroom and set it down like she was coming home from any other shift. “I was pretty busy tonight. There was a lot going on.”

      Is it mean to torture him? she wondered. The anticipation is supposed to be the best part of this, isn’t it? If he’s not watching, anyway.

      Maggie had dug into her husband’s kink just like she would a news story and did her research. She’d read all about what the internet called the hotwife lifestyle, and apparently, the guys who were into their wives doing other guys really got off on the planning and the lead-up—even picking the outfits their wives would wear for other men. If she was going to do this for Owen—and she didn’t know what she could go through with—she was going to do it right.

      “I saw your hits from the carnival. Looks like a fun night for a change.” His voice strained to be neutral.

      “It’s better than covering a fire or an angry city council meeting, but even when we have a tough assignment, we find a way to have fun in the van. Gallows humor helps sometimes, you know that.”

      “So…you, uh…had fun in the van tonight?”

      Maggie smiled with her back still turned to him. She felt his eyes on her ass as she was bent over, rooting around in her bag. The dress was almost too short to wear on the air—she’d never wear it in the studio—and she knew how much it rode up when she bent over like that.

      “I loved Hal. He was like an uncle to me, but it’s nice being in the van with someone closer to my age. I know Gabe is younger, but he’s not that much younger. I have more in common with him than Hal. Anyway, yeah, we find ways to make our own fun in the van. And we were at a carnival until about eight. Of course, we had fun.”

      “Yeah? A lot of fun? Too much fun? I know how much you love something like a carnival. I bet you were all keyed up tonight.”

      All keyed up, she thought, laughing to herself. Is that your subtle way of saying you hope I was horny enough to spread my legs for Gabe? Do you really want that, Owen? She still had trouble believing he would be okay with it if something happened. That was part of her guilt.

      Maggie gave her ass a final wiggle and turned to face her husband. She popped the top snap on her dress. One down, four to go.

      “I am like a big kid when I get my hands on cotton candy and get to play a ring toss game. It takes me right back to the carnivals at St. Cecilia’s.”

      Owen got a faraway look in his eyes, and she knew exactly where his mind went, because it had gone there a few times before. He loved that she went to Catholic school. It killed him to picture her in that short plaid skirt—Maggie always rolled it higher than the nuns allowed—white shirt, and maroon socks with saddle oxfords.

      It had been several years since he’d asked her to see if the old uniform fit. She’d squeezed into it before Skylar, and even then, in her early thirties, she’d been proud that the uniform still fit. Maggie feared she’d bust the seams if she tried to pull it over her hips now.

      Maggie watched him for a minute, letting him marinate in the sexy nostalgia because it turned her on to know that her husband was so hot for her. She opened another snap. Three to go.

      “Go ahead, ask me what you want to ask. Don’t hold back, babe.”

      Owen visibly held back, and she watched him make the decision to just let go. “Was cotton candy the only thing you stuffed into your mouth tonight, Mags?”

      Maggie gasped, blue eyes going wide. “How can you ask your wife such a thing? I’m scandalized!” Another snap. Her cleavage was on display. Two more snaps to go.

      “Is that a no?” He smiled, but it was uneasy.

      She opened the last two snaps. “Why do you even think something could have happened, babe? Gabe isn’t going to fuck me just because you want him to. Did you ever stop to think that he might respect that I’m a married woman?”

      “No, not if you show a little interest,” he replied, staring at her cleavage like he could will her dress to fall if he tried hard enough. “He’s not going to resist a chance to have you. No heterosexual man could.”

      Maggie laughed. “I’m pleased that you have such a high opinion of my hotness, but plenty of guys have passed over the years.”

      She tugged, and the dress dropped to the floor. She stepped out of it, nearly catching one of her wedge-heeled sandals on it. His breath literally caught in his throat, like he was seeing Maggie in her underwear for the first time. It made her heart ache, and her core tighten.

      God, I love that man. I waited my whole life to find the man who’d look at me like that, even after all these years and popping out a kid. Maggie was in great shape, but she did not have the body she had before Skylar. Not everything goes back into place after a baby. It’s just a fact—one that Maggie had taken a long time to accept. Owen made that easier.

      Maggie slowly talked toward him, unhooking her lace-trimmed black bra as she went. Freed, her breasts gave an alluring bounce with each step. She stood beside the bed and reached down to rake her nails through Owen’s chest hair.

      The sheet covered him below the waist. She was pleased to see it was tented up from his lap. Storm clouds moved across his face when he looked at her. He touched her bare hip, then cupped one of her heavy breasts. She quivered when he stroked his thumb over her stiff, pale nipple.

      “Are you going to answer my question?” He smiled when he asked.

      “Well…now you’re distracting me,” she sighed.

      Owen repositioned to get both hands on her. He got more aggressive with his thumb on her nipple and pressed her tiny black thong against her mound. Maggie bit her bottom lip and shifted, widening her stance. She knew he felt that her thong was soaked.

      “Babe…”

      “Just tell me.”

      Do you really want to know? she thought. Maggie knew she was stalling. He’d told her what he wanted, but she still had trouble telling him. Owen pressed harder, pushing the thong between her lips, making her gasp. She rolled her hips at his hand.

      “He… I… We… We kissed…” she confessed. He found her clit at that very moment. “Ahhh…I’m sorr…”

      “Don’t apologize, Mags. Tell me,” he replied, voice husky. He peeled her soaked thong away from her lips and slipped it to the side. His fingers were free to slide up her slick furrow and circle her newly exposed clit.

      “Mmm…babe…not fair…I can’t think…” She moaned, and the whole truth slipped out with it. “Maybe I was…mmm…flirting with Gabe all night, seeing how he’d…mmm…react… And he was…ahhh, babe, yeah…like that… noticing… Gabe was noticing…”

      Maggie swayed on her feet, her eyes closed as she remembered the night. She wouldn’t say she’d been shameless—she wouldn’t go quite that far—but she tested her photographer, and he took the bait. Cliches were lazy, but they could be true, and men really were just too easy.

      “Of course, he was. Mags. He’s a man. Open the door, and he’ll run through it.”

      She was a little afraid of how eager her husband sounded for her photographer to run through her door. But Owen was wrong. That was not quite what happened with Gabe.

      They’d gone out to get something to eat at the carnival after their six o’clock live hit. They had time scheduled for a dinner break before they had to head to their next assignment, and Maggie couldn’t be that close to all of that fried food and not have some. Gabe, who treated his body like a temple, was dubious, but she’d dragged him along with her anyway.

      After a ride on the Tilt-A-Whirl, she’d downed two corn dogs and fresh crinkle cut fries with one of those lemonades with that candy stick in it, and Maggie made Gabe try the house of mirrors with her. They’d had the best time getting lost and retracing their steps.

      In the tight confines, she’d first noticed that he was picking up what she was laying down. After the third time she’d nearly walked into a glass wall and ruined her perfect nose, Gabe took over, swearing he knew the way out. Maggie was still in the lead, but he was close enough behind to steer her with hands on her hips. A little earthquake had rumbled deep inside her when she felt the grip of those big hands.

      She’d gone right to that tight grip, guiding her movements in much more interesting ways—bending her over in the back of the news van, or even bouncing her up and down on what she hoped was a very thick cock. Maggie hadn’t felt guilty about those thoughts. They were only that—thoughts—and it was Owen’s fault for planting ideas in her head anyway.

      Gabe had steered her right into a pane of glass. Her skeptical nature saved her because she was walking with her hands in front of her, but he’d still crashed into her from behind, pinning Maggie to the warm glass. For a moment, neither of them had moved. His grip had tightened on her hips, and he’d pressed her into the glass. Maggie was sure she’d felt him throb against her ass. She may have rubbed back against him, but Maggie was admitting nothing. Maybe they were only like that for a moment, but it had felt like a delicious eternity to her.

      Maggie had demanded that they stop for a funnel cake for the road on their way back to the van. Gabe rolled his eyes, but he relented. She appreciated that he let her get her way. That was the solid foundation for any good relationship—romantic or work.

      He’d shaken his head when she’d used a napkin as a bib, but she was not about to ruin her dress with powdered sugar before their eleven o’clock hit. And that was when it happened. As she’d licked the last of the fluffy white sugar from her fingers, she’d asked if she had any on her face. Gabe laughed and asked, “Are you kidding? You’re a mess. I swear, Maggie, you’re like a child.”

      “But in the best way, right?” she’d replied, wiping at her face before asking if she got it all.

      “Yeah, sure,” he’d answered, reaching across the front seats to brush powdered sugar from her cheek and the corner of her mouth.

      Maggie couldn’t help herself. She’d poked her tongue out and flicked it across his thumb. He’d smiled and swept it across her lips. She’d licked and kissed it. She couldn’t play innocent about that. She’d known exactly what she’d been doing. She’d even sucked the tip while flicking her tongue over it.

      And that was it. She’d followed his thumb when he withdrew it, moving across the gap between the front seats, and then they were kissing. Not just kissing. They’d started making out, hot and heavy, like horny teenagers in a parking lot at the end of a date. That was something Maggie knew very well from her younger days.

      Maggie told Owen all of it, swaying beside their bed while he teased her pussy and stared up at her like she’d just shared the secrets of the universe. His touch wasn’t the only thing pushing her to the brink. Recalling what she’d done with Gabe in the van made her throb. She could be ready for sex at the drop of a hat—she’d been more than ready in that van—but she couldn’t remember the last time she’d needed it so badly.

      Maggie needed to get fucked.

      “Jeez, Mags. That’s…incredible. I can’t believe…” Owen muttered, eyes unfocused like he was picturing it, too.

      “Is it… Are you…fuck, babe, your hands…mmm… Are we…mmm…good…”

      She felt more than good. She was having a full meltdown. But she couldn’t quite read her husband. He was obviously turned on, but was he okay?

      “Was it hot kissing him?” It came out as a groan. He sounded tortured and aroused.

      “Yesss…babe…I’m sorry, it was…”

      “Don’t apologize, Mags. That’s why you’re so damn wet, isn’t it? From him…”

      “Fuck, yesss… Babe… Fuck, you’re gonna make me come…”

      Owen slipped his fingers from her clit. He wanted to tease her, but Maggie was not in the mood. She grabbed the sheet and threw it aside. His boxer briefs barely contained his cock. She saw a wet spot where it struggled to break free. She stepped away from his hands long enough to wrestle those boxers down.

      Maggie was going to get what she needed. She’d denied herself in the van, but her husband was going to have to take care of her. She kicked off her shoes, pulled her thong to the side, and sank onto Owen’s cock.

      “Jesus Christ…fuck, Maggie…you’ve never been hotter…oh god…”

      She took his hands and put them on her tits. “He touched me, babe. We were kissing, and I let him touch me… His hands… Oh god, babe… It felt like they were everywhere…” His grip tightened on her tits when she confessed. That was what she wanted from him. “You love that he touched me… Another man touching your wife…”

      “Yeah…goddamn, yes… Fuck, Maggie… What else… What else did he do?”

      She rolled her hips, riding him harder, wondering if Owen truly wanted to hear more. Every confession was easier, but she still didn’t understand why he wasn’t filled with jealous rage.

      “Babe…mmm…you want to know if he fucked me…don’t you? Do you think you feel his cum inside me?”

      “Ohfuckohmygodohfuckohhhfuck…”

      Maggie smiled down at him, working her hips even harder. She knew that look. If she wanted to come before he did, she had to get moving.

      “Fuck…you feel good inside me, babe… Is this my second dick of the night?”

      “Fuck, Mags! Fucking tell me…” he growled, pinching her nipples so hard that she yelped.

      “Well…”
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      Owen was relieved that Maggie would be home from work earlier than usual. Since she was reporting from the Shore that day, she didn’t have a hit for the eleven o’clock news. She and Gabe were able to start their way home after their six o’clock report. However, she was much later than that.

      After tucking Skylar in bed, Owen moved about the house like an unsettled spirit. He wanted to wait for his wife in the bedroom, but when the hour got later, he moved to the living room. Then he was upstairs again because he didn’t want to appear too eager.

      He avoided going on the Reddit subs because he thought reading the comments about Maggie’s brief flashing incident would literally break his brain. He’d already barely restrained himself from jerking off about a dozen times.

      Maggie should have been home by ten, by his estimates, and when she wasn’t, he started texting. She ignored him, twisting the knife even deeper. Owen knew full well that he’d brought it all on himself by confessing his wild fantasy to his wife, but that didn’t make it any easier to get through. He still didn’t know what he wanted her to tell him when she got home—that she fucked Gabe, or that she didn’t.

      Owen was staring out the front window like a nervous puppy when he saw her headlights. She turned into the driveway and went up to the back of the house, where he couldn’t see her. He rushed back to the family room and arranged himself casually on their L-shaped sectional.

      “Oh, hey,” he said when she came in through the kitchen.

      Maggie stopped in the kitchen. Their house featured an open-plan great room at the back, and the kitchen flowed into the huge, high-ceilinged family room. “Is that how it is? Oh, hey?” She crossed her arms over her chest, with her bag slung over her shoulder. She’d changed into a station polo and jeans at some point.

      He thought she looked just as hot as she had in that dress. The polo clung to her chest, and those tight jeans were working for him. “What do you mean? Should I ignore that you just got home from work?”

      “Well,” she began, walking into the family room and dropping her bag. She came around to stand between the fireplace and the sectional and stopped with her hands on her hips. “It’s almost midnight, and you get up for work at two a.m. You’d have been in bed hours ago on any normal night, but you’ve been up to greet me after work every night this week. So, don’t oh, hey me. It’s okay to admit you want a report on my day.”

      “I saw your live hits.”

      “My day with Gabe.” She smiled and tapped her foot.

      Owen secretly loved that she was tough on him. It could be annoying, but he needed a wife who called him on his bullshit. Every man did. While he absorbed her mock annoyance, he looked for telltale signs that she’d fucked her photographer.

      He saw no marks on her exposed skin, but Maggie was smarter than that. She wouldn’t want to explain that her husband gave her a hickey—no one would believe it, anyway—and she certainly would never admit she got it from another man. She was glowing, but that could have been from too much sun. Her pale cheeks and the tip of her nose showed signs of a light sunburn.

      In his growing obsession, Owen had thought that she’d come home changed after being with someone else, but he just saw the same woman he’d fallen hopelessly in love with all those years ago. His disappointment that Maggie may have behaved herself felt so wrong.

      “Okay, did you?” he asked.

      Her smile widened. “Did I what?”

      “I can say it. Did you fuck him?”

      “What do you think, babe? Am I the kind of woman who’d let her photographer bend her over in the back of the news van like Gabe’s last partner?”

      The cat-and-mouse game was killing him. She was too good at it. Owen knew his wife well enough to know she’d done her research into the hotwife kink, and she must have read that the men into it loved marinating in the anticipation. But he hated to be teased. She knew that, too. He decided to take a big swing and see how she liked it when he played games back.

      “Yeah, I think you did. I think he’s been all over you since you gave him a taste. I see the way he shoots you. He wants it. If you like teasing him as much as you like teasing me, yeah, I think he pounded you today. Maybe you guys got a hotel room since you were near the beach.”

      “Wow,” she replied with wild exaggeration. “I had no idea you thought I was such a slut. You think I’ve been teasing Gabe? Is that what it was when I kissed him? A tease? Or…what did you call it…a taste? Am I a drug dealer now?”

      Owen swept his eyes over her tall, trim figure. “You’re addictive, and you know it, Mags.”

      “Does it get you hard thinking about me checking into one of those rundown motels on the way to the beach with Gabe?” She moved closer, standing over him. “Who do you think paid, babe? He should pay because he gets to fuck me, right? Or am I so desperate for a new dick that I whipped out my credit card?”

      Owen tried to stand, but she pushed him back onto the sectional. Maggie straddled him and ran her fingers through his hair. They were face-to-face, and her blue eyes burned brightly. He didn’t think she was playing. He was sure his wife had fucked another man.

      Maggie seemed to be searching his face for something, like she was wondering if he could handle the truth. She was having too much fun with this. The heat of her body against his made him dizzy. She ground into his lap and had to feel how hard he was. She smirked. “Why don’t you see if you can taste him in my mouth?”

      The kiss was so sudden that he barely had time to react. The idea that he was going to taste Gabe’s cum in his wife’s mouth was repugnant. That was not what he wanted out of sharing her. Her tongue was invasive. The kiss was all-consuming. She tightened her fingers in his hair and kissed him so hard that it felt like she was trying to climb in through his mouth. It felt like she would die if she didn’t kiss him that second.

      Owen didn’t taste Gabe. If anything, Maggie was minty fresh, like she’d finished an Altoid just before walking into the house. He didn’t taste another man’s cum on his wife’s tongue, but the mint and intensity only served to convince him that Maggie had absolutely fucked Gabe on their trip to the beach.

      Maggie pulled his bottom lip with her teeth when she eased back. Her narrow blue eyes were intense. “Well, what do you think, babe?”

      “You fucked him. Tell me what you did.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Owen stared at the text from his wife.

      Should we sneak under the boardwalk together? [image: face blowing a kiss]

      It wasn’t a suggestion for them. She was at the Shore with Gabe. The station had sent them down there to cover the amazing summer weather. Maggie had to go in early because of the longer drive and because they were shooting a few packages for upcoming broadcasts. That meant she had even more time alone with her hunky photographer.

      Maggie had asked Owen several times if he was sure he wanted this, and later, if he really wanted to know what happened. He’d answered both times without slowing down to think about it. By the time they’d gotten to the point of her asking, there was no other answer.

      Once she’d done it—whatever she’d done—of course, he had to know all the dirty details. Anything else would have made it pointless. Simply knowing she’d done something wasn’t enough.

      Did he really want Maggie to be with another man? That was a question he probably should have more seriously considered. Owen thought he had. The fantasy had been present for him for years, but that wasn’t the same as considering if he actually wanted her to do it. It was an abstraction for most of that time. He’d never seriously considered the consequences because there were no consequences in the fantasy.

      Owen didn’t worry about the most obvious repercussions because Maggie would never go out and fuck random guys. She wasn’t going to catch anything from Gabe, and she was on the Pill. But what if she liked him better? He wasn’t worried that she might enjoy sex with someone else—that was kind of the point—but what if Gabe fucked her silly? If he took her somewhere that Owen never had and never could? What if Gabe fucked Maggie so good that she decided she needed it? Owen didn’t want his wife to need another man. What if he wanted her to stop and she said no?

      No, he hadn’t thought about any of that. However, sitting at home alone on a Wednesday evening, while his wife was at the beach with her stud photographer, it was all he could think about.

      He’d almost called it off several times that day. Owen had even gone so far as to type out: I changed my mind. Cool it with Gabe. I don’t know if I’m ready for this. But he never hit send, and then he’d deleted it so he couldn’t accidentally send the message to his wife.

      It’s just cold feet, he told himself. Don’t be a pussy.

      Owen replied to her text: Do whatever feels right. You have complete freedom. Love you.

      Maggie’s response? I think you want the opposite. You want me to do things that are very wrong. [image: smiling face with horns]

      Owen watched Maggie’s live hits from the Shore closely, looking for clues, which made him feel ridiculous afterward. What did he expect? She wasn’t going to blink out. I fucked him in Morse code. She wasn’t going to tell the greater Kingston area that she’d fucked her photographer in the back of the news van.

      In the four o’clock hour, Gabe had Maggie perfectly framed in the afternoon sun, standing by the boardwalk railing. Her flowing, blue-and-white floral summer dress was sleeveless and had a V-neck, but it wasn’t immodest. It promised more than it showed.

      She kept raking her fingers through her short, blonde hair to keep it from blowing in her face, and even apologized for it to the anchors in the studio. She was her best, bubbly, sexy girl-next-door. This was the Maggie that everyone fell in love with.

      Maybe it was in his head, but Owen thought the photographer was shooting Maggie to make her as hot as possible. He swore he could see his wife through her partner’s eyes, and he was sure that Gabe wanted to fuck her—just like everyone else who laid eyes on her in that dress. Owen could only wonder if Gabe would achieve that goal tonight—or if he’d already done it in the news van.

      Maggie talked about how crowded it was on the boardwalk and down on the beach during the busiest vacation week of the summer, then cut to a taped package in which she spoke with boardwalk business owners, who were thrilled with their sales volume. Returning to the live shot, Maggie promised to show how she got her hands dirty at one of those boardwalk businesses, but first, at five, she was going to share some of the fun activities she’d found during the day.

      Owen was working on dinner for Skylar when Maggie texted just before five. The image had him racing back to the TV to make sure he didn’t miss her five o’clock hit. It was a selfie of her standing beside the news van with a wetsuit half on, showing a dark blue tank swimsuit beneath it. Both clung to her like second skins. He swore her smile was a challenge.

      Did Gabe watch her change? Did he help her out of that wetsuit?

      The dirty thoughts had him so hard that he almost ran upstairs to jerk off. He practically screamed at the anchors to get to Maggie’s set. He had to see his wife. They took their time, but they got there.

      Maggie was barefoot on the beach when they cut to her. Spent waves crashed, and the incoming water soaked her ankles and the bottom of her flowy dress. Kids mugged and danced behind her while she spoke. She’d wisely put her sunglasses up on her head to hold her hair back this time, but her blonde locks still whipped around. The wind was stronger near the surf.

      She laughed and talked to the kids behind her before throwing to a taped package of water sports she’d tried throughout the day.

      Her voice-over was lost to Owen because the images of his wife displaying her body on TV short-circuited his brain. She certainly wasn’t doing anything other female reporters covering the Shore hadn’t done, and she wasn’t indecently showing off her body at all, but he took the dirtiest possible interpretation of it because he was under the spell of his forbidden kink.

      In the first shot, Maggie was paddling around the bay in a kayak, wearing just that one-piece tank-style bathing suit. Gabe must have been standing on the dock while she worked the paddle because she was away from the camera. A life vest hid most of her body, but her long legs were on full display. Owen knew guys across Kingston were whipping out their dicks to spank it to his wife.

      Her next wet experience was learning to surf, and she was in the wetsuit for that. She showed almost no skin, but her body was still on display in the clingy neoprene. For Owen, she might as well have been naked on that beach. He actually reached down and adjusted his cock in his shorts.

      He had inside knowledge that his sporty wife had been a passable surfer back in her twenties, so he didn’t buy her act for the camera. Maggie was deliberately off-balance when she stepped on the surfboard on the sand. A hunky, much younger blond man held her by the waist to steady her. The camera cut to a couple of shots of Maggie wiping out in the surf before showing her riding a wave into shore with a loud whoop and her arms raised in victory.

      The last action shot was of Maggie going down the huge waterslide in the waterpark on the boardwalk. Gabe got her flying down and throwing up a huge plume of water. Maggie stood on unsteady feet in the narrow pool at the bottom in just her one-piece. That was daring for local news, but the wetsuit would have prevented her from sliding. The wind at the beach got her, and Owen was sure he saw her nipples pebbling in the navy blue fabric. She turned to the side as she laughed.

      Gabe followed with the camera, and they left in a profile shot just before the cutaway. An attentive viewer would have gotten a perfect view of how amazing her tits were in that swimsuit. Owen couldn’t help but feel Gabe was showing her off once again—like he owned her. Like he was already stepping into her husband’s space. He should have hated it, but instead, his heart raced.

      Maggie was still on the beach when they cut back to her live. The wind had kicked up even more, and the water was foaming around her calves now. She laughed and said that she’d better get in before she was totally soaked. The anchors told her to stay safe.

      Just before they cut back to the studio, a gust of wind caught her dress, pulling it back at the slit. She whooped and reached down to keep from completely flashing the viewers, but the pretty blue floral dress still flew up dangerously high, nearly showing everything. And in bending over, Maggie gave a very clear look right down her dress for about half a second before the director went back to the studio.

      Owen knew that Gabe didn’t control the weather, but that was twice in less than a week that the photographer had found a way to show off Maggie’s incredible body to the viewers at home. He may have gotten lucky with the wind at the beach, but he knew exactly what he was doing at the carnival. Owen almost believed that Gabe wanted everyone jerking off to Maggie just as much as he did.

      His hand was shaky on the remote when he turned the TV off. He felt sweaty, and his heart was racing. Owen felt like he was having a heart attack just from the way Gabe shot his wife for the news. He started having serious doubts that he’d be able to handle it if Maggie actually fucked her photographer. He was looking for his phone to text her when she texted him.

      
        
          
            
              
        Maggie

      

      
        OMG! Were you watching? How bad was it? Did I flash the entire city?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Owen

      

      
        It wasn’t that bad. They cut away really quickly. You’re fine.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Maggie

      

      
        The director sounded shocked in my ear. It’s not my fault, but I think she’s mad.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Owen

      

      
        I’m sure she understands that you can’t control the weather. You’re fine.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Maggie

      

      
        Gabe is laughing. I want to kick him. It was his idea to be in the water. I thought it was cute, but I was worried it was windy

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Owen

      

      
        Kick his ass.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Maggie

      

      
        I need to do something. My dress is all wet, too. I can’t wait until I can change

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Owen

      

      
        You had a lot of costume changes today.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Maggie

      

      
        I guess I did. Good thing I had someone to help me with my zipper [image: smiling face with horns]

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Owen

      

      
        Did he?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Maggie

      

      
        Did he what? I know what you’re really asking. [image: fire]

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Owen

      

      
        A second ago you wanted to kick his ass

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Maggie

      

      
        It’s a very nice ass

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Owen

      

      
        Did you?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Maggie

      

      
        Don’t worry. I’ll tell you all about my exciting day when I get home. But right now, I need to change into something dry. I’ll tell Gabe you said hi

      

      

      

      

      

      And that was it. Owen kept texting her, but Maggie didn’t reply. She was off with her photographer—doing whatever. And he was left there with blue balls and a growing feeling that he’d made a horrible mistake.
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      Maggie knew she was going to fuck Gabe when she went to work that morning. The knowledge had her tingling and smiling all day. She’d forgotten how intoxicating that kind of power felt back when she was dating.

      Guys were always eager for it. Sex would have happened on every first date if she’d allowed it. That power was always in her hands. Usually by the third date, she had made the decision and went out that night knowing if she was going to fuck her date that night. The guy was still hoping, and she enjoyed watching him try to win her over all night. But she already knew.

      And that was how Maggie felt when she got ready for work. The flirting had gotten hot and heavy since she’d made it clear she was open to some fun, but she hadn’t given Gabe the green light. The power was in her hands. Gabe didn’t know it yet, but he was going to get very lucky today.

      She chose the cutest dress she could get away with wearing on the air. Doing fun stories, like live hits from the beach, gave her more flexibility in what she could wear on the air. The blue-and-white dress looked more like she was going to a summer party than reporting the news.

      Gabe noticed as soon as she met him in the garage, where he was loading the van. He was cool enough that he didn’t drop the very expensive camera or let his jaw hit the floor, but he paused what he was doing to enjoy Maggie walking in with her bag slung over her shoulder. She put an extra swish into her hips for his entertainment.

      The drive to the beach was almost an hour and a half in the van, and they passed the time flirting. Looking back, Maggie realized that even the video she shot with him was flirty. Gabe was increasingly a co-star in her social media videos, and she leaned into it because her views went up when she worked her photographer into the videos. He had other thoughts on why her reels were doing so well.

      “Lean into that shot even more, Maggie. You might pick up another 10,000 likes,” he suggested.

      “What are you talking about?” she replied, laughing.

      “Don’t try to tell me you’re not very intentionally choosing those camera angles? Come on, I know the game. I’m not stupid. And I’m a guy.”

      “How dare you? I am not doing that, Gabe. I should call HR just for the accusation!” Her smile undermined her offense.

      “Yeah, I think your reels will be exhibits A, B, and C in my defense.”

      Maggie looked back at the video she just shot and realized that she hadn’t been paying enough attention, and she would have been flashing the lace of her navy blue bra to the world if she’d posted it. That was not intentional. Her online “fans” didn’t need any more encouragement.

      “Good luck with that,” she argued, despite what she saw in the video. “We’re firmly in the believe women stage of the world.”

      She leaned toward him, daring him to look down her dress, and although he was racing down the highway at 70 mph, Gabe couldn’t help himself and looked over. She smiled, but was unclear what her victory was.

      The truth was complicated. Maggie was not intentionally showing off her body in online reels to increase her followers, and therefore, increasing her bargaining power when her contract was up for renewal next year. However, she was not not aware of the way the dresses she chose fit her, and which angles flattered and which didn’t. And that was all she would concede.

      And that set the tone for the day. Maggie would have slept with him after that, even if she hadn’t already resolved to do it.

      Their first visit was to a kayak and jet ski rental shop right on the bay. Maggie worked her magic and had the owners eating out of her hand. She knew everyone loved her spunky girl-next-door energy, and she deployed it in her work all the time. It disarmed even the most dour interview subjects.

      In this case, her playfulness gave the package a fun pop. She only dialed back when the shop owner’s wife seemed to be getting annoyed by just how much he loved her energy.

      “What do you think for this? Wetsuit or no wetsuit?” she asked Gabe.

      “I don’t think the bay is that cold,” he replied. “And you’re not going in the water right now away. You could probably go in dressed if you were wearing pants, but you wanted to look cute.”

      “My takeaway is that you think I’m cute.” She stuck her tongue out at him.

      He laughed. “I heard you were a lot before I was assigned to you.”

      “A lot of what?”

      Gabe slid close to her by the rear of the van. One door was open, shielding them from view. He was so close that Maggie thought he was going to kiss. It’s his turn, she thought. She knew exactly what she was doing. I hope Owen really wants this. She remembered telling her husband about her first kiss with Gabe. He wanted it so badly he didn’t quite know what to do.

      “Do you really want me to answer that, Maggie?” Gabe’s hand landed lightly on her hip.

      “That depends on the answer.”

      His grip on her hip tightened, and he moved her closer. Their lips brushed. It was a terrible tease. Her breath caught.

      “Why do you think you can just kiss me whenever you want to? I’m a married woman.” It came out as a pouty whine.

      “Because you kissed me first. I don’t mind that you’re married if you don’t.”

      “Good point,” she agreed.

      Maggie gave him a real kiss—the kind of kiss that she knew would make him hard. She’d been giving boys that kind of kiss since she was a teenager. She pressed against him to feel its effectiveness. She’d been doing that since she was a teenager, too. Sometimes she wasn’t even that into the boy. She did it just because she wanted to feel what she could do to them.

      It worked like it always did. Maggie gave him a flick of her tongue and felt a rumble from deep in his chest. She pulled away before it got out of hand.

      “I need to change. They’re waiting on us.”

      “Tease,” he replied, smirking.

      “Sure about that?”

      Maggie pulled herself up into the van to change. She barely had enough room to maneuver, but she’d changed in the van many times and had it down to a science. Until she banged her elbow on the metal rack, cursed, and Gabe asked if she was okay. She looked over to find him looking through the gap where the back doors weren’t quite closed.

      Her dress was around her waist, and she was bent forward. Her bra struggled mightily to keep her breasts from spilling free. He was staring at her hanging tits, and his eyes slowly came up to meet hers. She slowly smiled.

      “Now that is an HR violation for sure, mister.”

      “If you’re going to change in plain sight…”

      “Am I, though?”

      Maggie held his eyes while she slid the dress over her hips and stepped out of it, daring him to keep watching her. She reached back and unhooked her bra. She let it slip until her pale nipples were almost exposed.

      “Okay, now you can turn around, dirty boy.”

      “Fuckin’ tease,” he replied before turning around and easing the door shut.

      Practicality won out over modesty. The only reason to go with the wetsuit was to show less skin on camera, but her tank-style one-piece was about as modest as a swimsuit could get. Gabe would be up on the dock when she was paddling around, so he wouldn’t have a close shot of her body anyway. But she did throw on shorts and a hoodie to walk back into the shop.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      They behaved themselves for the rest of their shift, but the heat between them only rose until they were steaming. Maggie was ready for it to boil over. Her text exchange with Owen only sealed it. He knew what was going to happen—he had to—and he didn’t tell her to stop.

      “How wet are you?” Gabe asked when they wrapped up their final live shot.

      Maggie was standing safely on dry sand, evaluating her saturation, when he asked. She didn’t think she’d been standing far enough out to get hit with that much of a wave when she was reporting, but she’d been following her photographer’s lead. He’d kept telling her to move this way or that so he could frame the perfect shot. She knew a setup when she smelled one.

      “Probably not as wet as you wanted. You can’t get the full effect of how see-through it becomes when it’s soaked. Sorry.”

      “I’m not responsible for the tides.”

      “But you’re the one who put me out there,” she replied, with a sly smile. “Don’t worry, I’m more concerned about the gust that nearly took my dress with it than the water.”

      “That was…”

      Maggie watched him try to decide whether to say unfortunate or awesome. Selfishly, she wanted him to go with the latter, as much as she hated that she’d nearly shown the entire greater Kingston area that she’d picked a white thong that morning.

      “I’m blonde, but I’m not dumb, Gabe. But don’t worry, I wouldn’t let it happen if I had a problem with it.”

      “Not sure what you’re talking about,” he mumbled.

      She just kept on smiling and let him deny it for the time being. Maggie was well aware of how Gabe shot her. She edited her pieces in the field, so she watched the footage more than anyone.

      He was shooting Maggie to best show off her assets—those long legs, how perfect she looked in a three-quarter silhouette, the way her golden hair looked when the light caught it just right. Gabe was teasing the viewers in the best way. They wouldn’t catch what he was doing, but they’d react to it.

      He’d shot his last partner, Nikki Burkett, the same way—like he was fucking her. It was no wonder that everyone figured out that she was blowing him in the news van. Maggie had to make sure Gabe didn’t get crazy with the way he shot her.

      Maggie was on board if he kept it subtle. She understood she only benefited from what he was doing. Her looks were part of her job. She got it. But she didn’t want to flaunt it. She never wanted it to look like she was trying too hard. Authenticity was a big part of her brand. Thinking about her brand made her want to gag. That wasn’t why she went into journalism.

      The van was parked in a tight lot behind the boardwalk block that held the surf shop. Maggie scrolled through her phone while Gabe stowed away their gear. He was bent over, leaning in through the back doors, and she thought, Wow, he really does have a great ass. He’s wearing the hell out of those jeans. She’d had the passing thought more than once, but that evening, with the sounds of the surf and the boardwalk as a subtle soundtrack in the background, she gave her sexy photographer the appreciation he deserved.

      Gabe was tall and broad, large in a way that made the news van feel cramped when she was inside it with him. He kept his black hair buzzed on the sides and slicked back. She’d looked at him more than once and thought that he should be Superman for Halloween every single year. Maggie might have paid to see her photographer in a tight Superman costume. She’d even throw on a black wig to be his Lois Lane.

      Watching him, she had a flutter in her stomach as she thought about having sex with him. Maggie wanted it. That wasn’t even a question. She wanted it before Owen even raised the possibility. She’d just resigned herself to enjoying him as eye candy and indulging in some dirty fantasies. But now that she was at the moment, she realized she had no idea how to make it happen.

      She knew how to seduce a man—or, at least, she used to. Getting a man in bed had always been a given once she decided that she wanted him. But it had been a very long time. She’d been with her husband for over a decade, and her skills were rusty.

      The obvious move was just to tell Gabe to fuck her. That had been the move on more than one drunken night back in her single days. Maggie liked to think she was more sophisticated now. She wanted something cute and sexy, like in the books she read. Being at the beach was the perfect setting, but she hadn’t cracked the how yet.

      Gabe finished stowing their equipment and smiled when he turned around. He had one of those easy, panty-dropping smiles. Maggie was ready to drop hers. The smile said he’d caught her looking. She thought he knew exactly what was on her mind.

      “I’m assuming you want to go back up to the boardwalk and get some junk food before we go,” he said.

      “Don’t say it in that tone,” she defensively replied. “I don’t believe that you’ve never had a moment of weakness. There must be some kind of junk food that you can’t refuse.”

      He straightened his spine, emphasizing the way the Channel 7 polo stretched over his chest and around his arms. The certainty that he was hiding a six-pack under that shirt made her core tighten.

      “Do I look like I’m throwing down crab fries or fried Oreos?”

      Maggie smirked. It was nice seeing that kind of vanity from a man. “Maybe you’re wearing man-Spanx.”

      Gabe laughed hard. “Don’t make me prove it to you, Maggie.”

      “Do what you need to do,” she replied, holding his gaze.

      Maggie felt like she was flushing everywhere, and it wasn’t the summer heat. For a long, tense moment, she thought he might actually whip off his shirt right there. And then she would have dragged him right into the back of the van.

      Gabe broke the standoff, asking, “So, what’s your poison tonight, Maggie?”

      “How about a more grown-up temptation this time? It’s your turn to pick.”

      9

      Maggie didn’t need a complicated seduction plan. When two attractive people get together and have a few drinks, nature often just takes its course. Most of the time, it seems like two hot people like them are destined to end up in bed together. At least, that was how it felt to Maggie, which caused more than a little consternation. She didn’t want to believe she belonged in bed with anyone but her husband.

      Rather than consuming greasy pizza and water ice on the boardwalk, Gabe took her to one of his favorite spots on the bay. The little restaurant was the polar opposite of the tourist traps that attracted loud families and overwhelmed the senses.  Maggie was serenaded by the gentle lapping of the bay against the dock and live jazz while she and Gabe sat in the light breeze off the water, eating crab legs and drinking wine.

      Well, Maggie had most of the wine. Gabe had to drive the news van back to the city and limited himself to a single glass.

      “Are you trying to get me drunk?” she giggled during dinner.

      Gabe smiled. “I bet you’re fun when you have a few in you.”

      “You have no idea,” she replied, thinking she’d love to let him put more than a few in her.

      During dinner, the station texted that they were having trouble with one of Maggie’s packages and asked her to retransmit it. She hopped into the back of the van to send it from the editing console. Gabe leaned in the side door behind her while she worked. When she turned in the captain’s chair, he was right there. She was startled to find him so close.

      “Taken care of?” he asked.

      “The upload is.”

      “Then they’re done with us for the night?”

      “Unless something else pops up.”

      “That’s been happening all day,” he replied, laying his hands on her thighs. His right slid into the high slit on her dress and was warm on her leg.

      “Really? Then I guess it’s a good thing I know how to handle it when things just keep coming at me.” Her pulse was racing.

      “That’s why I wanted to work with you, Maggie. I can tell you know how to stay on top of things.”

      Gabe slid his hand high up the inside of her dress, where he didn’t encounter fabric until he reached the waist of her thong. His other hand tugged until her dress fell open at the slit, leaving Maggie exposed nearly to her lap. He moved closer and applied gentle pressure. Her thighs relaxed and slowly parted.

      “It’s my favorite position.”

      She smiled slyly and ran her fingers through his thick, black hair. Even in the shadows, it was easy to get lost in his deep sapphire eyes. She felt silly for worrying so much about how to seduce him, but silly was the least of the things she was feeling.

      “I don’t mind a woman who takes charge, as long as she doesn’t always need to be in control.”

      Maggie wondered what her husband would say to that. She did like to take charge.

      Instead of trying to come up with another cute reply, she pulled Gabe’s lips to hers. She didn’t start slow, like she had outside of the carnival, because she wasn’t teasing him this time. She knew they weren’t going to stop. They hungrily kissed in the parking lot outside of the restaurant, with Gabe half inside the news van, and she’d had enough wine that she didn’t even care if anyone saw them.

      She offered token resistance when he pressed her thighs apart, but his large, warm hands were too much of a temptation. She wanted to feel those hands all over her. He pressed his fingers to the soaked patch of silk he found and smiled between kisses.

      “I hope you don’t plan on playing hard to get anymore.”

      He rubbed Maggie in a tight circle that turned her into jelly. She wasn’t even sure he was that good, but just having a different man touch her for the first time in years made her heart race in a way that she was a little ashamed of. At least, she restrained herself from humping his hand.

      “I don’t think I’ve been playing hard to get,” she half-moaned, half-laughed.

      But he did get her panting with little effort, and she quietly moaned with her forehead resting against his. She gripped his wrist and tried to pull his hand away. When he resisted, she dug her nails in, and he stopped—but his hand still rested on her overheated thigh.

      “Thought you weren’t playing hard to get, Maggie.” He smiled and kissed her. She playfully bit his bottom lip, and he yelped. “Hey!”

      “Oh, I’m not, but we’re not doing this here. You can fuck me, but you’ve got to find a proper bed to do it in first.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      And that was how they ended up in one of those old-school, motor-court-style motels on Rt. 9, right off the barrier island. It was exactly the kind of no-tell motel that people went to for their trysts. The kind that looked like it charged by the hour.

      The room was cleaner than she expected, but it didn’t really cater to adulterers, but to vacationers on a budget. It was simple: a tiny table with two chairs, a dresser, the sink outside the bathroom proper, and a standard-sized bed covered with an ugly floral-print duvet. The duvet was on the floor as quickly as Maggie could tear it off.

      She was on the bed instead, on top of Gabe, slowly rolling her hips and enjoying the look of awe that brought to his face.

      “Jesus, Maggie… You fuck like…”

      “Careful what you say… You want this to continue…” she replied with a giggle, playfully slapping him. But the moan that followed when she clenched around betrayed that she wasn’t in complete control.

      “Fuuuuck…”

      “This…was…worth the wait…”

      “Yeah…uhnn…it was…” he agreed.

      Gabe took hold of her hips and started thrusting up off the cheap, hard mattress. She shifted her weight back, sitting straight up on his cock, but the photographer was stronger than he looked—which was pretty damned strong—and still bounced her up and down on him.

      “Yeah…mmm…fuck…yeah…oh fuck…Gabe…”

      “Needed a good fucking…didn’t you?”

      “Yeah…mmm…yeah…fuck me, babe…just…like…that…”

      Maggie fell forward, bracing her hands on his broad shoulders, giving her more power to fuck him back. She worked her hips like a master twerker, pounding her pussy down onto his cock just as hard as he thrust into her.

      “Mag…oh god…you…fuck like a demon…we should have…been doing this…”

      “Shut…up…and fuck me…harder…”

      “Fuuuck…”

      That had been her message since they’d checked into that room. She didn’t want him to mess with foreplay because she was soaked, and he didn’t need it because he was hard the second her dress hit the floor. He stared at her tits in that bra like she couldn’t get it off fast enough. And the look he gave her when she stood naked in front of him was the reason she’d shoved him onto his back with the intention of being the best fuck of his life. The way he looked at her was the reason she agreed to fuck another man for her husband.

      Gabe grabbed her hanging, swaying breasts, gently tugging and rolling her nipples. She tried to hold it together and not come too quickly. She didn’t want to seem desperate, but he was so thick, the stretch was pushing her to her apex whether she fought it or not. Maggie wasn’t prepared for her photographer to feel so good inside her. It would be too easy to make this a habit.

      “Mmmm…fuck…fuck…yeah…harder…don’t…stop…Fuck!”

      Maggie came so hard it felt like she was going to burn up all at once. The pleasure seared through her with a dangerous intensity. She froze on top of him, trembling, and he took over. Gabe began slamming his hips back up into her again, but he only lasted another few moments.

      “Maggie…I…” he tried to warn her.

      They’d been in such a rush to get to it that neither one of them had brought up condoms. Maggie hadn’t come prepared. It wasn’t like fucking other men was a thing she did. Last time she was single, the man brought the protection. So, Gabe was inside her bare, his cock hot and thick inside her, and then he was pulsing a thick load deep inside her. She clenched on him hard when she felt it, her body doing what came naturally. She didn’t even think about jumping off him because feeling his release triggered hers to keep going and going.

      “Mmm…Gabe…fuck…we…shouldn’t…”

      They stayed still, Gabe spilling inside her, and Maggie milking every drop from him. When he’d completely emptied his balls inside her, she leaned in and kissed him, slow and deep. It was the kind of kiss that was intended to start it all up again.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “Can you…mmm…feel it, babe… Feel what he…fuck…did to me…”

      God help him, Owen was sure he could. He was still processing the insane story his wife had just shared—the one where she ended up in some dive motel with her photographer and rode the guy, just like she was riding him now—but he was sure he felt it. Owen was positive he felt how Gabe stretched his wife out. He knew he could feel the other man’s cum in her pussy.

      “Goddamn it…Mags…I can’t believe…you fucked him…”

      Maggie laughed and clenched around him. Owen felt dizzy. The roll of her hips while he was inside her well-used pussy was almost enough to make him come in a second, and if she kept that up, he had no chance of lasting at all.

      “I did…exactly what you wanted…and I loved every…fuck…ing…second of it…”

      “Mags…I…I…”

      “Tell me, babe… Tell me you wanted me to fuck Gabe… Prove how fucking hot your wife is…”

      “Yesss…goddamn it…yes…”

      Owen tightened his fingers in her blonde hair and attacked her mouth with his tongue, while she sped up riding him in the middle of their bed. She hadn’t even stripped. She’d just climbed on top of him and slid onto his achingly hard cock—which was when he’d discovered she came home with no panties.

      When she pushed off his chest to sit back up on his shaft, he peeled the dress from her shoulders. Maggie was braless, too. He’d suspected it. His wife had crawled out of another man’s bed and didn’t even bother to put her underwear back on. Her pale breasts bore the red marks where Gabe must have roughly handled her. Owen touched her in those places, too, like he had to feel them to believe she’d really done it.

      “Are you…gonna…come…babe… Fill me up…just like Gabe…”

      “Mags…I can’t believe… He really came in you?”

      “Twice…two times, babe… So strange…felt so…fucking good…”

      Owen’s mind reeled. Not only did Maggie let another man finish inside her, but now she was telling him how much she loved it. He wasn’t prepared for that part of it. They’d never even discussed protection. He’d been so turned on by the thought that she might do it that he never slowed down for the practical considerations. Apparently, neither did she—which was not like her at all. She was on top of every detail in every aspect of her life. Owen could only conclude that Maggie wanted Gabe to blow his load in her pussy. And that was a serious mind fuck.

      “Two…damn…times… Fuck, Mags…”

      “I…slid off him…sucked his dick…until…mmm, babe…I’m… Fuck…fuck… Oh fuck, babe!”

      He was dying to know what else she did with her photographer, but he was willing to wait if the interruption was her orgasm. Maggie went still on top of him—all except for her sheath rippling around his shaft. She locked around him when the biggest swell of pleasure swept through her.

      Owen took advantage of the moment and turned his wife onto her back. He was only out of her for a moment, but it was enough to ease the pressure and give him a chance to fuck the rest of the story out of her before he lost it.

      “You…sucked…his…cock…” he growled, each word punctuated with a deep thrust.

      “Yeah… Fuck yeah… I did, babe… I wanted him again… Needed him hard…”

      “You…wanted…to suck his dick…”

      “Mmm…babe… I tasted…us… My pussy…his cum…on him… Oh fuck… Oh god… Harder, babe…please…”

      That easily, Maggie was coming again. She got that way sometimes—once she was rolling, she couldn’t stop coming. Owen wondered how many times she came for Gabe. He imagined the photographer’s thick cock made his wife come more times than Owen could. It was a dark thought.

      Maggie locked her legs around his waist and dug her nails into his shoulders. She was done messing around. She spurred him to thrust harder and faster, and Owen knew he was done. He resigned himself to it and decided it was okay that he’d get the rest of her story later.

      Owen wanted to prove he could give it to her as good as Gabe had, but he was done. His head was swimming with images of the photographer trying to pound Maggie through that cheap motel mattress—and her begging for more—and he just lost it. She made a little surprised sound when he buried it deep in her and unloaded, which made him sure that he’d come too fast.

      Afterward, he stayed on top of her, unable to even move, until she shoved him, forcing him to roll off to the side. She fanned herself with one hand and clasped his with the other.

      “Sorry, babe, but you were crushing me,” she said, still breathless.

      I wonder if she shoved him off, he wondered. “It’s okay. I was done anyway.”

      “If you want to go again, I can get down there and help you out the way I helped Gabe…”

      Maggie reached for his slick, spent cock, but Owen moved her hand away. He knew he wasn’t going to get it up again, no matter how hard she sucked him. He wasn’t just physically spent. The whole experience had just left him wrung out.

      “It’s okay, Mags. I’m good, really, and you’ve had quite the night.”

      “Are you mad?” She made a face.

      “No, of course not. How could I be mad? I wanted you to do this. I’m not that much of a dick, am I?”

      “Babe, never. I’m just saying, a lot happened, I’d understand if you had feelings about it.”

      Owen laughed, but it was mirthless. “I have a lot of feelings. It’s… I guess it’s silly to think you know exactly how you’re going to feel after your wife…”

      “Fucks someone else?”

      “Yeah, but it’s good, Mags. I swear it. I’ve got a lot of feelings to sort through, but I’m not mad at you, or worried.”

      “Are you sure? If you’re upset about something, I want to know. We didn’t discuss where he’d finish.”

      “Yeah, we probably should have thought about it, but we’ll figure that out before next time…”

      He was so preoccupied by his wife being filled with Gabe’s cum—twice—that the words slipped out. Owen had no idea if he meant them or not. Things turned awkward very quickly.

      “Next time? You want me to…”

      “Do you want to?”

      “I asked you first.”

      “I guess he had an ongoing thing with Bianca, right? He probably expects this wasn’t a one-time thing.”

      “Bianca wasn’t married, babe. And that’s not the way we left things. I don’t think he’s expecting road head next time we’re in the van together.”

      Owen immediately pictured it, Maggie, on her knees in the van, wearing one of her on-air dresses, her mouth full of Gabe’s cock. It was way too easy to picture, and as much as her behavior in that motel room ate away at him, Owen didn’t want her to stop. He wanted his wife to come home to him full of another man’s cum again. And again.

      “You can if you want to, Mags. I’m just throwing it out there.”

      “Wow, babe, that’s awfully generous of you.”

      Even through her sarcasm, he saw her eyes light up. Maggie didn’t want to hurt his feelings by seeming eager for it, but she wanted Gabe. They were on the same page.

      “I want you to. Okay? If it’s something you want, I want you to fuck him—whenever you want.”

      Maggie looked surprised at that. “Whenever I want? Like a blank check?”

      “Yeah. Listen. I know I’m a little mixed up right now, because this thing is hitting me harder than I thought it would, but goddamn, Mags, knowing what you did, that you let go enough to let him finish inside you and then go back for more… And then to get to have you right after…reclaim you… It’s the hottest thing that’s ever happened, Mags.”

      Maggie laughed, and it drained the tension from the bedroom. “I’m glad you think so, and since we’re being totally honest, I’d love to fuck Gabe again.” She picked up her phone.

      “What are you doing?”

      “I’m texting him and telling him to drink plenty of fluids for tomorrow.”

      “Jesus, Mags.”

      Owen wasn’t really upset, but he knew he’d created a monster. Maggie was going to get her fill of Gabe every chance she got. He just hoped he could hang on for the ride.
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        Unveil your deepest fantasies with Best Hotwife Erotica, an anthology series that curates the most tantalizing tales from the bestselling masters of hotwife and cuckold erotica. Crafted by seven of the genre's finest and most celebrated authors, this series explores the exhilarating and provocative world of adventurous couples, insatiable wives, and the spellbound husbands who adore them.

      

        

      
        Each story in this series delves deep into the raw, magnetic pull of forbidden desires and the intoxicating freedom of sexual exploration. From the innocent beginnings of newfound openness, to the intense, to the intense encounters of seasoned partners, these narratives promise to ignite your imagination and stir your deepest cravings.
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        The open road promised freedom. It delivered danger.

        Tom and Megan Henderson walked away from everything—the careers, the mortgage, the grind—and never looked back. Now they're living on their own terms, chasing sunsets and racking up online followers from Coast to Coast. Life is good. Life is free.

        Then they met Bobby and Alicia.

        One campfire. One reckless night. What felt like a once-in-a-lifetime adventure becomes an obsession. Somehow, Bobby and Alicia keep showing up. Same campgrounds. Same rest stops. Always smiling. Always waiting. Tom wants out. Megan loves the danger. And the their new friends? They aren’t letting go without a fight.

        What began as a thrilling escape is closing in fast. There's nowhere to run when someone knows every road you travel. No one to call when the threat is a campfire away. And no way to know how far two strangers will go to keep what they've decided belongs to them.

        The Hendersons are about to find out that the most dangerous place in America isn't always a dark alley or a bad neighborhood.

        Sometimes, it’s a peaceful campground after dark.

        They thought that night was a detour. It became a dead end.
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