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preface


 


A couple things about writers. We love to navel
gaze about our stuff, and we love to talk about writing with other writers.
I’ve had the pleasure of having those talks with the other four writers in this
collection—four writers whose talent I deep respect and admire. We talk about
writing in general, writing erotica specifically, but our conversations always
come back around this Hotwife subgenre we find ourselves frequently writing in.
As you can expect, five different writers have wildly different takes on what
exactly makes the best kind of “Hotwife story”, but we do agree it’s not some
rigid, rote definition.


For the uninitiated, the Hotwife sexual fetish is
widely regarded as a married (or attached) man who gets off on his wife (or
girlfriend) sleeping with other men, while he stays faithful. You may be
thinking, Hey, that sounds a lot like cuckold porn. People who engage in
Hotwife behavior would bristle at that. To them, cuckolds revel in the
humiliation of the behavior, hotwife husbands swear they do not. But that’s a
fairly strict, dictionary type definition of Hotwife. We all know real life is
much messier. 


Sexual fetishes and behaviors are amazingly fluid.
We’re all over the place. If you’re a swinging couple who occasionally invites
a single man into the bedroom, are you Hotwife on those occasions? What if you
really get off on your wife sleeping with other men, but you sometimes indulge
with other women? These definitions get tricky when writing about married
couples engaging in bad behavior because sometimes readers aren’t happy when
they don’t get what they expected. So let me give you guys a heads up. 


To us, Hotwife erotica is simply about married or
attached women indulging themselves, while their husbands revel in being
married to these sexual goddesses. Sometimes the husband springs it on the
wife—sometimes she brings her need to act out to her husband. Sometimes it just
happens, and the couple doesn’t fully realize what they’re doing until they are
in over their heads, which can be fun and dangerous. Sometimes those husbands
couldn’t be more thrilled, and sometimes they are going to be heavily
conflicted. And yes, sometimes those husband are going to get lucky too. We
just writing about “normal” couples having dirty, forbidden fun. 


For this third collection I’ve chosen the theme of
Caught!. You’ll see we five very different authors went five very
different ways in interpreting the idea of a person or a couple being caught. I
had a blast reading my friends’ stories, and I hope you will too.


 


Kirsten McCurran


March 2017  











catching effy


by arnica butler


 


I’ve had too much to drink, and I can feel what a
bad idea it has been as I slide on the black pleather booth to face John again.
My brain is rolling around in my head like molten lava. Bad. For one thing, I’m
trying to think; and for another, I’m 38 years old and my hangovers start
before I get buzzed. 


Oh well. 


John’s eyes are still on my wife as she swishes
away in her crisp, efficient steps, her small and well-turned ass moving under
an immaculate (and knowing Effy, tailored) black pencil skirt. I stare at his
eyes, so that when he snaps them away from Effy’s butt, he’ll see me staring
right at him. 


And then I’ll know. 


John looks startled when he meets my eyes, but
it’s a “caught-looking-at-your-wife” kind of startled. 


Not the other kind. 


At least, not definitively. 


And I’m after “definitive.”


“So,” I say, and I try to sound casual but I can
hear the menace in my own voice. I’m actually tingling with excitement; it’s
running in currents all over my skin. “Did I hear you right? You’re skipping
the retreat this year?” 


I’m assessing John in a new light as I talk. I
hadn’t noticed, because up until now I hadn’t really been paying attention, but
John’s a pretty good-looking guy. He has dark hair, a whole mop of it, and
unlike most guys his age, his stomach is flat and he has an athletic bounce to
his step. His face has this beat-up look to it, like he’s polished himself for
his middle-management job but underneath it he’s a brawler. 


I can see Effy getting into that. 


He looks at me, and that’s when I see it: a
flicker of guilt. He clears his throat, and then he’s stumbling all over the
place while he talks. “I, uh... yeah. It’s just... bad timing.”


“Yeah?” I press. I wait a beat. I think about what
Effy’s wearing tonight, and everything starts to fall into place. She’s wearing
a black skirt, and it’s tailored - because one thing that the slightly uptight,
British, ultimately very classist Effy would never do is walk around in
off-the-rack clothing no matter what kind of dirty little affairs she might get
up to. So that was nothing new. And there was nothing especially new about the
length of the skirt: just above the knee, just enough of a taste of her
straight, slender legs to make you wonder if the top half looked like the
bottom half, and if so, why the hell she wasn’t baring more of them. Just
enough to make you imagine sliding your hand right up under her skirt and
feeling it out for yourself. 


But the shirt gives her away. The shirt is new,
and instead of some slightly-loose silk blouse that buttoned squarely between
the swell of her breasts and her throat, this shirt is tight, and the collar
swings low – from shoulder-to-shoulder in fact, baring a whole swath of Effy’s
milky English-rose skin.


It is also striped. And colorful. 


It has all the markings of a suggestion from
another man, not Effy’s own tastes, which are neutral, expensive, and
consummately professional.  


Tick-tock, I think. 


The time is ticking away. 


I decide to be bold. 


“That’s a nice necklace Effy is wearing,” I say. 


John has a beer to his lips, and a ripple of his
exhaled breath spreads out on the surface of it. Small. But noticeable. At
least to me, because I notice these things. 


You notice these things when you’re looking for
the man your wife is having an affair with. 


And that’s what I’m doing. 


John looks at me over the beer, and then drops his
eyes. He takes a swig of it, clumsily gulping too much (a real tell-tale sign,
if I ever saw one, given that John is such a fucking athlete, he plays fucking
rugby, which is just one more strike against him. Who the fuck do you know,
after all, who is a goddamn American and plays rugby? Except maybe men fucking
your British wife?), and sets it down. 


“I uh... what?”


I eye him with what I hope is a terrifying
expression. 


I hope I look a little crazy. 


“Her necklace,” I repeat, watching his face for
any little giveaway flicker of guilt. 


I’m disappointed. John’s face is a mess. He looks
confused and then he looks at his beer, and just when my investigation is off
to a conclusion, Effy is standing there next to me. She clicked and clacked
away in her heels, but, as is Effy’s style, she managed to walk back here
without making a sound. 


She looks down at me. “You’re pissed,” she says.
“In the proper sense of the word.” She waves at me with her hand and I scoot
over so she can sit down next to me. 


Like a hawk, I eye the exchange between her and
John. She’s not being very subtle, is she? I see her mouth turn up a little at
one corner. 


I’m about to mention the necklace, about to lay it
all out on the table, call her hand – like I said, I’m pretty drunk, and I’m
not wearing my thinking cap – when Effy sighs. 


She reaches across the table, and her fingers are
going for John’s drink. I can see it, he can see it (and he looks horrified),
and then they suddenly drop out of the air, like a drone with no juice left. Plop.



Effy plays it cool. She wasn’t just about to
casually reach over there and take John’s glass, have a sip from it, the way a
woman who saw John all the time – or fucked John all the time – would do. Not
Effy. She has her hand in her hair in a second and she’s leaning on her palm as
though she meant, all along, to turn to me and smile while leaning on her
slender wrist.


Her hand disappears into her shiny,
shoulder-length hair. Her hair is oak-colored and it would be easy to even go
so far as to call it plain. 


The plain color of her hair, however, is made up
for by the fact that her eyes are navy blue, often mistaken for brown until
someone looks closely. These eyes are set in a milky complexion, amid an
arrangement of features that are individually “pretty.” No big, overflowing
lips, or doe eyes, or unusual nose – nothing that particularly stands out. No
perky asymmetry. Just pretty features all together, all aligned, like her
wardrobe and her wit, in a sort of uptight, no-nonsense way. 


But Effy is a great beauty. She looks like an ad
for complexion cream. She’s the face you imagine when someone says the phrase
“English rose.” She has a natural pink flush on her flawless cheekbones
tonight, and the dark blue of her eyes is glittering. 


“I’ve got to go,” she says abruptly, after smiling
at me rather demonically for a moment. “But you are not driving
anywhere.” She reached into my breast pocket quickly and has the keys to the car
in her hand before I can open my mouth.


She’s right, of course. I’m toast. 


I shake my head. Oh, Effy. She has it all planned
out. We’ve taken separate cars, we’ve just “run into” John, she’s going to work
at the office, and I’m going home in a cab. Alone. 


I turn my gaze from Effy’s smiling face to John. I
beam. “John,” I boom. “You’re not lookin’ too bad. You wanna give me a ride
home?” 


John looks stunned. He’s about to respond, when
Effy puts her hand on my arm. “Don’t be ridiculous,” she says. “John lives in
Breckridge.” 


If the city were a globe, Breckridge would be
China, and we lived in America. Fair enough. 


“Maybe I’ll just go to the office with you. Sleep
on the couch.” 


“You’ll sleep on a bench, because you’re not
allowed on my floor,” Effy quips.


“You have it all covered,” I slur. I remind myself
to keep it together. 


Effy rolls her eyes and takes out her phone.
“Uber? Or cab?” 


I pause for a moment to think about this. I have
never asked an Uber driver to follow another car, which is my plan for the
moment (I will realize only later that it makes no sense). 


“Cab,” I say, though I’ve never asked a cabbie to
do that, either. Something about the fact that I’ve seen it in movies is
reassuring to me. 


Effy is smiling as she swipes away at her phone.
“You have any particular preference, Endeavor Morse?” she says.


“You know,” I proclaim loudly, drunkenly. “You’ve
been here for like twenty years. Why don’t you watch an American TV show once
in a while so I know what the hell you’re talking about?” 


“Yellow Cab?” Effy says politely, smiling up at me
from the screen. 


The good news about all of this is that John is
looking really uncomfortable. 


I nod, and then I have a great idea. I wave at a
passing waitress. “Hey can I get another drink?” 


She looks like she’s deciding if she’ll serve me
or not, but I take it that because Effy gives her the go-ahead she decides to
do it. I lean over to peek at Effy’s screen, but whatever she’s doing, it’s
swiped away by her calm fingers as though nothing out of the ordinary is
happening.


“I’m going to sit here and have another drink,
then,” I say. 


“Your cab will be here in ten minutes, so make it
snappy.” Effy rises to her full, very tall height of 5’9”, taken to six feet by
her heels. “I’m off, then.” 


She leans down and kisses me on the cheek.
“Behave.” 


She clicks away. 


I watch her, and let myself indulge in the
perverse pleasure of seeing all the male heads at the bar turn slightly as she
passes them, before I set my sights back on John. 


“You’ll stay and have a round with me, right?” 


John presses his lips together. I wait, my whole
body almost shaking with preemptive satisfaction, as he tries desperately to
hold himself back. Or make an excuse. 


He holds up his phone. It seems to me that he’s
hiding it very carefully from my view. I wonder if Effy has texted him. I
wonder if he put her name in as “Effy” or “Elizabeth,” or if they are sneakier
than that. I wonder, if I looked at the screen right now, if I would see a
message from her.


[Effy] meet me at the hotel


It is then that I realize that the plan I have
been concocting in my mind, of following Effy or John to the place where they
meet, is utterly unfeasible. I’m not leaving at the same time as John or Effy. 


I’m such a fucking idiot. 


I wonder where Effy does meet her lover – and even
if I’m wrong, and it isn’t John, she most certainly has one. Does she go to
hotels? Or does she go to John’s place? 


I go down a rabbit hole, thinking about whether or
not Effy has had the time or the opportunity to be so bold as to have people
over at our place. 


John is looking uncomfortable. 


“You looking forward to the retreat?” I say.


This year's company retreat has been extended to a
lot of junior investigators, so John will be able to go. It's a really great
deal at a ranch in Montana owned by the company. 


John presses his lips together again. “I, uh...
yeah, I think I'm staying back. I have this really wild file...”


I'm bored. I'm also, frankly, a little
disappointed. I have been looking forward to seeing how Effy kept her lover
hidden in such close quarters.  


John finishes his beer and takes advantage of the
moment to say: “Man, I gotta be at work early tomorrow.” 


If I were less drunk, I’d have the smarts to tell
him tomorrow is Saturday, but I think of it only after he’s gone. 


The waitress brings me my drink, a whiskey soda,
and I slam it while I consider my options. John stops to let some ladies walk
past him, and starts to chat with a man at the bar, so he’s a little slower
getting out of the building than Effy was. 


I could still follow him. 


If I could find a cab.


I stand up and rush to the door. I’m rude, I push
those same people John let by out of my way as I charge forward. 


When I get outside, there’s the slam of silence
and stupidity in my face. A light rain is falling, so light it’s like a mist.
It has a very temporary clarifying effect on me, like spraying a cat with water
might. You, the rain says, are an idiot. 


But I’m too drunk, too paranoid, too obsessed, for
it to last. I look from side to side in the small parking lot in front of The
Yellow Parrot. John is nowhere to be seen. I walk to the end of the
building and peer around the corner – and I do this with my hands in my
pockets, leaning back toward the wall, like I stepped out of a fucking cartoon.



There he is, headed down the street. His car winks
at him, a gleaming black fancy Accord, like I didn’t see that coming, all shiny
and black like his hair. It’s his weekday car, I know he has a mangy old Range
Rover that he drives around in the desert on the weekends. 


“What a twat,” I say, and a couple giggling their
way past me raise their eyebrows collectively. 


And then, like magic, here comes my cab. Five
minutes early, scrubbed clean, and driven by a dark-skinned man, probably
Somali, who looks like he could drive you out of the last days of Saigon. “You
are Jag, sir?” He has a curious mix of indifference and impatience in his
voice.


I drop into the cab, and at that moment I realize
that I left my trench coat in the bar. I slap my pocket, relieved to find my
wallet there, and look through the windshield to John’s car, the wheels turning
on the pavement, ready to pull into traffic. We have a blessedly good view of
John’s car.


“You ever follow a car, man?” I say to the driver.



He’s sorting some things out in the well between
the seats, and he looks up where I’m looking and gives the whole scene a shrug.



“It’s that Honda Accord up there.” 


The meter is on and he throws the car into drive.
His eyes look in the mirror. “Follow the black car,” he says. “You gotta
pay me even if we lose him, sir.” 


John’s car is pulling into traffic. The driver
eases out behind him, and it’s all clicking into place, like the universe
itself wants me to catch Effy tonight. “Yeah, man, sure, whatever.” I look in
my wallet, and pull out a hundred.


I’ll give you one piece of advice, in the event
you ever have to try and prove your wife is having an affair, and it’s this:
carry cash. 


The driver’s eyes take in the bill, and then he is
focused like a laser on the road. I hold on to the back of the seat and stare
out the windshield, my heart pounding in my chest. 


Tonight, I think, is the night.


 







~~~


 


It’s clear to me once we pass Riverdale Parkway
and head north on the interstate that we’re headed to Breckridge. As the city
falls away and the bland suburban tracts spread out around us, I sober up a
little and start to lose interest in the chase. I lean back in the seat and
stare emptily out the window. I’m less convinced it’s John now, though I can’t
say why. I just don’t picture Effy out here, driving so long through the strip
malls and the industrial parks to Breckridge, eating at an Applebee’s or
something.  


I should have gone to the office, kept my eyes on
the real target: my wife. 


It’s what I’ll do after we follow John, because I
have too much pride to tell the cabbie to turn around now. 


“Where you from?” I say to him. 


He gives me a look in the mirror. “I’m from
Dakar,” he says. 


If I were sober, I'd know where that is, but at
the moment I don't and there's not much to say. So I nod. 


If the cabbie wants to know why I'm following this
car, he doesn't let on. His eyes are keen and relaxed at the same time. I don't
know exactly where Dakar is but I do know it's one of those places where you
probably are best off shutting the hell up.


I see John's car gliding off the interstate,
headed to his house. I know I should probably follow him all the way, since
I've come so far, but the task suddenly irritates me. My mood turns sour.


Turns out John lives like twenty seconds from the
exit, in one of those clusters of houses behind a sound barrier. He pulls into
his driveway, and I make a quick sweep of the street while I sink down to hide
myself in case he looks into the cab. The cabbie drives on by like he does this
business all the time. “You want me to go once around the blog?” he says, quiet
and calm. Jesus, what a guy. I'm definitely going to tip this James-Bond-guy. 


“Nah,” I say. “Keep going. We have to head back
downtown.” 


The cabbie doesn't even shrug, he just keeps on
going. He doesn't care what I'm doing, and I guess I like that about him.
There's a part of me that wants to spill my guts, though. A part of me, the
whole silent way back downtown, that wouldn't mind just confessing all my deep,
dark secrets. 


I direct him to the office building, twenty floors
of a 34-story architectural nightmare, one of those quickly-built buildings
that makes the city look like it got a coat of Dubai stuck to it, and my
request is met with the same indifference. 


If it's not John, I think, then who is it? I'm
running out of time here, running out of options. 


I decide to get out of the cab, no matter what I
find at the office. I have him stop at the corner, a block away, and give him a
big tip, which he takes with the same disaffect that he's done everything else.



Then I creep up to the building.


That's when I realize I am fucked.


I don't have my card pass for the parking garage,
and it's locked up for the night with the steel doors down. 


I sit down on the steps of an adjacent building,
the door to a closed coffee shop. Man, I'm still pretty trashed. I hold my head
for a second, hoping it'll straighten me out.


There's no way in. There's no way in except to
call Effy, and that would really tip my hand. Anyway, what good would it do? If
she's here, she'll just think I'm an idiot. She'll smile her wry little smile
and shake her head. I'll look like a fool. 


And if she isn't here?


My thumb pauses, hovering over her picture on the
screen of my phone. In the picture, she doesn't look particularly like herself.
I can't say why.


If she isn't here, and she ran off with her lover,
I still won't get what I want by calling her. In fact, it would only let her
know that I'm on to her, and that would set me back even further.   


I sigh, and step to the curb to hail a cab.


 







~~~     


 


I hear her when she comes home. Rattle of the
door; keys on the hook – no casual toss onto the counter for Effy – shoes onto
the shoe rack, refrigerator open, then closed. The ring of a glass on the
marble counter, the trickle of wine into the crystal. I imagine her standing
there, lights off, staring out the window at the yard lit by pale moonlight.


I could sneak up on her. Stand behind her, put my
arms around her, brush her hair to the side and inhale her scent, right at the
soft hollow between her neck and her shoulder blade, or just below her hairline
where the smell of her gathers most potently, mingles with her shampoo, and
sends my cock into an uproar. 


Then I could get my hands underneath that new,
strange choice of blouse, feel her skin, run my fingers over her stomach. What
would I find there? Would I scrape over the dried film of another man's cum?
Would Effy let a man like John kneel above her naked body and spray his creamy
seed all over her tits? 


My cock is getting hard just thinking about it. 


If I slid my fingers into her panties, would they
be cool and wet against my knuckles? Would I dip my fingers into her pussy and
find it sloshing with the mingled cum of another man and her own, terrific
orgasms? And what if I brought that salty-sweet cum to her mouth, and let her
know she'd been caught? 


My stomach goes cold. Then what? 


But by now Effy is moving through the house. I can
hear her soft footsteps in the hallway, though just barely. Effy is classically
trained in almost everything you can imagine. She has long, lean fingers that
play the piano, and long lean limbs that have gone to ballet class just long
enough to make her move like a dancer though not long enough – thank God – to
ruin her feet.  


She goes to the closet and closes the door to turn
on the light. Effy does not throw clothing on the floor, no matter how late she
comes home. I hear her unzip her tidy skirt, the scratch of hangers on the bars
of the closet. 


When she steps out of the closet she’s in just her
lingerie. I eye her through half-closed eyelids. The lingerie is black, lacy at
the edges and silky against her snatch. Effy does a very naughty thing and
waxes herself to nothing. I consider it naughty because it obsesses me, the
feel of it, and I can't get enough. But you must admit that you have to wonder
about yourself when you like the feel of a bare pussy so much. 


Moving on. The lingerie, I am slightly
disappointed to see, do not seem rumpled or out of place. They look as though
they have been put on for a lingerie catalog, carefully arranged, nothing out
of order. 


She could have gone to a hotel, I remind
myself. Taken a shower.  


But Effy walks to the bathroom, a luxurious
en-suite. She closes the door, and in moments I hear the bath running. 


I wait a bit, and after the water turns off I give
her a few moments to get settled in the tub. Then I go into the bathroom. 


She's lounging in the tub, an oversized, modern,
freestanding tub in the middle of the room. She has propped her neck under a
towel, some kind of mask thing covering her eyes, and her lithe body is
stretched out the length of the tub, with her ankles crossed neatly at the
other end, resting on the edge. Effy is not a bubble-bath kind of gal, so the
water is clear and her naked body is on full display. The water laps at her
hard, pink nipples. My eyes go straight to her smooth pussy, and the slim line
of pink that marks it. 


My eyes are searching for evidence: a scratch or a
bite, reddened lips, perhaps a slap on her asscheek when she steps out of the
tub? But I see nothing.


“I'm sorry I woke you,” Effy says, without even
moving. 


“It's the booze,” I say, grumpily. “How was work?”



I think I see Effy's lip twitch in a wry smile.
But then, I want to see that, don't I? “Incredibly dull,” she murmurs.
“Incredibly tedious for a Friday night, thank you for asking.” 


I pee with the door open. Effy finds this
“boorishly American,” but I do it anyway, because that's what I am. Personally,
I think it's grown on her. 


I walk back out and sit on the edge of the
bathtub. All of Effy is stretched out before me, the water lapping at the
curves of her body. Where to start? 


I begin at her ankle, a smooth and well-turned
shape. Dipping my hands into the water, and teetering a bit precariously on the
edge of the tub, I trace along her ultra-smooth legs and up to her thighs.
Effy’s face doesn’t change much, but her lips part slightly. 


“And here I was, thinking you had maybe gone
somewhere else tonight,” I say, as I slide my fingertips closer and closer to
the center of her thighs, where her smooth pussy is pulling me like a magnet to
slip between her folds and feel the inside of her. As though maybe I can find,
deep inside of her, the evidence I am seeking. The briny scent of cum that
still hides in her silky, cheating cunt.


Effy’s mouth twitches slightly. She lets me part
her legs, so if she’s worried that I will find something there, she doesn’t
show it. Effy is a smooth operator, though, so this is neither proof nor
disproof of anything. 


“Were you?” she says casually. “And where was it
you thought I might have gone?” 


I move my fingers to the lips of her pussy, and
I’m not wholly surprised to find that the tips slip into the slick wetness of
her excitement. Whether Effy did do something naughty this evening or
not, she certainly liked the idea of me thinking she did. 


I move a finger through her slippery lips and
slide it up to touch her clit. I don’t answer the question. I play with her
clit for a moment, gently stroking it, teasing with little flutters, while I
watch Effy’s face grow a little more serious, her lips drying as she pants with
excitement. 


Then, I think of her with John. Because maybe she
did just work tonight, but I’ve seen her flutter her eyes at him and the secret
little exchanges they have across the table when we go out for drinks or have a
meeting. I imagine John’s athletic body pressed against hers, pinning her to
the wall, Effy’s long legs flopping on either side of him as he pounds his big,
thick, rugby-playing cock into her. I picture her tidying her hair,
straightening her tailored skirt, and then walking back down the hallway to her
office, John’s cum lubricating her thighs. I caught her once with no pantyhose
on, sitting in her office looking flushed when I came for lunch. That’s how I
knew it was someone at work. 


Effy had seen my look, as my eyes had traveled all
over her bare thighs. “Snag,” she had said. I had pretended to believe her, but
Effy is the kind of immaculate woman who carries spare pantyhose in her bag. I
knew she just hadn’t had time to put them on, and so she must have been sitting
there at her desk dripping cum into her panties and onto the lining of that pencil
skirt. 


But back to now. Now I think about all of this and
my cock, which has been thickening slowly, is instantly rock hard. I push my
fingers abruptly into her pussy and press my thumb down on her clit. Her cunt
is wet and my hand glides in. I finger-fuck her while I stroke her clit, and
she stirs enough that the thing -whatever it is – on her eyes slides off and
she forgets all about it. It dips into the water and she opens her mouth. I can
feel her pussy clenching around my fingers, and her neck strains a little, the
ligaments rising from her skin and her carotid pulsing wildly under the pale
sheet marble of her neck. Her eyes are closed, and I know she is thinking about
another man’s cock filling her up. 


I wonder what dirty things Effy gets up to with
John. John is a pretty straight-laced guy on the outside, but that rugby thing
– so much potential for nastiness. 


And the thing about Effy, and all of her tailored
suits and porcelain skin and immaculate hair and rosy-pink English-rose lips
and cheeks, is that it’s all a beautiful exterior for one very, very dirty
little girl. 


I think about this, and I get another finger into
her, stretching her cunt wide. I decide, as I feel her skin expand and the
tightness around my fingers, that maybe Effy really did go to work tonight. Her
pussy is tight and she’s coming like a rocket, which probably wouldn’t be the
case if that fucker John had his fat prick inside of her tonight.


My dick throbs when Effy leans forward and her
pussy spasms around my hand as she comes. I can feel her muscles rippling and
her insides welling up with hot liquid. I waste no time, and keeping my hand
inside of her I climb into the tub, boxers and all, and push my fist upward so
that she slides along the high back of the tub. I pull my hand from inside of
her and I grab her shoulder to push her toward the side of the tub, until she
is pretty much bent over it. I push my boxers down and grasp my cock. 


I stroke her clit with the crown on my dick, and
Effy moans. I reach forward and grab her hair, and Effy strains to hold herself
by the edge of the tub, her back arched, as I sink my cock into her pussy. 


Maybe I’m the only one to have my dick in her
tonight, but I know Effy is letting someone fill her cunt up with his creamy
seed. I put my finger on her asshole and press against it: I know she probably
lets him fuck her ass, because she’s just the sort of dirty little slut to do
that. I let her know I know, I know she lets him fuck her in every hole, by
pounding myself into her cheating cunt as hard as I can.


And Effy is such a little whore that her pussy
goes wild for it: I feel her muscles clench around me and squeeze, as another
orgasm seizes her. I pound her full of cum, and water sloshes all over the
bathroom floor. 


 







~~~


 


Effy is still asleep when I wake up. I'm cooking
through all the alcohol I consumed last night, and I can't stand still. I look
over at Effy, who is asleep on her side, as tidy as ever, not a hair out of
place. She looks like an angel, an ad for mattresses. Something like that. Her
cheeks have a light flush on them, and the straight lids of her eyes are
quivering with deep sleep. I get up and head out to the kitchen. I decide to
make a spectacular breakfast.  


When Effy comes out to the kitchen she moves silently
in bare feet. She has on a white silk robe with black embroidery, a little
shorter than usual. I have never seen it before. 


“Nice robe,” I say. It flatters her figure, being
so short. She has tied it loosely at the waist so the silk seems to be eternally
sliding away from her breasts, ready to burst open and give me a full show. 


I wonder if she plans to wear this with her lover.



Or maybe she already has. 


“Do I smell coffee?” she inquires, brushing off
the robe comment. 


I'm surprised, frankly, by her impropriety as she
opens the front door and trots down the steps to the street to collect the
newspaper. Surprised, and maybe a little pleased. I hope our neighbor Mike is
out there, trimming away at his ludicrous bushes, and gets a nice eyeful of Effy
bending down to pick up her copy of the Times. 


I cheerfully make her a cup of coffee –
unsmilingly black, and strong – and set it in front of her.


“Thank you darling,” she says, and immerses
herself in the paper. 


Moments pass.


“Only one more week until the retreat,” I say. 


“Mmmm,” she says, pulling the coffee away from her
mouth as though it's hot. She waves her free hand, flapping about in a
decidedly un-Effy-like gesture. “I completely forgot to tell you, the past two
nights, I've canceled. I can't possibly go.”


For a moment – and this is good, because it hides
what happens next – I am genuinely disappointed. And that's all. “Oh no,” I
say. “What file?” 


Then, it cracks through me like thunder: 


I, uh... yeah, I think I'm staying back. I have
this really wild file... 


John, too, is staying back. 


“It's a real 'doozy' as you would say,” Effy says.
“It's really wild.” 


Wild. There’s that word again. 


You devious little bitch, I think. 


I have her. She’d no more use “wild” to describe a
file than she’d say “totally awesome.” 


I blink at her. “So, I guess I should cancel our
flight...?” I say numbly. 


My mouth is slow, but my mind is racing. Circling
faster now: what is her plan? 


Effy doesn't even look up from the paper for a
beat. Like whatever she's looking at there in the Fashion section is
going to change the world and she can't tear her eyes away. Then she looks up.
A look crosses her face like she just... can't quite remember what we're
talking... about.


And the Oscar goes to... Effy.


“Oh,” she says, almost sleepily. “No... no, I
think you should go, of course. I'll only be working the whole weekend
anyway.”  


My heart beat is picking up. I can feel it, I can
feel the excitement again. 


It is John. John, John, John. It is John,
after all. 


John and Effy, staying back home to work. 


And spend the weekend together. 


I wonder where they plan to go, and I cycle
through all kinds of ideas until I settle on the most horrible and at the same
time, the best. 


But they wouldn’t. 


Would they? 


Would she bring John here? Does my wife plan to
sit here reading the paper while John makes her coffee, after banging her
senseless the night before? Would John fuck my wife in the ass in my own bed? 


But for all the excitement this is bringing on –
I'm so close to catching her now, I can feel it – I still need proof. I need a
second to think my way through this one. 


I need to outsmart Effy, and she's a clever one. I
have just enough brains receiving oxygen right now to realize that I have one,
solitary advantage: Effy probably doesn't know that John told me he was
skipping the retreat as well. 


Think.


“I'm going to take a shower,” I tell Effy. 


She looks at me strangely, and then turns her
attention back to the paper. “Okay.” 


I'm in the shower without even realizing how I got
there. The water is on and it's streaming over me, too cold. I don't care. 


I'm so close to catching her. So close. 


But this throws a real wrench in things. 


I've been on to Effy for months. She's covered her
tracks really well, I have to say. Never a hair out of place, Effy. 


But Effy underestimates how closely I watch for
these things. How much I observe her. 


Effy forgets I work in Special Investigations. One
of the keys to catching people in lies is to scrutinize not so much what
they're saying, but what they're not saying. People who commit fraud say
all the right things, they dot their i's and cross their t's. They just forget
to keep saying all the things they’d normally say. If they're observant, they
become less so. If they're chatty, they clam up. If they tell secrets, they
stop. 


As soon as I figured this out, I decided that I
would stop being observant out loud, just in case I ever needed to commit
large-scale insurance fraud. That was years ago. 


So Effy doesn't know that I pay any attention to
her jewelry collection. Effy, in fact, thinks I pay no attention to it at all.
Effy doesn't know I scrutinize her lingerie, that I know what brands she buys
and how she washes them. She thinks I don't know that her striped blouse is way
out of her professional wardrobe lines.


She does, however, cover her financial tracks
incredibly well. Which figures, since she's a finance person originally. 


I get out of the shower, leaving the water
running, and fish her panties out of the hamper. 


I smell them. They smell like Effy, and Effy
alone.


I get back in the shower.


So what is it? She just went to work last night? 


Could be. It would explain why John was so glum.


Poor fucker. Effy is probably dragging him around
by his cock as much as she is me. 


So what do I do, now that I think I have it
figured out? 


The water gets suddenly, outrageously hot. I yell.



“Sorry love!” Effy yells from the kitchen. 


She just can't remember to leave the
dishwasher off while I shower.


My skin throbs while I plaster myself to the wall
until the water runs lukewarm again, and as I step back into the stream of
water my whole plan sort of crystallizes.


 


I have it by the time I get out of the shower, but
I’ll need to wait until Monday to put it into action. 


I lean back in my chair and put my feet on my desk
as I dial Dave in Financial Fraud. Fi-Fi to us working men in Fire and Theft
down here.   


“Dave,” I say, when he answers the phone. My mood
is jovial.  


Effy is way up the corporate ladder in Special
Investigations, because she's a numbers person. She makes more than me most
years because she deals with big, fancy fraud cases for which she gets paid a
commission on recovery. 


Dave is Effy's supervisor, and you'd like to think
we've come far enough in this world and this business that there's no Boy's
Club... but there is. And so, I can call Dave up and have a chat with him about
my wife’s workload. 


Oh well. All's fair in love and war. 


I chit-chat, shoot the shit with the sports, talk
about beer, and then I plunge in:  


“Look man, Effy's telling me she has some file
she's so deep into she needs to stay back from the retreat,” I say. 


Now, there's always the possibility that Effy has
made this bit about the file up, out of thin air, but if I know Effy, she's
covered her tracks and there is a file, somewhere, and she’s contrived to make
it look like she can’t leave it for a weekend. 


Dave seems genuinely stunned. “She's... did she
say she isn't going, then?” 


“That's why I'm calling man,” I say. I'm affable,
I'm laughing. I have no fucking clue here, that's me. It's my shtick. (People
love interviewing with me, I play the dumb cop. Not Colombo-dumb. I don't throw
things all over the place like an idiot like that chick in The Closer.
Just dumb enough that people feel like they’re getting away with something.
Until they aren’t). 


“This was kind of... the only chance I was gonna
get to see my wife at night, you know?” I say to Dave. Poor me, with a hot wife
I never get to see because she’s up there finding lost numbers in piles of
paper all the time. 


There is a pause on the other end, and it seems a
little long. I hear Dave clicking and tapping on his computer, so I guess he’s
looking things up. 


Then he laughs. “Look, I'll see what I can do. I
can't see anything that pressing on her diary. Nothing that can't be moved
around.” 


I give it a pause. Just long enough to sound
surprised. “So... I can go ahead and keep this ticket booked?” 


Another pause. “Yeah. Yeah it’ll be fine.” 


“Dave,” I say, “Thanks, man. I really appreciate
it.”


Blah, blah, more shit-shooting. Dave's an
all-right guy but he can be boring as fuck. 


I hang up the phone, satisfied with my plan, and
how it is shaping up. 


Now to see how Effy takes it. Maybe I can even
work in watching John's reaction.


I rub my hands together and pick up my phone. 


Any chance for drinks? I text Effy. And
John. And Leticia, just to sprinkle some smoke around, make it a little hard
for Effy to be sure I’m on her trail. 


Then I text Dave:


Hey man. Can I be the one to tell Eff? I'd like
it to be a surprise


If Dave knew me any better, he'd know that's
cheesier than I'd ever be, but in ten minutes he gets back to me:


All clear. Fire away. 


I shall.


 


Leticia came and Leticia went, but she was there
just long enough to make the “meet-up” look as unstaged as I wanted it to.
Unfortunately, she brought and dropped off some new kid named Danny who handles
claims. 


Danny's getting wasted, and John's looking uncomfortable,
and I'm watching Effy and John like a hawk. We’re at a place called Ice, which
was Leticia’s choice and is maybe five to ten years below any of our
playground-age. 


Effy's back in her typical white silk blouse
get-up. This one’s a pretty number that hangs loose on her body and gives you
the idea that it's going to fall open and let you see her lacy bra, but it
never does, because Effy has mind control over her clothes and they are never
out of place. She's typed a few messages while she's been here, and I keep
staring at her while she does it. I’m trying to knock her off her game, make
her give away what she’s up to with John. When she meets my gaze she just looks
at me like I'm a weirdo or rolls her eyes.


Oscar.


(Unless, of course, she is just sending
work emails, which is possible.)


“So,” I say, when I've maneuvered myself into
position with John and Effy both in my sights at the strangely-shaped table we
found. Danny is slumped on a bubble of the table surface to my left. “I've got
some news.” I’m yelling a little over the Funky House music, which is some kind
of unintelligible techno I’m also really too old for. 


“Oh yeah?” Effy says, her face brightening. Effy
likes “news.” 


I wait, hoping John will get off his phone and
hear what I have to say, so I can trap them both at the same time. But Effy is
looking at me expectantly, and I can't be too stage-y or it will all look fake
and Effy will figure out what I’m up to.  


“Don't be mad,” I said. “But I talked to Dave, and
I got you off the hook for that file.” 


I watch this sink in on her face. She blinks. 


It’s a pause just a little too long, a reaction
just a little to... unsurprising? Something’s wrong with it, anyway. 


Which means I am right. I hope that Effy
will look at John, but she keeps her eyes on me.  


“You're clear to go to the retreat,” I explain. 


I watch Effy. Her features stay in place, all of
them suspended by her mastery for lies, as though frozen by some kind of
plastic. She arches one eyebrow, only just a little, and her mouth twitches
ever so slightly at the left corner. Then she is still as a mouse. A beat
passes, and then she breaks into a smile. “Dave did that, did he?” 


She brings her drink to her mouth: a martini,
stirred not shaken. Effy's drink matches her personality: undiluted,
crystal-clear, unshaken. 


She looks over the rim of her glass, and it's one
of those looks she gives me when she’s about to volley back. I'm just not sure
if she's impressed with me, or herself, for the superb acting job she's doing.


“That’s great,” she says. 


I can tell it’s not great, and I’ve unnerved her a
little. Now Effy is watching me like a hawk. I smile and take a sip of
my own drink. I nudge Danny with my toe. The kid is looking like he might puke.



Effy types into her phone, leaning back so I can't
see the screen. 


I look quickly to John, who is buried in his own
phone. I wonder if there is a flurry of messages between them. 


Messages of disappointment. 


You heard that? 


Try to change it. 


I can’t. 


Oh, I’m so disappointed, I really wanted to put
my cock in your slippery, hot pussy. 


I take a drink of Effy's drink, in victory.


I've beaten her at her own game.


I think. 


 







THE RETREAT


 


When we get to the ranch, the first thing Effy
wants to do is take a shower. It’s a hike out here to Montana, and there’s no
choice once you’re here but to sit on a shuttle for an hour and a half, which
Effy hates. 


I set my suitcase down and look around the room.
Nice digs.


I have to admit, I’m confused. I expected, all
week long, for Effy to find some other lame excuse for staying back from the
retreat. I had expected sniffles, or something clever and sudden, as only Effy
could manufacture. 


Something that would guarantee that I would go,
and she would stay. And then, my plan was to catch her in the act, after
“missing” my flight. 


But none of those things had happened.


I sit on the bed and bounce on it a little. Oh
well. At least we can have a great time here. Maybe Effy isn’t cheating on me,
after all. 


The bed makes Effy’s purse tip over, and her phone
slides out of the leather handbag. 


Plop. Right on the floor.


I pick it up and slide the configuration to unlock
the screen in, almost out of habit, without thinking. I’m not especially
interested, because Effy is really good about cleaning up her phone and
deleting messages – not just messages from her lover but all messages.  


So it shocks the hell out of me when I see that
there are three messages in her outbox. 


A message to Dave, work-related and dull,
something about the H file and a bunch of gobbledygook I don’t understand.


A message to Letty, who I assume is Leticia,
thanking her for lunch.


A message to Zed. 


I fumble with my phone, though I already know the
answer: Zed’s number is John’s number. My heart stops for a moment, and the
cold, slick syrup of awful victory coats my insides. 


I stare at the message.


[Me] Sorry abt this wknd


It isn’t a smoking gun, I tell myself.  


But it’s all the proof I need, and I know that. I
bore into the screen, willing John to send a message back, right now, to
finalize my proof so I can confront Effy right now. My face is burning and my
heart is pounding. John. I knew it! I knew she was fucking that rugby-playing
shit. Sucking his cock and licking his balls. And all the while the smug little
fucker sat there having drinks with me, thinking to himself: I’ve had my balls
in this man’s wife’s mouth.


I bet he just loved that. Who wouldn’t love
thinking about how he knew the secret that I knew? That Effy’s wrapping of
immaculate suits and proper behavior actually hid the fact that she was a
tremendously dirty little whore in bed?


I’m so caught up in thinking about John, and
Effy’s lips wrapped around his cock, that I stop listening to the shower – a
very faint sound, only the water splashing on the Mexican tile through a heavy
wooden door – and I hear the handle of the door turning. 


I throw Effy’s phone into her bag, and then I have
a succession of rapid-fire thoughts: I don’t want Effy to know I saw this text,
and her phone is on, and I don’t know how to turn the screen off. 


I whack her purse off the bed again. 


Effy stops short of the tipped handbag and looks
at it. She’s stark-naked and toweling her hair dry with a white towel. She
steps over it calmly, and if it occurs to her that she’s sent a text to John
and forgotten to delete it, she doesn’t show it.


She bends over to step into her panties, and gives
me a nice view of her snatch and her ass, making me forget all about her phone
and everything else. 


Well, sort of. I can’t help but think about how
her pussy would gush with John’s cum if she bent over after he fucked her, and
I can’t help that my cock is getting hard thinking about it. I reach for her as
she stands up straight, and she slaps at my hand as though she expected me.
“Not now, I’m absolutely famished.” She slides a black bra over her shoulders –
a sporty one, a casual one, now that she’s far away from her lover John, I
suppose. 


Into the bathroom again, and I listen to the hum
of her hairdryer as she smooths and straightens her brown hair to perfection,
which doesn’t take long. I sit on the bed feeling the twists and turns of my
sexual arousal and my painful humiliation: it’s all real now, all of my
assumptions. Now I know. 


Effy slinks back into the room and casts a quick
look at me. “Cat got your tongue?” she says. She puts on a tidy black turtleneck
and a pair of gray, form-fitting slacks, which is Effy’s version of “casual.”
It gets no more casual than this unless she is actually running a marathon,
which Effy does not do. 


Effy plays tennis, of course. 


“Thanks, love, for cleaning this up,” she says
curtly, when she bends down to scoop the spilled items into her purse. 


“Ready then?” She stands up and gives her hair a
shake. It falls into place like a silk curtain, and she looks superb. 


I’m wearing jeans and a sweatshirt, and next to
Effy I sort of look like a slob, but that’s kind of our thing. I should change,
and I can see by Effy’s expression that she hopes I will. I stuff my hands into
my pockets and stand up. “Ready, Freddy,” I say. 


Effy’s face tells me nothing as we head out the
door.    


But something mysterious is moving around behind
Effy’s eyes, and I get a bad feeling about it. 


“So,” I say, holding up a champagne flute. “Aren't
I a wonderful husband for getting you here after all?” 


I’ve helped myself to two gin and tonics, so I’m
feeling a lot better. I feel like I can relax and enjoy the weekend with my
beautiful wife, and get to the bottom of this thing with John some other time. 


Effy's lips move over each other, like two sliding
plates, and she smiles. “You are” she says. She toasts me with her own
champagne flute, and winks at me. 


I’m feeling victorious. I have my proof about
John, I’m back in control. I’m going to bang my wife all weekend and when we
get back, I’m going to confront her. 


Or maybe I’ll set it up to catch her in the act. I
have all sorts of fun plans brewing around in my mind.  


We’re sitting on a large porch overlooking the
stunning view from the ranch, which is basically a hotel-sized compound that
the company owns and loans out to the CEOs most of the time, and us dregs once
in a while. This weekend is mostly free time and only a few “motivational”
meetings. And drinks. So many drinks. 


“What are we toasting?” Dave says, pulling up a
chair by scraping it across the stone floor and relaxing into it. Rick, another
guy from Effy’s department, sits down with him.


“You, actually,” Effy says. “You and my husband,
working it out so that I could make it here this weekend.”


They start talking about some financial fraud shit
and gossip from their office that I can’t really follow, and my attention
wanders. The view is stunning, I’m enjoying the thought of John’s face when I
throw the door to my bedroom open while his dick is still buried in my wife,
and I’m enjoying thoughts of spanking Effy good and hard tonight for being such
a naughty girl. I’m enjoying that fantasy a little too much: my cock is getting
hard. 


An eagle is soaring across the sky, and I am
turning my head back to join the conversation and dull my libido, when the thought
hits me like a ton of bricks. It’s before I even take in the scene, before I am
fully turned and see Effy grinning at Dave, her eyes twinkling. 


You actually, I hear Effy saying. Her eyes
twinkling. You and my husband, working it out so that I could make it here
this weekend.


I look at Effy’s turtleneck. The material is
slightly transparent. A little risqué for Effy, on a semi-business trip. She
has a little lipstick on, and her lashes are full and thick with brown mascara.



She pulls on her turtleneck, bringing it up to her
cheek. Her flushed cheek. She’s swinging her leg a little under the table,
unable to sit completely still. Her eyes are twinkling.


Dave. 


Is it possible? 


Effy leans toward me, and puts her hand on my arm.
She’s been talking and my ears have been ringing, and I have a new cold feeling
sinking through me. My head is swimming, thinking of John and the message and
Dave and what he said to me on the phone, and all the times Effy has done
suspicious things...


“... isn’t that right, darling?” 


Effy is looking at me, her hand on my arm. Her
eyes are wide and her pupils dilated, and I know she’s only had the one flute
of champagne and a club soda. She is smiling at me, and I see it as a
challenge. I can’t think of what to say. My stomach twists. 


“I’m afraid I was thinking of something else,” I
say. 


Effy lets her head fall slightly, and she makes a
face like she just can’t believe it. 


“I need another drink,” I declare. “That will
straighten me out.” I point at everyone at the table, and the men nod. Effy
surprises me by requesting a martini. 


“With an olive,” she adds. 


And I feel certain I see her look at Dave right
after she says this. 


I am burning up while I make the martini, staring
at their interactions through the window, from the bar in the next room. 


Oh sure, it looks innocuous enough, but she’s up
to something.


I knock back a shot of something – I don’t even
know what – before I take the drinks over to the group.


Effy loosens up after the martini – the only way
to be sure this has happened is because her cheeks turn a little pinker. Her
voice gets slightly higher. 


I make her another drink without asking her. I’m
not talking to any of them, and she hardly notices. 


Rick leaves, and it’s just the three of us, and if
Effy is trying to hide that her relationship with Dave is less intimate than it
is, she’s doing a bad job of it. And so is he. At one point she reaches out and
places her hand on his arm. “I’m so glad you talked me into coming,” she
says.


To Dave.


Dave looks over at me, and it’s the look of a
guilty man. He looks back at Effy, staring her down, trying to get her to be
quiet, but she’s already taking a sip of a third martini and pulled her hand
away discreetly. 


Too late, Eff, I think. I’ve got you
now. 


I enjoy the evening, listening to Effy and Dave,
lost in my own burning world of jealousy and rage, thinking about all the
little details I can grasp at to try and figure out how I missed this. In the
end it seems obvious: of course it would be easy to “work late” and fuck Dave.
He is a supervisor, he’s a pretty good-looking guy. They work together
all the time, it was bound to happen. She always talks to him at parties.
Didn’t she disappear for a long time at the last party? 


I frown, trying to remember.


I decide I’m going to head off to bed early, and
then try to catch Effy in the act. Then I decide I’m too drunk, and it’s a bad
plan because I don’t know where Dave’s room is. Then I decide I’ll let her just
fuck him and come back to the room, and then I’ll catch her by sticking my fingers
into her pussy and making her tell me that the cum I’m smearing on her lips
isn’t Dave’s…


But Effy surprises me by looking over at me, and
letting her eyes fall slowly down. She yawns. “I’m tired,” she says. “I’m going
to bed.” 


And she stands up and leaves. 


I’m so shocked I don’t react at first. And then
Dave, the sneaky bastard, turns to me and says: “Let’s get into the good
stuff,” and before I know it I’m having drinks with Dave, and Rick again, for
the next few hours. 


When I get to the room, I’m wasted. 


I flop onto the bed and look at Effy, who is
sleeping soundly. She feels no guilt, she has some kind of plan that she
doesn’t worry about. I start to wonder if maybe I have the complete wrong idea…



And then I’m asleep.


 







~~~    


 


I wake up as slowly as I fell asleep, drifting
into the darkness of the room while looking at the sheets and pillow in front
of me.


I don’t know where I am, and then it hits me in
the face like a slap: 


My wife is gone. 


I sit up and turn on the light. I squint in
discomfort and assess the room. 


It's true: Effy has left. I look at the clock.
It's 2:30 am. 


“Eff?” I say, walking to the bathroom. But the
door is open and the inside of the cool tiled room yawns black and empty. 


I already know she's not there. 


I spin around, thinking. 


She wouldn’t be this obvious, would she? 


And then I find it: 


Headache. Went to gym. Be back soon. 


What a little slut. 


Now I know it’s Dave, and I can feel it
pulsing in my blood. The rage, the venom, the jealousy, the excitement. I’m
going to catch her in the act. 


This is some plan those two concocted. Trying to
throw me off my game. 


I’m infuriated because it worked. The last thing I
thought before I went to sleep is that maybe I had everything all wrong. 


I'm pretty wasted still, but I manage to whirl
around and put some clothes on. As I put my hand on the door, I realize I'm
wearing dress pants. I get out of them in exchange for something more gym-like,
and exit my room, closing the door quietly behind me. 


I can hear, behind closed doors, that Effy, me,
and whoever Effy's gone to meet, are not the only ones awake. Laughter clatters
behind a few doors as I pass. A group, including Mike and Steve from my office,
are drinking in the living room with the TV on, muted. I wave. No one seems to
care where I'm headed. 


I find my way to the lower floors, where there is
a gym. 


But it's dark and empty. 


Of course it is.


I realize I don’t even know why I went down here.
I knew all along she wasn’t there; it was just a futile, last-ditch effort to
cover her ass. 


I’ve been taken for a real ride. 


I stand in the empty gym for a moment and listen,
hoping to hear some squeak or telltale sound, my wife with another man. A
clatter as they try to hide in the closets or the lockers. I prowl the room,
looking into the shadows, hoping that if they are there, I'll give them a
scare. 


After a bit I realize that I’m holding my own
breath, and that no one is there. 


I go cold from head to toe. 


So she’s in his room. Dave’s room, and I have no
idea where that is. 


I storm down the hallway, and maybe I’m actually
entertaining the idea of going down the hallway upstairs, pounding on the doors
of rooms, yelling her name. I envision myself doing it until I can feel the
hard wood under my fists as I pound on the doors, feel a bruise forming on the
meat of my palm, feel my career ending. I’m really going to do it. This is
too far, too much, you little slut. 


Red is boiling in the back of my eyes - 


- when I see the puffy, swollen cloud of steam
hovering over the damp grass in the large yard. The yard rolls away from the
glass windows of the lower floor, green and expansive and dotted by enormous, full
trees. And at the bottom of the hill, just before the stone wall that keeps out
the wild grassland beyond, is a large cedar hut, and in it, I remember now from
previous years, is a hot tub and part of a square infinity pool that looks out
over the prairie landscape. 


I stop. 


The ideas I had just moments before, of storming
down the hallway and destroying my career and my hands, evaporate. I can almost
see Effy in that hut, leaning her arms on the edge of the pool. 


I can’t see her of course, I don’t know she’s
there, but it’s all starting to make sense. My heart is careening around inside
my chest, the blood pumping, the cold fear of seeking and maybe finding is
spreading through me like I took a drink of it. 


She’s there. 


I know she’s there. 


There with Dave.


Oh, I started out at the gym, she can say
if I catch her, and then I just needed a little dip and there Dave was, with
his dick out, and I just walked right into it and that’s how it got in my
mouth! 


Clever monkey. 


To be stealthy, I come up with a plan that is
admittedly a little stupid. I go all the way down to the rock wall, with the
idea of hopping neatly over it and creeping along like a spy in an action
movie. 


Hopping over it ends up like more of a scramble;
it’s taller than I thought and even though my quick-beating, adrenaline-pumping
heart has burned through most of the alcohol from the evening, I am still
pretty drunk.


Either that, or I’m old and not very athletic,
so... drunk it is.


The ground on the other side of the wall slopes
away sharply from the stone, and it’s got these knots of grass in basins of
dirt that make it almost impossible to walk on. I crash my ankles together, and
it doesn’t hurt now but it’s going to be a bitch when all this booze and
adrenaline wears off. 


It’s also a lot longer distance to the hut than I
imagined. It’s also fucking cold, I realize, as an intense night wind comes at
me from across the deserted plain. 


But I keep going. 


The pool juts out into the landscape ahead.
There’s a way for me to stand (awkwardly) on the slope and peer over the edge
of it, hopefully without being noticed by whoever is in there. 


So I do it. I creep up there and raise my head
over the edge.


It takes me a minute to process what I’m seeing,
because I was so hyped up to see Effy and Dave, doing something illicit.
Instead the pool is flat and clear, no one in it. And no one in the chairs that
face out to the open plains, no one there at all. 


I’m about to push up and wade through the pool to
get back into the compound, because this fucking wall is rough and too tall
here to get over with any dignity, when I catch a shadow moving in the corner
of my eye.


And hope springs anew. 


The hot tub is tucked away in the glowing warm
heart of the hut, behind the chairs and down a bit, surrounded by cedar.
Peering through the legs of the reclining chairs I can make out the movement of
people, and my heart is pounding again. I can hear them, talking, but I can’t
make out their voices.  


I know, though. 


I strain to see into the darkness.  


Fucking Effy. I remember the amusement on her face
when I told her I’d called Dave and made him send her on the trip. I’m the one
who put all the pieces together for her, made it happen. 


But Dave? 


Oh well. I’m already moving, already climbing –
with much more ease and grace now – onto the side of the pool and lying flat on
the granite edge. It’s still warm from earlier in the day. I drop my hand into
the water. Warmer than this fucking cold-ass desert. 


I can’t see them, and so I make the (drunk, and
probably stupid) decision to slide along the edge of the pool on my belly. 


It’s probably three in the morning now, and while
most everyone went to bed, this is a public place. I can’t believe her fucking
audacity, right here in a place anyone could walk into. 


A rubbery flipper, from the CEO’s kids, I suppose,
who were here this afternoon and have since departed, rolls under my stomach. I
push it away and it flops into the water, taking a snorkel and mask with it.
The splash isn’t loud but it stops my heart cold, and I freeze. 


The shadows of the figures in the hot tub freeze,
and my heart clangs through my chest and into the stone. All is lost, and I’m
going to be caught here on my belly like a creep. 


Although: fuck that. It is my wife Dave is
fucking, after all. 


But the shadows begin to move again, and the
voices pick up. Maybe they didn’t even hear the splash, I think. I’m paranoid.
I’m sneaking up to catch my wife in a hot tub with another man. 


Through the legs of one of the tables, I see
Effy’s face. It’s like it came into the frame of a picture, just for a moment,
and I swear she looks right at me. Bam! My whole body goes cold, and I freeze
again. Effy smiles. 


Then she moves. 


Did she see me, I wonder? 


I crawl along. Now I’m closer, I can hear the hot
tub and the occupants. I can hear Effy’s laugh. I close my eyes and then open
them, preparing myself for the sight. 


There’s an enclave where extra chairs and some
other equipment are stacked in the darkness, next to the hot tub, and I head
for it. The cedar wall comes down nearly to the floor but leaves, conveniently
enough for me, a space through which to see her.


My cheating wife. Breaking the rules. Fucking a
man we work with. 


At least I can get a good view of it, though after
that I don’t know what I’ll do. 


The devious little bitch. 


There’s a patch I have to pass through where I
might be visible to the hot tubbers, so I make a decision. I rise up slowly and
look where I want to go, then I step quickly over to the enclave with my eyes
closed. Fuck it, I think. If they see me, they see me. 


But they don’t. 


I stand in the enclave and listen. It’s too dark
back here for them to see my feet, I know. And no one looks under cracks
anyway. 


Effy is laughing. But it’s this sexual purr of a
laugh, the laugh of a horny slut. My cock twitches. 


I hear a man’s deep voice as Dave responds. I
can’t hear what he says, but I do hear Effy. She laughs. “Oh that’s so
bad!” Another silvery laugh. 


I drop to the floor slowly. I don’t want to knock
anything over and give myself away. 


I can only see with my head pressed to the cold
stone and one eye peering through the crack. 


But it’s enough. 


My body freezes again with yet another shock. 


I take in the muscled back, the chiseled arms, and
I try to place the man in the hot tub. 


It isn’t Dave, you see, because this man is dark
and dark-haired, not black but some kind of Caribbean mix, and his body is
smooth and so... young. 


Water glistens as it drips off his torso. He’s
rising up from the water, blocking my view of Effy. 


And then he sinks down, and turns, and there she
is: my unfaithful wife, her porcelain skin enclosed by this meat-head’s thick
brawn. She bounces a little. She’s obviously sitting on his lap, her legs have
to be wrapped around him, and she has her slender arms on his shoulders. 


“This is such a bad idea,” Effy gasps. 


I see his hand emerge from the water, and he wipes
his thumb across her lower lip. “I won’t tell anyone if you don’t.” 


I stare at his face, and I try to place him but I
just can’t. Who the fuck is this guy? 


My head is spinning and a new kind of pain is
stabbing me through the heart: this is a new encounter. 


Effy holds her hand up, her wedding ring
glittering on it. “I’m married,” she says. 


“Yeah?” he says. His hand moves down her chin,
down her neck, between her breasts (which are still, thankfully, covered by an
elegant black bikini top) and under the water. 


I watch as Effy’s weight shifts, and her eyes
close. The man, whoever he is, leans forward and sucks her still-suspended ring
finger into his mouth. 


Effy’s eyes fly open as he releases her finger,
and she stares at her bare digit. 


This fucker has sucked her ring off into his
mouth. 


But Effy isn't one to freak out, and her calm
reaction only burns through me more painfully. She tips her head. “I’m afraid
you have to give that back,” she says. 


He murmurs something, and then says, “Come and get
it.” 


I roll my eyes. But Effy leans in and adjusts
herself on his lap. She brushes her lips over his, teasing him, and I know his
cock is pressing against her swimsuit bottom and thumping against her clit,
because she’s driving me wild and I’m not even the one she’s teasing. 


Then she pulls on his lower lip with her teeth. 


Then they are sucking on each other’s mouths,
Effy’s jaw moving as her dirty tongue searches in his mouth for her wedding
ring.


God, what a dirty slut. 


Their mouths, at long last, separate, and Effy
slides her fingers into her mouth and replaces the ring as she does. 


“Do that again,” he says. “I like that.” 


“Do you?” Effy says. She leans toward him and
whispers something in his ear. 


He’s out of the water before you can say “fuck my
wife.” Pulling on his suit, his huge boner catching on the material. He has a
huge dick, and it finally springs loose and bounces in the air. Effy is still
in the water, watching him. 


When she rises from the water, I see what she was
doing: her bikini top is gone now, floating on the surface of the water, and
her pretty, perfect little breasts are free for Mr. No-Name to look at with his
lascivious gaze. 


I stare at my wife. Her eyes are on his cock. Her
hair is slicked back and she looks stunning. Droplets of water cling to her
smooth skin, rivers snaking down her back, curving with her features. She walks
toward him.


I watch this guy reach out and put his hand on
Effy’s head. She looks up at him and her pink tongue flicks out to lick the tip
of his cock. I watch as she makes a swipe around his fat, bulbous glans, and
then another in the opposite direction. Her hands are below the water still:
she’s going to use just her mouth to suck on this guy’s cock. 


She takes an inch of him into her mouth and I
watch his face change as Effy performs a signature trick of hers on the head of
his cock. I don’t even know what it is that she does: she somehow sucks hard
while her tongue swirls around. It’s wet and tight and without a doubt one of
the filthiest things I’ve ever felt. And here’s this guy – a total stranger,
for all I know, enjoying my wife’s delicious trick. 


He puts his hand back behind him to hold himself,
and he’s pushing his hips toward her, staring down at her. She’s relentless,
sucking on the crown of him until I can see the veins on his thick meat pulsing
wildly. 


She releases him and finally her hand emerges from
the water. She grasps his cock and moves it over her lips, rubbing it over her
mouth and her cheeks. She turns her head slightly and makes a trip with her
tongue over his balls, and then along his shaft, her hand cupping the crown of
his dick as she does this, massaging it. 


“Now, if I suck all the cum out of your prick,”
Effy says, “you have to promise me you can go again.” 


This guy is just staring at her. He nods rapidly.
I can tell he’s about to blow. Effy has her fingers in her mouth again, and
she’s sucking on them. She lets them go with a wet slurp. “You have to promise,”
Effy says. “Because I want to get a nice mouthful of cum, but I have something
special I like to do that my husband won’t do for me, and I’d be so disappointed
if you can’t help me out.” 


My breath has stopped in my chest, so I can’t
imagine what this guy is thinking. My dick hurts so bad I think it might get
bruised, bouncing between my thighs and the fucking stone floor. 


Effy looks at loverboy’s cock again and tips her
head to one side. “Maybe,” she says, “I had better hedge my bets.” 


My stomach goes cold. 


Effy brings her fingers to her mouth, and taps
them on her lips. “Maybe,” she says, and now she has this guy so wrapped up in
her that twenty people could walk in here and he wouldn’t notice. His cock is
swelling and twitching and he’s going to burst from her just talking to him. 


There’s nothing like hearing some pretty,
sweet-looking English girl say shit like this:


“Yes, I think so. I think I’m going to have to ask
you to fuck me full of cum in my ass.”


My cheek scrapes across the stone and I feel like
it is getting rubbed off, but I have to let my jaw “drop” open. Even for Effy,
this is pretty filthy. 


“And then, if you can do that, if you can do that
to my satisfaction... then I’ll give you your reward.” 


She stands up. She has somehow removed her
swimsuit bottoms and she’s stark naked. Her pale body is smooth as glass and
she looks almost like an erotic statue. 


“Can you do that for me, Nathan?” 


He has no response, of course. Who would? 


She moves toward him and I can see that he is
utterly confused about what he should do. My wife climbs on top of him and
grabs his cock with her hand. She’s on her knees, crouched over him, holding
his cock like a joystick and moving it along her slit. I can hear how aroused
she is; a sloshy, slurping sound comes from between her pussy lips, and I can
see her juices sliding down the tip of his cock, sticky and shiny. She lowers
herself onto his cock, taking him into her pussy, and I can see from his face
he’s not quite sure what to make of that, given what she just said.


“I just need to get your cock nice and wet,” she
says, sliding up and down his shaft. “Do you think you can handle that?” 


If I were this guy, I know I would have already
blown up right inside of her. I see his whole body tense as he fights hard to
restrain himself. I find myself rooting for him a little, because at the end of
the day, I want to see Effy take all that dark meat in her ass. 


Effy bounces on top of him, and she throws her
head back and sucks in her breath. She’s riding him quickly now, and I know
this guy can feel her soft wet pussy clamped around his dick, and the only
thing he can do is try not to enjoy it too much, not if he wants a taste
of her ass. 


“Oh!” Effy yells, and she keeps bouncing but I can
see in the light that she’s just gushing all over his cock. “Oh, fuck! Oh, your
cock feels good! Oh it’s going to feel so good in my ass!” 


He pushes her away from him, because if he doesn’t
he’s going to fill up the wrong hole, and Effy laughs as she steps down into
the hot tub with one foot. Her face is flushed brightly with her orgasm. “Don’t
disappoint me,” she says. 


Nathan, I can see, can’t concentrate on what Effy
is saying or he’s going to burst. Effy leans over the side of the hot tub and –
I notice with delight – she does it so her wet, engorged clit and ass are visible
to me as she slides her fingers into her cunt between her legs and up to her
ass. Nathan stares, and so do I, as she dips her fingers into her stretched
pussy and then, first one and then two, she plunges her own fingers into her
ass. 


She treats Nathan to a little moan as she does
this, and I see his cock bounce so hard I think maybe he’s coming. 


He holds it together, though. Sick to my stomach,
I watch as he takes his cock into his hand, and waddles over to my wife. He
stands over her, watching her plunge her fingers in and out of her ass. 


He takes her hand and stops her, holding her wrist
to her ass. 


Effy turns her head and looks back at him, and I’m
only sad I don’t get to see more of his cock stretching her hole as he sinks
toward her body. Effy lets out a twisted, strangled “Oooohhh!” as her ass gets
filled with cock. 


“Oh fuck, get it all in, fill me up,” she says. 


She turns and pushes up on her arms so she can see
his cock going in and out of her ass. She bites her lip and stares as the shaft
plunges in and out of her. “Oh, fuck, yes, that’s just what I need! Don’t come
yet, keep fucking me, I like getting fucked in the ass!” 


She lifts her knee up and puts it on the edge of
the hot tub, and now I have a good view of Nathan’s balls slapping against her
fingers as she works her fingers down to her cunt and plays with herself. I
still can’t see her ass getting fucked, and I’m a little disappointed. Still,
the slapping of skin against her thighs and the sight of his hairy balls
crushing her cunt are pretty good. 


“I’m going to cum!” Nathan says, grabbing her
hips.


But he’s already dumping his load into her, I can
tell by the way he shouts the last word. He slams his prick deep into her and
freezes there, shouting, as his cum fills my wife’s ass until it starts to leak
down to his balls and drip into the water. 


Effy shouts as she furiously plays with her clit
and makes herself come again, and I can only imagine the feel of her hot, tight
ass squeezing Nathan’s cock as her orgasm shudders through her. 


They pause for a moment, panting, and I consider
coming around the corner and scaring the shit out of the two of them, but I
want to see one more thing. (And I also don’t really know who this Nathan guy
is, so I’m avoiding getting hit in the face). 


His cock flops out, finally, still semi-hard, and
I stare at Effy’s filthy little hole, all stuffed with cum. White cream
dribbles out of her ass as her eyelet pulses closed, and I watch it snake
between her thighs. 


Nathan stands back, taking a satisfied look for
himself at my wife’s ass, oozing with cum. 


I am breathing so hard now, and the night has
gotten so cool, that my breath is starting to turn into steam. I worry for a
second that someone will hear me, panting on the ground like a pervert,
watching my own unfaithful wife, my cock hard against the ground. 


But Effy has made a promise to her lover, and I
want to see if she will keep it. His cock hasn’t really deflated much: she can
make short work of getting him hard again.


Effy arches her back in a feline stretch, and then
she languidly turns around. Nathan is still panting, staring at her. I’m sure
he just can’t quite believe his luck. 


Effy’s eyes land on his cock, and she smiles. She
reaches out and takes it in her hand. A shiver runs through me as my wife’s
elegant, well-manicured white hand closes around Nathan’s dark, veined cock,
the glint of her wedding ring winking at me. 


His cock pulses in her hand. She smiles again and
sinks slowly to her knees, or maybe a seated position. It’s hard to tell how
they’ve arranged themselves in the hot tub, giving me the view that I have: a
profile of Effy’s face as she extends her tongue and rubs his cock all over her
lips. His cock, that was just moments before buried deep in her ass, bounces to
life instantly, and my cock screams against my pants and the ground. I watch Nathan’s
dick disappear inch by inch into Effy’s mouth. 


All the way to the back of her dirty, slutty
throat. She lifts her eyes and locks them on Nathan’s gaze as she sucks his
dick. She begins to bob up and down on his cock, and I see Nathan’s whole body
tensing up as she works him up with incredible speed to another climax. Her
lips are sealed around his dick and she moves her mouth from the very tip to
the very base. 


Nathan loses it and grabs her by the back of the
head, pushing her down to his balls. 


And then Effy – that great slut of a wife of mine
– slides her tongue out between his cock and her lower lip, and in a scene of
such twisted vulgarity it’s hard to describe, starts to swipe her tongue all
over Nathan’s balls. 


I can’t take it anymore: I was going to hold back
from grabbing my own cock and jacking off but this is way too much. I lift up
my hips and reach into my boxers, where my cock is thrashing against the
material, and grab my dick. I have to get into a pretty fucked-up position to
do this and keep my eye on the floor, so I can see Effy as she slurps on
Nathan's cock and licks his balls. I start to jerk on my dick and as soon as
Nathan yells, “Fuck!” and starts filling my wife’s mouth with his second creamy
load of cum, I can feel myself going over the edge.


Effy swallows it all, looking right up at him as
he smashes his hips into her face and pounds his seed into her throat with his
hand on the back of her head. The immaculate, prim and proper Effy is streaked
with cum and spit and her hair is strung all over her dirty face when he’s done
with her, and the sight of a pearly-clear string of spit and cum dribbling from
his dick to her mouth as he pulls out of her throat sends me over the edge. 


My cock explodes and I don’t do a very good job of
stifling the sound I make. I don’t even hear it, myself, but I’m still looking
through the crack when Nathan and Effy obviously do. They both freeze for a
moment, and then they look in my direction. 


I bite into my lower lip. My cum is spilling all
over my fingers and into my pants, hot and seemingly endless. This orgasm is
hitting me hard, and I squeeze my eyes closed, wishing the whole scene away. 


When I open them, I can see that Effy and Nathan
don’t see my eye peering at them, and they don’t see where the sound came from,
and they don’t really care. 


Effy shrugs, and they laugh. 


I stare as they come together, not kissing, but
fondling each other contentedly in the way that lovers who are nothing more
than dirty fuck-buddies do. I wonder how long this has been going on, how I
missed it, how I got so off the track. 


Effy slides her swimsuit bottoms on, and Nathan
takes another moment to fondle her. 


I’m sitting like an idiot, with my ass in the air,
so I slide down to lie flat and watch the rest of this painful scene. My feet
hit something, there is a scrape of metal, and something plastic-sounding
tumbles onto the ground. 


Nathan’s head snaps back to where I am hiding, and
now his eyes narrow. 


Effy looks scared. 


I freeze. My heart is pounding.


In all this time, I’ve never gotten caught. 


There really isn’t anywhere for me to go, I think.
I decide not to move, because I think my foot is resting against something that
will fall down if I do. What the fuck do I do? 


Nathan is getting out of the tub: he’s turning,
he’s taking a step. 


And then Effy turns right toward where I am – for
the most part; she’s like two inches off and staring more where my chest is.
And she makes this face. 


Do something, she mouths. 


I’m still thinking about what that means when my
mouth opens and takes the lead. “Effy?!” I yell. “Effy! Is that you?” I sound
angry. Nathan freezes. 


Effy looks at him helplessly. She really does
deserve an Oscar for the fear she plasters on her face, the way she darts about
and looks like she has no idea what to do next. “It’s him,” she says, her voice
a quivering panic. 


Nathan looks confused for a second, so she
clarifies. “My husband!” she hisses. 


And that boy is off. He snags a towel from
a chair, leaves his boxers, and takes off. I yell Effy’s name again for good
measure, just to give him a little thrill as he runs away. 


Effy’s smiling, twirling his suit with her finger
in the water, when I come around the wall to the hot tub. 


She bites her lip and grins. 


“I really thought I had you,” she says staring at
her finger as the material of his suit swirls around it. Her eyes snap up to
mine. 


I shimmy out of my pants, figuring no one will be
headed this way at this time, not really caring if they do. I smile at her.
“You did,” I say. “Right to the end. Who is that guy, anyway?” 


Effy shrugged. “Someone from San Fran. Junior
guy.”


I raise my eyebrows and sink into the tub. Effy’s
shoulders are pale and pretty above the clear water, her form ethereal in the
moving shadows and light. “That was quite a show,” I say.


She shrugs. “I knew you were there.” 


“How long have you been doing this guy?” I say,
pulling her toward me by the ankle. This game started months ago, and I never
saw this guy or got a whiff of him the whole time. 


Effy bites her lip again and gives me a look of
mystery. 


“You’re caught,” I say, as she folds her legs up
and over me. “Rules are, you have to tell me everything.”


I play with her lip, and my cock is getting hard
again just thinking of all the things she just did with Nathan, the filthy man
from San Fran. 


Effy smiles. “You saw it all.” 


I narrow my eyes. I don’t believe her. 


She makes a gesture of incredulity. “I was so busy
misleading you with John, and then Dave, that I never had any time to actually do
anything.”


“So… John? Nothing with him?” 


She shakes her head. She smiles. “I planted that
text once I knew you thought it was John. You really thought I’d fuck John?”



“He seems like an okay guy.”


Effy rolls her eyes. ‘And Dave? He’s my
boss.”  


It did seem rather… silly now. 


But then again...


“And you’re trying to tell me you met this guy
since… what, ten o’clock, and just screwed him?”


Effy shrugs. “I met him a few times before.”


I narrow my eyes again.


“What? At lunch meetings. I promise.” She’s
laughing. 


I move my hand down to her pussy and dip my
fingers into her excitement. “What if I don’t believe you?” I say. 


Effy grins. She’s wet and slippery around my fingers,
and I’m going to slide right into her unfaithful, stretched cunt and put my
fingers in her ass and make her bounce on my dick until I fill her third hole
up with cum and she’s totally defiled. 


“You have to,” she answers. “Those are the rules.”



 











caught on
camera


by kenny wright


 


The photos are there, tucked under a stack of
filing folders in our second story office. I almost miss them in the dark as I
root around for our extra iPhone charger, when the glossy corner catches my
eye.


I tug at it automatically, even as I scan the
clutter for the charger. It’s only when I pull an image of the bare shoulder of
my wife into view that I pause and realize what I am looking at.


I click the desk lamp on and square up the photo.
It’s one of my favorites: black and white, taken from behind her as she poses,
laying down. Her sweater hangs off her shoulder, revealing the milky white
perfection of her skin, bisected only by the slender strap of her black bra.
She’s half-looking over her shoulder, her lashes silhouetted, the rich tumble
of her hair spilling over her face just enough to obscure it, to grant her
anonymity.


Even still, it’s impossible to hide her easy
beauty. I see the girl I fell in love with 15 years ago. I see the bud that
blossomed into my wife.


I flip to the next photo, another 8x10 black and
white glossy. This one, a portrait, captures her sitting on a stool, staring
directly into the camera, the first hint of a smile curling the corners of her
mouth. She’s wearing the same clothing as the first photo—an oversized sweater
that covers her like a blanket, yet leaves her legs bare and suggestive.


Of all the photos and drawings and paintings of
her, this one has always been my favorite. I can’t believe I forgot about it.


Kylie modeled back in college—not for fashion or
clothing or catalogues. She’s not tall enough for that, and never took her
beauty seriously enough to get into it. She was in college for a well-rounded
liberal arts degree—eventually earning a double major in Art History and
English Literature. Sitting and posing for art classes was just a fun lark.


So she told me later on, when I first stumbled
upon these photos. We were just dating back then, and she seemed a little
embarrassed to tell me of her modeling experience. She was sitting for her
doctorate at the time, and Kylie the Model clashed with her idea of Kylie the
PhD. Of course, as a guy, suddenly learning that your girlfriend is a former
model was pretty validating—and intimidating at the same time. I was dating
someone hot enough that she could be a model.


Kylie did a good job laughing it off. It wasn’t
real modeling, of course. They had all types of models for the art classes. She
was just one of many. It became just another facet to this fascinating woman,
like where she grew up, or that she never went to a frat party despite going to
a party school, or that she was a bigger Star Wars fan than I could ever be—and
I’m a pretty huge Star Wars fan.


“Dan-iel! Stop. It!” My daughter’s
screaming downstairs jolts me out of my memories. “I told you. Stop it!”


I sigh, tucking the photos back under the papers
and going back downstairs to help Kylie deal with dinner. Our daughter, Ashley,
just turned six. Our son, Daniel, is three. They play really well with each
other...most of the time. When they don’t, though, it’s like World War III—and
when they’re both hungry and tired in the six o’clock hour, it’s World War III
a lot.


Kylie is in the midst of the maelstrom, balancing
Daniel on her hip as she tries to stir fry broccoli in a wok. Ashley is pouting
in the corner, a sticker book left forgotten on the kitchen floor.


“There you are.” Kylie gracefully hands Daniel off
to me on her way to the cutting board, where she's cut cubes of tofu, ready to
dump into the pan. “Can you take care of them?”


“Of course.” This is how we typically divide and
conquer—the person not cooking distracts the kids. It's one of many strategies
we’ve developed over the years, the comfortable familiarity of best friends. 


For a second, though, I stare at her and see the
younger woman who posed in the photos upstairs. See the woman who wore the
beginning of a smile beneath her long, tumbling hair. 


Thing is, if anything, she looks better now than
she did back then. The years have refined her, chiseling out her cheekbones
like a craftsman would to stone. Her light brown hair is shorter, darker. Her
hips are wider, her butt rounder. But every little detail of maturity only adds
to her mystique.


“What?” She looks behind her, then back at me,
then touches her face. “Do I have something on my face?”


I shift Daniel onto my side and step forward.
“Yeah. Here, let me get it.”


I lean forward to kiss her, and she only realizes
that I'm joking when my lips are nearly on hers. She laughs as our mouths meet.
The peck is sweet and G-rated because of the kids. 


“I want Mommy!” Daniel moans. The moment
shatters and Kylie’s exasperation is back. I scoot Daniel out of the room and
do my best to distract him as Kylie finishes up dinner. 


In the whirl and chaos that is dinner time with
two young children, followed by cleanup, followed by bedtime, Kylie’s time as a
model slips into the recesses of my mind, replaced once again by Kylie the Mom.



We get ready for bed ourselves, following the
routine. I brush. She brushes. I change into my pajamas as Kylie finishes up in
the bathroom. She emerges wearing her glasses, her teeth clean, her face
washed, her hair twisted up in a messy bun, and moves to the dresser at the
foot of the bed.


I watch her over the top of my book. With her back
to me, in a long and loose yoga top, I remember the photos buried under the
clutter of the desk—particularly when she reaches up and pulls her hair free
from the elastic tie and lets it fall across her shoulders. She wiggles out of
her jeans, baring her legs and forcing the juxtaposition of the coed Kylie with
the present one.


With the casual familiarly that comes after years
of marriage, she pulls her knit top off and stuffs it into the hamper. Beneath,
she wears a pair of black boy-shorts that cling silkily to her round butt, and
a delicate bra that reminds me of the one from the photo. She reaches between
her shoulder blades and twists the clasp open. 


Her phone buzzes on the dresser as I stare at her
bare back. She picks it up, reads whatever’s on the screen, and smiles. Sliding
her thumbs into her panties, she shimmies them past hips. I’ve always loved her
ass, but maturity has given it a teardrop shape that makes me want to reach out
and grab it. Makes me ashamed that I started taking her for granted.


Kylie grabs one of my t-shirts and tugs it on over
her nudity. She leans a hip into the dresser as she thumbs out a response into
her phone. The t-shirt barely reaches the tops of her thighs, barely covers her
modesty. I drink in her shapely legs, distracted, and almost miss the look on
her face as she regards her phone.


She’s smiling, but not in the neutral way reserved
for reading texts from her other mom friends. There’s something more girlish
about the smile, how it heightens her cheekbones and catches in her eyes. My
heart pulses uncomfortably—jealously—as I watch her pupils dart across the
surface of the phone before her hair falls forward and obscures her face.


“Something funny?” I ask.


She turns, looking at me sideways. Color in her
cheeks? I suddenly want to read what’s on her phone, want to know what’s
brought out this unfamiliar side of my wife. Or who?


Again, a quake rolls through my chest. It’s an old
sensation, as nostalgic as seeing the modeling spread. She darkens the phone.
“Oh, just Facebook,” she explains. I half-believe her. She wouldn’t lie, of
course, and I have no doubt it’s Facebook, but there is nothing “just Facebook”
about her reaction to it.


“What?” she asks when she’s climbed beneath the
covers with me.


I roll onto my side, propping my head on my elbow,
and look at her. Maybe it’s seeing those photos, but I can’t help but see her
in a new light. But how do I express that? I don't even fully understand it
myself. 


“Did you get a haircut?”


She lights up. “Wow, you noticed?”


It was intended to be a joke, but now that I look,
I see that she has. The changes are subtle, the ends trimmed back no more than
an inch or two, layers added to give it more body. She looks youthful. I tell
her as much, and she sees right through me.


“You really didn’t know!” she says.


“I mean, sure I did.”


“I got it done yesterday.”


“Oh.” Caught, all I can do is laugh. After rolling
her eyes, she joins me. Reaching out, she touches my face. I mirror her. Her
skin is as soft as ever. “Sorry. I was too busy admiring how beautiful you are.”


Kylie snorts. “Uh huh.”


“No, seriously.” I mean, not about the cheesy
line, but she really is beautiful. I want to say this, but feel it all get
stuck in my mouth. So I kiss her instead, shifting close until our bodies touch
beneath the sheets.


“You...too tired…?” The question irritates me as
soon as it’s out of my mouth, but we do that these days—asking permission
before making love like the other is giving a concession. Like we’re trying to
agree on what to watch on movie night. 


Kylie answers by kissing me back, with more
passion this time. Her hand wanders down my body and she scoots close to me,
lifting her leg over mine. I take the hint, running my hand down between her
legs and beneath her t-shirt.


She sighs between kisses as I run my hand along her
pussy. She's wet, her shaved lips slick and warm as I pry them open and press
into her. “Uh, yes, baby.”


We’ve been together for ten years. I know how this
woman ticks, how to tease her, how to strike at her core. It doesn't make this
any less exhilarating. I watch her climax build on her face as I finger her,
running my thumb along her landing strip, down to her clit.


When I look at her, eyes closed behind her
glasses, her lips parted and her dark brows pinched in pleasure, it's like
seeing her anew. Like being used to the saturated color of her full life, and
now I look and see her in artistic black and white. 


I'm overcome. I roll her on her back and climb
between her legs. Her eyes flutter open, her green irises appearing slate gray
in the dark of the bedroom. She closes them as I press into her, my cock
sinking easily between her smooth folds.


On the bedside, her phone rumbles. It's face down
and I see the light of the screen glow against the dark wood. Something about
it strikes me as wrong. Who is sending my wife messages at 10 at night? I think
of the way she read her phone earlier, the smile that was something more than
friendly. 


Jealousy flares through me again, paranoia burning
a hole in my chest. I look down at my wife, eyes closed, mouth parted in a moan
that she cannot stop, and wonder if she's thinking about whoever is on the
other end of that message?


I don't stop fucking. If anything, I fuck her
harder, driven by this urge to prove myself, prove my prowess, prove that I am
the same man that curled her toes when we were young.


But that’s not all that drives me. Something
hotter burns in the darker corners of my sexuality. I feel the lick of it up my
spine, uncomfortable yet undeniably hot. It's a feeling I used to have all the
time, especially early on when we were first together and I kept expecting her
to run off with the next man to say hello. It's a side of myself that I haven't
told Kylie about, to this day.


Kylie wraps her legs around my waist, digging her
heels in, urging me even harder. The breath goes out of me.


Her moans rise, the last of her restraint gone.
She forgets the kids. Forgets to stay quiet. She reaches up, grabbing me by the
back of my neck to pull me against her shoulder. “Come, baby,” she gasps. “I
want your come.”


It’s about as dirty as Kylie gets, but it’s
enough. I rock forward, driving myself one, two, three final times into her. I
can feel her pulse against my cheek. I can hear her ragged breath catch and
sputter. The world stands still, and then her wail cuts through us.


I explode with her, filling her as she rides
through her orgasm. Her wail dies to a hoarse moan. I collapse onto her, my
skin on fire, my heart racing.


“That was...fun,” Kylie says between heavy
breaths. “What got into you?”


I almost glance at her phone, then think about how
absurd that would sound. I'm jealous because you were smiling at something
you read on your phone...possibly another man...so I wanted to remind you that
you're with me.


Yeah, that wouldn't go over well.


“What can I say, your haircut drives me wild.”


Kylie laughs. “Only kind of haircut that gets you
that wild doesn't involve the hair on my head.”


It's true, and I feel myself stir despite the
recent sex. Sliding my hand down between her legs, I stroke my fingers along
her smooth pussy lips. “Feels like you got this cut recently, too.”


“Waxed, actually,” she confesses.


She used to get waxes all the time when we were
first together. Now, she only has it done once or twice a year. “Oh? What's the
occasion?”


I swear she hesitates before answering. “I still
had my gift card from Christmas and had a free afternoon.”


All of that is true. Or sounded true enough.
Still, something feels...off. And hot because of it. I run my hand along her
arm, where her skin forms goosebumps. “If that's all it takes, I'll make sure
to get you another gift card right away.”


“So noble,” Kylie says, rolling her eyes
playfully. She kisses my nose. Beyond her, I catch a glimpse of her phone, dark
now.


“Mm, you're hard again,” she whispers, surprise registering
on her face.


“What can I say?” It's a genuine question for the
both of us. I didn't understand exactly why I’m ready for round two so quickly,
either. All I know is that when I look at her, it’s like falling in lust all
over again. I see her the way a stranger would, as another man would. “You're
beautiful.”


She squeezes my erection. “Not sure that's what
your dirty mind is actually thinking.”


Climbing on top of me, she takes my cock and
positions it against her pussy, made impossibly soft from the waxing. I watch
as I sink into her. We fuck quietly, watching each other. She doesn't close her
eyes this time, doesn't go somewhere else. I think again that this must be what
it's like to see her for the first time, to be another man appreciating her undulating
body rise and fall over him. 


She even blushes at whatever hungry expression
consumes my face. “The way you're looking at me…” She trails off.


“What?” I look away from her, then back again.
She’s resting her cheek against her raised shoulder, looking demure.


“I like it.”


“When did you get so beautiful?”


Her smile is lopsided. “You know what the
implication of that is, right?”


“Don't twist my words. You know what I mean.”


She sighs happily. Leans down to kiss me. “I love
you.”


“I love you, too.” I put a hand on her hip and
slowly run my eyes up her naked body. “Now fuck me.”


Love yields to lust. Bracing her palms against my
chest, she puts her thighs to work, riding me like an equestrian. Her dark hair
clings to the sweat dappling her forehead and the back of her neck. Her breasts
bounce, capped by her small, dark nipples. We lose ourselves in the moment. My
hand tightens on her hip, guiding her to bounce faster as I thrust up, meeting
her in wet, meaty slaps. She bites her lip, but her moan escapes.


With my free hand, I reach down and thumb her clit
as best I can as she rides me. It’s enough. She arches over me, her nails
biting into my shoulders as she comes. She begs me to come, to join her, her
words warbling and high, pleading.


I do, exploding deep, filling her for the second
time, and for the second time, we collapse into one another, sweaty and out of
breath.


I collect her into my arms, kiss her neck. She
giggles, shying away, her body still too sensitive for me. “Yeah, I’ll
definitely get you another gift card.”


“And I know exactly what to do with it.” She sighs
happily. “Good night, dear.”


“Night.”


Sleep takes me, despite the unsettling thoughts
that surround me. Despite the phone sitting face down on her nightstand that
may, or may not, contain a text or a message that would reveal a whole new side
of my wife.


It’s a funny thought, that. I have no reason not
to trust Kylie. She’s never once given me reason to suspect her of being anyone
but a loving wife and mother. She’s always been faithful. If I hadn't heard the
stories about her wilder, “artistic” days in college, I would have believed
that she’d always been the way she is now.


But I know things. I pieced things together from
overheard conversations and passing remarks from her girlfriends—things that I
didn’t think even Kylie knew that I knew. Like how she had a fling with a
teaching assistant—the same T.A. who took the photos that are on our desk now.
I never called her on it. Not sure why, but it probably had something to do
with the inexplicable thrill the idea gave me. She never shared, either, and
it’s just one of many little details that I’ve picked up.


Not that she slept around much back then. That
isn’t the impression I’ve picked up, either. She was just a bit of a free bird,
flitting from guy to guy, having her fun. 


I fall asleep thinking about Kylie in college,
longer haired, but with her more mature body, the baby fat trimmed from her
face and cheeks. She laughs. She spins from one man to the next, kissing them
before spinning away. I watch, feeling jealousy rise through me, right along
with arousal. 


When I wake, I’m hard. And alone. The shower is on
in the master bath. I nearly turn over and go back to sleep when I catch sight
of Kylie’s phone, still sitting face down on her nightstand.


Suddenly, I'm wide awake. Suddenly, that phone is
all I can think of. 


I glance one last time at the bathroom door. It's
still closed, the mirror mounted in the middle reflecting a stricken version of
myself. The shower still hisses beyond. 


She’s probably already cleared it, I tell myself.
There's probably nothing there. I lean over and grab it, flipping it over in my
hand. My heart quakes. I hit the home button and it lights up. There's one
notification on it—a Facebook direct message.


[Ashton Brooks] We’re all set for tomorrow. Got
a block of private time at the end of the day in the studio, just you and me.
See you at 3. :)


I stare at it as the world around me crumbles.
It's somehow not what I expected at all, and yet exactly what I thought it would
be. It's why I didn't want to look. Why my heart beats as fast as it does now.


The shower cuts off. I flip it over, quietly, and
roll onto my side again, although my chest rises and falls so fast that there's
no way I can pretend that I'm sleeping. 


I give up, rolling to sit. I stretch, try to put
the message out of mind, even as her phone burns a hole in the back of my head.
I stand, uncertain of what to do, adrenaline pumping in my veins.


I confront her about this, right? It's a no
brainer. I've never heard of this guy, Ashton Brooks, but clearly he's making
some kind of move on Kylie.


It's only when I stand that I realize that I'm
hard—so hard that I hurt in the confines of my boxers after last night’s sex.
Morning wood, I tell myself, taking a few breaths to calm myself. That mostly
works. 


The door to the shower opens, and steam billows
around Kylie as she emerges, a towel wrapped around her still moist body. 


Her bare arms are lean, with a hint of tone
beneath them. Has she been working out more than usual? Have I missed the signs
right under my nose?


“Morning,” she says as we pass one another.


“Morning.”


Other things occur to me—the new haircut. The
waxing. Were these things for me? Or for Ashton Brooks?


Kylie leans into me as I pass, kissing me gently
on the mouth. I smell her shampoo and her soap off of her scrubbed body. “Mmm,”
she says, tracing her hand over my erection. “That for me?”


“Always, hon,” I say. I’m pretty sure it’s the
truth, as troubling as it is.


“You should have joined me in the shower, sleepy
head.” She crosses the room to her dresser, dropping her towel onto the bed as
she goes. I drink in her naked backside. Is her butt tighter than it was a few
months ago? Her legs have always been shapely, but are they more so now?


I groan and disappear into the bathroom, letting
the steam consume me. Too much to think about. My head’s spinning too fast. I
turn the shower on, extra hot, and step beneath the scalding spray. 


Kylie’s voice drifts in from the other room. “Hey,
I’ve got a thing this afternoon, so I’ll be dropping the kids off with my mom.”


I stiffen. “A thing?”


“Yeah. Meeting up with Christy for coffee.”


The lie hits me right between the eyes. I feel
woozy enough that I need to put a hand on the shower wall or topple over. She’s
having an affair. Kylie’s cheating on me. I feel sick to my stomach. Don’t know
what to do.


Got a block of private time at the end of the
day…


How long has this been going on. And who the hell
is Ashton Brooks?


...just you and me...


The curtain slides aside, and Kylie’s back. She’s
not dressed yet, her slender nudity as tempting as it is disloyal. “Well,
well,” she says, stepping in to join me. “This still for me?”


I don’t even realize that I’m hard until her
fingers wrap around my cock. Confused, I manage a dumb, “Uhh…”


Kylie giggles. She’s pulled her bob into a short
ponytail. “Hope so, because I’m taking it.”


I’m still dumbstruck as she sinks to her knees on
the shower floor and wraps her mouth around my cock. Pulling back, she says,
“You’re huge,” before returning to this surprise blowjob.


I reach behind me, needing to steady myself for a
different reason. The confused emotions of betrayal and jealousy still swirl
about me, even as baser, more animalistic needs rise. The blowjob isn’t so rare
that it’s unheard of, but I also can’t remember the last time she’s gone down
on me.


I think back to those photos and the younger woman
she was in them. When we first met, she was spontaneous like this. She woke me
with a BJ more than a few times, and we had enough shower sex to perfect the
tricky technique.


Is this fling she’s having bringing that woman
back? Is that why she pulled the old photos out? Did she miss that girl?


“Kylie,” I groan.


She doesn’t stop. If anything, she renews her
attack on my cock, looking up at me with her shimmering, green eyes as she
bobs. I hear the slurpy gags, even beneath the shower’s hiss, and in a weak
moment, think of her doing this later, with Ashton Brooks, after they finish up
whatever they have planned.


My orgasm catches both of us by surprise. I
explode, filling her mouth, filling her throat. She pulls back, immediately
realizing her mistake as I catch her across the cheek. Rather than be grossed
out, though, Kylie laughs as she continues to jack me off with her hand.
Pointing my cock against the wall, she leans in and runs her tongue along my
balls.


I shudder, stepping away as the pleasure gets too
intense. Kylie releases me, lets the water wash my come from her face, and
stands.


“So my mom’s going to keep the kids over tonight.
I was thinking we could grab dinner after.”


Dates. They are so rare these days, even with her
mother living just fifteen minutes away. This must be guilt talking. She’s with
her lover in the afternoon, so compensates by being with her husband. Even this
blowjob is compensation for that guilt. 


It should sour everything. It doesn’t.


“Dinner sounds great.” I can’t keep the darkness
from my voice. It gives Kylie pause, but she lets it go. We need to talk. But
at dinner. After I know what I need to know. I put on a fake smile. “Now we
better get dressed.”


Kylie studies me one last time, then nods. “Big
day.”


Big day.


 







~~~


 


It's a weird thing, catching my wife in a lie. I
go to work, but can't focus on a damn thing. I don't even remember walking in
the front doors. Or riding the elevator. Or booting up my computer. All I know
is that right now, I have Facebook open and am typing “Ashton Brooks” into the
search field.


His name turns up more results than I expect, but
he’s at the top of the list, with 3 mutual friends. Ashton’s profile pic looks
like a professional headshot—a black and white photo featuring his chiseled
good looks staring intently into the camera lens. His hair is light, although
I’m not sure if it’s sandy blond or gray, and he’s sporting the kind of scruff
that’s too perfect to be anything but cultivated.


He’s a photographer, I see, which seems to explain
the photo. Clicking into his profile, I find that Kylie is, indeed, one of the
three connections to him. The other two are friends of hers from college.


I follow a link to Aston’s website and click
through some of his portfolio. He's actually very talented, I admit
begrudgingly. Most of his photos are of women, artistically rendered shots that
tease without ever crossing a line—even the nudes are tastefully done.


I don't spend much time there, though. Not at
work. And besides, it's not what I'm after. What I want to know is his
connection with Kylie. 


I find it on his About Me page. He got his
master’s in art composition from Kylie’s college, and his time in grad school
there would have overlapped with hers.


It all comes rushing in—the photos being out, her
more carefree attitude, the fact that this guy has a studio. He's the TA she
had a fling with, and here he is, back in her life to rekindle that fling. 


My whole world comes out from beneath me. It spins
and spins. How could she do this? Was this guy so good that Kylie would risk it
all for an afternoon of fun?


I grow cold. Maybe it's not just an afternoon.
Maybe this has been going on for a while, right under my nose.


I grab my coat before all the questions and
revelations have time to catch up to me. I'm stewing, and there's no point
pretending to do work anymore. 


It's just after noon by the time I pull back into
our neighborhood. I'm not sure what my plan is—didn't even occur to me to come
up with one on my drive home. I'll just come out with it, I figure. Tell her I
saw the texts, ask her how long it's been going on.


Even imagining the question, I feel something cold
wrap around my heart. It pumps faster. 


The minivan is gone. She's not home. I park and
check anyway, my heart racing as I walk through my own house. I’m not sure what
I expect to find—lingerie and sexy outfits strewn across the bed, maybe. Or an
empty box of condoms carelessly left in the bathroom waste basket.


I don't find any of that. The bed is neatly made
up. Everything is tidy. Spotless. I open her closet, where her dresses hang,
and check the back, where her one LBD hangs. It's still there.


“Huh,” I say aloud, adrift in the anticlimax. I go
to our home computer, again thinking I'll find something incriminating on the
browser. Instead, I find nothing notable. Not even Facebook—although Kylie
mostly checks that on her phone these days.


She must be dropping the kids off. Or maybe she
took them out to lunch before heading to her mom's.


Or maybe she's having lunch with Ashton Brooks.


The possibility stabs at me. I parry it as best I
can. His message said that he would see her at 3. Not at noon. Not for lunch.


I pull out my phone and start to compose her a
text before I realize that I have no clue what I want to write her. Do I accuse
her now? Over SMS? Without any real evidence, or even the chance to look her in
the eyes and see how she reacts?


I darken the phone again and think. I can wait at
home—stew some more. Go back to work and try to be productive—not happening. Or
I could go out and catch her in the act. I know where she will be, and when.
It's just a matter of figuring out how to leverage that. 


Again, before I can think this plan through, I
pull up Ashton’s website. I shouldn't be surprised to find it saved in the
browser history, but it sets off butterflies in my gut. She's been here. She's
even looked up his address, just as I am now.


Something about her carelessness calls to mind the
younger, freer Kylie. The one I've created in my head but never really met. Is
that why I feel a thrill as I jump back in my car? Is that why, despite all the
evidence that suggests my wife is having an affair, I don't feel like this is
truly the end?


 







~~~


 


Ashton Brooks shares a studio with a group of
photographers under the name of Chromium Gallery and Photography. It’s off the
main drag in the city, in an area of converted warehouses and auto body shops.
A lot of the buildings are now loft apartments and condos.


I do a drive-by first, searching for our minivan,
but don't see it along the street. I do find a street spot, though, just around
the block and take it. I still have no real plan.


The front of the studio is a gallery of the
photographer’s work. I enter, pretending to browse, when none other than Ashton
Brooks emerges from a desk in the back corner of the room.


Panic swells through me. My head snaps in his
direction, like I suddenly realize I've been trapped in a room with a lion. 


“Afternoon,” he says


I fight the almost uncontrollable urge to run.
This guy is every bit as good looking as his Facebook profile. He's wearing
faded jeans and an untucked shirt of rich, cobalt blue. He's left more buttons
undone than I could pull off, and his week-old beard is perfectly scruffy. I
imagine Kylie reaching out and brushing her hand across his cheek, and shudder.


“Can I help you find anything?”


I snap out of my daze. He doesn’t recognize me. He
doesn’t know that I’m the husband of the woman he’s trying to seduce. “Um…” I
grasp at words. “No, just browsing.” That doesn’t sound like enough, so I add,
“I’ve walked by this place a lot of times. Always wondered what was in here.”


I see him dismiss me as a non-customer, but he’s
friendly about it. “Well, feel free to have a look around.” He nods at the desk
in the corner. “I’ll be right over there if you’ve got any questions, or want
to buy anything.” He adds the last comment after an afterthought.


“Sure thing,” I say. He starts to turn. “Hey, any
of your stuff up?”


I bite my tongue, wondering if I’ve gone too far.
I expect him to look me over again, this time unmasking me and seeing me as the
amateur detective that I am. Instead, he gestures to a set of photos on the
opposite wall. “I’ve got a few things up over there. Working on some new things
though, so anything you like I’ll give it to you at 50% off.”


“Cool.” I don’t go there immediately. I’m
circumspect. But I want to. Especially when I realize that all of the photos
along his side of the wall are nudes. Tasteful, artistic nudes, but still...nudes.



It’s weird, being in the same room as the man that
I suspect is seducing—or has already seduced—my wife. I glance at him as he
clicks away at something on the computer, oblivious to who I am. I feel like I should
say something, confront him or something. I don’t. Instead, I make my way along
the edges of the gallery like I care at all about these photos.


The other three photographers also feature figures
posing in the studio, but they don’t have the same eroticism as what I glimpse
from Ashton’s. They’re serious, or self-serious, or just kind of boring.


Ashton, on the other hand, seems to have a knack
for pulling out the unusual beauty in his subjects. I recognize his style from
those photos Kylie kept, seeing similar techniques, refined over the years,
right there on the wall. He catches the model’s coyness as she smiles over her
bare shoulder, the curves of a woman’s midriff, the sheen of her thighs and
hip.


A couple of the photos go a bit beyond just hints
of the erotic. One shows a close-up of a woman’s breast, focusing on her
nipple, which stands hard and excited. Another, a woman’s ass and a hint of her
lower back, where a tattoo of tiny, Chinese characters walk up her spine. 


It's the final photo in the series that sends a
quiet shockwave through me. It’s of a woman’s midsection and hip, the shades of
gray rolling like a desert landscape. One thigh folds over the other, but
doesn’t quite hide the trimmed thatch of her dark bush. The only thing blemishing
the artistic nude was a small birthmark on her hip. I knew that birthmark. It
was Kylie’s.


I freeze, staring, as the implications roll over
me. If someone blew on me, I’d probably hit the floor. Instead, I scan the
picture for some other evidence, some other proof that this is Kylie. The bush
is wrong—I never knew her to keep something so full—but maybe she had in
college. Are her hips narrower? Is her midriff flatter than a woman’s could be
after two kids?


The door behind Ashton opens, and a woman with
short, pink hair emerges, a camera bag on her shoulder. “Hey, Ash, I’m taking
off. You sure you’re good to close up?”


“I’m good,” he says.


“Cool, man. Have a good weekend.” She glances at
me as she moves to the door, then looks at the nude of Kylie that I’m obsessing
over, then back at me. She smirks, and my face goes red. “He’s got more of that
one, if you’re interested.”


My mouth goes dry. “I…”


The pink-haired girl leans in, her brows going up
wisely. “And you definitely should be interested.”


“It beautiful.”


The girl laughs and turns back to the door.
“That’s one way to put it,” she says without looking over her shoulder. The
door shuts. I’m alone with the lion again.


“Hey, man, I need to take care of a thing in the
back,” Ashton says before the silence fully settles over me. “And I need to
close up in about fifteen.”


“Got it. I should be going, too.”


He grabs a business card off the desk as he walks
over to me. “Take this. Shoot me an email if you’re interested in seeing more.”
His eyes drift to the nude of my wife. I think he’s going to say something.
Instead, he just smiles to himself and waves the business card in front of me.


“Thanks,” I say, taking it because I don’t know
what else to do.


He leaves me, humming something I don’t recognize
as he pushes back through the door that his pink-haired colleague came out of.
I pocket the card and check the time. It’s 1:45. Still over an hour and a half
before the appointment. There’s a coffee shop across the street that I can hang
out in. I start to head there when something stops me.


Glancing quickly at the door that heads into the
back, I quickly move to the desk where Ashton had been sitting. Just behind the
keyboard is a key with the logo of the gallery on the keychain. I don’t think.
I’m beyond that. I grab the key, shove it into my pocket, and fight through the
thick haze of recklessness on my way to the door.


I expect Ashton to emerge, to yell at me, to
tackle me before I reach the door. My steps grow faster. I stumble, pushing
open the door with more force than I intend. Outside, the sun is still shining.
The sounds of the city still fill the air. My heart is still beating.


I stick my hand into my pocket, fingering the key
as I look behind me, at the door and its lock, like I can somehow match the
shape I feel with my thumb to the tumblers inside the deadbolt.


“You’re a fucking idiot,” I mutter to myself. I
can’t get my heart to slow down, or get my breath under control. For a second,
I almost hyperventilate, right there in front of the gallery.


But the deed is done. There’s comfort in that
fatalism. No sense in trying to replace the key. No sense in trying to change
the past. It would be better to just toss the key in the trash than to sneak
back into the gallery and return it. I almost do throw it away as I pass a bin
on the street corner. But I don’t. Of course I don’t. I have a plan, as manic
as it is, and I’m going to see it through. I’ve come too far to stop now.


I cross the street and head for the coffee shop.
What I need now is a place to chill. A place to catch my breath and let my
heart settle. Unfortunately, the best spot for my surveillance only serves
caffeinated drinks. I go in anyway.
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I spend most of the next hour trying to figure out
what I'm doing—not just my crazed actions of the moment, but my longer term
plan. Unsurprisingly, given the revelations that seem to keep coming, it’s hard
to focus on that.


For one thing, apparently, at some point, Kylie
posed nude for photos. She never mentioned them, certainly never showed or
shared them. If they were all similar to the one hanging in the gallery,
they're artistic rather than risqué, nothing that I would get upset with. So I
tell myself now, but is that realistically the way I would act?


Thinking back on when we first started dating, I
remember the man I was—the man I was worried a girl like Kylie wouldn't be
into. I was in business school. I wore khakis more often than jeans. I was
about as square as one could get in college, and dating Kylie, I was painfully
aware of it. I was always afraid that I would do something to mess up our
relationship. It never occurred to me until now that maybe she was just as
worried. And given that, how hard would it have been for her to confess that
she once took her clothes off in front of a camera? It took her years just to
share the clothed ones with me. 


Okay, so fine, she didn't tell me about that. I
could rationalize that. But the photo shoot that's about to happen, the one she
definitely did not tell me about, is a harder truth to swallow. 


And yet, here I am, sitting across the street,
waiting for Kylie to make her clandestine meeting with an old boyfriend who is
currently hanging a photo of her naked self in his gallery. I don't text her. I
don't call or confront her. I wait, like this is a trap that I've set, not the
beginning—or middle—of an affair.


Affair. The word rips through me, hurtful and
clawing. Why am I trying to catch her? Why don't I stop this before it goes too
far?


The answer lies in that squirmy sensation that
works through my gut when I think about what “going too far” actually means. It’s
the same one I felt when I first discovered that she had a fling with her TA—or
whenever I think about any of her indiscretions back in her more free-spirited
days. Only this time, I’m not thinking about the past, but what’s to come.


Before I can answer any of my unspoken questions,
though, Kylie drives by the window, the minivan rolling slowly as she searches
for a place to park. I see her through the front window, her light brown hair
looking somehow different—hanging loose, curling slightly inward around her
chin. Styled. In her dark sunglasses and rusty red lipstick, she looks
incognito. It wouldn’t surprise me if she hopped out wearing a trench coat and
a popped collar.


I lean back into the coffee shop, just in case her
eyes drift up to those windows, and wait. The minivan rounds the corner, out of
sight. A couple minutes later, Kylie comes back into view. She’s not wearing a trench
coat, but a pair of tight, black pants and a loose yoga tank top, its straps
making a complex pattern across her shapely back. Anyone passing her on the
sidewalk would assume that she’s on her way to yoga class, not...wherever she’s
going.


That quake is back, starting in my gut before
moving out, through my heart, across my balls. I shouldn’t have ordered that
second latte. I grab it, take a sip anyway, just to occupy my shaking hands.


Kylie stops before the studio, looks up at the
sign, and hesitates. Is that guilt? Nerves? She taps her fingers on her gym
bag, looks up and down the street. A man, passing by her, glances at her ass. I
can’t blame him. She looks great.


The door opens for her before she can retreat, the
decision taken from her. Ashton is there, tall and broad chested, his smile
wide. He swings the door open and gestures for her to enter. She moves past
him, brushing close—by design?—and saying something I cannot hear and cannot
interpret. He nods, shutting the door. Shutting me out. The last thing I see is
the sign in the window as it flips from “Open” to “Closed”.


 







~~~


 


I give them twenty minutes. I’m not sure how I
last that long, given that each second feels like an eternity. I finish my
coffee. Go for a jittery walk around the block. Return to the coffee shop to
relieve my bladder.


I consider leaving, consider just ignoring
whatever is going on. We have a good thing between us, a good life. She loves
me. I don't doubt that. She's not doing this to leave me. She's just scratching
an itch, one that’s been there all along, one that a square guy like me never
could. 


Thing is, I can’t unlearn what I already know. If
I close my eyes now, I’ll never be able to stop wondering. The doubt will eat
me alive. What if I’m just misinterpreting? What if this is all some big
misunderstanding? I need to find out, even if it means the end of us.


Also, tied up in all of this is the fact that I’m
buzzing with erotic nervousness. Even peeing is an effort to do with my cock as
hard as it is. I splash water on my face to get things under control, and
barely recognize the crazed man staring back at me. I stop, take a deep breath,
and shrug at myself. Now or never.


I cross the street, fingering the key in my
pocket, and nearly get run over by a bicycle messenger. “Watch where you’re
going, asshole!” he shouts angrily as he zips past me.


I barely even notice. I’m focused on the door in front
of me and the lock that bars my way. Part of me hopes that it’s locked and that
the key that I pilfered is the wrong one. I could go home then. Fate would be
directing me to leave this one alone.


I reach the door, and it is locked. I pull
out the key, and for a moment, I feel resistance. For a split second, hope and
despair rise through me. Then the key gives. I hear a click. The door opens
silently.


I step inside before someone sees me lurking and
questions me. It doesn’t even occur to me that Kylie and Ashton could still be
in the gallery, that I could bumble in with nowhere to hide and no explanation
for being there. I just act, and blissfully, the room is empty. 


Shutting and locking the door behind me, I tip-toe
into the room. The bright wooden floor boards, mercifully, don't creak. 


Now that I'm inside, I realize that I have no idea
what to do next. The only door leading out of here stands against the back
wall, taunting me with the unknown. I move to it, carefully tucking the stolen
keys back into place behind the monitor. It's so still in here, the muted
sounds of the traffic outside not loud enough to drown out my beating heart. 


Sliding up to the door, I press my ear against the
wood and listen, almost expecting to hear the heavy breathing of Kylie and her
ex. Instead, all I hear is the hum of the building’s air conditioner.


I wish I knew what was immediately behind the
door. If the studio is right there, I'm fucked. If the layout is as simple and
straightforward as the gallery, then there will be nowhere to hide.


Then again, what do I have to lose? If she's
fucking him, then I'm going to have to confront her anyway. Might as well make
this all as dramatic as possible.


Shutting my eyes, I place my hand on the handle,
take a deep breath, and push it open. Quietly. Slowly.


It's darker on the opposite side. Kylie’s laugh
comes from somewhere deeper in the building, followed by the unintelligible
murmur of Ashton. I listen, hear the rapid flutter of a camera, followed by
another of Kylie’s laughs. It's the laugh that I fell in love with when we
first met, loud, unapologetic, and feminine in a way that's neither girlish or
sultry. It's Kylie, and I love her for it. Now, she's sharing it with another
man.


I move through the door, silently shutting it as I
scan my location. I'm in a sitting room, complete with a sofa, a desk, and a
powered off television. Aside from the one that I just came through, there are
two exits—neither of which have doors—and both seem to lead into a second,
larger room. Light spills through them, artificial and bright, punctuated by
the pop of even brighter flashes.


“Okay, I believe you now,” Ashton says as the
flashes roll.


“What’s that?” Kylie asks, her question playful.


“That you’ve had kids. You definitely weren’t
packing an ass like that back in school.”


If the crude observation—albeit very true—offends
Kylie, I don’t hear it in her voice. “I forgot what a smooth talker you were.”


“Oh, you love it.” More clicks. “And you know how
good it looks. I doubt you would have worn that thong if you didn’t.”


“Well, my yoga pants were pretty tight.”


Were. I mean, I know she must have taken
them off already if he is commenting on her thong, but somehow the past tense
gets to me more.


“Everything about you has just—”


“Don’t say it.”


“—gotten better with age.”


“You know a girl doesn’t like to be reminded about
that, right?”


“What I see is a woman, not a girl,” he says.
“That’s kind of the point, right?”


“Then and now, shifting beauty over time.”
It has the quality of something being recited. “I still can't believe you
talked me into this.”


I cross the sitting room, my heart in my throat.
The exit to my right is brighter, like it leads directly out into the studio
beyond. To my left is darker. I go that way, getting low as I peek through. An
accordion partition divides this space from the main. A makeup stand sits
against the wall, and another partition marks a space to change. Kylie's bag
sits open in front of that partition, and the clothes that she wore coming into
her hang over the top. 


“Shift a little away from me, and arch your back.
Just like that. Perfect.” Click. “You're such a natural. You should have taken
this up professionally.”


Kylie laughs. “My parents would have had a thing
or two to say about that.”


“Never stopped you from doing what you wanted
before… Hold that pose. Right…” Pop. “...there. Yes.”


“We all need to grow up.”


“You grew up nicely. Want to show me more?”


“I bet you can't wait to see more,” she
teases.


“You were always a little exhibitionist. I bet you
and your husband get up to all kinds of naughty things.”


Actually, no, although now I wonder if that's
because of me. Have I held her back?


“We have our fun,” she says instead of the truth.


I hear a rustling. Then, “Wow. Those are even
nicer now, too. I think I'm only going to shoot fit moms from now on.”


I have to look. I creep forward, low. There's a
space in the accordion partition where I can glimpse into the room, and what I
see tightens my chest. 


Against a white backdrop sits a settee, draped in
white cloth. Kylie sits in the center of it, her legs crossed, wearing nothing
but a black thong. Her loose sweater—which I recognize from the photos she's
shared with me before—is cast to the side, forgotten.


“Going to have to check the levels.” Ashton
approaches her with a light meter. I watch her watch him, her eyes on his face,
hunger and just-checked excitement turning her smile feral. Her nipples are
hard.


“Don't want anything to blow out,” she says, her
eyes drifting down between her legs before she flicks back up to his.


Ashton chuckles, scanning her bare chest with the
meter before nodding. “Checks out.”


They stare at one another, long enough that my
stomach has time to lurch and flutter. He backs up, camera hoisted, snapping
off a few test shots.


“I saw you've got one of me hanging out front. I
thought we had an agreement. Nothing public.”


“We agreed on keeping them anonymous. Just like
these. That's the whole point.”


“I thought the point was to get me naked again.”
The way she speaks to him...it's been so long since she's been like this with
me. 


“Maybe that, too. Why don't you turn away from me
again?” Kylie does so, laying on her side, her back to the both of us. “Don't
tell me you haven't thought about it.”


Her ass looks phenomenal, bisected with the black
thong. I stare at her and all her bare skin as I wait with baited breath for
her answer. I want to know, too.


“You give yourself too much credit.”


“Probably, but I'm not wrong about this.”


Kylie twists her body to look over her shoulder,
emphasizing the sinuous lines of her body. She’s a modernized Renaissance
painting. This is the juncture of art and pornography.


“Hold that,” Ashton says, firing away at the
camera. “Let your head fall forward, so your hair—yes, perfect.”


She does as instructed, her hair falling across
her face, giving her the anonymity Kylie wants and Ashton needs. 


“Now tuck your thumb into your thong,” he says.
“Tease me. I know you want to.”


“I'm married, remember,” Kylie says, even as she
does it.


She is, and that she's reminding him of it forces
me to reconsider this situation. She really is here just to pose? Is it as
innocent as that?


“I remember. I asked you to keep the ring on. But
that has nothing to do with teasing me or not.”


She breaks the pose, her face disappearing behind
her shoulder once again as she tugs her panties along her hip, Ashton’s camera
catching every moment. 


“So tell, Kylie, are you turned on?”


He doesn’t stop taking photos, and Kylie doesn't
stop her tease. She lifts her thigh, peeling her visibly wet thong away from
her pussy. 


“Posing always turned you on,” he continued. “I
still remember how worked up you got after that nude figure class.” He moved
closer. “The last student was barely out of the room when you ripped off my
pants.”


He adjusts the flash on his camera, walking the
lens across her bare body.


“You remember that, Kylie?”


“Mmm hmm.” It’s so subtle that I almost miss it,
but after looking, I can see the shortness of her breathing in her back and
shoulders. 


“Remember the time we did your first erotic nudes?”


Ashton’s camera is at his side, forgotten, as he
settles on the edge of the settee. She twists again, her upper body on her
back, her hips—her sex—still pointing away.


“I still remember all the fuck breaks we needed to
take to get through that.” They stare at each other. I stop breathing, hair
rising along my neck, blood fueling my erection. The lust these two have for
one another is as palpable as the heat off the lamps. “You need a fuck break
now?”


I'm not sure if he actually asked it, or I just
imagined it. She doesn't answer immediately. She just stares at him, holding
his eyes, as he reaches down and caresses her cheek. Their intimacy tears
through me, good and bad and jealous and erotic. The past meets the present,
and in that moment, I really don't know which will win. I don't know which I
want to win.


“I'm…” Kylie glances away, blushing hard, and
diffuses the moment with a breezy laugh. “I'm good right now. Could use some
water, though.”


She rolls off the backside of the settee, kicking
her thong off her ankle as she circles around. She doesn't appear
self-conscious being nude in front of this man, even as he gawks at her. I
don't blame him, I’m doing the same. 


The photo shoot has transformed her, infused her
with a confidence that is other worldly. Just as Ashton pointed out, her body
has matured from the coed he once knew, grown more womanly. Even the clipped
landing strip of dark hair suggests a new one from the girl with the wilder bush
out front. 


I'm so busy gawking, in fact, that I fail to
process that she's headed right for my little hiding spot.


She grabs a robe and pulls it around her, saying
over her shoulder, “How long before you can process the photos?”


I realize too late that I need to move. There
isn't enough time to sneak back into the waiting room before she rounds the
partition. I freeze, like I’ve had molten glass poured over me.


“...I’d like to give them to my husband sooner
rather than later. All this sneaking around’s been hard. He may start thinking
that I’m having an—” She turns. She sees me, crouched in the crook of the
accordion partition. Her eyes grow large. “—affair,” she completes.


“What?!” she mouths at me. 


I put my finger to my lips, although I don’t think
she’s going to give me away. Instead, she looks past me, at the crack in the
folding screen where I’d been spying.


Interestingly, when she looks back at me, her
expression is unwavering. No guilty shifting, no bashful sense of shame. More
bald surprise than anything else.


Ashton, oblivious to my discovery, continues the
banter. “Well, if he already thinks that you're having an affair…”


With her eyes on me, she says, “That’s an
interesting point. Does he?”


I shake my head, more reflex than truth. She sees
right through it, pursing her lips. 


“I don't know,” Ashton says. “You're the one who
said it.”


This time, she looks in his direction as she
answers, unable to resist a flirty reply. “Just trying to get your hopes up.”


I stand and close the distance between us with a
single step, sliding my hand inside her robe. She doesn’t shy away, but doesn’t
move into my embrace, either.


“It’s working,” Ashton says. “But I’m pretty sure
it’s not just me who’s interested.”


His words, and the way Kylie quickly takes a
breath—something I would have missed had my hand not been pressed against her
ribs—triggers an epiphany. I lean close before I can second guess myself—before
my rational self seizes back control—and whisper, “He’s right. We’re all
interested.”


I brush my fingers down her stomach, my light
touch causing her to gasp quietly. I kiss her neck as my fingers skate across
her pussy. She’s so wet, and I easily slide a digit inside of her.


Seriously? she mouths to me.


With my lips against her ear, I whisper, “I’ll be
watching.”


She holds my gaze, giving me time to come to my
senses and back out. Instead, I nod, ever so slightly, hoping it conveys all
the raw excitement that I’ve unearthed. This close, I can see her pupils
dilate, her green irises yielding to unfocused black.


Her hand slides across my pants, tracing my
erection. She nods in confirmation before leaning close, her lips brushing
mine. I can smell the waxiness of her lipstick. “Call if you want me to stop.
I’ll turn my ringer on.”


She doesn’t kiss me. Doesn’t want to mess up her
makeup. Not yet, anyway, and not with me. Grabbing a bottle of water—the thing
she came back here to get—she twists the top off, shoots me a final, lingering
glance, and struts back out into the studio.


I know her well enough that I can hear the smile
in her voice when she says, “Are you done trying to get into my pants?”


Ashton let's go a cocky chuckle. “Last I checked,
you weren't wearing any.”


I hear the swish of her robe. “Oh, that's right.”
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Kylie doesn't do anything differently. She doesn't
flirt with Ashton any more than she had before. She doesn't throw herself at
him, or make it obvious that she's had a change of heart. She doesn't need to.
Ashton does all the work for her. 


His tactic isn't so subtle, but no one’s giving
points out for subtlety anymore. Since he controls her poses, and since he
knows that it turns her on, he gradually turns up the heat, making sure to
touch and adjust her, even when she doesn't need it.


“That's it, lie back, just like that, let your
hair fall around you—perfect. Now cover your breast, just over your nipple… uh
huh, there.”


The pop of the flash fires throughout his
instructions, a strobe of the scene I watch through the crack of the partition.
Kylie is stretched out like a Playboy model, her back arched, her head tilted
toward the camera, her legs strategically bent to keep her modesty. She's all
limbs, all lean, pale flesh. A living piece of art.


He moves to her, ostensibly to arrange her bangs
around her face. His attention, though, wanders the length of her.


“I want you to put your other hand down between
your legs,” he says, pulling the camera back to his eyes. “Cover yourself.”


I watch as she obeys, her right hand still on her
breast, her left drifting between her thighs and out of my sight. He fires off
a couple shots, checks the viewfinder, and takes a few more. “That’s very
pretty,” he says, looking at where her hand is. “The ring, I mean.”


She blushes despite the clarification.


“You can touch yourself if you want,” he says. He
settles onto the upholstered bench, his hip resting against her head. “Don’t
worry, I won’t tell.”


Kylie’s voice is thick, husky. “But you’ll
photograph it.”


“Don’t worry. For my private collection only.” He
smiles down at her, brushing her hair idly. “Nothing I don’t already have,
right?”


My breath catches at the implication. Makes sense,
though, the treasure trove of sexy photos he must be sitting on. I wonder if
Kylie has any of them that she’s just not shared. I make a note to ask her
after this is over, then promptly forget it.


“I shouldn’t,” Kylie says, but she doesn’t look
away as they share a moment.


“Never stopped you in the past,” Ashton says, his
look intense.


“Things are different now.”


“Let’s pretend, for this afternoon, that they’re
not.”


Kylie nibbles on her lower lip, appearing coy. I
see right through her act. Ashton does not. “I need you to promise me that no
one will see those photos. Ever.”


“Don’t worry, you’re not the first to ask, and
I’ve never shared before.”


“And don’t capture my face.”


“How about I only shoot your lips. You’ve got great
lips.”


“Okay.”


“Go ahead, touch that pussy. Did you groom it just
for this, or do you normally keep it so neat?”


Kylie doesn’t answer. Instead, I watch as her
nostrils flare and her lips part. She rocks her head back, ever so slightly
pressing it against Ashton’s thigh. He lifts the camera again, adjusts the
lens, and fires off a few shots of the action between her thighs.


“That’s it, Kylie. Push two fingers deep.” Click.
Click. “You’re so wet, baby.”


Kylie moans as she shifts her right hand to
capture her nipple between her fingers. She rolls the hard nub and parts her
thighs. I catch a glimpse of her engagement ring sparkling in a photo flash,
and see two fingers delve into her pussy as Ashton snaps away.


“That's so hot, Kylie. Let go. Let go. Let it all
go.”


He rises, takes a couple steps back, shifting the
angle of his shots wider. She drapes one leg off the settee, the other is
propped up, bent. Dropping her right hand down between her legs, she attacks
her clit as her other hand continues to finger herself.


Ashton shoots it all. Whether Kylie notices, or
cares, or is turned on even more by his presence, I cannot tell. Her orgasm,
though, is real—and fierce—starting deep and tight before exploding outward, a
kinetic blast of sound and fury. 


Ashton dances the camera along her body, shifting
back and forth to capture details I ache to see. He crouches, catching her
profile as it coils into a tight S. He zooms in on her lips, parted and
moaning. He tightens even further into the cleavage created by her arms on their
way down to her pussy.


The rapid sound of the shutter seems to drive her
on, the attention and exhibition fueling the fire of her need. At last, though,
it burns out, leaving her panting hard and heavy, her body covered in a sheen
of sweat as she lies back on the settee.


“Stunning,” Ashton says, checking the viewfinder
again. “Fuck, you’re hot.”


Lazily, Kylie turns to regard him. Her eyes
flicker over to me, though, so quick that I almost miss it before they’re back
on her one-time lover. “You know, if you put that thing down, you can enjoy the
real thing right here.”


She traces a hand across her breast, as if the
offer isn’t crystal clear.


I see his gasp more than hear it. It warms me,
easing the doubt and insecurity that riddles me at the thought of what is about
to happen. For all his swagger and confidence, Ashton is just as uncertain as I
am.


Unlike me, who continues to swoon in my hiding
place, Ashton recovers quickly. He sets the camera down and slides onto the
bench beside Kylie as she rises to a sitting position. 


They move together like the lovers they once were.
She puts her hands around his neck, biting her lower lip as she pretends to be
uncertain. I’m right there with her, even as she turns her head to accept this
other man’s kiss. Her eyes close and the shyness falls away, replaced by hungry
acceptance.


It’s like the floor drops out from beneath me. My
gut goes first, free fall, then my heart and my head and my consciousness. Only
I’m not falling. I’m not missing a minute of what’s happening, right through
the slit in this screen. Ashton pulls Kylie’s naked body close, and she slides right
up against him, as his hands dip down between her legs. I have a clear,
unobstructed view of another man’s fingers tracing down my wife’s landing
strip, teasing her clit, and pressing two digits deep into her pussy.


Kylie gasps, but doesn’t break the kiss. Not yet.
She redoubles her passion, her fingers tightening in the hair behind his ears.
Ashton plays her, his fingers dipping in and out of her as his thumb works a
tight circle on her clit. She shudders, trying to hold on, trying to keep
kissing.


She isn’t able to. She throws her head back and
rakes her right hand through the sweat-damp locks. Bracing back on her free
arm, she loses herself in Ashton’s touch—thinking about how different his hands
feel? How different he smells? How much harder he fingers her?


Ashton dips down and takes her nipple between his
lips. She cries out, arching her back to shove more soft breast into his mouth.
Her second orgasm racks through her, once again leaving her panting and
vulnerable. 


Ashton whips his shirt off. Beneath, he's toned
and tanned, a pelt of dark hair on his well-toned chest. He's different enough
from me that when Kylie fixes upon him through her long lashes and wets her
lips, I taste the bitter-sweet cocktail that is the heart of this fantasy—Kylie
wants a man who is not me, and what she's about to do is to satiate her own
desires, not just mine.


She lounges on her back, watching as he lowers the
zipper of his jeans and pushes them down his waist. He takes his boxers with
it, baring his ass to me, and his cock to my wife. Her eyes light up as she
sees whatever he has to offer.


He steps forward, holding himself. Offering
himself. She takes him up on his offer, sitting up and shifting forward. I
can't see what she's doing, but I don't have to guess. 


“Yes, baby, wrap those lips around it. Your mouth
feels so… uhh… so good.”


His words, as much as the subtle bob of Kylie’s
body, suck the air out of my lungs. He stands, feet planted shoulder-width
apart, as Kylie shifts into a seated position on the settee. She reaches down
between her splayed legs and begins to rub herself in time with her blowjob.


“Yeah, take that cock,” Ashton says. I can’t see
it, but it appears that his hands move into her hair. “Take it all the way,
babe. Just like old times.”


Kylie gags, pulls back, takes a breath, and tries
again. More gags. More gargles. But she doesn’t pull away again, and Ashton,
with his legs firmly rooted to the ground, looks up at the ceiling and barks
out an, “Oh fuck, yeah!”


He thrusts forward. Kylie chokes again, but stays
with the blowjob. Feels like my eyes are on the verge of popping out of my
head. I’ve never been so rough, so forceful, and Kylie’s never just taken it.
Not like this. Only, she is, and the fingers of her left hand are a blur as
they rub her clit.


Ashton’s laugh is gruff, and I hear the edge in
it. He’s just barely holding on. “You always loved sucking cock, Kylie.”


It’s not a statement I would have made about my
wife, but then again, I didn’t know her back in school.


“I still remember that time Bryce and I shared
you. I bet you still think of that, too.”


The hits keep coming. She had a threesome? With
two guys? Kylie doesn’t betray whether she’s thought of that or not. Not
verbally. But her fingers work faster, working her pussy harder than I would
have felt comfortable doing.


“Yeah, you do,” Ashton says. “Your husband have
any clue how dirty you are, deep down?”


If I could have seen her face, I know she would
have chanced a glance at me. Instead, she pulls back, pulls out of his grasp.
She raises her left hand, coated in her wetness, and pumps him with both fists.
Her voice is raw, scratchy. “Oh, he knows. Pretty sure of that.”


She dips forward, sucks his length, and pulls
back. “We know how to have a good time.”


“With a wife like you, how could you not?”


Kylie laughs. “If I swallow your come, you going
to have anything left?”


Her question, so direct, so raunchy, drives me
wild.


“With you? Fuck yeah. You’re not leaving until I
dip my cock in that pretty pussy of yours.”


“Mmm, then give me your come, Ash. Come for me,
baby.”


She leans forward, again out of my view. I will
them to turn, so I can see her finish him off, but Ashton is back in control,
his hands in her hair, his hips driving forward. “Fuck. Fuck!” he groans,
rolling his shoulders back. I can just barely see his jaws clench, the muscles
in his neck tightening. “Here it comes, baby. Take it. Take it all!”


Their wild movements stop, freeze. Kylie’s
fingernails dig into his buttocks as she takes Ashton’s load in her mouth,
swallowing every drop.


She sits back when he’s through, and at last I see
her face again. She glances at me, making sure I see the trail of come glisten
on her chin before she scoops it up and licks her fingers clean.


“Yummy,” she says.


Ashton stretches, washes his hands across his
face, and reaches for his camera again. As he does so, I see his nakedness for
the first time. It’s hard to get a gauge on his size, semi-soft as he is, but
he’s no slouch. The fact that he’s shaved himself bare only adds to the
illusion of his size.


“Now that that’s out of the way,” he says, “let’s
get to the truly erotic nudes, yeah?”


Kylie laughs. “I’m not a pornstar.”


“You sure suck dick like one.” My wife rolls her
eyes, and Ashton lets it go. “I don’t shoot porn, either. You know me well
enough, right? But you’re too hot to pass up, all sweaty and mussed like that.
What do you say?”


“No shots of my face,” Kylie says, already
starting her first pose.
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They shoot for about fifteen minutes, actually
behaving professionally, despite both of them being completely naked. Ashton’s
cock hardens over that period, growing rigid as he pries into her private life.
With me.


“You and your husband ever invite another guy into
bed?” he asks as she poses on all fours, her ass raised, one hand reaching down
between her legs.


“No,” Kylie says. Then adds, “Not yet.”


“If you go there, you know how to get in touch
with me.”


“What makes you so sure he’d be into that?”


Ashton laughs. “Pretty sure you could convince
him. Maybe he’d be into it.”


Kylie glances slyly in my direction. “Maybe…”


Ashton puts his camera down. “If he’s not, then we
can always find a third.”


“If I didn’t know better, sounds like you’re more
interested in bringing another guy in than you are in me.”


“On the contrary. Watching how into it you
get when you fuck another man is one of my fondest memories of you.”


I couldn’t agree more.


Still on her hands and knees, she glances down at
Ashton’s cock and changes the subject. “You going to fuck me with that thing
yet?”


“Just waiting for the lovely lady to ask. I’m a
gentleman, remember?” He moves into place behind her, and I realize just how
perfectly Kylie has set the situation up.


“I almost forgot,” she says, lowering her head and
shoulders to the cushioned bench so that she can look directly at me as Ashton
settles in behind her. He only needs to bend his knees slightly to line his
cock up. “Now stick that gentlemanly cock into my lady-like pussy.”


“Yes, ma’am.”


With his hand on his shaft—which is slightly
longer than mine, but not quite as thick—he presses it against her thighs. I
have exactly the right angle to see it part her waxed lips. Her lips part,
gasping, her tongue peeking out between her teeth. She winks at me as Ashton
presses forward, sinking into her.


Her eyes flutter shut as she loses herself in
another man’s cock for the first time in years. “Oh, Ash, that’s so… uhhh…” I
can’t tell if it’s for me or for him. Doesn’t matter. It hits me like a bolt of
electricity.


He grabs her hips, thumbs pressing into her
cheeks, and tugs her back. Her ass practically hangs off the bench as he starts
riding her, his pelvis striking her ass in hollow, wet claps.


“Oh, Ash!” Her bob catches in her lipstick, a
tangled, sweaty mess. “Fuck…me!”


“You still like it hard?”


“Uhhh…”


He grabs her arms, right at the elbows, and pulls
her body toward him. She arches back, letting him manhandle her, letting him
bend her like an archer would a bow, all the while throwing his cock into her
harder and harder.


I watch her face, tight with ecstasy. She’s
entered the moment, lost to the world and everything around her but the drive
of this man’s cock and the way he bends and uses her body. Sweat dapples
Ashton’s skin, turning it slick and glossy. He doesn’t relent. Not until he’s
forced another climax from Kylie’s willing body.


He pulls free from her, stepping back while she’s
still a panting, post-orgasmic mess, and flips her over. Cock in hand like a
warrior with his weapon, he mounts the bench and slides in between her parted
knees. She lifts a leg—the one opposite me—and hooks her heel over his shoulder
as he lines his cock up against her swollen pussy.


This time, I see it all in glorious detail. The
room, from here to there, isn’t very large, yet because of who I’m watching,
because of what I’m watching, it feels an ocean away. Like this isn’t
real. Or it’s being covered on television.


Kylie brings me right back into the scene with a
simple, quick glance in my direction, and the tiniest of smiles. She doesn’t
wink, but I feel like she has. Warmth washes through me. I mouth, I love you,
even though I know she can’t see me where I'm hiding. I can’t stop smiling,
even as she turns her attention back to Ashton and their eyes lock.


The shyness is gone. That pretense of being coy
swept away with her orgasms and the intimacy of this moment. She was never
hesitant—only pretended to be—but now she’s eager. To feel another man fuck
her. To take another man’s cock deep.


They continue to stare at one another as he enters
her, and despite how wrong and exciting it is to see Ashton’s shaft stretch
Kylie’s pussy, it’s that eye contact that I can’t stop watching. It’s the eye
contact that changes this scene from porn to a thing of art.


Erotic art, for sure. Incredible,
amazing—sometimes challenging to stomach—art, but erotic to its scintillating
core.


Ashton doesn’t fuck her as hard or as uncontrolled
as he had when he’d held her elbows back, but he takes her in a more thorough
and deliberate way than I normally do. His hips don’t just drop, but roll. If
this were music, he is more violin than drum.


And Kylie loves it. Soon, she can’t keep her eyes
open, seemingly lost in the feeling of newness—or perhaps memory, nostalgic and
refreshing. Ashton never looks away. He grips the back of her thigh against his
chest, staring down at her, watching her orgasm build once again. He stares at
her with an artist’s intensity, and it frightens me as much as it turns me on.
Kylie might be lost in the physicality of the moment, and the echo of its past,
but Ashton is thinking of what could have been. My reality is his wistful
fantasy.


Kylie comes in a taut arch, her ass in the air,
all the weight on her shoulders and nape of her neck. Ashton holds her, fucks
her, doesn't relent. I get the sense that this is the way he attacks life in
general—more passion and action than planning and thought, the ego to my id.


“Fuck, Kylie, you're so amazing,” he groans.


Kylie’s eyes flash open. “Don't come inside me.”


“But I'm so close—”


She doesn't negotiate. She just uncoils from him
and twists low, sucking his dick deep. A few bobs and he's there, emptying his
balls once again into her welcoming mouth.


It's time for me to leave, while the aftermath of
sex still rings in their ears. In a couple of minutes, reality will return, and
they will have to deal with the “consequences.” I don't have to worry about
that. I know my wife will be returning home to me, and that there will not be
any clandestine arrangements to meet up again and repeat.


Or if there are, I'll know all about it. I'm not
sure how I feel about that.


So I leave, sneaking back out into the gallery,
where light streams too brightly through the front windows. Seems wrong. 


I can't lock the front doors on my way out, but
have to hope that the “Closed” sign keeps people from stumbling in. Not that I
give it much thought. I'm too busy thinking about how I feel about a next time.


A part of me likes the idea, but in the way that
I'd want another Martini if I was already drunk on them. It's not a good idea,
not a responsible one, but I'm still tempted. 


I don't have an answer, even after I climb into my
car. My phone buzzes. A text message. From Kylie.


[Kylie] You still up for dinner? I'm starving.
;)


I can’t help but laugh.
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The proofs arrive a couple weeks later. The clean
ones. Ashton’s email simply reads, “Enjoy!” We open the attached images
together.


“He’s very good,” I say as we click through photo
after photo. Like the ones from college, these are all black and white. Most of
them are close-ups, detailing Kylie’s beauty in ways that I normally miss. Like
the way she sometimes rubs her neck when she’s tired, or the smile lines that
form when she smirks—that photo is a tight shot of just her mouth and the lower
half of her face.


“He’s made his living doing this. I should hope
so,” Kylie says.


“Did he send you...the others yet?” My heart
trembles even as I ask, like I’m worried or something.


“Yeah,” she says, her voice sing-song. “I should
warn you, though, things got pretty heated during the shoot.”


We share a laugh. “You didn’t do anything naughty,
did you?”


“Maybe.”


We’ve talked since that photo shoot. A lot. We
barely made it through that dinner together, racing home to make love, to
reconnect, to prove to one another that despite the illicit sex with another
man, we still loved one another.


He’s reached out to her since, flirted with her
through text, even tried to hook up again. She showed me all their
communications, including the way she flirted back, but she never went, always
putting him off. “Maybe we’ll do it again, in another fifteen years,” was the
closest to hope that she gave him.


We open the racier set together, too. The nudes.
As promised, the nudes don’t show her face, but it’s unmistakably my wife. I
know the slope of her breasts, the way her nipples puff up when she grows
excited. I recognize the birthmark on her hip and, more erotically, the style
of her wedding band as it covers her thin landing strip.


“You want to see him again?” I ask. It’s not the
first time I’ve asked her, and I’m pretty certain that it won’t be the last.


She gives me the answer she always does. “I don’t
need to.”


“But do you want to?”


She advances the photos without answering. The
last one is the only one that is clearly, unmistakably, Kylie, and while it’s
just a portrait, showing nothing from the neck down, it’s one of the sexiest of
the set. 


Her hair is damp, her bangs messy and plastered to
her forehead. Eyes shut, mouth parted in a gasp, she touches her cheek with her
left hand—her ringed hand—as she rides what must be the lingering waves of an
orgasm.


It’s a photo that captures both the free spirit of
a younger Kylie and the more refined beauty of the Kylie who sits next to me
now.


“She wants more,” I say.


Kylie turns in my lap and puts her arms around my
neck. “You think so?”


I glance around her, taking in the ecstasy of that
moment, then I look back to her and nod. “It’s caught. Right there. No point in
denying it.”


She kisses me softly. “I guess anything is
possible.”


 











brooke’s
revenge


by kirsten mccurran


 


“Are you fucking kidding me?” I shouted, barely
resisting the urge to throw my beer at the television.


“What can you do, brother? Ryan is on fire this
season. He can’t miss,” Carter said, grinning. He didn’t even try to hide his
glee at seeing his team trouncing mine.


“It doesn’t help that our secondary is shit.
Carroll is playing so far off the receivers; I could have caught that pass.”


“It’s just not your year. It’s pretty obvious at
this point. You’ve got too many holes on your team. At least you’ve got a young
stud QB you can build off of, right?”


“You don’t need to try and make me feel better,” I
said. 


“You’ll be okay, buddy. There’s always next year.
I’ll have you guys over for a party when we’re kicking ass in the playoffs.”


“Thanks. I can’t wait. I’m empty. Do you need
another beer?”


“Sure,” he replied.


His gloating aside, I liked Carter a lot. He was a
cool guy and an awesome neighbor. We’d really lucked out when we moved in
across the street from him. Not only were Brooke and I new to the neighborhood,
we were new to Kingston, moving halfway across the country because of a job
transfer. That had been a year of big changes for us, and challenging at times
to our young marriage. In the couple years we’d been living across the street
from Carter, we’d become better and better friends, and it seemed like he was
over all the time.


I ran out to the kitchen, turning on lights as I
went, because it was getting dark. Brooke was out with her friend Stacey, and I
was surprised she wasn’t home yet. She wasn’t much of a football fan, so when
Carter came over to watch games she usually found something else to do. 


“Are you ready to concede this game yet?” Carter
asked, after taking a beer from me when I returned.


“I guess. There’s no way we’re mounting a comeback
now.”


The score was 27-3, halfway through the fourth
quarter. There was no coming back from that, even if we were a better team. 


“Don’t be so glum. It could be worse, you could
have bet money,” Carter said.


“Yeah, I’m not much of a gambling man. I’m not a
risk taker.”


“We could always wager something else.”


“Very funny. Never going to happen.” 


I knew exactly what he meant. More than once, he’d
suggested we involve Brooke in some kind of bet. If I ever did something like
that, I’d be sleeping on the couch for a month.


“Brooke’s fun, she’d probably get a kick out of
it. When’s she going to be home, anyway?” Carter asked.


“I’ll text her and ask.” I shot my wife a text.
“Brooke’s a lot of fun, but I think that might be pushing it.”


“I’m sure she’s fun,” he replied with a chuckle. 


He couldn’t know, but his suggestion of a wager
pushed my buttons, and I couldn’t help teasing the idea. “What do you have in
mind, anyway?”


Carter thought about it, and suggested, “Maybe we
should have a bet on the playoffs. If my team wins out, she’ll dress up and be
our cocktail waitress.”


I chuckled. I loved the idea, but it would never
happen. “Yeah? What did you have in mind?”


“How about a jersey and high heels?”


“Nothing else?” I asked, amused.


“She can wear a thong underneath.”


“She’s got plenty of those.”


“I bet she does, with that ass.”


“That’s my wife you’re talking about,” I said.


“No offense.”


I laughed. “I know you stare at Brooke’s ass.
She’s got a great ass. How could I blame you?”


From the time we moved in, Carter had an eye for
Brooke. I didn’t really mind. I’m not the type of guy who feels threatened by
that kind of thing, and if I am her type, then there’s no way Carter could be. 


I’m in my early 30s, tall and skinny, with short
hair a neat beard and black framed glasses. I’ve been accused of being a
hipster, but I just think it’s the way people my age are. I just fit in with my
friends. Carter is almost 50, rough, and if I had to pick a word to describe
him, I’d have to say manly. He is a contractor, so he’s big and
muscular, with rough hands and he usually has a couple days’ worth of graying
stubble on his chin. He’s good looking, for an older guy, and he has no trouble
with women. Carter divorced about a year before we moved into the neighborhood.
It seems there’s a steady stream of women coming and going from his place, something
Brooke has commented on, both to me, and to him. She’s asked me what I think
he’s got going on over there, while she likes to tease him about the mostly
younger women she sees. Brooke has suggested he install a revolving door.
Carter just laughs it off and tells her she’s jealous.


There’s another reason I don’t mind the lingering
looks Carter gives my wife. Going all the way back to my first girlfriend in
high school, I’ve always enjoyed it when other guys checked out my women. It
could be insecurity, that I need the validation, but I think there’s something
more to it. It doesn’t just make me proud, it turns me on. I’ve encouraged my
girlfriends to dress up in sexy outfits, with some degree of success. 


Brooke naturally likes to look good, so it doesn’t
take much effort to get her into outfits I like, even if I push toward shorter
skirts than she would favor for herself. I know that sometimes she dresses up
just to humor me. Brooke is well aware of how the attention she gets turns me
on. Even better, she knows just how to tease me about it in the bedroom. She
comes home and teases me about the guy who checked her out at the grocery
store, or the UPS guy who lingered by her desk, even after she signed for the
delivery. 


There’s a darker side to my fantasies, and when
I’ve pushed Brooke too far she’s pushed back. When I suggested that she get
that UPS guy’s number and text with him, she gave me the Are you serious?
look. I told her it might be fun to flirt with him by text, and when she
realized I wasn’t kidding, she let me have it. 


“You’d probably like me text him some sexy
pictures too, wouldn’t you?” she said.


“That would be awesome,” I answered eagerly, not
seeing the trouble I was in.


“You know that’s not going to lead to anything
good.”


“It’s just a game, Brooke. It’s flirting.”


“He’s going to think I want to fuck him. Or is
that what you want?” 


“Of course not,” I replied, realizing she was
angry.


“Sometimes I’m not so sure, Trent. I know what
stories you read on the internet. It makes me wonder.”


“Brooke, I do not want that,” I said emphatically.



I hoped I sounded more confident than I felt. The
truth was, that I did like to read stories of husbands sharing their wives, and
maybe I’d had fantasies of Brooke flirting and things going too far, but I’d never
want that in real life. How could I handle that? I told her all of that, but I
could tell she had her doubts. She was willing to indulge me, but there was a
line. Unfortunately, I wasn’t always smart enough to stay on the right side of
that line.


It wasn’t the first time Carter and I wandered
into that weird territory. During the two years we've been here, he moved from
just checking Brooke out to making little comments when she wasn’t around. I’m
sure it was just guy talk for someone like him, and I was proud to be included.
Besides, I had other reasons to enjoy it.


“How did you get her again?” Carter asked. It was
another running joke.


“Hey, chicks think I’m cute. I’ve never had
trouble in that area.” It was true, which was why I didn’t lack confidence. 


“Cute,” he said, chuckling. “Men didn’t used to be
cute. We used to be men, and that’s what women wanted. It’s what they still
want, if they’re honest.”


“I guess I’m lucky times have changed then, old
man.”


Brooke chose that moment to return my text.


[Brooke] We’re wrapping it up soon. Should
be home in a little bit. Carter still there?


[Me] yeah, but the game is basically over


“What did she say?” Carter asked.


“She’ll be home soon. She’s out shopping with a
friend.”


“Tell her to get something sexy,” he said.


“Sure.”


Feeling crazy, I did it.


[Me] he says to get something sexy at the
mall


[Brooke] how about this?


The text was followed by a hot photo. Brooke was
in a changing booth wearing a simple, short black dress with a loose skirt and
a low, oval neck.  A second photo showed it dipped even lower in the back, with
two laces crossing the open part. I could see an indigo bra strap across her
back. The clingy fabric flattered her slim figure and high, round breasts. 


Carter must have read my expression and thought
Brooke sent a juicy response, because he asked, “What did she say?”


I only hesitated for a moment before turning my
phone to Carter to show him the pictures of my wife. He snatched the phone from
my hand and looked at the photos. I was nervous he was going to scroll up.
Brooke had been on a tear lately, sending me sexy little texts and the
occasional dirty picture. It seemed like now that she was hitting her mid-30s
she was hitting that mythical sexual peak and expanding her horizons. If Carter
saw that stuff, she would kill me.


“Damn, brother. She looks good. Brooke has killer
legs. You should buy her that dress,” Carter said, grinning at the pictures.


He handed me the phone, and I replied to her.


[Me] carter says it’s hot. U should get it


[Brooke] u did not show him


[Me] I did. It’s just a dress.


[Brooke] ur so predictable.


After a moment, she texted again, asking: How
about this? Another photo followed, and this time Brooke was in a little
silver satin slip dress that buttoned up the front. It was suspended by
spaghetti straps and had a see-through lace panel across the top, but she’d
left the top couple buttons undone, showing the start of her cleavage. This
dress was shorter than the last, and she would never wear it out without thick
tights underneath, but she wasn’t wearing tights in the changing booth. Brooke
looked scorching hot, and I felt my cock starting to throb. The dress showed a
lot of skin, and I wondered if she would actually want me to show Carter this
one. I couldn’t help myself.


“Brooke is fucking hot, brother. You should keep a
closer eye on her,” he said, staring hungrily at her picture.


“She would never do anything. I don’t have to
worry.”


“Guys are animals, brother. She goes out to the
bar with one of her friends, she has a little too much to drink, next thing you
know…”


“She’s careful,” I replied, trying to keep my
voice calm. I’d had that fantasy more than once, imagining my wife drunkenly
making out with some guy in a bar. I knew Brooke got hit on when she was out
with her girlfriends, she told me about it, but she would never let things get
out of hand.


The phone chirped again, and he handed it back to
me.


[Brooke] did u show him that one?


It felt like a test, maybe even a trap, but I’d
had a few beers, so I was truthful.


[Brooke] u better not show him the other
ones I sent u. or this one


The next photo from Brooke showed her in nothing
but her indigo demi bra and a black thong. She posed with her perfect butt
sticking out. I was still marveling at that when a second photo followed, and
this time she was full facing the mirror, just slightly leaning forward to show
off her tits. There was no hiding my reaction, and Carter immediately demanded
my phone.


“Let me see, brother.”


“I think these are for my eyes only.”


“Come on, don’t hold out on me. Think of all the
things I’ve done for you.”


It was true. This was our first home, and I was
hardly Mr. Fix-It. Carter was my go-to guy anytime something needed to be fixed
up around the house. He was always happy to do it, and would never take any
money. I think the hugs from Brooke were enough. He was right, I owed him, but
still…


“Brooke would kill me, man. Seriously.”


“How will she ever know? Carter urged. “What about
all those pictures I showed you? She doesn’t know about that, does she?”


Carter was proud of the women he bedded, and not
shy about sharing the pictures they texted to him. Most of them were hot, even
if they weren’t all my type. Carter generally liked the flashier type, all made
up with their big tits hanging out, which impressed me more when he checked out
my wife. Brooke was the opposite of that.


“If she ever found out…”


“How is she going to know?”


Brooke texted again. 


[Brooke] u didn’t show him, did u?


When I didn’t answer, she followed with another, did
u?


[Me] of course not. I’m just speechless.


[Brooke] good. I’ll be home soon to take
advantage of that


Brooke knew she was torturing me. She knew exactly
how I would react to seeing those pictures with Carter sitting right there. She
was pushing my buttons, knowing I would be all over her when she got home. But
she also expected me to do the right thing and stand up to temptation. Of
course I didn’t.


Carter let out a low whistle when I handed him my
phone. He spent a long time looking at those underwear pictures of my wife,
like he was trying to memorize them. It was moments like this that fed my
fascination with other men lusting after my wife. Watching Carter look at
Brooke like that was like seeing her, and falling in lust, for the very first
time, all over again.


Brooke is a beautiful, sexy woman by any measure.
Highlighted, chestnut hair falls halfway down her back, and she’s got a
crooked, smart-ass’s smile. Her deep brown eyes have a hint of an almond shape,
thanks to her Korean mother, while her creamy complexion comes from her
father’s Irish roots. She’s on the tall side, a couple inches over
five-and-a-half feet, and most of that is her amazing legs. When she wears
heels with stockings or tights, I swoon at the way they emphasize the perfect
shape of her legs. Yoga keeps her tight, so Brooke has a toned tummy,
highlighted by a little jewel that pierces her bellybutton. Her tits are nice
and firm, perfect handfuls, that create a perfect silhouette in a tight shirt.
But Carter wasn’t seeing her in a tight shirt.


The buzz I got from showing off semi-nude pictures
of my wife was unlike anything I’d ever felt. Seeing a guy checking her out in
a bar didn’t even come close. I’d seen men ogle her in a bikini on vacation,
but even that wasn’t the same thing. Carter was seeing something that was
supposed to be reserved for me, and it was intoxicating. I had to shift in my
leather La-Z-Boy to hide my erection. I don’t know how I’d explain that to my
friend. Carter stared at Brooke’s pictures like there was no end to the filthy
things he wanted to do to her. I clutched my beer bottle so tightly I thought
it would burst in my hand.


“Brother, you are the luckiest man I know,” he
said.


“Thanks. Believe me, I know it.”


“Damn, she’s perfect.”


“Yeah. Brooke’s the complete package.”


“Do you have any other pictures?”


It took a long time to answer. My willpower was on
life support. All Carter had to do was scroll up about a week. “No, man. I
can’t save that stuff. It’s too risky.”


“That’s too bad. That’s such a fucking tease. I
guess I’ll have to imagine the rest.”


Knowing he was picturing my wife naked gave me
chills. He stared at that screen, and I started to think he’d never return my
phone.


“Better give that back. Brooke is on her way
home.”


Carter reluctantly returned my phone and took a
long pull on his beer, almost draining it. He settled back into his seat, a
big, overstuffed La-Z-Boy matching mine, and I was dying to know what was going
through his head. 


While we weren’t paying attention, a touchdown had
been scored, and the spread was now 27-10, but the game was still out of reach
for my team. I was ready to jump Brooke the moment she came in the door, but we
needed to be alone for that. 


“This thing is basically over. I should probably
clean up before Brooke gets home,” I said, hoping he’d take the hint.


“I want to see how it plays out. Ryan could put me
over the top in my league this week,” Carter said, settling in.


I wanted to suggest he do that across the street,
at home, but I couldn’t do that to Carter. I just had to hope the game clock
wound down before Brooke returned from the mall. I watched the game with him,
but I didn’t see it. I just kept thinking about those pictures of Brooke, and
the way Carter had looked at them. He wanted to fuck my wife, and I kept trying
to push that out of my mind.


The clock ticked down and the game finally ended.
The last four-and-a-half minutes seemed to take forever—even by football
standards—but Brooke still wasn’t home. Carter kept taunting me about the game,
but I hardly responded. I was too distracted. With the game over, I was ready
to hustle Carter out of the door. He looked as comfortable as ever.


“I guess that’s it,” I said, pushing out of my
chair. 


“You don’t want to watch the double header?” he
asked. “We can order food. I’ll pay.”


“I’d love to, man, but Brooke’s going to be home
any minute, and y’know…”


“Oh,” he said, like he just got my meaning. It
felt false. “Yeah.”


“It’s just, after those pictures I get the feeling
she’s going to be in the mood. I don’t want to kick you out, but…”


“I get it, really. I can’t stand in the way of
young love.”


Before Carter could get up, I heard the front door
open. Brooke was home. I silently cursed, but hoped Carter would still make a
quick exit.


“Where are you, baby? I’ve got some things I think
you’ll like.”


“We’re back here,” I called out.


“Turn that game off. I’ve got something to show
you.” 


She must have missed the we part of my
response. I could tell by her tone that she’d had a few glasses of wine at
lunch with Stacey. No wonder she was feeling so playful in the changing booth.
Brooke can be very flirty when she’s been drinking.


“Hey there,” she said, stopping short when she
walked into the room and saw Carter sitting there. She had shopping bags from
American Eagle Outfitters, H&M, and Victoria’s Secret in her hands.


Brooke looked sexy, in an understated way. She
wore a loose, sleeveless black shift with a pattern of tiny white flowers. The
V-neck would show off that indigo bra if she leaned forward. Her legs looked
perfect in black tights and ended in chunky black velvet heels. Her flowing,
golden-brown hair had a slim braid going down the middle in the back.


“Hey, Brooke,” Carter said smoothly. “What have
you got to show us?”


She smiled, and her cheeks went red under the
light blush she wore. “I didn’t know you were still here, Carter. I thought you
guys would have wrapped it up by now.”


“The game went a little late. I’m glad I didn’t
miss you. What’s in the bags?” Carter asked.


“I just did some shopping. I had a girls’
afternoon while you boys did your thing.”


“I know. I saw the pictures.” 


His smile was predatory. In my paranoia, I felt
like Brooke could tell he’d seen all the pictures. If she figured it
out, not only would I not be getting laid, but she’d strangle me. My eyes
bounced between Brooke and Carter, and I thought I saw suspicion on my wife’s
face.


“Really? Trent just passed the phone right on
over?” she asked, eyes narrowing behind her black-framed, oval glasses. Brooke
rarely bothers with her contacts on the weekends, unless we’re going out. 


“I had to twist his arm a little. You shouldn’t
mind. You looked great,” Carter said.


“Oh? Which one did you like the best?”


“I liked the first dress, but if we were going out
on the town, I’d want you in that second dress. It was smokin’, and you know
it. Don’t you, Brooke?”


I saw her doing the math in her head, trying to
determine if Carter was giving her the whole story. The way he was looking at
her, it was obvious to me he’d seen her almost naked, and I hoped she didn’t
pick up on that. 


“Thanks,” she replied.


“Did you get it?” he asked.


“The silver one? I could never wear that out. It
was way too short.”


“Not with those legs.”


“Come on, now.”


I’d hardly said a word, caught up in the byplay
between my wife and my friend. Carter flirted with Brooke from time to time,
and she enjoyed flirting back, but it was never more than casual fun, and
usually it was connected to Brooke teasing him about the young women going in
and out of his house. This felt different. There was a current in the room.
Carter seemed to be flirting with intent. I could tell Brooke was embarrassed,
but she seemed to be enjoying it too. And I just sat there watching it unfold.


“So what did you get? You said you had something
to show Trent,” he said. Carter was up on the edge of the chair now, leaning
forward, and focused on Brooke.


Brooke smiled. “Maybe it’s just for him.”


“That’s not fair. I already saw the first part. I
want to see everything,” Carter said, putting a subtle emphasis on everything.



“There are things I shouldn’t show you, right
Trent?”


It was the first time either of them had
acknowledged me, and it took me a second to respond. I knew what I wanted to
see, but that was not what Brooke wanted me to say.


“Yeah, Brooke’s right. I don’t want her to do
anything she doesn’t want to,” I replied.


I knew from Brooke’s face that my wishy-washy
answer was not what she was looking for.


“So you don’t mind if I show Carter what I got at
the mall?” Brooke said.


I stammered, trying to find the right answer.


“Hey, I’d never make you do anything you don’t
want, honey. I’m just saying I like what I already saw, and you liked showing
off, so why not let me see more,” Carter said. 


He had been calling Brooke honey since we
first moved in. At first it irked her, but when she got to know Carter, and
like him, she took it as a term of endearment. It was just the way guys like
him talked. He didn’t mean any offense. She even gave him the occasional babe
in response. 


“You did? You don’t think you saw too much?” she
asked.


Carter winked. “I can’t see enough.”


Brooke was silent, thinking. She was mad at me for
not taking a stand and being possessive. It was another test I’d failed. She
was deciding how far she would go in making me pay for it. The wine may have
been helping make the decision.


“Well, if Trent doesn’t mind, I guess I can show
you a couple things. Is that okay, sweetheart?” 


Brooke’s sweetheart was a dig, but I was
past that. My mind was reeling. I was about to see my wife put on a fashion
show for our neighbor. I didn’t care that she was angry, or that she was
probably planning to get me all keyed up and leave me with no relief but my
hand. I just cared that one of my weird fantasies was going to happen. I was
happy that it was happening with Carter, because he was cool, and I knew he
could take it in stride. Another man might have gotten pissed at being teased
and expected more. I knew Brooke wasn’t going to cross any lines, no matter how
angry she was.


“If you want to, honey,” I said, pouring on the
sugar. It was funny that Carter’s pet name for her was the same as mine.


“Okay, then. I’ll be right back.” 


Brooke gave me a look that said, You’re going
to pay for this, mister. I didn’t care. It was worth it. She left, and
Carter turned to me. 


“You really don’t mind this, do you? I don’t want
to overstep, brother,” he said.


I chuckled, “It’s a little late for that.”


“If you want me to go…”


“No, it’s cool. I really don’t mind. I appreciate
having a hot wife. And she’ll have fun with it. I think women need to know that
other men, not just their husbands, still think they’re hot.”


“I think Brooke knows she’s hot, brother.”


“You owe me after this.”


“I’ve got this great video of a blonde from a
couple months ago. I think you’ll dig her, but I’m in the video too—just so you
know.”


I wanted to see the blonde, but I didn’t know how
I felt about seeing Carter fucking her. I’d worry about that later. The only
thing I wanted to see now was which outfit Brooke was going to model for our
neighbor. 


Brooke returned, and I watched Carter when she
walked into the room. Someone must have scored in the game on TV, because
coincidentally, she was greeted with a loud cheer from the stadium crowd. Her
dress was pretty, and she looks sexy in anything, but she didn’t push it. It
was what I expected.


“Very nice. You know how to pick a dress, honey,”
Carter said.


“Thanks, babe. I thought it was flattering,”
Brooke replied, beaming. As I expected, she liked the attention. Punishing me
wasn’t her only reason for the impromptu fashion show.


She gave a little twirl, making the short, loose
dress ride dangerously high, as it naturally only hit mid-thigh. The burgundy
dress had a halter neck, and a keyhole opening the back. It was not made to be
worn with a conventional bra, so her indigo straps stood out on her bare
shoulders. There was nothing flashy about the casual dress, but as I said,
Brooke makes everything look good, and she loves those above-the-knee dresses
because of her long legs.


“You look awesome,” I told her. 


“You should never wear pants with legs like
those,” Carter said.


“No pants?” she retorted, with mock surprise.


“Little dresses and skirts like that. You know
what I mean.”


“I know what you like, Carter. I see the girls who
you bring home.”


“None of them hold a candle to you, honey.”


The warm smile she directed at him made me wonder
if Brooke was enjoying this too much.


“Be right back,” she said.


“If I was you, I would have been out shopping with
her, brother. Think of all the things you could pick out for her to try on,”
Carter said.


“Do you like to do that with your women?” I asked.
I always thought of shopping as boring, and I was pleased with what Brooke
brought home anyway.


“Yeah. It’s hot having her show off for you, and
you see the other guys in the store eating their hearts out when they look at
her.”


He was speaking my language. “Maybe I should go
next time,” I agreed.


“And then when you’re both all worked up, you push
her into the changing room and have a quick fuck.”


“I don’t know if Brooke would be up for that.”


“She sent you pictures from there, didn’t she? She
was almost nude, brother. You never know until you try.”


“What was that I heard about pictures?” Brooke
asked, returning to the room. She was back so quickly, she had to be changing
in the dining room. 


“Uh, Carter was just saying I should go shopping
with you, then you wouldn’t have to send me pictures,” I said, hoping she
didn’t hear much.


“I liked sending the pictures, but that could be
fun too,” she replied.


“That wasn’t all I said,” Carter chimed in.


“You’re full of ideas today,” Brooke replied.


“I was just thinking of how I’d go shopping with
my ex. She was trying on bikinis for our trip to Jamaica, and after I while I
just couldn’t handle it. I followed her into the changing room at Macy’s.”


“You did not!” 


“I did. We were quick, but she wasn’t too quiet.”


“Oh my god! Did you get caught?” Brooke sounded
enthralled.


“We got some funny looks when we came out, but no
one said anything.”


“That’s crazy.”


“Trent says you’d never do something like that.”


Brooke gave us that sexy, crooked smile and
thought about it. “Maybe, if the store was empty. It might be fun to take a
risk. What do you think, Trent?”


“Uh, yeah, honey. That would be hot,” I agreed,
thinking about the looks she would get as we left. I was so hard it ached.


“But are you quiet enough?” Carter asked.


“You’d love to know,” Brooke taunted.


“That’s why I asked.”


“What do you think, sweetheart? Am I quiet?”


She knew asking me that in front of Carter would
push my buttons. My head started spinning. My fantasy life and reality were
colliding, and I was not prepared. If Brooke didn’t fuck me when Carter left I
was going to scream.


“Not quiet enough for that,” I replied. I turned
to Carter and elaborated, just to get back at her. “Brooke’s more of a moaner
than a screamer.”


“Yeah?” He looked her up and down. “I don’t know.
I think every girl’s got a screamer in her. She just needs to be properly
motivated. Now get in here and let us see you, honey.”


Brooke had stopped in the doorway to the den, but
now she came through posed in front of the television with her hands on her
hips. I noted her attention was focused on Carter, not me. And he was
undressing her with his eyes. Carter likes to check Brooke out, but he’d never
been so blatant before. There was something aggressive about the way he was
looking at her, and it made me uncomfortable. I began to wonder if this was
such a good idea. It also pushed every perverted button in my brain. This was
what I’d always wanted, wasn’t it? Didn’t I want men to look at Brooke like they
wanted to fuck her? Didn’t I want them thinking dirty thoughts about her? I was
uncomfortable, but I was also dying to know exactly what Carter was thinking.
Luckily, he wasn’t the type to hold back.


Her white crop top was semi-sheer, so we could see
the silhouette of her bra through it, something I find incredibly sexy. Brooke
would usually wear a cami under something like that, but not to model for
Carter. It was paired with a short, tight brown suede skirt that really hugged
that great butt of hers. The skirt came up just over her belly button, leaving
a nice sliver of her flat belly exposed. I love that crop tops are back in
style, and that Brooke is willing to wear them. The outfit would have looked
great with heels, but she was barefoot.


“You look like you’re ready for some fun. Is that
for the club?” Carter said.


“Haha. I’m a little past my club days. But
sometimes I like to go dancing with the girls. Trent’s not a dancer.”


“I’d dance all night with you, Brooke,” Carter
said. It looked like he was ready to come out of the chair and dance with her
right then.


“So you’re the guy who’d be buying us drinks all
night, trying to get lucky.”


“I don’t need to try very hard, honey. And I’m
definitely too old for the club. But if I saw you in the bar, yeah, I’d buy you
a drink.”


“You don’t think I’m a little too young for you?”
Brooke asked, then laughed. Carter had over ten years on her. “What am I
saying. I know you don’t.”


“Do you think I’m too old?” he asked.


“Hypothetically, some older guys are hot, but I’m
a married woman. I don’t think about those things.


“Of course not. Give us a spin, honey.”


Carter had taken over directing my wife like she
belonged to him, but I passively sat by and did nothing. Brooke wanted me to
jump in and take charge, I knew it, but observing the interplay between my wife
and neighbor had every inch of me tingling like I’d grabbed a live wire. She
turned for him, and he whistled at her ass. 


“What do you do, Pilates?” he asked.


“Yoga,” she answered, turning back to face us.
“Why?”


“Because your ass is perfect.”


Normally, that would have been over the line for
her, and Brooke would have shut him down, but instead she laughed and said, “I
guess this skirt was a good choice then.”


“Yeah, the skirt’s nice too,” he replied. I hoped
it wasn’t obvious to her that he’d actually seen her ass. The evening was going
perfectly, but a slip-up could ruin it.


“Do you really think you should be looking at me
that way?” Brooke asked, staring him down. She looked more amused than angry.


“I’m just admiring a beautiful woman. And Trent
doesn’t mind. Do you, brother?”


I was so deep in my head that I almost didn’t
realize he was talking to me. Wild thoughts flew in and out of my brain,
challenging many of my long-held assumptions about myself—and my wife.


“Uh, no, not really. It’s all in good fun, right?”
I lamely replied.


“Yeah, we’re all friends here,” Carter said. 


Brooke turned to the side, showing off the curve
of her butt. “You don’t mind Carter telling me I have a perfect ass?”


“Uhm, no?”


“What about my boobs? Wanna know what he thinks of
them?” Brooke turned and leaned into us. She was enjoying Carter’s attention,
but she didn’t like my passivity. 


I stammered, speechless. 


“Give the guy a break, honey. Do you want a
Neanderthal, or a guy who appreciates it when a man admires his girl?” Carter
said.


“What if some guy told your ex she had a nice
ass?” Brooke challenged.


“Oh, I’d deck him. You’ve got to be respectful.
But hey, I respect you, Brooke. You’re a sweet girl.”


“I’m glad you think I’m sweet.” She shot me a
look. “But what do you think of my tits?”


“I saw you had a bag from Victoria’s Secret. How
about you let me see them in that and I’ll tell you.” Carter wore a huge grin.


“I think Trent may disagree, but that is something
you definitely should not see,” Brooke said firmly. Modeling her lingerie was
where she drew the line. 


I was too conflicted to offer an opinion. I didn’t
know if I was more disappointed or relieved.


“Come on, honey. You’ve been teasing me all
afternoon,” Carter complained.


Brooke laughed and shook her head. “Guys are all
the same, no matter how old they get. You hate to be told no.”


“Of course I want to see more. You’ve been driving
me crazy all afternoon.”


“It’s nice to know you’ve still got your libido,
but that’s no surprise. If looking at a woman in clothes gets you like this.”


“I just want to know what you don’t want me to
see.”


Brooke stood there, and I swear she was actually
thinking about it. She finally turned to me and said, “I don’t hear you
objecting, so I guess it’s okay. I’m going to put something from that bag on,
and I’ll be right back.”


“Brooke, wait,” I stammered, finding my voice.


She blew me a kiss and fled the room.


“I think maybe this is going too far,” I said,
turning and leaning over the armrest to get Carter’s attention. He was so
focused on Brooke that he seemed as much in a fog as I was.


“We’re just playing around, brother. Let Brooke
have some fun.”


“I don’t know if my wife parading around in her
underwear is fun,” I complained.


“It’s fun when she does it for you, isn’t it?”


“You know what I mean.”


“Listen, you showed me those pictures, and
obviously liked showing her off. So what’s wrong with me getting a little
thrill before I go home?”


“But those were pictures, it’s not the same thing.
And I shouldn’t have shown you anyway. Brooke would be so pissed if she knew.”


“Are you sure? She’s about to come back here in
some sexy lingerie. Maybe she’s a little wilder than you think.”


“I know her man. She’s only doing this because
she’s had too much wine and she’s annoyed at me. She wants to teach me a
lesson.”


Carter chuckled. “It’s some lesson. Gotta be
honest, I’m okay with being her weapon of choice.”


It pissed me off that he was dismissing me. This
wasn’t the Carter I knew. He must have been so horned up from flirting with my
wife that he wasn’t thinking straight. I could relate, but that didn’t make me
happy. It was like Carter and Brooke had a thing going and I was on the
outside. When I fantasized about that sort of thing, it didn’t feel that way,
but I didn’t know what to expect. I also had no idea what I was going to do
when Brooke came back in her lingerie. I knew what I should do, but I
had never been more excited. The anticipation had my heart pounding.


“Just try to be cool, okay?” I said, buckling.
Deep down, I knew this was what I wanted. 


Brooke returned, and despite my relief, I was
disappointed. She was clothed. Her red shirt dress was pretty, and it showed
off her figure nicely, but it wasn’t lingerie. The sleeves rolled up and were
held up by straps, and there were big pockets over her breasts and hips. A gold
zipper ran down the middle, just reaching her crotch, and a belt strapped
across her waist. It was the kind of thing she would wear to work, although
that zipper would be higher for work. The golden zipper was nestled right
between her breasts, and she was showing some nice cleavage—cleavage she wasn’t
showing before.


“That’s not fair. You lied!” Carter complained. 


“I did no such thing. I picked something out of my
Victoria’s Secret bag, and I’m wearing it,” Brooke confidently declared. 


“But…”


I knew her games, and I smiled at her cleverness.
Brooke had worked with lawyers long enough that she knew how to parse the
truth. I hated it when she lawyered me in an argument, but I admired her here.
I was disappointed Carter wasn’t ogling her half-naked body, but I was relived
she backed away from crossing a line we might all regret. Brooke would have had
the satisfaction of sticking it to me in the moment, but then I knew she’d
regret flashing our neighbor when the wine wore off and she’d calmed down.


“I never said I wouldn’t wear something over it,”
she said.


“Okay, you got me. I guess maybe I deserve it. But
how about maybe you lower that zipper a little more?”


She looked at me and said, “Hmm, what do you think
sweetheart? I could just let him see a little more.”


My calm was short-lived. Brooke wasn’t done toying
with me yet, and I loved it. My mouth was dry, so I licked my lips before
answering.


“A little peek couldn’t hurt, I guess.” My voice
was gravelly.


Brooke was either pleased, or disheartened that I
was so predictable. I couldn’t read her smile. “Just a little one,” she told
us.


She slowly pulled the zipper down until it was
just below her breasts. It didn’t show much more, but there was more cleavage
in the shadow thrown on her chest by the dress. The overhead lamp on the
ceiling fan was more subdued than bright. She considered her next move, and
then slowly pulled the left side open, giving Carter a flash of the edge of a
Valentine-red lace bra, and a good portion of her boob. My heart quickened, and
my cock pulsed in time. 


“You’re making me crazy, honey,” Carter said,
eyeing her hungrily. “That’s fucking hot.”


“Damn, babe,” I murmured.


“You can always call one of your girls when you go
home,” Brooke said, adding a girlish giggle. She was absolutely enjoying
playing the vixen.


“If you’re gonna leave me like this, I’m gonna
have to.”


Brooke pulled back her dress just a little more.
We saw the lacy pattern on her bra. It was a demi cup that pushed her
already-fantastic tits up and out.


“At least you’re honest. You put on something
new,” Carter said.


Her smile dropped. “What do you mean?”


“You changed your bra.”


“How do you know that?” Her antenna were up, and I
had a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. Carter slipped up.


“You were wearing something purple and smooth.
That’s all red and lacy. It’s sexy as hell.”


She spun on me, hands on her hips, leaving the
dress unzipped. “How does he know what my bra looked like?”


I fumbled for an answer, and blurted out, “That
dress you were wearing, your bra was hanging out of it, we could see your bra
straps were dark purple.”


“How does he know I was wearing a plain, padded
bra, though?”


“You don’t need padding, honey,” Carter
interjected. Bad timing.


Brooke shot him a look, but was not deterred. Her
glare pinned me to the chair, and I stammered. Under the best of circumstances,
I’m a bad liar, and I was already out of my head. My hands still rested in my
lap, trying to hide my erection. Even then, it didn’t go down.


“Trent?” Brooke said. She said my name like an
accusation.


I had a eureka moment. “Your top was sheer! We
were talking about it while you were gone.”


“You two were talking, but it wasn’t about that.
No wonder you got so quiet when I came back. You showed him didn’t you?”


I moved my lips, but nothing came out. I knew I
was caught. Perfect night ruined.


“Goddam it, Trent. I can’t trust you!”


“Brooke, take it easy. This is just how guys are.
If I had a hot wife like you and I got pictures like that, I’d be dying to show
them off, too. Guys love to brag about that stuff,” Carter said.


“That’s bullshit. I should be able to trust my
husband. You share pictures?” Brooke said.


“Yeah, I get pictures all the time. Trent gets a
kick out of it.”


I buried my face in my hands. “You’re not helping,
man,” I said.


“Of course he does. So he was just returning the
favor,” Brooke said.


“I wouldn’t put it like that,” Carter said.


“I should know better, Carter. See, Trent likes to
show me off. He likes it when other guys drool over me.”


“It’s a guy thing. I just said that,” Carter
replied.


“No, you don’t get it. Trent really likes
it. He would probably parade me around half naked if he could, just so he could
see other guys pop boners.” 


Things had gotten really weird. Brooke’s anger was
white hot, and she was spilling secrets now. I supposed I deserved it, but that
wasn’t something I wanted Carter to know. I knew it was weird. If he was really
a buddy, Carter would have read the situation and excused himself, but he
hadn’t moved. I don’t know if he was just enjoying the show, or he thought the
situation might work to his advantage somehow. 


“That’s a little extreme, but why not?” Carter
replied, shrugging. “I don’t judge.”


“That’s open minded of you,” Brooke said. “Since
you’re so open, maybe I should really give Trent what he wants. What do you
think, Carter?”


“Where are you going with this, honey?” he asked.


“I want to know how much Trent wants me to show.
How far do you want me to go, sweetheart?”


“Brooke,” I warned, but my warning had no teeth. 


My stomach flipped like I was on a roller coaster,
and I was so excited I was sweating. I gripped the armrest to keep my hand from
trembling. I told myself she was just getting a last dig in, trying to punish
me. Brooke wanted me to think she would do it, just so I had a taste of it
before she backed away to spite me. I couldn’t believe she would go any
further.


“This is what you want, isn’t it? You got all
excited showing him my pictures, right? You probably showed them all—the ones
where I’m in bed and in the shower—so it’s not anything Carter hasn’t seen,
right?”


“I didn’t,” I protested.


Brooke didn’t believe me, and Carter wasn’t going
to help. He was waiting for the payoff of all this. Honestly, so was I. I hated
how it was happening, but I couldn’t refuse the thrill I felt. I wanted it so
badly, I might have begged if she made me. I wanted Brooke to show herself to
Carter. I wanted her inner vixen to take over. And part of me wanted to see
where this was all going.


“If you’re going to strip, we need some music,”
Carter said. He muted the television and picked up his phone. “How about
something mellow and sexy?”


“A striptease? I bet you’ve fantasized about that,
haven’t you, sweetheart?” Brooke asked.


I had, but I didn’t admit it. I could never admit
my darker fantasies aloud. I stayed silent.


Carter found some cool trance music with a good
beat and turned his phone up. The football game went on in the background,
highlighting Brooke’s figure. She began swaying to the music. She was really
going to do this. Brooke was going to strip for Carter. I thought I might pass
out.


Brooke moved to the music, shifting her feet
awkwardly at first, acting like she’d never danced at all before. I know she’s
a great dancer. I love to watch her dance, especially with other men. She was
nervous, unsure that she wanted to do this. I know my wife. She’s fun, and she
can be a little kinky, but while she likes to flirt, this sort of thing did not
come naturally for her. But she was tipsy and angry, and whatever thrill she
got from Carter’s lusty attention pushed her over the edge. I was enthralled by
this new side of her.


She closed her eyes and raised her arms up and
gave in to the music. Brooke found the beat and swayed her body, seductively moving
her hips. I don’t know if she was ready for the pole, but it was incredibly hot
to me. Her eyes opened, and after glancing at me, she fixed on Carter. He was
back on the edge of the seat, hands on his knees. He looked like he was ready
to bolt from the chair and grab her. Brooke watched him as she unbuckled the
belt at her waist and let it hang down. She found the zipper between her
breasts, and stepped closer to Carter as she slowly pulled it down. The dress
fell open—barely hanging on her shoulders—fully exposing her sexy red bra. The
bra was sheer enough that I could see her puffy dark nipples through the lace.
I’m sure Carter noticed too. The hands in my lap were no longer just hiding my
erection. I’d started rubbing it.


Brooke stopped a few feet in front of Carter, but
he reached out and grabbed her dangling belt. He used it to pull her closer.
She went willingly, still moving to the beat. They were close enough to touch.
I held my breath. This couldn’t be real.


“You’re sexy as hell, honey. You know that?”
Carter said, grinning up at my wife.


“You think so? I didn’t think I was your type.”
Brooke was using her bedroom voice.


“I’ve been checking you out since you moved in,
Brookie.”


Carter touched her belly lightly, fingering the
green jewel piercing her navel. Brooke’s breath caught in her throat. He was
touching her! Oh god!


“I might have seen you once or twice.” She smiled
now too.


“So let me see, honey. Lose the dress.” Carter
ordering my wife like that twisted the knife in my gut, but made my cock surge.


Brooke bit her lip as she stared down at him, and
pushed the dress off her shoulders. It cascaded to the floor, and my breath
caught this time. A deep red thong matched her bra, and it was also sheer,
revealing the little spot of dark hair above her lips. I couldn’t blink for
fear of missing something. Carter gave that long, low whistle he was so fond
of, and flattened his hand on her belly, fingers stretching up toward her
breasts. He was going to grope my wife. I knew it. And I was going to sit there
and let him. 


Carter took her hips and turned Brooke around. She
knew what to do, and her reservations seemed to have dropped away. I couldn’t
tell if he pulled her onto his lap, or if she just sat there, but Brooke
planted her sweet ass in his lap and grinded there like a pro. Her shyness
dropped away completely. She gripped his thighs and worked her ass in circles
against his crotch, while Carter held her by the hips. He had to be as hard as
I was.


“Feels fucking good, honey,” Carter groaned. “Just
like that, Brookie. That’s a sweet ass.”


“Mmm, I can tell you like it, babe. Don’t make a
mess down there,” she teased.


“Don’t worry, honey. I never come until I get the
job done.”


Carter was telling my wife he wanted to fuck her,
and she seemed fine with it. I think she even grinded him harder. It was only a
matter of time before they went further, so I wasn’t shocked when his hands
slid up her slender body to cup her tits from behind. He massaged them hard,
and Brooke hung her head and gasped. Her beautiful hair cascaded down her back,
hanging in his face.


I kept thinking she was going to stop it. Surely,
Brooke was going to come to her senses, but he rolled her nipples, and she
moaned and bounced her ass on his lap. It dawned on me that this was really happening.
Carter was having his way with my wife, and Brooke was going to let him unless
I put a stop to it. I wasn’t even sure she wanted me to anymore. Was this still
a test? Did she want to see if I was crazed enough to watch another man fuck
her and get off on it? Or had she stopped thinking about me at all? Did it
matter that I was in the room? Maybe Brooke just wanted to fuck Carter. Maybe
she had all along. No, I told myself. Don’t give in to the paranoia.


Carter unsnapped her bra with the ease of a man
who’d done it a thousand times before. Brooke jumped, and I thought this might
be the moment she would stop him, but he slid the straps from her shoulders.
The bra dropped forward and he took it away, dropping it to the floor. Brooke
shivered, and glanced at me for the briefest moment, but she didn’t look me in
the eye. Carter’s hands returned to her tits, now bared to him, and she closed
her eyes and looked down. He lightly teased her hard, excited nipples, and
Brooke softly moaned.


Hands on her breasts, Carter pulled her back so
she was leaning against him. He found the La-Z-Boy’s power button, keeping a
hand on my wife to tease her. It was slow motion torture watching the chair go
back, and Carter pulling Brooke with him so she was laying on top of him. They
were three-quarters reclined, and he returned his hands to her tits. Brooke
cried out and put her hands over his, not to pull them away, but to keep them
there.


Brooke’s boobs are very sensitive, so I’ve always
tried to be gentle with her. She’ll even complain if I get too rough, but it
didn’t look like Carter was holding back. Whatever he was doing, she loved it.
Her back arched away from his chest, pushing her tits into his hands. I was
watching another man play with Brooke’s bare tits. The room felt like it
tilted, and I thought I might fall out of my chair. My heart pounded so hard
now I was sure they must be able to hear, except that they weren’t paying any
attention to me. Carter had clearly forgotten I was there. He pinched her
nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, I could see him tugging on them.
Brooke cried out and grabbed the armrests of the chair. I couldn’t tell if it
hurt or if she liked it. It seemed like both.


Carter whispered something I couldn’t hear, and
Brooke nodded. He swept her hair aside and kissed the side of her neck. Like
every woman I’ve known, she loves that. Did his stubble bother her? She hated
it when I went more than a couple days without shaving. I guess there were
different rules for Carter. That hurt, but it excited me more. She had lost
herself with him. What were the limits now?


I almost interrupted when Carter touched her
pussy. For the first time, I felt a real urge to come out of my chair—but of
course I didn’t. I was in too deep, just like Brooke. He pushed his hand inside
her thong panties and touched her mound. He had to have found her clit, because
she jumped like he’d shocked her. She twisted on top of him, but he kept his
hand in place. His other arm wrapped around her, so he could hold Brooke and
play with her tits.


“That’s it, honey. That’s it. Feels good, doesn’t
it?” Carter murmured, between kissing her neck and her cheek.


Brooke nodded and relaxed on top of him. 


“You’re so fucking wet, Brookie. You were ready
for this, weren’t you?”


Her answer was a moan.


“Yeah, you’re hot, honey.”


“Oh god,” she cried out, arching her back.


“That’s fucking tight. Damn, honey.”


It was like dialogue from a porn movie, but I was
riveted. The Brooke I knew would have laughed at that, but she was too busy
moaning to laugh. Maybe I didn’t know my wife as well as I thought I did. She
looked tremendous stretched out on top of him, nude but for her tiny thong. His
arms were wrapped around her, and I realized Carter had taken full control of
my wife. He was going to make her come. 


“Ohh…oh…god, babe…” Brooke moaned.


“Yeah, honey, yeah. Let go, just enjoy it. You
fucking needed this, didn’t you?”


She gave a curt nod, but then jumped when he
pushed his fingers deeper inside her. I couldn’t tell—did he have one, two,
three fingers in her cunt? He couldn’t possibly get three of those thick
fingers inside her.


“Don’t you, Brookie?”


“Yeah…yes…yes!”


“There ya go. Fuck yeah. You’re gonna come for
me.”


She nodded. “Mmmhmm…yes…”


“That’s it, honey. That’s it.”


Brooke trembled, she twisted and turned. I knew
what it looked like when she was losing control, and she was there. I knew he
was about to make my wife come. He did it so damn easily. What was he doing to
her? I saw his hand moving inside her panties, his fingers in and out of her. He
grasped her tit and pinched her nipple. He kept kissing her neck between his
taunts. 


“Come for me, honey…”


“Oh god! Ohh…Ohh…”


She went rigid as a steel bar and her toes curled.
Brooke trembled in Carter’s arms, and she held onto him, letting out a loud, keening
cry. Carter went right on rubbing her pussy, his fingers riding in and out of
her. And to my shame, I came in my pants, a big stain spreading across the
front. I couldn’t help it. Seeing my wife in Carter’s arms was the culmination
of all my fantasies over the years. I finally had to admit that it wasn’t just
about seeing men flirt with Brooke, or dressing her up to show off her
beautiful figure. I wanted to see her with another man. I’d denied it all these
years, but she was right when she accused me. I couldn’t live in denial any
longer.


“Oh god! Oh god!” Brooke cried. Carter’s busy
fingers had her coming again, right on the heels of the first time. I’d seen
her climax like that before, but usually it took her favorite toy. She grabbed
his wrist and pulled his hand away from her cunt. She’d reached her
too-sensitive point. 


Carter raised his fingers to his mouth and licked
them. “Mmm, that’s good. You’re fucking hot, honey.”


Brooke was panting, and it looked like she was
staring at the ceiling. Carter also pressed his wet, sticky fingers to her
lips. My jaw dropped open when my wife sucked his fingers into her mouth,
tasting herself. I’d seen her do it before, but I always felt like she was
humoring me. She was totally into it with Carter. She even licked his fingers
when he withdrew them. 


“You like it, too. Nice,” he said.


“You talk too much, babe,” Brooke said, adding a
light laugh.


Brooke smoothly turned on top of Carter and kissed
him. She paused for a moment—to toss her glasses aside—and went right back at
him. She grabbed his face and kissed him like she was sex starved. I could tell
that she’d thrust her tongue into his mouth, and I heard her moan into that
kiss, the way she does when she’s really excited while we’re making out with
each other. Carter grabbed her ass, but he didn’t need to pull her against him.
Brooke was rubbing herself all over him, like she was in heat. I suppose she
was. This was not going to end with Carter getting her off. Brooke wasn’t just
teaching me a lesson now.


Carter tilted the chair back up while Brooke
awkwardly fumbled with his clothes. It was difficult to undress him while she
was lying on top of him. She backed off, so her knees were on the edge of the
chair—and her feet on the floor—and pulled his shirt off. It wasn’t the first
time I’d seen my neighbor shirtless—he has a tendency to hang out that way in
the summer—but it never failed to impress me how built he was for a guy pushing
fifty. He posted that he was at the gym at dawn every day on Facebook, and all
the time there paid off. He was chiseled, with thick arms and almost no hair on
his chest, making me suspect he shaved it. Brooke appeared to approve, as she
couldn’t stop touching his muscles. It was certainly a change from me. 


“You’ve got nice hands, honey,” Carter said. He
couldn’t keep his hands to himself, and ran his fingers through her hair. “Your
hair is beautiful.”


“Thanks,” she replied shyly. 


Brooke leaned in and they were kissing again. In
their new position, she found it much easier to unbutton his jeans and kiss at
the same time. Watching another man kiss my wife was like mainlining my
obsession. It was so intimate, so deep. It expressed their passion for each
other, rather than simple lust. It told me that Brooke really wanted Carter. It
struck fear into my heart that this could become a real thing, but as
frightened as I was, I couldn’t stop them. I wanted to watch them kiss. I could
watch it all night. I was getting hard again, despite just coming.


Carter stood up, backing Brooke off so she was on
her knees in front of him. She looked up expectantly while he kicked off his
boots and pushed down his jeans and black boxer-briefs. His cock sprung out,
and just like out of one of my dark fantasies, he was big. I’m not a small man,
so it’s not like I’ve ever felt like Brooke needed a big dick in her, but he
was girthy and long. He was also groomed, with only peach fuzz around his cock
and balls. No wonder he had all those younger women coming over. He had a nice
cock, and he was old enough to know how to use it.


Brooke looked at his cock like she was surprised
to see it. For a fleeting moment, I thought reality was setting in and she was
going to stop all this. But then she smiled and grabbed it, her slender fingers
just able to close around it. She stared at it while she held it, but then she
looked up into Carter’s face when she started stroking it. Precum leaked from
the tip, and she pressed it to her lips, with her tongue peeking out. As she
kissed his head, Brooke looked over to me. 


It was the first time she’d really looked at me
since this went off the rails. I didn’t see any shame in her eyes. There was
still the glint of anger there. Was it still because I showed those pictures,
or because I hadn’t stopped her? She did not look like she wanted me to stop her.
Brooke’s eyes were lidded with lust, and her face was flushed. She was fully
primed for him. She kept looking at me as her lips opened and she sucked him
into her mouth. It was too much. I almost fainted. My temples pulsed with my
hammering heartbeat, and it felt like I was floating out of my body watching
them. Even I felt like I wasn’t there. Brooke brought her left hand up to cup
his balls, and her martial rings glistened in the light. 


“Fuck, honey. You like doing that, don’t you? I
can tell,” Carter groaned, stroking her hair.


Her eyes glistened when she looked up at him, and
it sounded like she tried to giggle around her mouthful.


“You’re a lucky fucking guy, brother. Holy shit, I
had no idea Brookie was such a little vixen. Fuck, you must enjoy this every
night. I would.” 


It was the first time Carter addressed me since he
took control of my wife, and I had no idea what to say to him. Thanks? Get off
my wife? I hope you’re having fun? There was nothing appropriate to say. He
hadn’t asked me before seducing my wife, hadn’t sought permission before making
her come. Was I supposed to encourage him to fuck her now?


“Yeah, honey. Fuck,” he moaned, staring at my wife
in awe.


More than half his cock was in her mouth, and
Brooke eagerly sucked him, stroking the meat that wasn’t in her mouth. Carter
had gone from stroking her hair to holding the back of her head, and his hips
started moving, pushing deeper into her mouth. Brooke is very good with her
mouth. The first time she went down on me, she blew my mind, and she’d only
gotten more skilled and playful with it over the years, but she had never deep
throated me. I couldn’t see her doing it to him. Carter kept pushing deeper,
and she moved her hand until she was just holding his balls, but it still kept
him from pushing his prick all the way into her mouth.


“Brookie, honey. So fucking good. Come on, honey.
You can take it. That’s it, suck it, honey. Suck it right down.”


She was trying. I could see her struggling with
it, taking him deeper than she’d ever taken me, and drool flowed from her lips.
Her eyes were wide, and her cheeks were turning red. It looked like he was
going to choke my wife with his cock. Should I say something? Tell him to take
it easy? I didn’t want to. I wanted to see him fuck my wife’s mouth. I realized
part of what I felt was anger. I wanted to see her punished for being a slut.
If she wanted that cock, let her choke on it. It was irrational. I still loved
Brooke, but I wanted to see her used. I’d never felt like that before.


Brooke pulled off his cock and gasped for air. She
kept rubbing it on her lips as she composed herself, and she was probably going
to start sucking him again, but Carter pulled Brooke to her feet and kissed
her.


“That was awesome, honey. Thank you. You’re
fucking great,” he said.


“Mmm, it’s my pleasure, babe.” She kissed him
back.


“It’s time, honey. You know it, right?”


She bit her lip, and her eyes darted to me. I’d
never seen her so torn. Enough of my Brooke was still in there to slow her
down, but she really wanted it.


“Don’t look at Trent. I think we both know he
wants you to do this. Don’t you, brother?”


“I, uh, Brooke…” I stammered.


“He’s been watching and rubbing himself the whole
time. He’s getting off on this.” Carter turned to look at me. “It’s cool,
brother. I don’t judge. Everyone’s got their thing, right? As long as this
isn’t a gay thing, I’m down.”


“I’m not gay,” I said quickly. 


“Hey, gay’s fine too, right? Just not my bag. But
see, Brookie, he does want me to fuck you. He didn’t say no.”


Carter was right. I hadn’t.


“Trent?” she asked. Her voice was so low, like she
didn’t know how she wanted me to answer.


“Brooke?” I said.


Carter touched her pussy, slipping a couple
fingers into her. Brooke’s knees almost buckled and she moaned, clinging to
him. I knew what she wanted. I wanted it to, god help me. But I couldn’t say
the words. I nodded.


They kissed, and then he turned Brooke and lowered
her to the La-Z-Boy. He stripped her thong away. He tilted the chair back just
enough so they would be comfortable, and then he leaned down, lifting her legs
over his arms. She reached for him, and they kissed while she brought him to
her cunt. He pushed forward, and buried his shaft in her with one stroke.
Brooke tore her mouth from his and cried out. Her eyes were wide. She always
got this cute little surprised look when I entered her, but when Carter did it,
Brooke looked like she had a sharp moment of ecstasy. She reached around her
thighs and held onto his forearms. 


Carter effortlessly held himself over my wife and
drove his cock into her. Brooke’s heavy breathing quickly gave way to moans,
and then she was loud in a way I rarely heard her. She stared up at Carter like
he was her world. There was a weird energy in the room. It could have been my
paranoia, but it felt like they were having a real, emotional moment, like real
lovers, not just people fucking to get off. It didn’t feel like a one-night
stand. 


When I allowed my mind to go there, and imagined
my wife with another man, it was not like this. It was a quick, sultry, and
anonymous fumble somewhere, like the dark corner of a club, or maybe making out
on the dance floor. The anonymous part was always important. It was a stranger
who pressed in and got her all excited. He might get his hand under her skirt
and make her climax right there. But it never went further in my mind, and it
was never about more than a heated moment where Brooke got off. I truly did not
imagine my wife fucking other men, although now I realize it was only because I
wouldn’t allow myself. But I certainly never wanted her to have a connection
with another man. I didn’t want to lose her. She loves you, I told
myself. You will never lose her. Brooke won’t leave you over a hard dick.


“Oh! Oh! Oh god! Babe!” Brooke gasped.


“Fuck! You’re even better than I thought. So
fucking hot, honey. Fuck, Brookie!”


Carter would lean in and kiss her, and they would
just grind together for a moment, but then he’d pull back and really lay into
her again. The guy had amazing technique, and he was driving Brooke crazy. She
was getting a hard fucking from a real man, and she loved it. I’d have to up my
game from now on. I had my own cock out now and was stroking it. I had nothing
to hide. I’d been exposed, so I might as well enjoy myself. 


“Oh! Oh! OH!” Brooke wailed, her toes curling as
she climaxed once again.


Feeling her orgasm, Carter drilled her even
harder, fucking my wife with more power than I could ever muster. The chair
rocked violently, and her legs bounced against his arms. Her tits jiggled
beautifully. My wife had never been sexier. She had never been more beautiful.
I wanted Brooke in a way I’d never felt. I wanted to throw Carter off her and
fuck her myself. 


Carter pulled out and violently flipped her over.
Brooke hiked her ass in the air, with her forearms on the chair, and he slid
right back inside her. Carter held her hips and drove it home like a
jackhammer. He grabbed that braid going down the back of her hair and pulled
it. Her head jerked back and she cried out. I never heard Brooke moan like that
before. I had tried to be rough with her, but she never seemed to take it
seriously. Carter had no problem controlling her.


“Fuck, yeah. Feels fucking good, doesn’t it,
honey?” he growled.


“Yeah…”


“Girl like you needs a good, hard fucking, don’t
you?” He slapped her ass hard.


“Oh god!”


“Don’t you, honey!”


“Yeah…yes!”


Carter smacked her jiggling ass again, the sound
ringing out loudly. “You like it a little rough, Brookie.”


“Yeah…”


Smack!


“Yes! Oh god yes!”


Smack!


“Oh god! Oh god!” she cried.


I was so in awe, I wasn’t even touching myself. I
was consumed by watching my wife being used by our neighbor. It was incredible.
I had never seen anything so hot, and I knew I never would again. This was what
I’d really wanted all these years, but was afraid to admit. I wanted to see
Brooke taken by an alpha male. I wanted to see her beg for it. It didn’t make
me feel like less of a man, though. It made me proud that I was married to the
sexiest woman on the planet. It wasn’t about me at all. It was all about
Brooke.


“Yeah, honey. Take it!”


Smack!


“Yes! God yes! Ohh…”


Smack!


“Yes! Yes!”


“Say it, honey! Say it for Trent. Tell him what
you need, Brookie!”


Smack! Smack!


“Oh god! Fuck me! Fuck me, babe! I’m so sorry,
sweetheart, but I want him. Fuck me, you bastard!”


“That’s it, honey! Show me your nasty side!” he
cried.


“Yes! Yes! God, fuck me!” she wailed.


Brooke did not curse. Even when we dirty talked in
bed, it wasn’t like this. She had lost all control. It was glorious.


“Oh god! Ohgodohgodohgod! YES!” Brooke screamed.


Brooke collapsed onto the La-Z-Boy and trembled as
she came for Carter once again. It felt like he could make her come at will.
His balls bounced off her thighs as he kept drilling her, but then he suddenly
stopped and roared. Like really roared to fill the room. He buried his cock in
my wife, and I knew he was unloading. I was watching another man come inside my
wife. It was surreal.


Carter gave her butt one last slap and pulled out
with a wet sucking sound. It was like Brooke didn’t want to let him go. She
stayed bent over the chair and panting. Her body was wracked with the effort. 


“Honey, go over there and give our boy some love.
You got back at him, now go take care of him. He must fucking need it,” Carter
said.


It was a weird turn. Carter was telling my wife to
come over and take care of me. She was his right then, and we all knew it. If
he’d wanted to take her upstairs and keep fucking her, he could have. 


Brooke pried herself off the chair and crawled
over to me. I’d never seen her crawl like that. It was so hot. She looked up at
me, and she looked sad. Guilty. I like it better when she was proud and
defiant, like how she started.


“It’s okay, honey. This is on me. I wanted you to
do it, too. We’re good,” I said, stroking her hair. 


She didn’t say anything, but knelt in front of me
and took me in her mouth. She sucked me hard, going past where she ever had
before. She’d stopped with Carter, but she took me until she nearly choked. She
stared up at me, and all I saw in those eyes was submission. Brooke thought she
owed me that after what she’d done. Her submission was sexy, but it wasn’t what
I wanted. I didn’t want her feeling bad. Oddly, it was hotter when she was
submissive to Carter. I loved that, but I didn’t need it from her.


“You’re so beautiful, honey. So sexy. I love you
so much. You’re so perfect. You were amazing tonight. I love you,” I moaned,
caressing her face as she bobbed on me.


Brooke’s eyes softened. She might have even smiled
around my cock. She started sucking me harder. It was so different than seeing
her with Carter. It sounds insane, but I could feel how much she loved me in
that blowjob. And I couldn’t hold back. Brooke literally sucked the cum right
out of me.


“God, baby. Oh god…” I gasped.


Brooke pulled back and jacked my shaft in front of
her open mouth. I knew this show was just as much for Carter as it was for me.
She was showing him she wasn’t just his nasty girl. She wanted to prove to him
that she was still mine. I came across her nose and eye. Then I shot into her
hair. She finally got the aim right, and I finished into her waiting mouth. So
fucking hot.


“I love you,” she mouthed.


We shared a brief moment, but Carter was still
there. He gave us a minute before announcing, “Well, this has been fucking
fun.” He was already dressing.


Neither of us knew what to say to him. Brooke
stayed on her knees in front of me, and I stroked her hair, but I could see she
just wanted to run away. She didn’t know how to deal any better than I did. 


Carter stood, and I did too, offering Brooke my
hand. She stood, but looked like she wanted to cover herself. I pulled up my
pants. It felt weird to have my dick hanging out. Brooke moved to my side, so I
partially obscured her.


“It’s been real guys. We’ll have to do this again
sometime,” Carter said.


“Uh, yeah, it’s been something. Listen, man…”


“You don’t have to say anything. As far as I’m
concerned, we’re still bros. This isn’t my first rodeo. I know how to stay cool
afterwards, as long as you guys can. I’m honored you chose to share this with
me. I know it takes a lot of trust. It’s not misplaced, brother. Believe me. I
respect you and Brooke. It’s just some fun between friends, right?”


“Uh, right,” I agreed. 


“Are you okay, honey?”


Brooke hesitated before nodding. “Yeah, it’s just,
this isn’t something I do every day. I’ve never done anything like this before.
I don’t want you to get the wrong idea.”


Carter held out his hand. She hesitated again
before coming out from behind me and going to him. She took his hand and stood
in front of him. I wished I could see how she was looking at him.


“Honey, I don’t have the wrong idea. You were
playing a game, I get it. Maybe you think things got out of hand.”


Brooke nodded.


“But I didn’t make you do anything, did I?”


“No.” She shook her head.


“You didn’t do anything you didn’t want, right?”


“No, babe. I guess not.”


“And you had fun.” That wasn’t a question.


“What do you think?”


“Come on, honey, walk me out.” He kissed her clean
cheek.


Brother, it’s been a pleasure. See you around,”
Carter said, holding out his hand.


I stood there and shook the hand of the man who’d
just thoroughly fucked my wife. And then I watched him leave the room with her.
I followed a few steps behind and saw them standing together by the door. They
really did look like lovers, despite their age difference. Brooke was right
back in his thrall. They whispered to each other, and Brooke nodded, then
giggled. Carter smiled and ran a hand over her tits. Brooke shivered. He kissed
her again, and then left. Brooke looked over at me, guilt all over her face.


“What was that all about?” I asked, an edge in my
voice.


“He told me what a great time he had, and how he
hopes it doesn’t change anything between us. Carter told me I’m beautiful and
thanked me. And…”


“And what?”


“Carter said that if I ever want to do it again
that he’s always right across the street.” She looked away as she said it.


“Do you?”


“Do I what?”


“Do you want to fuck him again?” I tried to keep
my emotion in check, but it was a failure.


“I need a shower before we discuss this, okay? I’m
not going to do it standing naked in the living room with your jizz all over my
face.”


Her tone was harsh, but before she went up, Brooke
kissed my cheek and said, “I love you, dummy.”


I put on a pot of coffee and then poured two cups
before she came back down. It was the longest half hour of my life. I was
trying to process everything that happened, but I was still buzzing from
experiencing it, and I wasn’t thinking straight. I couldn’t stop thinking about
what Carter told Brooke on his way out, and one thought dominated my mind, Brooke
is going to be his lover.


Brooke finally came back, dressed in a loose,
kitschy sweater and black leggings. With her damp hair and freshly scrubbed
face, she looked like she sweet, smart girl I fell in love with, not the slut
who begged Carter to spank her. She sat across the table from me and sipped her
coffee.


“Just the way I like it. Thanks, sweetheart. You
know me so well,” she said.


“I’m not so sure.”


“This is not all on me. Don’t try to put it on
me.”


“I know, I’m sorry. My head is all over the
place.”


“So let’s talk it out. That’s what we do with our
problems.”


Brooke was right. We’d always been able to talk
about anything. It was why I was able to share my fantasies with her in the
first place.


“Okay,” I said. “Let’s go back to what I asked. Do
you want to fuck him again?”


Brooke winced. “Do you have to put it that way?”


I smiled, but without much humor. “Sorry, but that
is what happened.”


“Alright. I fucked the neighbor. Does hearing it
make you happy? Maybe we shouldn’t talk about this now.”


“No, I’m sorry. I’ll chill out. I’m not sure where
to begin.”


“You could begin by apologizing. You know how this
started.”


“Mea culpa. You’re right. I betrayed your trust. I
should never have showed him that, but after the other ones—the clothed ones—he
was insistent. I swear I didn’t show him the other stuff. I’d never do that.”


“I’m not sure I believe that. Like you said, I’m
not sure I know you anymore either. I trusted you. I never would have done that
if I thought you’d show my pictures around.” 


I could see she was hurt. And she was right to be.
I fucked up, but I paid for it, didn’t I? “You got me back,” I replied, hoping
my grin would defuse the situation.


“I swear, I did not mean for all that to happen.
I’m not even sure how it happened. I wasn’t that drunk.”


“I know. But you liked the attention.”


“I guess I did. And I was really pissed. I knew if
I teased Carter it would push your buttons. I wanted to leave you with blue
balls. But then it snowballed, I don’t know. The way Carter looked at me made
me feel sexy.”


“You are sexy, Brooke.”


“But it’s different when it’s another man, and
it’s someone like him. Carter has his pick of women. It’s not like he had to.
And then I could feel this energy coming off of you. I could sense how turned
on you were getting. I really meant to just strip out of my dress, say
something smart, and go. But then he touched me.”


“Yeah, he touched you. And it was incredible.”


“I don’t understand, Trent. Are you angry or not?”


“I don’t understand either, but I don’t think it’s
real anger. I think it’s shock, and insecurity.”


She took my hand across the table. “I am not going
to run off with Carter, sweetheart.”


“He rocked your world.”


Brooke couldn’t suppress her smile. She blushed
and looked down. “He did. It was just like…wow…I don’t know.”


“It was amazing watching you with him. You were so
wild, so sexual. Seeing you come while watching, just being a fly on the wall,
it was…I can’t even describe it. Maybe that’s what heroin feels like, I don’t
know.”


“You better not start shooting up,” she warned. We
both laughed.


“Brooke, you were amazing tonight.”


“Tonight was incredible. I never thought I’d do
anything like that. I didn’t even think I was capable of that. It’s like I was
possessed. I turned into some kind of tramp. But I felt so alive.”


“And you’d do it again.” I wasn’t sure if it was a
statement or a question.


“This is because of what Carter said.”


“I want to know how you feel—what you want,” I
said.


“I don’t think it would be smart. I think you’re
hurt, and I don’t want to hurt you.”


“What if I wanted you to?”


“You’re thinking with your dick. Is this even
healthy for our marriage?”


“We’re grown-ups. We can handle it. Actually, I
think it could make things hotter. You’ve never been sexier.”


“Thanks, I think.” She laughed.


“So?”


“I don’t need to.”


“Yeah?”


“I’m not going to run across the street tomorrow.”


“I know.”


Brooke smiled shyly. “But, god, it felt amazing.
Amazing doesn’t even do it justice. Astonishing? It was astonishing. I feel
like I found some things inside me I didn’t even know were there. It might be
fun to explore that. It’s not the same with us. I love you, and I love our
lovemaking, but it was so different…”


“You don’t have to explain yourself. I know it’s
not about how much you love me.” I squeezed her hand for reassurance.


“I really do,” she stressed.


“So?”


“If you wanted me to…maybe. I can’t say for sure.
This is still all so weird. I really need to think about it, but if you were
okay with it—if we were okay with it—then maybe, yeah, I think it might
be fun.” She stared at me expectantly.


It was a yes. Brooke couldn’t come out and
say yes, because she was afraid it would hurt me—dash my ego. And I’ve
got to admit, seeing my wife come like that for Carter had bruised it, but my
other desires overrode that. Now that I knew the truth. Now that I understand
the depths of my fantasy, I wanted more. Brooke was probably right, I was
probably thinking with my dick, but it didn’t matter. I wanted more. And Carter
was safe. I did trust him.


“I don’t want to pressure you, honey. Don’t do
anything you don’t want to,” I said.


“I know you have mixed feelings, but you loved
every minute of it.”


It was my turn to blush and look away. “I did. It
was amazing. I just regret I didn’t think to grab my phone and record it.”


“Don’t you dare!”


I laughed. “I get it.”


“I’m not surprised, Trent. The clues were always
there. You were a little too into other guys checking me out, flirting with me.
I always wondered how far you’d let it go.”


“Were you testing me tonight?”


“Not consciously. Maybe deep down? It’s okay,
sweetheart. I mean, other people might think it’s weird, but I think it’s kind
of flattering. It means you think I’m hot, right?”


“It does—you are. I can’t explain it, but I get
this buzz when I think about this stuff. I think I couldn’t admit how deep it
went because it’s so wrong. A man should not want his wife to be with other
men. I’m judging myself, and I didn’t want you judging me. I didn’t want you
thinking I’m some kind of pervert.”


“I don’t think you’re a pervert. And I know you
had these leanings. I’ll be honest, though, if you’d come to me before tonight
and asked me to do this, I don’t know how I would have reacted. I don’t know if
I would have understood. I don’t know if I understand now, but now I can roll
with it.”


“Don’t feel bad.” I laughed. “I’ll let you know
when I understand it.”


“I love you. I love you more than ever. I know you
have to have an incredible amount of trust to let me do this,” Brooke said.


“I do trust you, honey. And I love you so much.”


“So where are we?”


“If you want to do this, I guess we’ll explore it,
but we need ground rules. We need to be sure we’re on the same page. No more
going off half-cocked.”


Brooke laughed. “That was no half-cock.”


“Haha.”


“I know what you mean, and I agree. I’m not going
to do anything just for myself. You need to get what you need too. We’ll see
what happens.”


Brooke left it open ended, but I knew she would be
fucking Carter again. I could see it in her eyes. She wanted to feel that way
again. I couldn’t blame her. I wanted to feel it, too. I just wasn’t as
confident as I portrayed to her. I didn’t know that it was smart. I didn’t
worry she would fall in love with Carter, but I worried she might lose herself
in that feeling, and crave it more and more—just like I did. Only time would
tell where this road would lead us.


“What do we do now?” she asked.


“Now, we go upstairs and I’m going to ravish you.
I’ve never wanted you so badly, Brooke.”


She smiled. “I thought you’d never ask. I swear,
that left me hornier than I was before.”


We went hand in hand up to the bedroom. As we
undressed and kissed, and touched each other, all I could picture was Brooke in
Carter’s arms, coming while she writhed on top of him. It was probably just
guilt and projecting, but I felt that Brooke was remembering how he felt inside
her while I fucked her. We both came incredibly hard and quickly. It was an
amazing night, but it was the first step down into a sexy, uncertain future.


 











the stranger in
my bed


by max sebastian


 


I’d tell you that it was an unexpectedly early
trip home from the office that really did it on that particular Thursday
afternoon. But actually, it was more like the fact that for once in a very long
time I suddenly found that my phone battery was dead. And I was usually so very
good at keeping it charged.


Why should
phones have such an impact on our lives these days? 


I worked in
industrial equipment. Our firm made big machines that shaped metal and produced
components—for various manufacturing sectors including the auto industry. I did
travel occasionally for work, but with my wife having to take care of two young
kids, I didn’t travel quite so much anymore. 


On this
particular Thursday, though, I not only needed to travel, I needed to do so
without any notice. Our usual courier had messed up the delivery of a very
important contract proposal, and we needed to get the full thing over to our
potential client on a very tight deadline. My boss wasn’t going to trust a
courier again, not on that job, and he wasn’t going to trust any junior member
of our office staff with that proposal. So I had to rush home in the middle of
the day, fill an overnight bag, then race off to the airport to carry the thing
personally all the way to Cleveland, and make damn sure it got there this time.


On my way
home from the office, I found my phone battery dead, and also that I’d taken
the phone charging cord out of the car the previous weekend to use in the
house. The upshot was, I wasn’t able to text Diana to let her know I was on the
way home, or that I had this sudden emergency visit to Cleveland lined up. I
was just hoping she wasn’t going to be too irate about the extra childcare
duties, and that I could persuade her that I could get to Cleveland and back in
just one night and make up for it the next day. 


As I drove
home to the suburbs, I concocted a plan to keep her onside, based mainly on the
idea that I’d take a full extra day off, or be given one because of my trip,
and spend the day with the kids so she could have some quality time off.


When I
arrived home, there was a strange car in the driveway. It didn’t faze me at
all, to begin with. I think I assumed that one of Diana’s mom-friends was
visiting, or perhaps Clara and Toby were having some friends over for a
playdate. Only, as I entered the house and found no mess of toys sprawling all
over the place did I realize that it was a Monday, when the kids were supposed
to be at the nursery. Well, I felt instantly better about having to leave Diana
to deal with the kids all night—she’d just had much of the day off. 


There in the
living room I noticed a slightly unusual smell in the air, covered partially by
Diana’s perfume—which she hardly ever wore. 


Funny.


I was about
to call out for her, to find out where she was so I could tell her all about my
forced trip to Cleveland, but there was a most unexpected sound. It was a
fairly high-pitched, plaintive wail, which made me jump to the initial
conclusion that some kind of animal had gotten trapped in our home, a raccoon
or a badger or something. I moved to the foot of the stairs and heard a series
of quiet groans from upstairs.


It was
Diana, I was sure of it.


My stupid
over-optimistic brain decided at first that my wife must be sick, that she was
in pain. Perhaps the doctor was up there with her, explaining the presence of
the strange car in the driveway. But as I walked upstairs, the volume of the groans
grew, and were joined by the noise of heavy breathing. I could no longer be
under any illusion as to what was going on.  


A severe
chill seemed to pass through my entire body as the realization hit. I stopped
in my tracks, feeling overwhelmed by feelings, by the shock of this sudden
news. 


Diana was
cheating on me. Diana was fucking someone else—on our marital bed. 


Suddenly I
had to work hard just to breathe, and to avoid collapsing from the unexpected
dizziness. I was horrified. Stunned. 


And yet not,
as it turned out, angry. 


Holding onto
the banister at the top of the stairs, I waited for my light-headedness to
pass. I was trying hard to keep calm and not overreact. Just then, I really
didn’t want Diana to know I was there, didn’t want her to know I’d discovered
her adultery. I wasn’t ready to figure out what I wanted to do about it, and I
didn’t want her to feel forced into declaring her need for a quickie divorce. 


Jesus, we
couldn’t get a divorce! 


I felt my
heart squeezed, crushed, at the thought that the woman I loved might want to
leave me. I felt sick at the thought of how our lives would change—the kids
being forced to spend their childhoods split between mom and dad’s houses, mom
and dad’s families. One Christmas here, one Christmas there. 


I felt
distressed that Diana might feel the need to go to another man, for attention,
for sex, for love. Yet I recognized why she might do such a thing. I don’t
think I even blamed her for it, particularly. I just stood there, immobile,
unable to face making a scene, unable to face the drama of catching them
red-handed. I felt a strong desire to turn and flee, to regroup, to figure out
how I wanted to let Diana know that I’d discovered her secret. What I might say
to her about it when I did let her know.


Did she
still love me? Did our past ten years together mean anything to her? God I
hoped so. Despite the stress we’d both been under since Toby had been born,
she’d never given any indications that she didn’t at least still love me.


What if she
never found out that I knew about her adultery? 


She could
have her little fling, and I’d just turn a blind eye. Life would be much
simpler. I’d still be facing the terrifying thought that at any time she might
want to leave me for someone else—confess all, and demand a divorce so that she
could live with her new lover instead. But what if she just wanted a little
meaningless sex on the side? Perhaps she wouldn’t want a divorce if her
infidelity remained secret.


 I’d just
let her do her thing, quietly, subtly. Behind closed doors. It might even make
me feel less guilty about the fact that our sex life wasn’t exactly thriving
just now, as the stress of raising two young kids got to us both. It would
certainly make me feel less guilty about having to fly off to Cleveland for
work at the last minute.


Yes, the
Cleveland trip suddenly seemed like less of a priority in my life. And yet
standing there on the stairway, listening to my wife having the sweet bejesus
fucked out of her, my brain took on a kind of ultra-rationality. I recognized
that if I stayed here tonight to confront my wife and make some forlorn attempt
to rescue my marriage, I might very well find myself out of a job as well as a
marriage.


In acting
now to prioritize my job, maybe I could retreat and live to fight another day
when it came to my marriage. I’d just have to call Diana from the road, or from
the airport, and explain things over the phone. She’d deal with it. Hell, she
was probably less likely to take to anger now that she had a new lover on the
side. That had to be a perk, didn’t it?


I took
another quiet step upstairs, thinking that I might be able to sneak to the
laundry room to find a clean shirt, underwear, socks—even if they weren’t
ironed—and pack a small overnight bag for my trip. The laundry room was just
two doors down from the master bedroom, however. Getting there put me closer
and closer to Diana and her lover. 


I was
terrified, but mostly at that point, terrified of getting caught by sneaking
around. 


 At the same
time, as I ventured up to and into the laundry room, with the sound of my wife
fucking some stranger on our bed intensifying, and the strange smell in the air
strengthening to the point that I could tell it was most likely a man’s
cologne, Diana’s perfume and the earthy scent of sex, I found to my complete
surprise that I was sneaking around with a massive erection stowed away in my
pants.


God damn.  


My heart was
pounding so loud, I worried they might hear me. Adrenaline was blazing around
my blood vessels. It gave me the strangest sense of adventure, that somehow I
was living life. Hormones can be very confusing, huh.


I found some
shirts hanging up, some underwear stacked on the dryer, although no socks.
Socks I could do without, or I could buy at the airport or something. Well, it wasn’t
as though I was going to Cleveland for a business meeting: I was going to our
clients’ headquarters to drop off an important package. I didn’t need to
venture beyond their lobby. I was a glorified deliveryman. 


So, I was
all set to sneak out of our laundry room, head back downstairs and be gone—to
treat Diana as though I’d never been there at all, as though I couldn’t have
possibly found out about her fling with another man. Yet as I emerged into the
hallway, I happened to turn my head briefly toward the master bedroom. I
couldn’t avoid it—the sheer significance of what was going on in that bedroom,
significant to me, to our family, to our whole way of life potentially, made it
just irresistible to my curiosity. 


My heart
nearly stopped beating as I saw that the door was open by a few inches. A jolt
of searing heat tore through my body as I saw a glimpse of my wife lying on the
lower edge of the bed, her legs parted, another man’s hands grasping her thighs
as he stood on the floor, his own thighs pressed against the edge of the
mattress as he thrust into her. 


I couldn’t
see her face, couldn’t see her above the shoulders. I couldn’t see the man,
either, other than his hands. But I could see Diana’s body rocked each time he
entered her, I could see her bare breasts jiggle. I could hear him pounding
against her now, I could hear his quiet grunts as well as her louder groans,
her panting. 


Oh God. That
pungent smell. She was so wet for him—and he was buried deep inside her. They’d
probably been fucking all afternoon. 


How long had
this been going on? 


Oh God.


As I stood
there, the nausea seemed to be wearing off. I still felt light-headed, shocked.
But my breathing was calming down, my pulse slowing just a little. My conscious
mind seemed to kick back in, allowing me slightly more sophisticated thoughts
and feelings. 


I felt some
sense of injustice creeping over me. Diana had done this without telling
me—well of course she had, she was cheating on me. Yet it was more that she
hadn’t told me of her underlying needs, the reasons she’d been tempted into
adultery. She hadn’t come to me to say she felt I wasn’t paying her enough
attention, that I needed to step up and initiate sex more frequently, even if
we were tired and stressed. She hadn’t complained at feeling lonely since she
no longer worked in an office, and no longer had that camaraderie of life in
the working world. 


I felt a
touch of annoyance, though I wouldn’t say it was real anger. That somehow it
would be up to me to confront her, to bring up the dramatic stuff about knowing
she was fucking someone else. Irritation that despite all the stress, all the
hard work, Diana’s actions were going to force us to take on the stress of
marital break down as well, and force me to initiate a big difficult talk about
our future.


I felt how
strange it was that my marriage would break down. I’d never thought I’d be the
type of guy who would ever have to deal with divorce. How frightening the
future seemed now that it was suddenly so very uncertain, with the comforting
predictability of marriage shrugged off. 


And yet, as I
stood there and watched my wife turn over so that the stranger could grab her
ass and enter her from behind, I also felt profoundly excited about my wife’s
wickedness. It was, I had to concede, a massive turn-on to witness her
misbehavior. It was so erotic watching her cheat, I couldn’t understand why. My
prick had never been so hard, and was throbbing so much as I watched the
stranger pounding her, hearing the thud of his body against hers, I felt
suddenly ecstatic about her cheating on me—yet it made no sense at all.


I could only
imagine my brain was playing tricks on me, perhaps to reduce the psychological
impact of the shock to my system. Filling my bloodstream with happy—or even
narcotic—hormones to keep me from falling into a deep spiral of despair. Yet
even if I accepted that my mind was creating this powerful arousal in me in
order to give me the best chance of surviving this massive shock, I could not
shake the symptoms of this bizarre mental strategy. 


I found it
hot that my wife was cheating on me. I wanted her to keep fucking that stranger
upstairs. 


I wanted,
more than anything, to wait until they were done and then go up there and
seduce her myself.


Was I going
quite plainly insane?


Underneath
it all, I had never ever desired my wife as much as I did then. 


 







~~~


 


In hindsight, there were signs that my wife was
cheating on me. I just didn’t catch them. Perhaps home life was just too busy,
just too stressed. 


Two young kids will do that to you.


Every moment I was home seemed full of activity,
full of hard labor keeping a one-year-old and a three-year-old happy and fed
and clean and rested. Oh, sure, I didn’t have to take care of them during the
day, during the week, so I couldn’t complain about having to take over when I
got home from the office.


That first year after Toby was born, Diana just
seemed to be permanently tired, always stressed, generally miserable. We’d made
the joint decision—and it really was mutual—that she would be a stay-at-home
mom, that I would continue working full time. My salary was enough to keep us
going like that. 


Sex? Well, it really didn’t happen that year. I
know, it seems ridiculous now, but it didn’t seem like such a big deal then. I
was waiting until she was ready, I wasn’t pushing her. Particularly after the
trauma of the birth. But she was always exhausted—we both were always
exhausted, since my only ‘time off’ was when I went into the office to work.


And besides, Toby’s cot was in our bedroom, and he
woke at the slightest noise. We were hardly going to make love in that kind of
set-up, and Toby was not going to let us put him into another room, even at
one. He was a difficult baby, it has to be said.


Anyway, she was miserable. I could see it. After
Toby’s first birthday, we argued about something trivial and it ended up with
Diana bursting into tears and declaring that she couldn’t take any more. I felt
a sudden chill from the thought that what she might have been suggesting was
that she was going to walk out on me and the kids.


You just need a break, I told her. I offered to
see if I could persuade work to let me do four days per week, or even three.
Diana shook her head and said we needed the money.


“Nursery, then,” I said. “The kids can go to
nursery. Doesn’t have to be all week, but—"


“We can’t afford…” my wife started to say. 


“What about my promotion? We could do two days a
week of nursery, and that would be something, wouldn’t it?”


And it was, the saving grace. The kids got to be
more social, meet lots of other kids, and Diana got two days off each week—a
Monday and a Friday, the easiest days to get from a local nursery without
waiting months and months on a waiting list.


“What am I going to do with all this spare time?”
she asked me as I prepared to drop the kids off at nursery for their first full
day after their settling-in period. Diana was still wearing her dressing gown.


“It’s up to you,” I said, “but the main thing
right now is, you need to rest.”


There was a temptation for her to think about
whether some kind of freelance work might be an option. She had been a graphic
designer before Clara had arrived three years before, so it wasn’t beyond the
realm of possibility for her to seek some freelance work for her two days a
week free from the kids.


But I wanted her to rest, I wanted her to use that
time to pace herself, to make sure she didn’t burn out as a mom married to a
husband who did the whole nine-to-five. It took a few weeks for her to learn
how to do that, though, how to spend the time recovering. She’d end up filling
the time with household chores she could get done so much more easily while on
her own. She’d secretly search the Internet for suitable graphic design
work—though that was difficult to come by in a recession, it seemed.


I had to urge her not to feel guilty about having
that time off. 


At last, it seemed she figured it out. Meeting up
with people from her local moms Facebook group for coffee or lunch. Joining the
gym. Even catching up on her reading. I’d get home after one of her days off to
find her relaxed and content. Smiling, like she hadn’t seemed to have done for
months and months.


Even when I got home on the days she was taking
care of Clara and Toby she now seemed happier, more organized, considerably
less stressed. Two days of nursery was also bringing benefits to the
children—more socializing, a greater range of activities than they could
achieve just with Diana to take care of them.


Diana worked hard in the gym, and her figure
returned from not just before Toby, but before Clara as well. She looked
gorgeous. She had her hair done for the first time in a year, and turned blonde
again. She started wearing new clothes, which showed off her exquisite figure
with more than a little style since she could now spend a little time shopping,
rather than buying only basics online.


Then eventually it came to the point where she
said to me, “We need to start going for evenings out.”


I was well up for the idea, though despite our
newfound energy, the simple fact was that our kids were just too difficult to
get to sleep each night for us to use a babysitter, or even grandparents at
that stage.


“Date night?” I said. “Who would we get who could
cope with Toby and Clara?”


Diana had just laughed. “Well, one step at a
time,” she said. “At first you could go out one night, and I’d take care of
them, and then another night I’d get to go out and you’d take care of them.
Then when we’ve got the whole sleep thing sorted out, we might be able to get a
babysitter and go out together.”


I simply took the suggestion at its simplest
nature. I got to spend one evening a week out drinking with work buddies, or at
the movies, or even meeting up with old college friends to catch a game
somewhere. Diana would get to see her mom-friends, or see her friends from her
old job, or her college crew. One night a week for me, one night a week for
her.


It was fine. Sex, though, still wasn’t really
happening for us. It was just too risky after the kids were in bed, even
downstairs. The walls were too thin, the noise traveled. Even watching TV had
to be done using headphones.


I just kind of accepted it, and tended to my own
needs in the shower every now and then. Figuring that one day, when we got Toby
out into Clara’s room, we might be able to resurrect our sex lives in the
master bedroom at the other end of the house.


 







~~~


 


And here I was wondering if her one night out each
week was spent in the company of the man who was currently with her in the
bedroom giving her what sounded, to every intent like a fairly powerful orgasm.



I crept down to the living room and found a small
overnight bag in the closet under the stairs, packed the things I would need
for the Cleveland trip, save for the socks. 


I also found the abandoned clothes of my wife and
her lover strewn by—and to some extent on—the living room couch, where their
afternoon of passion must have begun. 


Jesus. I was still so turned on by it all. 


It was all a little much by this stage. The noises
coming down from upstairs, mainly the sound of sheer bliss from my wife… my
head was spinning, I felt like I was gasping for breath. By this stage I did
want it to be happening, despite the pain that came from Diana’s deception, by
her doing this intimate deed without my knowledge, in clear contradiction to
her vows to me. 


I wanted it to keep going… and yet it was too
much, it was too much excitement, too much drama, too much intensity for me to
handle just then. I half wondered if the sheer ferocity of what I was feeling
had made me confused, had formed some short circuit in my brain that made me
aroused instead of angry or upset.


I needed to calm down, I needed to escape.


In the kitchen I found the charging cord for my
phone, then while the sounds of passion continued from upstairs, I scampered
back into the living room intending to leave, get in my car, drive. I had
plenty of time until my flight to Cleveland, but I had to think, and I couldn’t
think anywhere in the house with those noises—not to mention the danger that
Diana or her lover would come down and find me there, forcing some kind of
confrontation before I was ready.


On the way out, my eyes fell on their clothes
strewn all over the living room couch. They told a story of thrilling
flirtation and naughty foreplay, of my wife exploring her lover, kissing him,
touching him, while his paws roamed all over her gym-toned physique.


It struck me just how exhilarating it must be for
Diana to seduce him, to sleep with him. Somehow, that was the thought that got
me going more than anything, got me harder than anything else. I was shaking a
little at just how uplifting it was to think of my beautiful wife enjoying
herself without me—how could that be possible? 


I stooped in front of the couch, catching sight of
a little scrap of scarlet lace poking out of the cushions.


I picked them up—the tiniest pair of panties, a
thong in fact, almost a g-string. They were soaked through. Wow. Since when had
Diana started wearing sexy underwear like this? She’d always told me things
like this were uncomfortable. I held them briefly up to my nose, inhaled a deep
chest full of her wicked, spicy scent. She’d been incredibly turned on before
her underwear had been peeled off. 


Upstairs, I could hear Diana going through an
earth-shattering orgasm. When had I last heard her like that? When had I ever
been able to make her feel as good as that? It made me feel like a complete let-down.


I grabbed the sodden panties and fled the house,
trotting down the driveway to my car in the fear that one of our neighbors
might witness me sneaking out of my own home.


After plugging in my dead phone to charge, I fired
up the engine and drove up the street—parked far enough away that Diana could
never spot me, even if she was on the street, but close enough to see the front
of our house. Then I shut it off, and just sat a few moments, breathing, trying
to calm down.


Life was never going to be the same. Even the best
case scenario suggested a massive upheaval in our everyday routines. 


After a few moments of charging, I could use my
phone to look up issues to do with marital infidelity and divorce on the
Internet. In this State, it was likely that Diana and I would have to separate
for some months before divorce proceedings could get underway. 


Jesus. 


Was I going to ‘sober’ up, and realize just how
awful it was to know that my wife was fucking another man? Was the cold reality
going to suddenly hit me, instead of these ridiculously lustful thoughts? 


God. I had her panties in my hands still. I held
them up and just breathed long, deep inhalations, drawing in that dark aroma,
that spicy evocation of Diana’s wickedness. I could calm down a little, even
get my breathing under control—but with the smell of my wife’s lust buzzing
through me, I could not make my erection die down. 


Oh, there was pain—don’t get me wrong. I was
devastated. But it seemed to me, when I attempted to analyze my pain, that it
was mostly caused by the fear that I may have lost Diana, that she didn’t want
me anymore, that I would never sleep with her again, never kiss her, never even
hug her, cuddle with her.


Would I ever get to sleep with her again?


Oh, and I so desperately wanted her, so badly
wanted to take her and make her mine—make her come, make her feel so amazing
she could never choose anyone over me.


Yet such thoughts didn’t seem realistic to me.
Chances were that if she wanted to continue seeing whoever the man was in
there, she would have to separate from me, divorce me. 


I felt like begging, pleading with her. Please
take me back, I’ll never take you for granted again. Even if we’re both
exhausted, dispirited from the draining, largely thankless task of raising two
small children, I pledged silently to my unhearing wife that I would pay more
attention to her, seek to initiate things in bed, do my utmost to satisfy her
between the sheets.


The next moment, my mood was swinging back away
from self-pity toward a burning sense of injustice. What could I have done to
prevent this, when Diana hadn’t even talked to me about her complaints, about
her problems? Maybe it was time to force her to tell me what was going on, what
she needed, what she wanted for the future. I’d just have to get it exactly
right, just the way I needed it.


I was thinking that my Cleveland trip might give
me the distance, the solitude to work out my strategy. I could just slip away
right now, without even going back to that house.


Only, my powerful lust for Diana intervened. I had
to see her one last time. I wanted her so badly.


I picked up the phone, called her. It took a while
for her to pick up, not surprisingly. She did a good job of hiding the
breathless exertion in her voice.


“Hey honey, everything okay?”


“I’m sorry—my phone was dead, I didn’t get to text
you,” I said.


“Text me?” 


“My boss is sending me to Cleveland to hand in an
important contract proposal. I’m on my way home now to pack for the flight.”


“On the way home?” The question in her voice was
over-done. It oozed guilt. She shouldn’t have been so surprised, so shocked
that I was heading home early. She should have casually told me what a shame it
was that the children wouldn’t get to see me that evening when they got back
from nursery. Or even expressed annoyance at the fact that I would be gone that
evening, leaving the childcare to her.


The slightly too loud querying tone of her voice
suggested to me that she was relaying a warning to her lover, that her husband
was on his way home.


“How far are you away?” she asked then, and I
could tell she was praying I was still a good way away.


“Oh, I don’t know… four, five minutes away?” Some
mischievous part of me wanted to stick it to her, to make life difficult for
her.


“Five minutes?” she had to work quickly to stifle
the horror in her voice.


“Everything okay, honey?” I asked her, and I did
do a good job of conveying blasé innocence. 


“Uh… yeah…” she said. “I’m just… you know… getting
my head around this sudden trip of yours…”


She laughed, as though poking fun at herself for a
blonde moment, but I could detect a hint of fear in her voice. I was four or
five minutes’ away, and it was going to take much longer than that to dispel
the traces of her affair before I got home.


I felt a little tug of anger at that thought.
Yeah, anger. Not the affair part—I was still rock hard regarding that issue—but
the deception. The fact that she would be doing her utmost to conceal her crime
by the time I arrived home. 


“Well… look, are you going to be okay with the
kids tonight, honey?” I asked her, feeling a sudden puckish need to mess with
her. I would keep her talking, so that she had no time to hop in the shower, no
time to wash away the evidence of her misdemeanors. Perhaps no time to tidy up
the house.


I guess the perverted part of me wanted to get
home while the evidence of her adultery was apparent. It wasn’t because I wanted
to confront her with it. It was because I wanted to take her myself, to revel
in the wrongness of the sudden desire I felt for her.


“Of course,” she said, and I could hear the rising
panic in her voice. “They’ll be no problem.”


“You know, maybe it’s time to call my parents, or
your parents, and tell them to finally get their act together and help out with
their grandchildren.”


“Oh, no, we don’t need to do that for just one
night.”


“Are you sure? It wouldn’t be any trouble…”


 







~~~ 


 


Two minutes later I saw for myself the lover dash
out of the front door of our house, clutching a coat, his shirt buttons still
unfastened, his shoelaces untied. He threw himself into his car, fired up the
engine with a roar and backed out of the driveway with a screech of protest
from his tires.


I didn’t wait for the stated four or five minutes
to be up before heading in. I waited only long enough for Diana’s lover to
leave, and for the driveway to open up. Then I was there, sprinting inside as
though I had an urgent flight to catch, and I had to pack some things before I
left.


Inside the front door, I could smell air freshener
that attempted to mask the musky odor of lingering sex in the air. The living
room had been tidied, the abandoned clothing picked up. 


I scampered up the stairs, fearing that Diana was
already jumping into the shower. She wasn’t—my phone conversation had done the
trick. She was still putting the finishing touches to tidying up the bedroom as
I approached. 


“Hey, honey!”


“Hey, how’s things?” 


She was wearing gym clothes—a bright turquoise
sports bra and a pair of white yoga shorts, her damp blonde locks tied back in
a ponytail. I admired her sharp intelligence, at least, if not her duplicity.
She was telling me in an instant that she’d just got back from the gym, that
there was a reason she was all sweaty and needed to instantly hop in the
shower.


“Oh you know…” She said, “I literally just got
back from the gym.”


There was that twinge in my chest again, the
annoyance at her lying to me. Why did she feel the need to do that? 


But I had to admit, the average wife was always
going to think that adultery was to be kept secret from her husband at all
costs, if she wanted to maintain her marriage at least. How would she know I
was turned on mightily by the thought—or the sight—of her cheating on me? 


And at least it suggested to me that she wanted to
maintain our marriage.


“I’m really sorry about this,” I said, approaching
her. I know I was fired up, but she really did look good in those gym clothes.
Did she really wear this kind of outfit in the gym? She must have had every
male eye in the place checking her out constantly. I liked that thought.


“Hey, I was just about to jump in the shower,” she
said, looking suddenly concerned about me invading her personal space.


Shocked, perhaps, that I suddenly wanted to kiss
her, to hold her, when she still had the traces of another man’s sweat, another
man’s come on her body. 


“Oh, it’s okay,” I said, flashing her a
mischievous, lusty grin as though I couldn’t possibly resist her in this tight
sports bra, the skin-tight white shorts, even if she was a little sweaty from
her ‘work out’.


I took her in my arms, my hands sweeping up to
cradle her head as I pulled her in for a long, slow, tender kiss on her mouth. 


She tasted so sweet, but what hit me most to begin
with was the scent of sex, the lingering fragrance of another man about her,
the cologne, the sweat, and so on. 


“Wait,” she said, breaking away from me, though
her faltering smile suggested she liked my sudden desire, my sudden attention,
regardless. “I’m all sweaty…”


“Mmm…” I said, kissing her again. “Sexy.”


I stepped behind her, running my hands all over
her clammy skin, kissing her shoulders, her neck, breathing in that scandalous
scent from her body, gazing at her trim figure in the full-length mirror by the
door.


“I’m serious…” she said, “I need a shower.”



I laughed, “You’ll need a shower when I’m done
with you.”


She couldn’t help but giggle at that line, and
then I was kissing gently under her ear, and my hands were swarming all over
her breasts, and that was enough to make her melt in my arms, her sounds of
protest fading into soft moans. 


“I thought… you had a… flight… to catch…” she said
quietly as I slipped her bra upwards, freeing her small but pert breasts. Her
nipples were so hard. 


“Oh, I do. But there’s a little time until then.”


She tilted her head back and groaned as I fondled
her bare breasts, as I flicked her stiff buds between my fingers, grazed them
between fingers and thumbs. She’d always been sensitive there.


Any anger I’d felt toward her had evaporated by
now, I was all about the lust. My lechery didn’t care about her deception, and
it actively enjoyed her infidelity. 


My hands slid down over her flat stomach, and hers
slid down with them, heading them off, dipping into her yoga shorts before I
could get there, as though to block access.


“I… I think I might be starting my period,” she
said. Another good ruse, I thought. But a ruse, nevertheless: there was no way
she’d have been spending all afternoon with a lover if she was starting her
period.


“Never stopped us when we were dating,” I said,
and it was true enough. Diana had always been most horny when she was on her
period. And as a younger man than I was now, hopelessly besotted by his new
blonde goddess of a girlfriend, my hard-on never let something like a menstrual
cycle get in the way of our passion.


I stroked her pussy over the top of her yoga
shorts, and felt just how wet she was, just how hot she was down there. The
moment I touched her there, her hands moved away, she was giving in, closing
her eyes and just moaning at the tender contact.   


She peeled off her sports bra completely now, and
it did have the advantage of tempting my hands to return to her unrestrained
chest, though by now I felt any protest from her beginning to wane. She turned
her head and kissed my mouth, sliding her tongue between my lips, as though by
now she was finding it hard to stop herself.


True, I hadn’t shown her enough affection, hadn’t
made love to her nearly as often as she needed, even though it wasn’t entirely
my fault. And just simply getting through the dating process and into marriage,
she had to enjoy our lovemaking when it did happen. But this was something
else. Electric. And it wasn’t purely because I was so massively turned on by
her adultery.


Diana was incredibly sensitive, incredibly
receptive, incredibly responsive to my every touch. I have no doubt her
afternoon with another man had in effect warmed her up for me, and that perhaps
knowing that she had only just been with another man fired her up even more—the
naughty thought that she had two men in one afternoon making love to her. 


This was just sensational. Every touch, every
caress, every hint of contact between us was making her sigh and moan as though
close to orgasm. And I know when Diana’s faking—she tried that during pregnancy
when she really wasn’t in the mood, and it soon made us lay off the sex during
her pregnancy.  


I dipped my hand into her soaking yoga shorts, and
now, and there wasn’t an ounce of opposition. She was absolutely sopping down
there. It only spurred me on further, the suggestion that she was so turned on
by having her second man of the day. 


The surprise was just how smooth she was down
there. Not a hint of hair on her mound, or around her pussy. 


“This is new,” I said.


She knew instantly to what I was referring. “Yeah…
I felt like a change,” she said, and it might even have been true, though not
quite the entire truth. 


No matter. I liked that she’d shaved for the
benefit of a new lover, though she’d never done it for me. There was something
very wrong about it—and right now, everything wrong seemed so very right to me.



“I like change,” I said.


I slung a strong arm around her shoulders to grab
one of her breasts, possessively it seemed to me, as my fingers dipped into her
slick pussy. She cried out, her hands trying to reach behind her to grab my
hardness, as though she needed something to hold on to while I made her feel so
incredible.


The way she was stroking me, her fingers clutching
at my shaft through my pants, almost seemed like some kind of offer, appealing
to my own self-interest. A final last attempt to prize me away from her
polluted body, a plea to allow her to work on me with her hands, and no doubt
mouth, only. To minimize the risk of me discovering her wickedness.


I wasn’t giving in, and she was now powerless to
stop me doing as I wanted. 


I squeezed her breasts one more time then turned
her around to face me for another long, passionate kiss. I don’t think I
imagined it as I kissed her—she tasted differently, and I knew why. It
surprised me, actually, that I didn’t freak out about knowing she’d had another
man’s hard cock in her mouth, shortly before I was kissing her there. 


What did I care? It was merely more evidence of
her debauchery, of this sudden fascinating turn in the character of my hitherto
fairly conservative, traditional monogamous soulmate.


I kissed my way down her neck, and, crouching,
down over her breasts to her stomach. The scent of her lover intensified
slightly. Had he come all over her tits? I was fairly sure he’d come in her
mouth at some point. It didn’t bother me. 


My mouth trailed down her stomach, tasting her
salty, velvety skin, and the smell of sex strengthened considerably as I neared
the waistband of her yoga shorts. 


“Oh… honey…” she said, warning me, as though she
was worried I’d forgotten that she’d told me she was starting her period. 


But I looked up at her and said firmly, “It’s
okay.” And peeled her yoga shorts down to her thighs, unveiling the glory of
her newly shaven pussy. Wow. She did look different.   


I nudged my face against her mound and just
inhaled a deep chestful of that intoxicating scent. 


Wow. There might have been something very wrong
about me responding to my wife’s infidelity like that, but who was I to care
what other people thought? They’d never know. 


I kissed her bare sex, tasting the wetness on her
sweet flesh. 


Diana just put a gentle hand on my head and moaned
as I sucked gently on her pussy lips. The pleasure overrode any attempt on her
part to prevent access to me, to safeguard her secret. She was probably
surprised I hadn’t figured something out about it all, but that if I wasn’t
going to figure it out by now, I wasn’t going to figure it out at all.


She was dripping as I slid my fingers inside her.
Had he come inside her sex, too? There didn’t seem to be any hint that they’d
used condoms.


I removed her yoga shorts completely, and then my
own shirt, and ushered her back to lie on the bed. 


“Honey… your flight…” she said as I knelt down to
continue licking her slit, breathing in that incredible aroma as I feasted on
her. 


“It’s okay,” I smiled, prizing apart her pussy
lips to see just how flushed, just how puffy she was down there. And stretched,
unless it was my imagination. 


I quickly shed the rest of my clothes and just
ravished her. I’d look up and if she wasn’t all eyes closed and groaning like
she was in labor, she was gazing down at me in astonishment.


Well, we hadn’t done this much recently, if at all
for years. In fact, oral sex had all been pretty much off the agenda since
marriage. As though we didn’t need it any more, we both knew that orgasm would
come from penetration, we could take a short cut straight there. Well, wasn’t
that the problem with our love-making? 


Turned out, oral sex was pretty amazing between
us. Suddenly, this adultery of hers had rekindled the desire in me, the need to
experience every part of her, to make her moan, thrash about, cry out for the
sweet Lord God. 


Soon I was as sweaty as she was, with her juices
smeared all over my face. I was bathed in her infidelity, it seemed to me. 


And then she was pulling me onto the bed, draping
herself over me, wrapping her hands around my cock and cooing as though she’d
never seen one before. 


“You’re so hard, sweetie,” she said, aghast. 


I said, “You look so good in your workout gear.”


She sank onto my shaft, her lips stretching around
my hardness as it disappeared into her mouth. 


“I guess I’m sorry we don’t do this very much
anymore,” I told her.


She bobbed down on me, her golden ponytail wagging
as she sucked on my pole. She moaned, apparently enjoying herself, enjoying
having two cocks in her mouth in one day, no doubt. 


I stroked her hair and said, “I guess I’m just
happy you still… you know… find me attractive.”


She moaned, as though to say that of course she
still found me attractive. But her mouth was full of my cock. She didn’t stop,
but looked up at me, a dimple in her brow suggesting that she was concerned why
I might think she could no longer find me attractive.


“I know we haven’t made much of an effort to be with
each other recently,” I said. “I guess… I wish I could change that. I wish we
could change that.”


“Of course we can,” she said, breathless, after
withdrawing my erection from inside her mouth. 


She took things slow, pumping me, licking my
shaft, my tip, sucking my head into her mouth—exploring my cock as though it
was unfamiliar. As though someone else’s was more familiar to her, now, and she
needed to compare. Yet it seemed to me that as with my strengthened desire for
her, the affair may well have strengthened her desire for me, too. She wasn’t
putting it on, either.


Now she slithered on up toward me, kissed my mouth
again, and it struck me how naughty she was, how this mouth of hers had sucked on
two guys that day.


She turned and lay on her back, sprawled out along
my body with her head resting on my shoulder so that my hands could roam all
over her front freely again while her butt wiggled against my hard cock. I
stroked her breasts with one hand, slid my other hand between her thighs.


She moaned as I pressed one finger against the
flesh just by her clit, and trembled it in the way I’d always been able to make
her come double-quick.


“Oh… Jesus…” she said between gritted teeth. “You
gonna have time to catch that flight now?”


“Sure.”


I ran my hands up over her stomach, to reach for
her breasts again, to keep the stimulus up across her body. Then one hand went
back to her clit, hardly giving her a break.


“I’m… going… to… have to… pick up the kids… soon,”
she said, breathless. Shaking over me. 


I said, “do you still love me?”


“What? Of course I do. What… what do you mean?”


Okay, so I thought I’d be able to come back in the
house, have my wicked way with her and enjoy her naughty, dirty, sexy body, and
then leave for my flight and an evening away from home where I could actually
think about what I wanted now that I knew the truth about her infidelity.


My plans had changed. I had to get it out there.


“I mean the absolute truth,” I told her, dead
serious. “Do you love me, do you want to spend the rest of your life with me?”


She swallowed, and gave another little moan as my
finger continued buzzing against her sensitive clit. 


“Marc… what are you saying?” she said. “You’re…
scaring me…”


“Answer me… just… answer me.”


She turned around, onto her hands and knees beside
me on the bed. “Yes I love you, of course I do. You know that. And I wouldn’t
want anything other than to spend the rest of my life with you.”


She leaned down to kiss my mouth, the expression
on her face suggesting I was being silly, paranoid, even. She lifted a leg and
climbed onto me, straddling my hips. Kissed me again. My heart was drumming
like a military parade. Did I really want to get the truth out there? How would
she react to knowing I knew about her secret? That I enjoyed her infidelity?


“I came home earlier… my phone was totally dead, I
couldn’t let you know I was coming…” I said. She was pressing her body down
against me, her breasts crushed against my chest, her pussy locking my hardness
in place under her, though without penetration. I went on, “I came home earlier
and heard you in here… fucking some other guy…”


She gasped. Sat up on me, the color draining from
her face. “Oh, honey…”


“I heard you fucking some other guy in our bed and
it turned me on like crazy,” I said, the words tumbling out of my mouth without
much control by this point. 


“Honey, I’m so sorry…” she was in tears now,
clearly upset. Scared. 


But also, confused. Her husband lay under her, and
his huge erection was not subsiding.


Had he just told her he was turned on like crazy
by it?


I looked up at her and smiled, figuring how
ridiculous all this was, how insane I must have sounded. But I couldn’t help
it. She was gorgeous. I loved her more than anything in this world. And to know
she was being unfaithful, to watch her being unfaithful, only made me want her
more.


I said, “I stood there outside the bedroom door,
holding some clean clothes I needed for Cleveland, and he had you down on the
bed. Fucking you.”


“Honey… I swear…” she cried. Part of me felt she
deserved a little fear, a little sadness. For the lying, at least.


“You cheated…” I said sternly. Then I added,
"…and it only made me want you more.” 


“More?” 


She pressed herself down on my cock once again,
feeling for herself that it wasn’t going anywhere. “I don’t understand…” she
said.


I grabbed her, rolled her over on the bed, then
propped myself up over her on an elbow. “I get why you did it, honey. We’ve had
problems… stress up to here. You haven’t had a break, you haven’t had enough
attention. I don’t mind that you found someone…”


“You don’t… mind?”


She looked like a deer caught in the headlamps.
Sweet, vulnerable, frozen and unsure whether there was a way out of this.


“I just don’t like the lying,” I said. “The
deception.”


“No…”


“Do you love him?”


“No… of course not. Honey, it was never anything
important. Just… stupid…sex… You have to know that…”


Her voice was panicky. She was terrified. The way
she was feeling, it was vindication and justice in one go. She felt terrible,
and that was punishment in my eyes for what she’d done.


“Do you love me? You want to be married to me?”


“Yes… more than anything…” wailing now,
blubbering. Tears flowing strongly.


“Don’t lie to me. Ever again. Don’t hide anything
from me.”


“No.”


I kissed her mouth. She still seemed frozen. I
kissed her neck, her chest, breathing in that strange, funky smell, the smell
of another man. “Who is he?” I asked her. “What’s his name?”


“Tom,” she said. “He’s… he’s a stay-at-home Dad. I
kept running into him when I was dropping off the kids at nursery…”


“And one day he followed you home?”


I sucked on her nipple briefly, then just stroked
her breasts, her stomach with my face, inhaling that odd scent. 


“It’s only been a couple of weeks,” she said.
‘Only’. I loved that. Two weeks of my wife cheating on me seemed like a massive
long time to me. “I’ll stop seeing him. I promise. I’ll never…”


“No,” I stopped her, kissing my way down her
abdomen to her mound. The center of that powerful sex smell that clung to her.
“You don’t need to stop seeing him.”


“What—I don’t understand…”


Yeah, I must have sounded insane. I sounded insane
to myself, though my incredible arousal kept me going.


“The only thing I don’t like is the lying,” I
said. Then corrected myself, adding: “That and the possibility that you really
would want him rather than me. That you’d leave me.”


“I’d never leave you,” she said. “I swear. I just
wanted… I don’t know… he was nice… we spent some time together… it felt nice…”


“It’s okay…” I said. “I don’t mind you seeing
him.”


I leaned over her, my face wedged between her
thighs, breathing deeply, kissing her, tasting her. I said, “I can smell him on
you. I don’t know why it turns me on so much… it just does.”


I felt her hands on my cock, her fingers curling
around it, feeling it out, amazed at how big and hard it was, still, even with
the drama going on between us. 


She moaned as I ate her like that, and I felt the
tip of my cock slip into her hot mouth. I just lapped at her a while, enjoying
her flavor. It seemed to me she was trying to suck me as some way of
apologizing, or to prove her love for me. 


Eventually I sat up, wanting more. She sat up too,
just looking confused, unsure whether I hated her or adored her for what she’d
done.


“Is he good in bed?” I asked her.


“Uh… I suppose…” she said, one hand drifting back
to the granite-hard shaft of my cock as though that was the safest place for
it. 


“You can tell me,” I insisted. “You should
tell me. We can’t keep secrets from each other.”


“No,” she said, and for a moment I thought she was
refusing to open up about her affair. Then she said, “No secrets. You’re
right.”


I stretched out on my back. “So?”


She climbed onto me, looking remorseful, but
unable to resist the huge erection now lodged between her thighs. “He was good
in bed,” she said.


“Is good in bed,” I corrected her.


She raised an eyebrow. “I don’t get it. You want
me to keep seeing him?”


I smiled. “I never would have thought it,” I tried
to explain, “But do you know how sexy it is that you’re unfaithful?”


She smiled, but puzzled. “You want me to keep…
being unfaithful?”


I shrugged, and as I felt her fingers positioning
my stiffness so that the tip pressed up against her hot, wet pussy, I said,
“You feel how hard it makes me?”


She groaned as she sank down on me, as I filled
her, as I stretched her. “Oh… God… I feel like it’s…. It’s never been like this
before…”


I reached up to cup her breasts in my palms as she
stirred her hips to get used to the size of the intruder within. Wow. She felt
incredible around my sensitive pole, her heat, her wetness. It seemed like
maybe it wasn’t merely her lubrication making it so easy for me to slide so
deep inside her.


“So…” she said, “does this mean… you get to see
other women?”


I could see on her face she didn’t like that idea.
It made her sad, despite the fact that she’d been seeing another man. But I
thought about other women I knew in the neighborhood, at work, even in the
media and the world of celebrity, and the thought of sleeping with any of them
just didn’t compare to the arousal that came from knowing my naughty wife was
cheating on me.


“Why would I want anyone else?” I asked her. “I
have a beautiful wife, who turns me on like crazy by sleeping around.”


She laughed, uneasily, but started to gyrate her
hips over me, riding my hardness. “You know how crazy you sound?” she said. 


“Does it feel crazy, what you have inside you
right now?” I grinned.


“Yes—totally!” She leaned down to kiss my mouth,
and a mass of her golden hair escaped her pony tail to spill over my face like
fallen silk. Her kiss was so tender, so affectionate, so sweet. Grateful that I
wasn’t throwing her out for her misdeeds, amazed that I viewed her adultery in
such an unusual way. Adoring how much I obviously loved her, even after these
years of a stuttering love life.


“It doesn’t seem fair, she said as she rode me.
“You want me to keep seeing Tom… but I think about you seeing another woman and
it makes me sick.”


I chuckled. “I don’t know… I just want you… I want
to know you’re being naughty with someone else when you’re not with me. Maybe I
want to watch it when I can.”


“This is like porn to you,” she teased me.


“Maybe. I like watching. And the way it makes me
feel, watching you…”


She picked herself up as though showing herself to
me, presenting herself on all fours like some beast at auction. Posing for me
until I caught what she wanted, lined up and slid back inside her from behind.


“I’m not sure how Tom would feel about being
watched,” she said. 


“Then you can just tell me what happens. Every
detail.”


“Like the fact that today was the first time he
ever fucked me without a condom?” she asked me.


She made me come, just by saying that. Spurting
thick jets of hot oil deep within her. It made her laugh, though she was so on
edge after an afternoon full of sex, that it also took her over into a full and
powerful orgasm.


I felt like such an animal, holding her hips and
pounding into her as I came so hard. An animal responding to the challenge of
another male by fucking my mate as hard as I could.


“Shit, I have to go pick up the kids!” she said
when we finally disentangled, breathless. 


“Shit, I have to catch my flight!”  


We hopped in the shower, only we still weren’t in
much of a rush. I washed her, and she washed me, and we paid particular
attention to each other’s erogenous zones. 


“When are you seeing him next?” I asked her.


“Probably when we next drop off the kids at
nursery.”


I nodded. “Okay. Your punishment for lying to me,
for keeping this affair from me for two weeks…”


“Yeah?”


I said, “You’re going to make sure I can watch
every moment of when you sleep with Tom. I don’t care if he knows or if you
keep him in the dark. But I get to see everything.”


She sighed, but as my cock started to grow hard
again in her hands, she smiled and said, “I guess I don’t have much of a
choice…”
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I.


 


It was supposed to be a one-time thing. We needed
money for a down payment on a house. I was responsible for negotiating a
contract with a Russian software developer on a short-term project. I took a
bribe, negotiated crappy terms, and pocketed $30,000 for my troubles. How was I
supposed to know the deal would turn into an on-going relationship, with
contracts worth millions, and my company getting the short end of the stick on
each extension? Still, the diversions to my personal bank account helped
assuage my guilty conscience. Nine months later, I was over a quarter of a
million dollars richer.


My wife, Lana, was never really keen on the whole
thing. I couldn’t keep it from her, of course. And slowly, I guess, I corrupted
her. She loved the house we could now afford. I plied her with granite
countertops and emerald pendants, expensive vacations and glorious clothes.
Each gift though accompanied by a promise that I would extricate myself from
this madness, though over time I took that less seriously, in part because as
the gifts multiplied, Lana seemed to become more amorous. It was as if she was,
sort of, getting off on the whole thing.


Alan, my boss, made it easy for me as well. Not
the deception, per se, because he’s a tough, careful motherfucker. Real
strategic. Always thinking three steps ahead. But the morality of the theft.
He’s a cheap ass, stingy with both praise and money. I’d looked for other work,
but our field is pretty insular. Everyone knows everyone else, and I was pretty
sure Alan was subtly sabotaging my job search.


The thing is, it was hard to get people to see the
real him. Handsome guy, with a dimpled smile, and a mop of wavy brown hair, he
used that attractive facade to hide his real personality. But I’d been watching
him long enough to see through it, though I too was slow to come around. For my
first couple of years, I’d make excuses for him. He was under a lot of stress.
He was just being a tough negotiator. That’s the way successful people operate.


The real turning point for me was after a
Christmas party a year and a half ago. Lana had dressed to the nines, which is
actually pretty easy for her, since she has a killer body and for the most part
the clothes just need to stay out of the way. She was wearing a tight, sparkly
silver club dress and four inch, spiked heels. Her thick dark, brown hair was
swept dramatically to one side, her full lips glistened, and a silver filigree
necklace dropped down into her generous cleavage. The idea was to turn heads,
and she did, none more so than Alan’s. The problem is that Alan’s head didn’t
just turn, it fixated. He watched my wife hungrily throughout the evening, and
anytime I excused myself to get another drink or go take a leak, by the time
I’d come back he’d be draped over her in a private conversation.


Lana found it amusing, both his attention and my
obvious jealousy. She thought I was “overreacting,” and being “silly.” Should I
have mentioned to her the rumors that he’d banged other employee’s spouses? Or
my suspicion that the series of business trips he sent me on shortly thereafter
were designed to get me out of the country so he could make a move on my wife? 


So, am I saying I robbed from my boss before he
had the hots for my wife? Not exactly. But then again, sitting in a hotel room
in Moscow, worrying about the possibility that he was seducing her while I was
halfway across the world made me open to the offer when it came my way.


 







II.


 


“Why are we going to dinner with Alan? You hate
him.” Lana was putting in a pair of diamond studs. 


I sighed. “He was insistent. Said something about
how he missed you at the Christmas party this year.”


She chuckled. “I told you it was a bad idea to
skip that.”


I groaned. “He’s less likely to make a pass at you
over dinner…. I think.”


“Oh God, Rick, not that again.”


I shook my head, but didn’t respond. No point in
revisiting that. Especially since the last time we’d talked about it, we’d
gotten perilously close to an actual fight about it. The thing is… that night
at the party, it had almost felt like she was inviting his attention. 


What was I supposed to do, kick him in the nuts?



No, of course not. But maybe not smile so wide. Or
put your hand on his forearm. Or thrust your chest out to accentuate your
cleavage. Of course, I didn’t say any of those things. Nor did I mention that
the red, halter strap number she had on for our dinner with him might be a
little risqué.


 







~~~


 


He’d made reservations at Jean Charles, elegant,
classic French. It had recently undergone a renovation and they’d managed to
upgrade the atmosphere from stuffy to classy. He was waiting for us in a
circular booth.


He gave Lana a kiss on the cheek, his eyes
momentarily disappearing into her cleavage. I tried to maneuver it so that I
was between them, but he just swung around to the other side of the table. Our
eyes met. Check. I bit my tongue, and recalled my last statement from
the Cypriot bank where my kickbacks were deposited. Fuck him.


He ordered a round of champagne. When it arrived
he raised his flute. 


“To friends and colleagues.”


“To friends and colleagues,” Lana echoed.


I muttered along.


We looked at our menus.


“Try the oysters,” he leered at Lana.


She giggled. “And why is that?” Almost encouraging
it.


He smirked.


“Thanks for inviting us out,” I interjected. “Are
you having dinners with the entire senior staff?”


He shook his head. “No, just with the most loyal.”


I swallowed hard. A veiled reference to the
feelers I’d been putting out for months? Surely he couldn’t know about the
money.


Lana flashed me a look, equal parts concern and
annoyance. We weren’t even spending the money anymore. Just letting it pile up.
And still, I couldn’t seem to put a stop to it.


I glared at Alan. He smiled broadly… too broadly.


“Those are lovely earrings, Lana. I must be paying
Rick too much.”


I forced a laugh. “She has me wrapped around her
little finger.”


“I should think so,” he replied.


The waiter returned. We ordered. Lana got the
oysters. Alan smirked again. A bottle of white arrived. 


“So,” Alan asked, “how is the Berynski project
going?”


The Russia deal. “We’re going to talk business?” I
asked. 


Lana helped out. “Would you boys like me to excuse
myself?”


“Never,” Alan replied quickly. “You’re right, no
business.”


We ate our appetizers, making small talk. 


Then over the main courses. Alan said, “I’m
thinking of taking a Mediterranean vacation. I hear Cyprus is nice.”


“I wouldn’t know,” I answered quickly.


I was on edge. He knew something, that was for
sure. But what did he know? Was he just probing or did he have some concrete
idea about what had been going on? I looked over at Lana. She refused to make
eye contact. She could sense something was wrong too.


I knew I shouldn’t do it, but I need a few moments
to collect myself. I went to the bathroom and splashed my face with water. At
most Boris has tipped him off, though I couldn’t see why. I hadn’t been
demanding. But in any case, the most Boris could do was show him transfers
going out of Russia and into a bank in Cyprus. There was no way to tie that to
me. I’d need to cover my tracks more thoroughly going forward, but right now it
was at most a he said/she said situation. Still, no reason to drag out this
evening any more. I took a deep breath and returned to the table.


“I…. Alan, I think I’m coming down with
something,” I said quickly. “Maybe we should cut this short.”


“I don’t think so,” he replied.


“That’s… that’s really not up to you,” I edged
down the cushion.


He gave me a joyless smile. “Sit down, Rick.”


The waiter arrived.


“Order dessert,” Alan insisted.


He ordered a chocolate mousse and strawberries and
cream for Lana. I just ordered a coffee.


“It’s been a lovely evening,” Alan said as our
last course arrived. “But now we do need to talk business.”


“Should I leave?” Lana asked.


“No, this concerns you,” Alan replied. She nodded
as if expecting that response.


“What are you talking about?” I said.


He reached into his jacket pocket and handed me a
sheet of paper. I didn’t even need to study it to know what it was. A statement
of my bank account in Cyprus.


I knew there was no point in lying. I’d thought
about this before. I knew the only play. 


“I’ll pay you back,” I said quickly.


“Yes,” Alan replied simply.


“Look, I can explain,” I added.


“Don’t bother,” he replied. “That’s not what I
want.”


“What do you want?”


He smirked. “You know what I want.”


He glanced over at Lana. She blushed as she stared
down into her lap.


“She has nothing to do with this,” I said.


“I don’t care,” he replied.


“Look --”


“This isn’t a negotiation,” he interrupted. 


He took a spoonful of his mousse and held it out
to my wife. “Try it, it is delicious.”


Without a glance in my direction, she opened her
mouth to accept his sample. He edged closer to her and smirked at me. 


“Lana is more realistic than you are.”


“You can’t do this,” I snapped. And then a moment
later, “Get away from her.”


“Isn’t that up to your lovely bride?”


“Exactly, asshole,” I snapped. “Whatever you need
me to do has nothing to do with her.”


He laughed. “Sorry, Buddy, but there is nothing you
can do that I want done.”


I shrugged. “Whatever. It still has nothing to do
with Lana.”


He laughed. “You don’t get to decide that.”


“No, she does,” he admitted. He paused, but then
added, “But she has.”


I stared at him uncertainly.


“Feel her wet cunt,” he said softly. “Go ahead and
feel for yourself,” he challenged.


“Fuck off,” I grunted. “Lana, let’s go.”


She didn’t move. 


“Feel her cunt,” he said louder. The threat was
implicit, but unavoidable. If I didn’t do as he said, he’d continue to raise
his voice until the entire restaurant could hear him.


I eased over and looked down, seeing his hand high
on her inner thigh. 


“You’re a bastard,” I grunted.


He lifted his hand and gestured that it was my
turn. I shook my head, not wanting to know, but her lovely thighs, slightly
spread, her dress bunched up her lap…. It was all too enticing and disturbing
to try to ignore. 


I touched my wife’s skin. She shivered. I ran my
hand up her inner thigh, feeling her flesh becoming hot and damp. Closer to her
vee, I could feel her heat as well. Her panties were soaked and she moaned when
I touched them.


“Lana seems willing to help you get out of this
mess,” he noted drily.


“No,” I said.


He chuckled. “I’ll let you two discuss it. But
then meet me across the street at the Roosevelt. Room 2135. Don’t keep me
waiting.”


He rose and took a step away from the table. “Oh,
and Rick? Get the check.”


I watched him walk away and then turned back to
Lana. She was glaring at me.


“We don’t have any choice,” she said simply. “He
has bank statements, sworn testimony from your guy in Russia, he’ll ruin you… us…
we’ll lose the house. You’ll go to jail.”


“Lana, no, we… I’ll….”


“He’s actually being quite generous. He gets me
one weekend a month until we have him fully paid back. You can keep your job if
you want it.”


“And he told you all of this while I was in the
bathroom?”


“I just told it to you in less time than you were
away,” she replied.


But that wasn’t quite what I meant. “And you
agreed to it?”


“It’s not like I couldn’t see it coming. All the
hints. He’s always wanted to fuck me. I wasn’t that surprised when he laid it
out.”


“No,” I said again.


“That’s what you should have said to your Russian
guy. I told you this would backfire on us.”


I shook my head.


“Come on, let’s get it over with,” she said
simply. “We’re all adults. It’ll be over before we know it.”


I eyed her suspiciously. “You seem almost eager.”


She narrowed her eyes at me. “Realistic, Rick,
realistic.”


 







III.


 


As we walked out of the restaurant to the hotel,
you could cut the metaphorical tension between us with a figurative knife. My
mind was racing a million miles an hour, but finding no good solution. I could
pay back about half of what I’d stolen immediately, but it would still be many
months before I could even think of paying back the rest. Many months of
accompanying my wife to a hotel every few weeks so she could personally pay the
interest on our debt.


We knocked on the door. He opened it. He’d removed
his suit jacket and tie and was holding a scotch and soda in his hand. He
ushered us into the room.


I thought about begging for mercy, but I couldn’t
bring myself to do it. Couldn’t bring myself to give him that added
satisfaction because I was pretty sure it wouldn’t make a difference in any
case.


He stepped up close to her and gave her a kiss on
the cheek, his palm cupping a full breast. She shivered. 


“We need to discuss ground rules,” I said. 


He turned to face me. He squeezed her breast and
laughed. “That’s easy. Lana does what I tell her.”


“No, I --”


“That’s it,” he said firmly. “But don’t worry, I
won’t leave any permanent marks.”


“Alan….” I trailed off.


He’d turned back toward her. He put down his drink
and reached behind her neck, deftly untying her halter. The dress peeled off
her shoulders, exposing her full breasts, barely contained by a black,
strapless bra, which Alan just as a quickly pulled down to expose my wife’s
heavy tits and thick, prominent nipples.


“Lovely,” he said as he slowly tweaked her nipple
between his thumbs and forefingers.


It was like I wasn’t there. And I shouldn’t be
there. I couldn’t see this. I slowly backed away toward the door. 


“Rick?” He stopped me in my tracks. “Where are you
going?”


“I….”


He laughed. “No, no, I insist you stay and watch
at least some of this. It’ll be a good object lesson for you.”


“I….” I started, but I was speechless.


He placed his hands on Lana’s shoulders and pushed
her down to her knees. She didn’t resist and instead looked up at him
submissively. 


He began to unbutton his pants. “Time to get to
work, Princess.”


She gave him a small nod, her eyes drifting down
and then going wide as she spied his long, thick tool.


He chuckled. “Bigger than you’re used to?”


She didn’t answer, but she didn’t need to. Her
initial reaction had been unequivocal. She was impressed. It wasn’t as if I was
even in the running. He was at least seven inches and very thick and not even
completely hard yet. Lana licked her lips. It was surely subconscious, and in a
way, that made it worse.


He ran his fingers through her hair and grabbed a
thick handful at the roots as he stroked his fat tool until he was rock hard.
Her eyes never left his prick, and when he pressed in closer she opened her
mouth to accept him without complaint. Her full lips stretched around his
girth. He pressed a couple of inches in and then pulled out, his cock
glistening with my wife’s spit. Holding her head steady, he thrust in a little
deeper, nice and slow, very controlled, obviously relishing the sensation of
exploring her mouth a little bit at a time.


He chuckled. I looked up and our eyes met.
“Enjoying the show, Rick?”


“Fuck off,” I replied.


“Ugh,” Lana grunted.


I looked down to see that he had most of his cock
inside her. She was looking up at him anxiously. 


“That’s it Baby,” he encouraged. “Take it in your
throat, nice and easy.”


He pressed in further. She made a slight choking
sound, but didn’t pull away. He withdrew his cock and gave her a moment to
recover before pressing back in, slowly, slowly, but this time he didn’t stop
when she grunted, didn’t stop until he was balls deep in her mouth.


“Beautiful,” he sighed.


He pulled out and after another moment’s paused,
plunged back into her wet mouth. All the way again, easier, smoother. 


“Did you know she barely has a gag reflex?” He
asked. 


I didn’t answer. I hadn’t known, of course. But
that’s not why I was speechless, or at least not the entire reason. Truth is,
watching him fucking my wife’s face with his big prick was mesmerizing. Or
maybe appalling. Or… I’m not sure. All I know is that I couldn’t respond. 


He fucked her mouth harder and faster. Spit ran
from the corner of her mouth, meeting at her chin, and then dripping in thick
gobs onto her naked, heaving breasts. 


He moaned suddenly and she gulped desperately to
swallow his load. He pulled out until only the tip remained in her open mouth,
and I watched as the last drops of his come landed on her waiting tongue. 


“Now, that’s what I call an ice breaker,” he
chuckled.


I recovered my power of speech. “Can we go now?”


He answered with a laugh. “Sit,” he said gesturing
to an armchair. Numb, I did. Then to Lana he said, “Get naked.”


He slipped off his own clothes and sat down on the
sofa.


Lana glanced at me sheepishly, but then obeyed his
command. She slid her dress over her hips and pulled off her panties. Leaving
her heels on as if she instinctively knew he’d want that, she approached the
couch. 


I didn’t quite know where to look. None of the
choices were appealing. I could either look at his arrogant, smirking face or
his big, semi-flaccid cock, still wet from my wife’s mouth, or at my wife
herself, naked now, and ready to service him again. I opted for a middle
distance stare that let me see it all without focusing on any of it. 


He patted the cushion beside him, and she sat
down.


“Don’t get too comfy,” he said curtly. 


He palmed her nape and pulled head down into his
lap as he eased her knees onto the cushions. His intentions became clear as she
untwisted herself. As I heard her slurp his prick back into her mouth, her ass
rose in the air, giving me a perfectly obscene view of her glistening pussy and
puckered, little asshole.


“God, your wife sucks a mean cock,” he taunted. 


She was bobbing up and down in his lap with
seeming enthusiasm. I chastised myself silently. She was just doing what she
had to. Doing it with noticeable reluctance probably wouldn’t make things any
better. 


He smacked her ass firmly. She yelped around his
prick. He slid his hand between her cheeks, his finger slipping between her
lips and then trailing over her anus. She shivered. 


“So which hole should I fuck next, Rick? Cunt or
ass?”


I didn’t answer. I wouldn’t give him the
satisfaction.


He chuckled. “I think Hubby wants to see you take
it up the ass.”


His fingertip slipped into her butt. She
whimpered, but when she tried to rise up to protest, he pressed down on the
back of her head to keep her on his prick. 


“No,” I said simply. 


“No, what?”


“Not in the butt,” I said.


“So where should I fuck her?”


I groaned. I didn’t want to give him the
satisfaction.


“Ass it is,” he said. He pressed his digit deeper
into her ass. 


“No!” I relented, “In the pussy.”


“The what?”


I grunted. “Her cunt. Fuck her cunt,” I said
miserably. 


“Whose?”


I sighed. I knew what he wanted, and knew too he
wouldn’t accept anything less. “Fine. I want you to fuck my wife’s cunt.”


He looked at me skeptically.


I surrendered. “Fuck her wet cunt. Fuck my wife’s
hot, wet cunt.”


He laughed. He wiped his hand on his boxers and
then plunged three fingers deep into Lana’s pussy. She let out a muffled moan,
her mouth stuffed with cock.  His digits squished inside her and her hips began
to roll in time with his thrusts. His other hand was beneath her, mauling her
big tits, stretching out her nipples, which meant he wasn’t pressing down on
her head anymore. Not that it mattered, she was sucking him deep into her
mouth, those little choking sounds proof that she was still taking him into her
throat.


She was surely just trying to finish him off with
her mouth rather than have to fuck him… a transparently obvious rationalization
that even I couldn’t hold on to. I couldn’t blame her, though, for the way her
body was responding to him. It wasn’t her fault. It was mine. 


The sound of him slapping her ass broke my train
of thought. Her’s too. She looked at him, his hard, wet cock jutting up from
his lap.


“Climb on,” he ordered.


He pulled her into his lap, but she didn’t resist,
and even though it happened too quickly for me to be sure, it almost seemed as
if she helped guide his thick tool into her ready snatch. She dropped down hard
and let out a lusty growl.


He slapped her ass. “Come on, ride that dick.”


She obliged eagerly, bouncing up and down on his
rigid tool. He turned slightly and spread her ass cheeks, giving me a view of
her tight pussy clinging to his thick shaft. 


“Go ahead, Baby, tell Ricky how much you love my
cock.”


He slurped at her breasts and then lightly bit
down on her nipple until she squealed.


“It feels good,” she breathed.


“Louder,” he ordered.


She turned toward me and gave me a resigned look
that managed to convey that she was just doing what she had to. And yet, she
sounded convincing, “It feels so good inside me.”


My wife turned back to face my boss, and with her
hands on his shoulders, she began to ride him still faster. His hands explored
her butt crack, and his finger disappeared back into her ass. 


She hissed and shuddered. An orgasm or just a
response to a finger in her butt?


He thrust hard up into her. She grunted. And then
as his cock slid back out, her grunt turned to a sultry moan.


“Ugh… mmmmmm… ugh… mmmmmm… ugh… mmmmmm….”


He paused, and she dropped down into his lap, his
cock buried in her pussy, his finger deep in her ass. She ground against him,
back arched, chest thrust out to offer him her nipples, which he eagerly sucked
into his mouth.


He lifted her off him and she groaned as his prick
slipped out of her now stretched pussy. He manhandled her onto her hands and
knees, facing me. He grabbed a handful of her thick hair and raised her head so
that she was staring right at me, glassy eyed, gasping, licking her dry lips. I
turned away.


“Look at her,” he ordered. 


I swung my gaze back in her direction, and as I
did he slammed into her from behind. She gasped and her eyes rolled back into
her head. He pounded her violently making her tits sway beneath her. She was
panting like a sprinter, sweat trickling down her cheeks. Their bodies slapped
together, the smell of sex and sweat, pungent and sweet filled the air. 


Suddenly, she let out a high-pitched squeal.


“You like my thumb in your ass,” he commented,
probably more for me than her. “My cock is next.”


“No,” I snapped. “You promised.”


He laughed. “No. I just agreed to fuck her cunt
first. But now her ass is calling to me.”


He dribbled spit into her butt crack and churned
his thumb into her anus, replacing it momentarily with two fingers. She
whimpered.


“She didn’t do anything to deserve this,” I said
desperately. 


“No, you did,” he acknowledged. Then with a grin.
“You fucked me up the ass, Rick. But since I’m not gay, you won’t get the
pleasure in return. Instead, you’re going to watch me fuck your wife’s tight,
little asshole.”


My mind swirled. I should never had let this
happen. I never would have had Lana shown any inclination of resisting. But she
hadn’t. Or maybe that was a rationalization?


She sighed, and I saw he’d pulled out of her
pussy. He stroked his slimy, slippery prick and began to rub the head against
her anus. I tensed up and prepared to launch myself out of the sofa and onto
Alan. I wasn’t sure I could take him, but I could get him off Lana. I looked at
my wife’s face, and our eyes met. She was glassy eyed and heavy lidded. I’d
expected desperate apprehension at having her anal virginity taken, instead
what I saw was sultry anticipation. She bit her lip.


“Oh... my... God!” she gasped.


“Tell him,” Alan commanded.


“He’s in my ass. Oh God, Rick, he’s in my ass.”


Not that I needed the help. I could see it with my
own eye. See his fat slab of meat forcing its way, inch by inch, into my wife’s
impossibly stretched asshole.


“Fuck, she’s tight,” he moaned.


He seemed a little taken aback as well, and he
couldn’t seem to stop staring at the same thing I was now staring at, the sight
of his cock plunging into Lana’s anus. 


Her body shuddered and I wondered again if she was
climaxing. Whatever it was, it seemed to get Alan even more fired up. He thrust
in harder. She squealed. Harder, deeper. Her sounds went up an octave, a
desperate sudden squeak. 


I tore my eyes away from Alan brutally sodomizing
my wife, and found again her face. She was flushed, lips pursed, eyes up toward
the ceiling as if in prayer, obviously barely keeping it together, but neither
frantic nor desperate. 


“Are you okay?” I asked.


“She loves it,” he answered.


She didn’t confirm it… or contradict him. 


“Tell him,” he insisted.


She remained mute other than her squeaks, and Alan
was too far along to make an issue of it. He just continued to saw his prick
into her ass, jolting her along as if she were riding in back of a pickup on a
dirt road. 


He let out a triumphant “whoop!” He was nearly
balls deep in her ass, and shuddering, obviously filling her rectum with his
jism.


He released her hair, and her head lulled down to
her chest. When he pulled out, she slumped, limp onto the sofa.


“Can we go now?” I asked. 


“You go. She stays.”


Our eyes locked. What else was there to say?
Nothing had changed. I was still facing jail if I crossed him, and as long as
Lana was resigned to being “realistic,” I didn’t have a leg to stand on. I
rose. 


“Wait,” he said. “Look at this.”


I glanced down. He was spreading her ass cheeks. A
thick stream of come was leaking out of her battered asshole and down to her
red, swollen pussy. 


“Fuck you,” I hissed.


He stroked his cock. “I’ll be fucking something
all right.”


I left.


 







IV.


 


I needed to make sense of things, but I wasn’t
thinking clearly on my way home. Or really “thinking” at all. I was in that
mental space where it is impossible to hold on to any one thought for more than
a fleeting second. Impossible to develop a train of thought, or indeed, even
remember from one moment to the next what I was thinking.


What was I going to do about Alan? But before I
could begin to answer, the image of him fucking my wife’s face scattered my
brain. How was I doing to pay him back? The sight of her ass obscenely
stretched around his fat prick. How had he found me out? Him sucking on her
tits as she rode him. Would Lana ever forgive me? The sensation of her wet
pussy at the dinner table. Should I be angry at her? His come dripping from her
ass.


I gave up. Home, I popped an Ambien. I washed it
down with a pour of scotch. A mistake because it just made my mind even more
undisciplined and added a disturbing, surreal edge to my vision, so that she
wasn’t just fucking him, but she was laughing, giddy and half-insane, and
screaming his name, and taunting me with his prowess.


 







~~~


 


A text woke me up. 


[Alan] Meet for brunch and an update


I showered and dressed and went to the hotel. I
found him in the restaurant digging into a massive omelet. 


He looked up at me. “Fucking your wife builds up
an appetite,” he said, almost loud enough to be overheard. 


I sat down quickly to quiet him.


“Where is she?”


“She’s in good hands,” he replied.


“What’s that mean?”


He smirked. He’d passed her off to another man.


“That wasn’t part of the deal.”


He laughed. “The deal is, she spreads her legs,
and you stay out of jail…. Though in this case, she was spreading her ass
cheeks, but the idea is the same.”


“Who?” I demanded.


He shrugged. “Don’t you worry your pretty little
head about it. What difference does it make?”


He was right. It wasn’t as if there were any man I
would be happy about having sex with my wife. 


“Anyway,” he continued. “She’s taking to this like
a duck to water… you know, if by duck we mean whore and water cock.”


I wanted to deny it, but it was hard. She hadn’t
seemed to love being assfucked, but she hadn’t fought back either, and when she
was riding his cock, she definitely seemed to be making the best of it. 


“What do you want?”


“Just to see your face when I tell you I fucked
your wife six times last night and that I plan to drop at least as many loads
in her again today…. Also, you should bring her a set of clothes when you pick
her up tomorrow, unless you want her coming home in her slut outfit covered in
come stains.”


I wanted to say something, but I didn’t have a
good comeback. I stood up. 


“Bye bye,” he chimed mockingly. 


I stalked back to my car in the parking garage and
sat behind the wheel. I was too shaky to drive as I processed our conversation.


Who was he sharing her with? It didn’t matter, but
it did. What if it was someone from work? I stopped myself and took a deep
breath. I peered over at my suit jacket, still on the passenger seat where I’d
left it last night. Peeking out of the inside pocket was the sheet of paper
that had changed my life. I pulled it out.


I peered at the bank statement. I looked at the
date. Just a few days ago. $233,876 in a dollar denominated account at the RCB
Bank in Cyprus. How had he gotten that? It was folded into thirds, but the
crease was not tight. It hadn’t been mailed. It wasn’t a fax and there was no
discoloration to suggest it was an image file. Indeed, it looked just like the
statement I might have printed off my own computer. 


I froze and then looked down at the lower right
corner. And there I saw it, a thin line, maybe an inch and a half long,
horizontal about a third of the way from the bottom. I almost didn’t see it
since it was where the paper had been folded, but once I spotted it, I couldn’t
unsee it because I’d seen it before. Many times. For the last six weeks, it had
appeared on everything I printed on my laser printer at home. 


This had been printed in my own house, but when
had Alan been over?


I jolted at the rap on the passenger side window.
I looked over expecting a guard rousting me, but instead it was a woman in a
thick, white bathrobe. I unlocked the door and Lana squeezed in.


“Did you escape?” I asked.


“I have to go back.”


“Why did you come?”


“I wanted to make sure you were okay.”


“Shouldn’t I be asking you that?” I
replied.


“I’m okay. I --”


“How long have you been fucking him?” I
interrupted. 


She looked at me curiously, but didn’t deny it. 


“You gave him the printout,” I said. 


Now that I was making sense of things, I was
surprisingly calm.


She still didn’t answer. 


“But that was just this week,” I added.


“So why do you think I’ve been with him before?”


“Because you’ve had plenty of opportunity to fuck
him behind my back, and I don’t think you’d arrange all of this just to have an
affair.”


She nodded.


“So, why?”


“Things came to a head.”


“How so?”


“A friend came to town.”


It all came together. “Boris?” My fucking Russian
contact. The guy who’d paid me off in the first place. 


She nodded. “You know it was a set up from the
start.”


“I do now.” But it still didn’t make complete sense.


“Did you start fucking Alan before I went to
Moscow or after?”


“During. This weekend wasn’t completely fake. It
was just, sort of, reenacted.” She paused and took a deep breath. “While you
were still away, he called me and told me he had to meet me immediately. That
it was important. That your job was at stake. I knew something was up, so I
only agreed to come by the office. He told me you’d been offered a bribe and
that you’d accepted it. He played me a recording. He said you were going to be
fired and go to jail.” She paused again. “And he said he could brush it all
under the rug if I gave him what he wanted. He said I had to decide right away.
No time to think. No time to weigh my options. So….”


I nodded. I could see Alan doing something like
that. Or maybe it was just a good story, because it didn’t quite answer why it
had continued.


“You gave in.”


“I’m sorry. I didn’t think I had a choice.”


“But something happened that you didn’t expect.”


She nodded and I saw a small smile come across her
face.


“I….”


“You liked it,” I said.


She nodded. “I…. I… didn’t mean to. I didn’t plan
to. I thought I’d just do what he wanted, just, you know, lie there. But….”


“What happened?”


She took another deep breath. Getting the courage
to confess? Or just part of a performance?


“He bent me over his desk and pulled down my
panties. He… caressed me all over…. He… told me how beautiful I was. He… said
he’d fantasized about me for years. That he dreamed of making love to me.”
Another pause. “He… got on his knees behind me and… used his tongue… All. Over.
Me. I tried to resist. I really did, Baby. But it was just too good. And… and
when I was wet all over and at my breaking point, he stood up and put it inside
me. Really slow. Reaallly slow,” she emphasized. “Over and over and over. His
hands caressing me. So gentle, so tender, so… hot. After I came, he pulled out,
and stripped me completely naked. He led me over to his sofa and just massaged
me all over. And then, when I had recovered from my climax, he made love to me
again.”


It was a plausible story. Disturbing, but
plausible. I could picture it. Her pussy wet from his tongue, and then his big
cock, wielded with careful precision, slowly driving her mad with passion. For
all his faults, Alan is a calculating motherfucker. I could easily imagine him
seeing this as an investment, a down payment on what he really wanted from her,
what I’d seen in the hotel room. All of her holes open to him. My wife turned
into a come-guzzling slut for his pleasure.


“And then you kept seeing him?”


She blushed brightly. “I’m sorry. I… was weak.”


My heart sank, because in that simple phrase was
the possibility… maybe even the likelihood that she was hooked, and that she
wouldn’t stop seeing him even if I asked her to. And also, the realization that
for all the plausibility of it, it could just be an elaborate cover for a
completely and purely consensual affair. 


She continued, “And you… made it easy. The money…
made it easy.”


“It is a lot of money,” I said.


She nodded.


That was the rub. That was the difference between
two stories.


“So,” I asked. “Am I a cuck or a pimp?”


She looked up at me expectantly, as if I’d
crystallized something she too had been thinking about.


“I guess it depends what you do next.”


I thought for a few moments, but not really for
much longer than that. After all, I think that seeing her last night with Alan
had already settled things in my mind. Whatever Lana had been, she no longer
was. There was no going back, no unringing the bell. She was now a woman who
could take a huge cock into her throat and into her ass, who liked it rough and
dirty. And I was different too. I was the guy who’d watched his boss turn out
his woman. And that too would never go away, even if I left.


“I’m not going to pay him back,” I said.


“That means I’m going to have to keep fucking
him,” she replied flatly. We stared at each other for a long while and then she
broke into a smile.


Was I making the best of a bad situation? Or
embracing a new opportunity. I wasn’t sure. 


“I should go back then,” she said.


“Yeah, but not quite yet.”


She looked at me quizzically. Wordlessly, I
unzipped my pants with one hand while pulling her face into my lap with the
other. And without protest, she swallowed me deep into her mouth and sucked on
my hard cock until I came down her throat. When she’d licked me clean and
tucked me away, she gave a kiss on the cheek, and then she went back to work.


 











about the
authors


 







Ben Boswell


Ben is your typical family man with a wife and kids
and an overactive imagination. He is a longtime reader and author of erotic
fiction. He writes in genres that he finds exciting and arousing. Most of his
stories are in the naughty wife, wife-watching genre, though occasionally he
ventures into other subject matter.


He has written several pieces of longer-form
fiction. All of Ben’s ebooks can be found on his Amazon Author Page. 


For more information on future projects, visit www.benboswell.com and my author page at Amazon. 
You can send me email at ben.boswell.author@gmail.com.


            







Arnica Butler


Arnica is a wife and mother who lives on a farm and
writes steamy hotwife erotica by day. She likes large dogs, non-craft beer, and
police procedurals in foreign languages. On all other matters, she tends to be
a closed book. All of Arnica’s ebooks can be found on her Amazon Author Page.


Please contact Arnica at @ArnicaButler on Twitter or through the www.thirteenthline.com website to give her
reader feedback. She loves to hear what you think!


            







Kirsten McCurran


Kirsten McCurran is the nom de plume of an average
thirtysomething woman with a dirty mind and the drive to share her vivid
fantasies. She is especially interested in tales of women like her, who are
tempted by the forbidden and give in—only to discover the complications that
can cause. Like many of her characters, Kirsten lives in the ‘burbs and has a
loving husband and a couple of children, so she understands how difficult it
might be for one of her characters to balance a real life with her erotic
adventures. Her neighbors may be scandalized to discover what is going on in
her head, but Kirsten’s husband fully approves, and even lends a hand in the
creative process where he can.


Kirsten has written over 30 ebooks, all of which
can be found on her Amazon
Author Page. Some are available in other formats on BN.com and Smashwords.
She loves to hear from her fans and can be reached on Twitter @kirstenmccurran or by email at
kmccurran@gmail.com.


            







Max Sebastian


Max Sebastian writes sizzling hot, romantic erotic
stories that challenge the conventional boundaries of modern relationships,
featuring naughty wives and insatiable girlfriends, along with the husbands or
boyfriends who adore them.


His stories explore themes including female
empowerment, dominance and submission, trust and true love, with couples
learning to explore their filthiest fantasies together, ultimately searching
for their happy ever after. All of Max’s ebooks can be found on his Amazon Author Page.


Max is a thirty-something author and former
journalist who lives with his wife and two young children in London, England.


You can also find Max online at MaxSebastian.net, on Twitter @MaxSebastian, at facebook.com/writermax, and at www.goodreads.com/maxsebastian.


And, you're always very welcome to contact Max by
emailing Max@MaxSebastian.net.


            







Kenny Wright


Kenny is just a guy who writes what he likes to
read: steamy, explicit erotica that's just crazy enough to be true. He writes
romantic erotica. He writes about characters that he likes, and endings that
feel natural. He writes stories where husbands watch their wives get naughty.
He writes about MILFs and erotic games and loss of innocence. He believes in a
world where men read and appreciate erotica, and hopes to contribute to it word
by word. All of Kenny’s ebooks can be found on his Amazon Author Page.


Liked what you read? Have an idea for something
else? Drop him a line. He can be reached at kennywright.writer@gmail.com, www.kennywriter.com, or if you're more the
voyeur, find me on Twitter at @kennywriter,
Facebook at facebook.com/kennywriter.


 











more by kirsten mccurran


 







Gentrified: A Wife Seduced


Jessica is a fish out of water when her husband,
Kyle, moves their family from the cushy suburbs to a fixer-upper in an
up-and-coming neighborhood. The new arrivals get the cold shoulder from most of
the neighborhood old-timers, except for one. Winston has designs on Jessica the
moment he sees her on the street. After deciding he must have her, Winston sets
about seducing the pretty young mom, and making sure he has her husband’s
blessing. 



But no great plan comes off without a hitch, and when Winston meets Jessica’s
best friend Nicole he finds his attention split. Can Winston seduce Jessica while
romancing her best friend? Will Nicole be a wrench in his plans, or become an
unexpected ally?


 


 











more by arnica butler


 







Megyn for the Win:


A Romantic
Hotwife Novel


In Megyn’s view, nothing could be sillier than
entering a charity contest to win a “date” with the sexy black celebrity Max
Riley, not even to raise money for underprivileged youth. (Un)fortunately for
her, her friend entered her in the contest anyway.


When she wins, her husband Peter sees a chance to
dip into a fantasy of his. But when this brush with fate turns into a very
real, permanent job offer for Megyn - one that puts her in close and frequent
contact with the famed black actor - the couple has a lot more to think about
than just a winning a “date.”


A romantic, interracial hotwife story with a win
at the end!


 











more by kenny wright


 







Separated, With Benefits


Ethan and Nicole met, dated, got married, a job
took Ethan away, and they separated. And that's how it would have ended had
circumstances not brought Ethan home a year later. 


When he sees his wife again after so long, he
realizes just how much he lost. When they fall into a physical,
friends-with-benefits arrangement, he realizes that he wants more. And when he
begins to suspect that he's not the only man in her life anymore, his reaction
shocks him. 


As Ethan and Nicole rediscover themselves and the
new people that they have become, they must decide whether to rekindle what
they once had, or let each other go at last.


 











more by max sebastian


 







Hotwife Hall Pass


One night off from marriage. One night with
another man.


After a drunken fling with a blonde he's never met
before, Noah is up against it to save his marriage—but no amount of
apologizing, groveling, begging or bribery will help to console his distraught
wife, Adrienne. 


With nothing he can do to make it up to her, Noah
tries one last, desperate offer to save their marriage: an eye for an eye, a
tooth for a tooth. If he cheated on her, she must cheat on him. One night to
sleep with another man, free from judgment. 


But will Adrienne really go through with it? Will
it really fix their marriage? And why does part of Noah feel so strangely
excited by the prospect of his wife being unfaithful, even just for a single
night?


A scorching 38,000-word novella featuring
wife-sharing, red-hot interracial passion and a wicked voyeur... from the
author of His Week With My Wife.


 











more by ben Boswell


 







The Crush: An Affair in Three Parts


What would you do if your wife told you she had a
crush on another man and that she wanted to act on it?


The Crush is a story of long-denied passions,
sacrifice, and the quest for love. It is also a sexy tale about a beautiful
woman, her desperately-in-love husband, and the other man she just can't
resist.


Told in three parts from the perspectives of each of
the main characters, The Crush is a unique, and in-depth look at a moment of passion
and its effect on a marriage.





cover1.jpeg
BEST HOTWIFE EROTICA VOL. 3

CAUGHT!

Ben Boswell
Arnica Butler
Kirsten McCurran
Max Sebastian

Kenny Wright






