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Chapter one

Scrolling


Isuppose it shouldn’t have come as a surprise, but it totally did. One moment I was going through the usual stuff, and the next I saw her.

I blinked. “Holy shit.”

Shane looked over from where he was reading a book on his e-reader. He arched an eyebrow.

“What’s up? Scandal on the socials?”

“Something like that,” I said, still staring.

“Now I’m interested,” he said, scooting a little closer to me with a grin.

I pulled my phone away, though. I didn’t want him to see that picture. It was an instinctive reaction.

He frowned. “What’s going on, Denise?”

“It’s nothing,” I said, moving to scroll away from it.

“Seriously,” he said, starting to sound irritated. “You’ve never tried to hide something from me before. What the hell is going on that you’re doing it now?”

I sighed. I shouldn’t have said anything at all. Me and my stupid big mouth.

“It’s really nothing.”

“If it was really nothing then you wouldn’t be trying to hide whatever it is from me.”

There was a certain elegant logic to what he said. I hated that there was a certain elegant logic to what he said. I’d backed myself into a corner.

“Damn it.”

“Come on, honey,” he said. “We don’t hide shit from each other.”

“I’m sorry. It’s just… It was a surprise.”

“So are you going to tell me what the surprise is? I’m really curious now.”

I sighed. I glanced down to my phone. To the pictures I saw there. Not the kind of thing I expected to show up, but whatever. So I held the phone out to him.

Shane frowned, staring at the pictures. His eyes darted around, and then he got a goofy grin.

“Isn’t that the girl from your reunion? What was her name?”

“Oh come on,” I said, rolling my eyes. “You can pretend you don’t know who Andrea is, but I know you were staring at her that night the same as everyone else.”

“What?” he asked, his voice such a picture of practiced innocence that I knew he was putting me on. I turned to look at him, then rolled my eyes.

“Come on. I’m not an idiot, and I’m not blind. I saw the way you and every other man in that banquet hall was looking at her. I can’t deny she had a glow up, that’s for sure.”

It was a surprising glow up, to be sure. She was having a little moment when she came to the reunion. She certainly seemed to enjoy having everybody eating out of her hand.

She especially seemed to enjoy having some of the old football and basketball stars chasing after her. For all that a lot of them had grown guts in the years since graduation. Definitely not the kind of guys I’d be interested in now, but still. It’d been a thing for her.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Shane said, still hitting me with that practiced innocence that told me he was full of shit.

“Come on, honey,” I said. “I’m not threatened by you looking at other women.”

“Of course you’re not threatened by me looking at other women. You’re the only woman for me, so there’s no need to worry about that.”

I rolled my eyes. “Laying it on a little thick there, don’t you think?”

“I thought I was laying it on an appropriate amount,” he muttered, pulling away.

Though I saw the way his eyes stayed glued to my phone. Like he couldn’t look away.

I turned back to the screen. I couldn’t turn away either, and that surprised me.

I don’t think it was that Andrea was a hottie, necessarily. I wasn’t lying when I said the dorky girl had turned into quite a looker.

No, I was more surprised she was willing to do that kind of photo shoot at all, let alone allow it on social media for the whole world to see. I blushed at the idea of doing something similar.

Sure I’d sent racy pictures to Shane over the years, but that was within the bounds of our marriage. This was totally different.

And yet there she was, showing off for the world. She was in lacy black lingerie that left nothing to the imagination while covering just enough to get around social media filters. And she looked damn good. Whatever photographer was doing those pictures clearly knew what they were doing.

I licked my lips. I suddenly found myself wondering what it would be like to do something like that. To get some sexy pictures I could share with my husband. The kind of thing that would be way hotter than a selfie I snapped with the shitty camera on my phone.

“Whoever did those pictures knows what they’re doing,” Shane said. “Do you think she had a professional do it?”

“Oh I’m sure she did it with a professional,” I said, more absent-minded than anything.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Shane asked.

I turned to him and blushed.

“Sorry. I think that’s just an old force of habit.”

“An old force of habit? That sounded like some mean girls level shit there.”

I blushed again. “Maybe it was.”

I realized now, with the benefit of hindsight, that I hadn’t exactly been the nicest to Andrea back in the day.

That was all in the past now, though. Maybe I felt bad about it, but it’s not like I could invent a time machine and go back to shake my old self and tell her to be nicer to people.

“People weren’t exactly nice to her back in school,” I said.

“Oh. So the ugly duckling gets her revenge?” Shane asked, still staring.

A flash of jealousy shot through me. “I get it. You think she’s hot. You don’t have to keep reminding me.”

“I was just making a comment, is all,” Shane said. “I can see you feel a little sensitive about this stuff, though.”

I sighed. “I guess I do feel bad about it sometimes.”

“So would you ever think of doing something like that?”

I blinked. The transition was so sudden I had trouble catching up for a minute. From high school trauma to horny husband. Then I looked down at the pictures and blushed again.

“Getting pictures like that? I don’t know,” I said. “It seems like a bit much, don’t you think?”

“I don’t know,” he said, still staring. “If the ugly duckling looks that good in those kinds of pictures, imagine what the reigning queen hottie then and now will look like!”

“I think you’re stretching that metaphor just a little,” I said.

“I think you mean to say I’m torturing the metaphor a little,” Shane said.

“Whatever. The point is, I don’t know about that. If I did something like this then I’d have to be in the room with a photographer wearing practically nothing. I don’t know if I’m comfortable with that.”

“What’s not to be comfortable about?” Shane asked.

I stared at him. “You just want to see your wife wearing sexy lingerie with some nice lighting, don’t you?”

He’d put his e-reader down entirely now. It would appear I had his full attention. He hit me with a lopsided grin.

“I’m not going to lie. The idea of seeing you wearing something like that gets my dick hard. But I think it might be something fun for you to try. You’re telling me you’re not interested at all?”

I turned back to the pictures. I stared and licked my lips.

“I don’t know that I’d say I’m not interested at all,” I said. “It’s just…”

“Who took those pictures for her anyway? Maybe you could get in touch with them.”

I frowned and tapped one of the pictures to bring it a little closer. I was careful not to tap on any likes or anything like that. She was getting plenty of that, but I didn’t want her to know I was looking at this and feeling a burning jealousy.

I think that more than anything is what prompted me to zoom in so I could try and find a watermark.

“Whoa,” Shane said. “You’re really getting in there. I know you like your friend’s glow up, but damn.”

“She’s not my friend,” I growled. “And I’m just trying to see if there’s a watermark.”

“Here, let me have a look,” he said, picking up his own phone.

I turned to stare at my husband.

“What?”

“What are you doing?”

“I’m looking at the picture to try and figure out who took it,” he said.

“You follow Andrea?”

I tried to be carefully neutral as I said it. Though I hoped he got the idea that he was in dangerous territory here.

“Sure,” he said with a shrug. “She gave me her info at your reunion last year. What’s the big deal?”

I sighed. I wanted to explain to him exactly what the big deal was, but I also knew I was being ridiculous. It’s not like he was going to run off with her. At least I was pretty sure I didn’t have anything to worry about on that score, for all that it looked like there were several guys at the reunion who’d be more than happy to leave their wives for Andrea. And she’d been eating it up.

“Here we go,” he said, scrolling down to the comments section. “I would’ve loved to zoom in on that picture, don’t get me wrong, but all you have to do is check the comments and you’ll see who did it.”

I sniffed. I was annoyed, but I didn’t want to let on that I was annoyed. I didn’t want my husband to think I was threatened by Andrea of all people.

I scrolled down to the comments section. Sure enough, there was a comment from an account that seemed familiar.

“Anderson Photography?” I asked, frowning. “Why does that name sound familiar?”

I tapped on the picture and it brought me to another profile. The pictures on this one weren’t pictures of dinner or other stuff you typically saw on the socials. No, there was a hot guy covered in tattoos holding a camera, and below that was what I presumed to be his photography.

I frowned again. There was something vaguely familiar about that guy.

“Trevor Anderson,” Shane said. “There you go.”

A chill ran through me.

“Did you say Trevor Anderson?”

“I did,” he said. “Why? What’s up?”

He must’ve sensed something in my tone. I turned to stare at him.

“Is something wrong, Denise?”

“No. Nothing’s wrong at all,” I said, a shiver running through me as I turned back to look at the tattooed gentleman.

He was muscular in all the right places. He wore a tight fitting T-shirt which told me he knew exactly how good he looked. I shook my head and licked my lips. That couldn’t possibly be the same Trevor Anderson.

“Do you know that guy or something?” Shane asked. “I don’t remember seeing him at your reunion.”

“Yeah. I probably know him,” I finally said, still staring.

“Why are you acting so weird about this?” he asked.

I hesitated, wondering how much I should reveal. I didn’t want to reveal anything. There was a lot of history there. And yet as I stared at that picture, I still couldn’t believe that was the same Trevor Anderson who used to follow me around like a sad lost puppy back in the day.

“I just can’t believe that’s him!”


Chapter two

Old Memories


Ipropped myself up on one elbow. I looked my wife up and down.

As I looked her up and down I couldn’t help but think about how she’d look wearing lingerie with some tasteful mood lighting and a picture taken by a nice camera.

Yeah, that was hot. And she seemed so flustered about all of this. Apparently we were getting into some old history.

I didn’t know much about her old high school. We’d met and fallen in love and got married in the big city closest to her hometown where we both went to college. We only went back to her hometown when we were visiting her parents, and we never went back to hang out with anyone she knew from back home.

Which was a little odd, now that I thought about it. I still hung out with my friends around here since I grew up here. She had friends from around here as well. I’d always figured if she didn’t want to go home then that was her business.

Only this reaction was very interesting.

“So who is Trevor Anderson?” I asked, tapping on his profile.

The guy looked pretty good. He had a close cropped beard and hair up top that looked messy but probably used lots of expensive product to achieve that look. He clearly spent time in the gym. He was pretty muscular and wore a tight shirt that said he wanted to show off all the time he spent in the gym.

Not that I could fault the guy for wanting to show off what he’d earned in the gym. I was the same way, after all.

“Looks like your typical artistic dude who convinces women to take their clothes off for the art,” I said, chuckling and shaking my head. “I figure that’s a good racket if you can work it.”

“What are you talking about?” Denise asked, sounding genuinely confused.

I snorted. “Come on. Like you don’t know what goes on at those photo shoots?”

“Pretend for a moment that I don’t,” she said.

“Oh please,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Mr. Models and Tattoos there gets women into his studio. He promises to take a few pictures. Something that will look really nice and tasteful when he turns it into a black and white photograph in Photoshop.”

“Yeah?” Denise said. “You just described a photographer’s job. I still don’t see what the big deal is.”

“The big deal is he tells them how beautiful they are, they get nice and comfortable, and then he suggests that maybe the clothes start to come off. After all, it’s for the art. And before you know it, he’s banging his model on the bed he keeps in his studio.”

I shook my head and chuckled again. Meanwhile Denise looked downright scandalized as she stared at her phone, her mouth hanging open.

“Like I said, good work if you can get it. You’re doing it all for the art, after all.”

“Yeah. All for the art,” she muttered, still staring at the picture. “Do you think Andrea did something like that?”

“I’m willing to bet she did,” I said.

Denise hit me with another sharp look. She seemed to be really sensitive when it came to this Andrea chick.

Which I didn’t understand. They’d been friendly enough when we saw her at the reunion. Then again, Denise had been strangely jumpy the whole time at that reunion.

I figured maybe there were bad memories from high school. The same as everybody else. I hadn’t dug into it too much. I figured the past was in the past.

Only now it looked like the past was reaching out to cause some trouble.

“Oh yeah?” she asked, her eyes narrowing. “So are you enjoying thinking about her doing that?”

“I mean she’s an attractive woman, don’t get me wrong,” I said with a shrug, grinning at her. “But you know you’re the only woman for me, right?”

She kept up that angry look for the space of maybe another breath. Then she took in a deep breath and let it out in a heaving sigh.

“Yeah, I know,” she said, though it was in a tone that had me wondering if she really knew, or if she was just saying that to try and make me feel better.

“Anyway. Maybe you should get in touch with this Trevor Anderson guy if you know him,” I said, still looking at the screen.

I also noted that there was a link to his website. I made a note to have a look at that later.

I’d known a couple of guys who got into the whole photography racket. I was well aware there were pictures they couldn’t post on social media because the sorting algorithms were a bunch of prudes when it came to bare flesh and nipples, but they could totally post those pictures on their professional website.

Oh yeah. If there were more pictures from that session on his website then that would definitely be worth checking out. Only it was something I didn’t dare check out while my wife was in bed right next to me. She was already acting weird enough about this Andrea chick. I didn’t want to give her any more reason to be overly sensitive about it.

“I don’t know,” she said.

There was something to her tone that had me turning and looking at her again. She looked almost sick. I had a habit of not prying into her past, but this was different. This was out of nowhere. I had no idea why she should suddenly be acting sick to the stomach about talking to this guy.

“Listen, Denise. I don’t really dig into your past all that much, but is there something going on here you want to talk about?”

Again she spent a moment staring at her phone. It was a moment where I wondered if she’d even heard me. Then she heaved another one of those huge sighs, and when she turned to look at me she didn’t look happy.

“Look. I wasn’t always the person you know today,” she said.

“What do you mean?” I asked, frowning.

“Well… I mean…”

She paused. She seemed to be having trouble getting something out. I merely sat there smiling at her. I figured she was going to get whatever it was out in her own good time, and I didn’t want to push her.

“I wasn’t always the bubbly and friendly person you know now,” she finally said. “Like I try to be friendly with everyone, right?”

“Totally,” I said, smiling to try and reassure her.

That was one of the things that had drawn me to her back when we first started dating. I mean I’d originally been drawn to her because she looked incredible. Beautiful face. Banging body. But she also had that friendly attitude with everyone. Always had a smile.

“I wasn’t always like that,” she said, letting out another one of those sighs.

She turned and looked at the phone again. She seemed to be staring off into the distance. Like we’re talking that was the kind of thousand-yard stare you expected to get from somebody who’d seen some serious shit in Nam or back in WW2, and not a girl who was thinking about high school.

Then again, I suppose middle school and high school was a difficult time for everybody. It fucked everyone up in their own way.

Again I waited. I figured if she was going to tell me something then she was going to tell me something, and I wasn’t going to push.

“It’s just that back then I was sort of a mean girl,” she finally said. “And I was really mean to Trevor and Andrea.”

“Really?” I asked, my eyebrows shooting up.

I had trouble imagining my Denise doing anything like that. Then again, I suppose everybody changed.

“Yeah, well… It was just something I did back then. I was a stupid teenager, and looking back I realize I made them miserable. They weren’t always the hot dude with tattoos and the hot girl showing off her body in sexy lingerie.”

“So ugly ducklings?” I asked, chuckling.

Honestly? That would explain how Andrea had acted at the reunion. There were a couple of guys she obviously was hitting on, even though they had beer guts. Like we’re talking those beer guts were pushing out against the letter jackets they wore, which had seemed a little pathetic at the time. Both because they clearly weren’t in the shape they’d been in back in high school, and because… Well, I guess that was it.

But Andrea had been all over them like stink on shit. I was pretty sure she’d gone home with a couple of them. That had really raised some eyebrows and got tongues wagging.

Though that made more sense if she was trying to fulfill some lingering fantasy of getting with a jock. Even if the jocks had let themselves go.

I didn’t understand the desire myself having been the kind of guy who had no trouble getting with the hot chicks I wanted at any point in my life, but I could understand what was going on, at least.

“Look, honey,” I said, reaching out and grabbing her chin. I pulled her away from the phone screen that was obviously causing her so much heartache.

There were times when I thought people were a little too ridiculous about staring at their phones all the time. It was one reason why I was reading a book instead of doing the endless scroll, but I also wasn’t going to tell Denise how to spend her time. At least not until it became a problem.

It looked like it was starting to become a problem now.

“Everybody does stupid shit in school,” I said with a shrug. “I had a couple of guys who I figured were trying to make me miserable, and then years later I reconnected with them and they thought we were best friends. They just didn’t realize they were going too far.”

“Yeah, but this goes beyond that,” Denise said. “Like there’s a reason why I did a complete one eighty when I got out of school. There’s a reason why I tried to move away from who I’d been.”

“Yeah, and that shows you’re a better person,” I said. “Everybody grows up. Everybody changes.”

“I don’t know about everybody growing up and changing,” she said, letting out a snort. “I mean think about Cassie.”

“Cassie?” I asked with a frown.

“She was the one who was going around trying to act like everybody should be best friends at the reunion,” Denise said.

“Oh, her,” I said, thinking back on that. “Yeah, that was weird how she was trying to force everybody to get along.”

“Yeah, well not a lot of people liked her back then either,” Denise said.

“I thought you were Miss Popular?” I asked, frowning as I thought back on the snippets I had heard of her past.

“I mean I was, sort of,” she said with a shrug. “I ran with the in crowd, but they were a bunch of assholes too. Cassie was in that crowd, if that tells you anything.”

“I guess it does,” I said. “But still. You were a kid, Denise. All of you were kids. Your brains weren’t even finished developing back then. It’s not like you can beat yourself up for the rest of your life over something that happened when you were a kid.”

She looked at me and smiled. And there was so much hope in that look that it made my heart go out to her. Whatever was going on here, it was clearly something she’d been torturing herself over for years.

“You really think so?” she asked.

“I do,” I said. “You should reach out to this Trevor guy. You might be surprised. Maybe it’ll turn out you were best friends and you didn’t even realize it, like me with that guy who used to jerk me around.”

The funny thing was we actually had sort of become friends. We played games from time to time. It had required hashing some things out, but still.

She hit me with a look.

“What?”

“You’re just doing this because you want to see pictures of me in lingerie,” she said, sticking her tongue out.

“I mean I wouldn’t object to that, but I honestly feel like you should do this because it’ll be good for you, babe,” I said.

She rolled her eyes, and then very deliberately turned the phone off. She put it down on the nightstand and leaned back in the bed.

“I’ll think about it,” she said, but it was in that tone that said I shouldn’t hold my breath waiting.

“You do that, babe,” I said, leaning over and kissing her on the cheek before going back to reading my book.

I figured at the very least I made her feel a little better about something that was clearly bothering her. And if she did decide to get some sexy pictures taken? Well that was icing on the cake.


Chapter three

Research


Isat at a table in the atrium staring at my phone. I was doing the mindless scroll, but there were other things on my mind.

Like Trevor. And stupid Andrea.

I really did feel bad about how I’d treated them way back in the day. I’d even tried to apologize for it once, though the way they acted… Well, it had been like it was more funny to them that I was trying to apologize than serious. Which had totally ruined the moment, but whatever.

That was part of the process, after all. They could take my apology however they wanted. At least I’d gotten it out there. At least I’d let them know I realized what a total bitch I’d been back in high school.

I sighed. I knew it was irrational. I knew it was wrong.

But seeing those pictures had that old mean girl in me roaring to the surface. How did she get so hot? How dare she add my husband on the socials. What was she even doing putting dirty pictures out there like a total…

I stopped myself. The word “slut” moved through my mind, but I stomped down on it.

That wasn’t who I was anymore. I’d thought that part of me was dead and buried long ago, only to come back now when I saw all that shit.

I took a bite of my burger. I spent at least an hour in the company gym every day, so I figured I could splurge from time to time. And besides, it’s not like a hamburger was as bad as everyone said it was. At least if you got one made the right way.

I stopped my scroll. I flipped back over to the app where I’d seen those pictures. A friend had shared them, and so I went over to their profile. I scrolled down. Down. Until…

A shiver ran through me.

Again there was a part of me that wondered what the fuck was wrong with me. Why was I shivering looking at pictures of Andrea? But then I looked at that watermark. I couldn’t make out what it said on the phone, an oversight if there ever was one on Trevor’s part, but if I clicked on the post…

There it was. A link to Trevor’s profile. I looked around for a moment, and then I wondered why the fuck I was looking around. It’s not like I had to worry about anyone sneaking up on me. I was in a booth over in a corner where somebody would have to come right up on me before they could get a good look at what I was looking at.

So I tapped on his profile. It was for his photography, and I frowned as I looked at his work.

It was all tasteful and artistic, sure, but it was one of those things where if you looked at everything in aggregate you started to see a pattern that might be a problem.

And in this case the problem was he seemed to love taking pictures of half naked women. We’re talking women in lingerie. Women in swimsuits. Women with scarves draped all around their bodies in a tasteful display that showed almost everything while covering the good stuff.

Sometimes he would do that thing where most of the picture was in black and white, but maybe one of the scarves was a bright red color or something.

I rolled my eyes. Black and white with red on a nearly nude photo of a woman? Could you get any more basic bitch photography than that?

I wondered if that was a result of his skill with the camera, or if it was a thing where that was what his subjects wanted before they gave those pictures to their husbands.

I shivered again. Before they gave those pictures to their husbands. I thought about surprising Shane with pictures like this.

He’d talked about it a couple more times. Which had irritated me and had the mean girl lurking inside me trying to break free. Because I couldn’t help but think that part of the reason why he kept thinking about me taking a stupid boudoir photo was because he kept thinking of Andrea and how good she looked.

That had jealousy raging inside me. He wasn’t supposed to look at Andrea of all fucking people and think she was hotter than me. Sure I had to admit she’d had that glow up, and good for her.

Still. There was a pecking order, and she’d always been below me on that pecking order.

I was surprised to realize that her getting hot was creating so much jealousy deep inside me. I couldn’t explain it, I didn’t like it, but there it was.

I really didn’t like that stupid Shane kept talking about it. Even though he was talking about me taking those pictures. Not Andrea.

Just knowing that he’d looked at her stuff was enough to really irritate me.

I sighed. And then I scrolled back up to the top of Trevor’s photography account. And I noticed something. There was another account linked there. Only this was his personal name. Trevor Anderson, but with a period in between the two names.

I licked my lips. I’d seen a couple of pictures of him, of course. Muscular. Tattooed. Looking damn good.

Only…

He had a whole hell of a lot more pictures of himself on his personal profile. Again it was one of those things where a couple of those pictures would’ve seemed innocent enough, but taken in aggregate it really painted a picture of the kind of personality Trevor had developed since he got out of high school.

And got hot.

I felt a strange longing starting down between my legs. It wasn’t fair that I should feel like that looking at Trevor of all fucking people. Again there was that part of me that thought it was wrong, but I pushed down on it.

We’d all grown up. We were all fucking adults now. And clearly he’d been doing something with his life. Clearly he’d made a good business. Even if it was a business taking nearly nude pictures of a bunch of beautiful women.

Odd how all the women he was taking pictures of were at least an eight out of ten in my book. I wondered if his photography business was also a side business in trying to fuck women. I wondered what it would be like to get picked up by Trevor in his current state.

Because looking at his pictures…

Well, he looked yummy. I looked at a picture of him shirtless on some beach that looked like it was out in the Pacific or something. And damn did he look good.

I mean sure the waves and the sky and all that were amazing. And the clear water all around him.

But he was definitely the hottest thing in that shot, and he stood with a cocky confidence that said he knew he was the hottest thing in that shot. He had almost a Jason Momoa thing going for him.

I’d known him to be pretty pale back in school, but I figured that was because he spent most of his time inside playing on computers. At least that’d been his obsession back then.

I knew because I’d made fun of him for it plenty of times. Again, not something I was proud of. But he was always playing with the computers in the photography lab. Working on those pictures he took.

I blushed as I remembered a time when I’d asked him to take a picture of me, and he’d fumbled the camera so much he nearly dropped the damn thing. Then I’d laughed at him and moved off before he had a chance to actually take the picture.

Yeah, I’d been a total bitch, and thinking about the me from back then made the me from right now blush and want to make it up to him.

Suddenly that apology I’d given him and Andrea years ago, right after getting out of college when some of us were in that weird in between state when we were going back to live with the parents briefly before we went out into the wider world, didn’t seem like enough.

And as I looked at that tanned skin and those rippling muscles with that long hair that moved down past his shoulders…

Well, I could think of a few ways I could make it up to him. Ways my husband probably wouldn’t appreciate.

I frowned. I wondered if he had a spray tan, or if that was all natural. I tried to think about his parents. But I wouldn’t be able to pick them out of a lineup if they were standing right in front of me.

Whatever. Clearly he had the genes to get good and tan, even if he didn’t take advantage of it back in high school. Clearly he had some genes that really gave him a glow up when he started using the weight room, for that matter.

I shook my head. What was I thinking?

“Holy damn. Can you break me off a piece of that?”

I jumped. Then I looked up. Liz was standing right there staring down at me. Her eyes were wide, and she licked her lips as she looked from me to my phone.

“Liz,” I said, blushing and quickly trying to put my phone away.

Only she deftly grabbed it before I could flip it over. I was an idiot. I should’ve just put the thing to sleep, damn it. Not tried to flip it over.

“Who’s the snack?” Liz asked. “Because that’s definitely not your husband!”

“It’s just a guy I knew back in high school,” I said.

“Oh, a guy you knew back in high school?” she asked, her eyebrows shooting up.

“Not like that,” I said.

I couldn’t believe it. I’d deliberately sat over here because I figured I might be looking at some stuff I didn’t want other people to see me looking at, and now here was Liz staring down at me. I’d been so engrossed in looking at pictures of Trevor that I’d gotten distracted to the point I didn’t see her sneaking up on me.

“So who is he?” she asked, sitting down next to me with a salad.

She didn’t have the same ideas about I did about splurging occasionally as long as you exercised. Though my ideas were working better than hers. I quickly pushed that thought down, because that was one of those mean girl thoughts. I didn’t know why those kept running through my mind. It was like seeing those pictures was bringing out the worst in me.

“Actually, would you believe that was the nerd who was obsessed with me back in the day?”

“Not really,” she said. “I’d believe that was Khal Drogo. The resemblance is striking.”

I snorted out a laugh. I’d had the same thought myself.

“Yeah, well believe it or not, his lily white ass grew up in the same one cow town I did,” I said.

“I don’t believe it. That’s one hell of a farmer’s tan.”

“That’s actually not what a farmer’s tan is,” I said, but then decided I didn’t want to get into it any more than that.

“Whatever. So why are you checking out his socials?”

“He does photography,” I said.

“What kind of photography?”

I moved back to his portfolio and passed it over to her. She let out a low whistle.

“So he’s one of those, is he?”

I giggled. It was ridiculous, but I was glad I wasn’t the only one picking up on that.

“Yeah, he’s one of those,” I said.

“So what’s the deal? You going to get some of these pictures done yourself?”

I looked down at the phone again. I thought about how enthusiastic Shane had been about all of it. And I wondered if I really was going to do this.

“Maybe. Maybe not,” I said. “And if I do, I’m definitely not letting Trevor take the pictures.”

“Are you crazy?” she asked, her eyebrows shooting up so fast they probably could’ve left Earth orbit if they weren’t attached. “I’d let him take pictures of me like that any day!”

“Yeah, well then why don’t you book a session. See what your husband thinks?”

“I just might,” she said, tapping a finger against her lips as she stared down with a goofy smile that definitely shouldn’t be on the face of a happily married woman.

I stared down as well. A picture of one of his arm sleeves had come up, and I couldn’t help but stare at those bulging muscles and wonder.

He’d been obsessed with me back in the day. It would be so easy to…

No. I pushed those thoughts out of my head. Those were dangerous thoughts. Marriage destroying thoughts.

I went back to my burger, deliberately swiping out of those pictures of Trevor. Much to Liz’s annoyance if the ground she made was anything to go on.


Chapter four

Dipping Toes


“So I’ve been doing some thinking,” Denise said.

“Oh yeah?” I asked, grinning at her. “Did that hurt?”

She hit me with something that was a reasonable approximation of a glare. I say a reasonable approximation because I knew she wasn’t actually angry at me. No, if she was pissed off then we wouldn’t be having a conversation at all.

Though I also figured I needed to play it safe. Happy wife, happy life.

I’d always thought guys who said that sort of thing were whipped before I got married. Now I realized it was one of those things where you showed some consideration for your partner. The same as she showed consideration for me.

“So what’s up?” I asked.

“I was thinking about those pictures.”

“What pictures?”

Of course I knew exactly what pictures she was talking about. It was difficult not to know exactly what pictures she was talking about. I’d thought about them quite a lot lately.

I’d also spent more than a little bit of time looking at some of those pictures on that Trevor guy’s website. Both because he was actually pretty good with a camera, like I’d be really excited if he wanted to take pictures of my wife, and because…

Well, I’d been absolutely correct. He was the kind of guy to take a certain kind of picture for social media where they frowned on a little bit of flesh, and a totally different kind of picture when he was posting it on his website.

The practical upshot being that I’d seen every bit of Andrea. Which was intriguing. She was a good looking woman. I’m not going to lie. Sure maybe there was some weirdness going on between her and my wife. Something rooted in ancient history in high school that seemed just a touch ridiculous to me, but whatever.

She was a hottie, and it was totally worth going to his website to find some of those pictures.

“Oh come on, Shane,” she said, hitting me with a flat look.

“What?” I asked, my eyebrows shooting up.

Okay. So maybe I was playing a little too fast and loose at this point. Maybe I was being a touch ridiculous. Still. I didn’t want to admit to her that I’d been staring at pictures of Andrea. Not when she’d acted so weird about it.

“I know you were looking at her pictures, Shane,” Denise said.

“Whose pictures?” I asked.

I turned and hit her with a look out of the corner of my eye. I wanted to gauge just how she was reacting to this. She was hitting me with a flat stare. The kind of flat stare that said she was about to punch me.

Okay. Maybe I was taking things a little too far.

“Okay, so you’re talking about your photographer friend. I get it,” I said. “Joke’s over. You don’t have to look at me like you’re about to reenact one of those true crime podcasts you’re always listening to.

“I don’t know,” she said, tapping a finger against her lip. “I don’t think there’s a jury out there that would convict considering the way you’re acting.”

“Maybe not,” I said with a shrug. “But then you wouldn’t have my company, and you know you’d miss me.”

I made a kissy face at her. She rolled her eyes.

“So you were saying?” I said.

“I don’t know if I want to say now,” she said, sniffing.

I sensed opportunity slipping away. I didn’t want this opportunity slipping away. No, I wanted to have fun. I wanted her to follow through on what she’d just been promising.

“Come on, Denise,” I said, hoping that negotiating with her would help things. “I was just having a little bit of fun.”

“Yeah, well I’m glad you had your fun. You better remember the time I almost decided to go through with getting those pictures taken.”

“Is that sort of like the time I almost caught Captain Jack Sparrow?” I said, grinning.

She stared at me, and then started to laugh.

“Did you really just say that?” she asked.

“I’m pretty sure I did,” I said, grinning right back at her.

“You’re ridiculous,” she said.

“Which are big words coming from the woman who’s fucking a guy who’s ridiculous,” I said.

She laughed again.

“Stop it. I’m trying to be angry with you.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” I said. “By all means, continue being as angry with me as you want.”

“Well I can’t now,” she said, her lip jutting out in a sexy pout. “But anyway. I was talking with my friend Liz at work today.”

“Refresh my memory on which one Liz is?” I asked.

It was another one where I was playing the game, and if the look she gave me was anything to go on, she totally knew what I was doing. But she also had a small secretive smile that told me she appreciated that I was playing the game.

“The blonde you couldn’t take your eyes off of last time we were at a company party?”

“Oh, that Liz?” I said. “She seemed nice.”

“Oh yeah, I know it’s her winning personality you were staring at all night long,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“I mean she is a pretty lady, don’t get me wrong,” I said.

“And you’d better stop right there if you value your life,” she said. “I’m dealing with enough right now as it is.”

“You’ve got it, babe,” I said, figuring discretion was the better part of valor in this conversation.

“Well anyway. She saw some of Trevor’s pictures.”

I paused. I’d been in the process of chopping up some onions to prepare dinner. But there was something about my wife’s tone that told me I should be paying closer attention to what she was saying. Like there was something odd about how she’d decided to phrase that.

“So when you say she was looking at his pictures…”

I figured I’d let that ride. See what she said. To my surprise she blushed.

“Okay, so we weren’t looking at the pictures he took for his business,” she said.

“Oh really?” I asked, smiling as I turned back to the business at hand.

I was having fun with this. I didn’t think I’d have fun with it, but here we were.

“Okay, so I was staring at the pictures he’d taken of himself and Liz totally caught me and was drooling over him. Are you happy?” she asked.

I turned and regarded her. I was surprised to realize my cock was hard. Why would my cock be hard thinking about my wife staring at pictures of another man?

Especially a guy who was obviously such a self-absorbed prick.

I mean I’m sure he was nice enough. It’s just that he had the vibe of the kind of guy who was a little too in love with himself. The fact that all of those pictures my wife and her coworker were drooling over existed in the first place was proof enough of that.

“Why would I be happy that you were staring at another man’s social media?” I asked.

“Those are big words from a man who was checking out stupid Andrea,” she said, glaring at me.

“I suppose you have me there,” I said, shaking my head and laughing.

“I fail to see what’s so funny about this,” she said.

I shrugged. “I don’t think there’s anything funny about any of this. We just both caught each other. You know?”

She stared at me. And then she sighed.

“Why does this all feel so weird?”

“Why does anything have to feel weird?” I asked. “You were looking at that guy’s photography. It looked like he was pretty good at it. He certainly seemed to have no trouble getting hot models to take their clothes off for him. I’m sure those muscles and tattoos had more than a little to do with that.”

“Oh yeah?” she asked, arching her eyebrow. “And how would you know he didn’t have any trouble getting hot models to take their clothes off for him?”

“Because I looked at his website, of course,” I said, finishing chopping the onions and pouring them into the pot.

“Oh yeah?” she asked. “So you were checking out his stuff?”

“Well yeah,” I said. “That’s how you get the good stuff. Not that watered-down shit he has to post on social media.”

She blinked. She was in the process of chopping up a tomato over on her end. But I could tell I’d gotten her attention.

“What are you talking about?” she asked.

I regarded her for a moment. I wondered if this was a trap, or if this was her genuinely being that naïve about things.

Honestly? Based on what I knew of my wife, I totally wouldn’t be surprised if it was a little bit of all of the above.

“You’re not bullshitting me?” I asked.

“Why would you think I was bullshitting you?” she asked.

“Like this isn’t your way of trying to get me in trouble or something?”

“I promise it isn’t,” she said, holding up two fingers. “Scouts honor!”

I wasn’t so sure about that, but I went over and washed my hands. Then I picked up my phone. Though not without a glance at the stew we were working on. I figured it would keep for a little bit.

So I pulled up my phone and navigated to his website.

“I don’t know whether I should be worried or insulted that you seem to have his website memorized,” she said.

“Probably a little bit of all of the above,” I said, turning and grinning at her.

“Asshole,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“If I had a penny for every time you called me that since we moved in together…” I said.

“Yeah, we’d be able to buy our dream house, wouldn’t we?” she said, but I noted that didn’t stop her from leaning in closer. Close enough that she could get a good look at what I was about to show her.

Okay then. Maybe she was annoyed with me, but she was also clearly interested.

“So what are we looking at here?” she asked, staring at the gallery on my phone.

“This is his website,” I said, scrolling down to some of the albums.

“His website?”

“Well yeah,” I said. “That what they used to call the Internet back before everything got roped off into apps.”

“I know what a website is,” she said, smacking me lightly. “I’m just surprised he has one.”

“Why be surprised?” I asked. “He has to have someplace to show off his shit, right?”

“Yeah, I suppose,” she said, leaning in even closer.

I grinned despite myself. She might be trying to act like she was annoyed with this guy for some reason. Something to do with the strange past they all shared. But it was also funny to see how interested she was in everything I’d found.

“Oh my God,” she said as I pulled up one gallery in particular. “Is that…”

“Yup, it totally is,” I said, holding up the phone for her to see.

Denise’s eyes darted back and forth as she got a good look at the picture. It was a good one. One I’d look at a few times myself over the past couple of days.

Granted I’d usually been looking one-handed. Meanwhile she put a hand to her face and reached out towards the phone. Like she thought she could somehow reach out and touch the image.

Now that was interesting. I’d never known her to be interested in women. Sure the idea had always intrigued me, but I didn’t think it was ever going to happen.

Then again, maybe she was just surprised.

She turned to me, her eyes narrowing, and suddenly I got the feeling the situation was about to spiral out of control. Oops.

“So you’ve been looking at this picture, have you?” she asked, glaring at me.

Well shit. Talk about a situation backfiring spectacularly.


Chapter five

Modeling


Icouldn’t believe Shane had been looking at those pictures.

No. Wait. Scratch that. Reverse. I could totally believe he’d been looking at those pictures, but I was still annoyed he’d been looking at those pictures.

“Um… I’m sorry?” he said with a shrug.

Though he didn’t look like a man who was sorry. No, that was the look of a man who’d just been caught, and he was rapidly backpedaling and trying to figure out how the fuck he was going to get out of the trouble he found himself in.

I sighed, glancing at the phone and then back to him.

“I’m not mad at you, honey,” I said.

He blinked. “You’re not?”

“No, against my better judgment I’m not,” I said, glancing down between his legs. “You are only a man, after all, and I know it’s not always your thinking brain that’s calling the shots.”

“I mean that’s true,” he said, and then his eyes narrowed again. He looked at me like he sensed a trap. “You’re sure you aren’t mad?”

“What do I have to be mad about?” I said, barking out a laugh that didn’t hold any humor. “You were just checking out a girl who I made miserable back in high school. A girl who seemed to love the idea of getting with the old jocks at the reunion. Even if they let themselves go.”

“I mean not all of them let themselves go,” Shane said. “Of course the ones who were happily married didn’t seem like they were interested in what she had to offer, but what does that have to do with anything?”

“It has everything to do with everything,” I said, letting out a sigh.

“I’m still not following,” he said, frowning.

“She went after those guys because they were the kind of guys she didn’t have a chance with back in high school. Like she was trying to get revenge on them or something.”

“Revenge?” he asked, frowning. “I don’t think she really understands the concept of revenge if she’s fucking these guys to try and get back at them.”

“I don’t think that’s what it was,” I said, tapping a finger against my lip as I looked at the picture on his phone screen and tried to think about how to describe what Andrea was doing at that reunion.

I had to admit the picture was a nice pose. She had her ass thrust out and somehow she’d contorted herself so her tits were on display as well. She was on a bed that had long flowing sheets, and she was looking over her shoulder and smiling at the camera giving it a wink.

Her body was perfection. I looked her up and down for any sign of stretch marks or loose skin or something that would indicate maybe she hadn’t been in the best of shape once upon a time, but I didn’t see anything.

No, she was gorgeous. She’d obviously put in a lot of work, and I could totally understand why she was proud enough of that work to want to show it off.

And I hated her for it.

I blinked. I hated her for it? That wasn’t very nice. I was supposed to be supportive of other women, damn it. I wasn’t supposed to be the catty bitch I’d been once upon a time.

“You okay, Denise?” Shane asked. “I don’t see what has you so worried.”

“Don’t you see? She’d probably try to get revenge on me by banging you. That’s what she was doing. She had something to prove with those guys at the reunion, and she has something to prove with me.”

Shane stared at me. A small smile started to crack at the corner of his mouth. Then he was laughing, shaking his head. It was a big enough laugh that it shook the bed.

“You can’t be serious, right?”

“Come on, Shane,” I said, biting my lip.

Though his laughter did make me feel better. I knew it was an irrational fear. The rational part of my brain was screaming that I was being ridiculous.

That’s the thing about having an irrational fear. It’s irrational. If the rational part of my brain could make it go away then I wouldn’t be sitting here having this conversation in the first place.

So I felt a little better that he was laughing at the idea of getting with her, but not much.

“How would I even do that?” he asked, still laughing.

“I don’t know,” I spat. “You were already following her. Maybe you could slip into her DMs. Isn’t that what they call it these days?”

“I think the term is slide into her DMs,” Shane said. “But I wouldn’t do that.”

“But you cared enough to go look at her nude pictures on that website,” I said.

“Yeah, she’s a hot woman who has some nice tits and a banging body,” he said. “I look at naked women on the Internet all the time. That doesn’t mean I’m going to cheat on you with any of those women, so why would you think I’m going to do it with this woman?”

“Because you have access and she has the motive to want to bang you.”

“Oh, so you don’t think I could pull a woman like her if she didn’t have some ulterior motive getting back at you because you said some mean things about her back in seventh grade?”

I bit my lip again. I’d done more than say some mean things to her back in seventh grade. I’d tried to apologize, but I don’t know if she’d even really cared. She’d just laughed.

“I don’t know,” I said, feeling sick. “I know all of this doesn’t make any sense. I know you’d never actually do something like that.”

“You’re damn right I’d never do something like that,” he said, sounding insulted that I’d ever insinuate that he would.

“Yeah, I already said I know it doesn’t make sense,” I said. “But these kinds of things don’t have to make sense, do they?”

“I guess not,” he said, still staring at me like he thought I was losing it.

Maybe I was losing it. Maybe I was feeling a little sensitive about all of this. Maybe it was all deeply irrational, and I needed to take hold of myself before I did something to seriously damage things between me and my husband.

I was basically accusing him of wanting to cheat on me, after all. That wasn’t very cool of me.

“Denise?”

I turned and looked at him. He hit me with a smile.

“Are you going to be okay?”

I sighed. “I don’t know?”

“Why are you acting so weird about all this?” he asked.

I looked away. I didn’t feel very good about why I was acting so weird about all this. For all that it didn’t take a whole hell of a lot of introspection to know why I was acting so weird about all this.

“Come on, Denise,” he said, putting a hand on my shoulder. “You can tell me. It’s okay.”

“Yeah, but it’s not okay, is it?” I said, turning back to him. “All these feelings are getting back to a version of me I’ve tried very hard to bury and leave in the past.”

“And that’s fine,” he said, smiling. “There are a lot of things about the me of the past that I’d change if I could, but all I can do is try to be better in the here and now and in the future, right? You shouldn’t beat yourself up over all of this.”

I smiled. His words felt nice, but I also couldn’t help but think they were so much bullshit. Especially every time I thought about some of the stuff I’d done.

I mean I hadn’t been at “dropping buckets of pig blood at prom” levels of mean girl. Mostly just the usual stuff. Tearing other people down because I didn’t know how to interact with the world.

I thought that’s how you were supposed to act. I thought everybody else was in on the joke.

I’d been quietly horrified at a party after graduation when someone quietly took me to the side and told me that I really made them miserable for a good chunk of high school.

It was kind of like that guy Shane was talking about. The one I knew he played video games with from time to time. The one who’d treated him like crap but thought they were best friends.

Yeah, I’d always thought we were just having a good time. I hadn’t realized there was a big difference between joking with friends who knew you and punching down with people whose only interaction with you was that punching.

And I’d also discovered there was a problem with some of my friends, too. Just look at what had happened with stupid Cassie. Nobody could stand her, either, and as far as I knew she still didn’t have the self-reflection to realize nobody could stand her.

She still couldn’t understand why people were trying to avoid her at the reunion, and was going on anywhere people would listen, there weren’t many places, about what a jerk everybody was at the reunion and how they ruined her good time.

I sighed. “Okay. I’m going to admit to something, but you need to promise you won’t think I’m a total bitch.”

“I’d never think you were a total bitch, Denise,” he said. “Unless we’re arguing about something stupid, but even then the feeling goes away pretty quickly.”

I snorted. Yeah, there were times when we got arguing when I could be a total bitch. But then again there were times when he could be a total asshole, too, so I suppose we were even on that score.

“I guess I was just jealous of her. I’m used to living in a world where people fall all over themselves to try and get with me, and nobody notices Andrea.”

I thought about a couple of times when I’d made jokes like that, felt a burning shame, and pushed those thoughts away. How could I have ever thought we were a couple of friends chatting with each other and having a good time? How could I have missed that she always got really quiet and introspective in those moments, and never gave as good as she got?

“I think I understand,” Shane finally said. “And I get it. I really do.”

“Really?” I said, turning and staring at him.

“But you have to realize that everybody has grown up. It’s not like this is still high school. I can guarantee you everybody has moved on from this shit, and you need to move on from it too.”

“I thought I had,” I said, still feeling that burning shame deep inside me. Though there was also something else burning alongside it.

I was surprised to realize that something about this was turning me on. I wasn’t even sure which part of all of this was doing that. And so I tried to push down on those feelings before I had to examine them and figure out what the fuck was going on.

That wasn’t a bit of introspection I wanted to engage in, thank you very much.

“I’m sorry I brought it up,” Shane said with a shrug. “Maybe it was a bad idea to talk about these pictures. I thought it might be fun and flirty, but clearly it’s doing a number on you. We don’t have to talk about it again.”

I licked my lips. That sounded nice. I’d like to not have to think about all this shit anymore. Only…

There was that burning shame inside me. Mixing with that stranger burning desire.

I turned and looked at him. I knew this was switching on a dime, but I couldn’t help myself.

“Are you sure about that?” I asked, arching an eyebrow. “What did you say? He’s the kind of guy who uses his photography to get what he wants from women?”

“Well… I don’t know that he’s that kind of guy,” Shane said. “Just that based on what I’ve seen…”

“So why don’t you take some pictures of me, then?”

I locked eyes with him. Bless his heart. I could see the wheels turning, and I delighted in his eyes going wide as he finally realized what I was saying.

A goofy grin split his face.

“Oh. Yeah! That might be fun!”


Chapter six

New Feelings


Iwasn’t sure where this was coming from, but I was sure I was going to take my wife up on the opportunity.

We’d done a bit of roleplay in the past. It’s not like this would be all that out of the ordinary. I mean sure there was the added wrinkle that we were roleplaying a situation that would be happening between her and somebody she used to know, but I figured that was safe enough.

I’d just finished telling her I wasn’t going to go cheating on her with some woman I barely knew who she’d gone to high school with, after all. I figured this was sort of the same situation. It’s not like she was going to run off cheating on me with this guy who apparently had been a huge nerd carrying a torch for her back in the day.

My cock twitched. Now that was interesting. Something about that really seemed to turn me on, but whatever.

I was the one who had her now, after all. Not him.

I grabbed my phone. Denise stared at it, licking her lips.

I was excited. There’d been a couple of times when she let me take naughty pictures, but those opportunities were few and far between. She had to be in the mood, and I always had to make sure she saw that those pictures were getting locked away in an encrypted app on my phone that nobody could ever get access to even if somebody did manage to get my phone and figure out my password.

“So how are we doing this?” I asked.

“Hold on, babe,” she said. “I’ve got an idea.”

She sounded really excited about that idea. So I let her and roll with it, whatever it was.

She disappeared into the closet. I heard her moving around in there. Which I’d heard plenty of times. Usually it wasn’t a sexy sound. No, usually it was just her getting ready for work. Or her putting away laundry.

But there was a heavy anticipation this time as I listened to her moving around. I licked my lips, looking down at my phone and feeling just a touch ridiculous.

Finally after about five minutes she stepped out, and my breath caught. She wore a sexy bit of bright red lingerie I hadn’t seen in a couple of years.

“Damn,” I breathed.

She looked down and bit her lip. Then her eyes darted up and locked with mine.

“I’m not sure about wearing this,” she said, putting her arms around her and covering her breasts. “I’ve only ever worn something like this in front of my husband.”

My cock twitched again. It was already rock hard watching my wife dressed up like that, don’t get me wrong, but there was something about her words and the charged atmosphere of this scenario that really did it for me.

“It’s okay,” I said, slipping into my role. Or at least how I thought a photographer would act in this sort of situation. “I get lots of women going through here. All I want is to put you at ease.”

“Lots of women, huh?” she asked, hitting me with a knowing smile. I had no doubt she was thinking about what I’d said about his behavior vis-à-vis getting with beautiful women via his photography habit.

“Well yeah,” I said. “Presumably you got a good look at my portfolio, right? I didn’t just make up all of those women with AI or something.”

“Right,” she said, looking over to the bed. “So is this where we start?”

“Actually I think we should start over here against the wall,” I said, pointing to a little alcove she’d decorated in our bedroom.

In my opinion that alcove should’ve been a closet, but apparently the people who built this house decades back, in their infinite wisdom, decided that having a little alcove in the bedroom would make more sense. And so she’d decorated it rather than converting it into a closet.

“Okay,” she said, her voice quiet. Like she was hesitant to do this.

That had my cock twitching again. Damn. What was it about this scenario that kept turning me on so much? I was starting to wish we’d discovered this years ago.

“Just stand over there,” I said, holding my phone and feeling just a tad ridiculous. It’s not like it was an actual camera or anything, but I figured it would do in a pinch.

Besides. The digital camera inside this thing was better than most of the digital cameras I’d ever had as a kid.

“Could you tilt your head to the side just a little?” I asked.

I honestly didn’t know if she needed to tilt her head to the side just a little. I did know that seemed to be something photographers always asked when I was getting a professional photo done. Not that I’d had that done in a while, but whatever.

“Yeah, just like that,” I said. “Now stick the girls out just a little.”

Denise bit her lip and giggled. “The girls? Do you really think a professional photographer is going to talk about my tits like that?”

“He might if he gets to see you in lingerie like that,” I said, licking my lips as I took her in.

Goddamn she was beautiful. Sure I was biased considering I was her husband, but still. She still had a banging body, and any guy would love to be with her. I could totally imagine a photographer trying to hit on her.

Especially a photographer who’d apparently been obsessed with her back in the day.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I said, framing the photo and taking a couple of shots.

“Now lean over that chair and stick your ass out.”

“Stick my ass out?” she asked, her eyebrows shooting up. “I don’t know if that’s appropriate!”

I had to fight the urge to giggle. I was about to lose it with the way she was talking, but I needed to keep it together, damn it.

“Remember, these are for your husband.”

“Oh yes, for my husband,” she said, rolling her eyes. “You want me to stick my ass out for my husband.”

“I mean… I’m not gonna lie. I can tell you your husband is really interested in having a picture of you sticking your ass out in that lingerie.”

It was the kind of lingerie that was a one piece, but it turned into butt floss on the back end. Which showed off her firm and toned ass cheeks. I wanted to reach out and smack them, but I held back. That would ruin the moment, after all.

“Is this what you were thinking of, Mr. Photographer?” she asked, putting her finger against her lips.

I snapped a couple more shots. And then I zoomed in on her ass and snapped a couple of shots there, too.

Hey, I figured if she was presenting me with this opportunity then I was going to take it.

“Yeah, that’s perfect,” I said. “Now why don’t we move over to the bed?”

The bed had featured prominently in a lot of the pictures that Trevor guy took. It was covered in silk curtains and lace and the kind of stuff you’d expect a beautiful woman to be rolling around in.

And from the looks of the pictures in his portfolio there were plenty of beautiful women who did plenty of rolling around on that bed. It was enough to make me wonder if there were more than photographs being taken.

An image flashed in my head. That guy with his muscles and tattoos hovering over my wife. Pressing his lips against hers as she fell back in this same lingerie. His body pressing against hers, finally getting everything he’d wanted from her for so long.

I shook my head. Where the hell had that come from? And why did it have my cock twitching?

I pushed the thought away and turned my attention back to Denise standing by the bed. She stood there rubbing her arms together. Again like she wasn’t sure of herself or what she was doing here.

“I don’t know about getting pictures taken on a bed,” she said, her voice quiet.

“You’re going to do great,” I said. “Besides. We can get some great shots here.”

“Are you sure?”

“Again, I can assure you it’s the kind of thing your husband is going to love,” I said, grinning at the double meaning.

She bit her lip and grinned right back at me. And then she moved over to the bed, climbing on all fours. She looked for all the world like a woman in a heavy metal video shaking her ass on the hood of a car or something.

Except she was on our bed. Which I was pretending was a bed in some photographer’s studio.

Talk about fucked up.

“God you’re beautiful,” I said, forgetting about being in character for a moment. Only for a moment, though.

She hit me with a look and wagged her finger at me, and I suddenly remembered where we were and what we were doing, and that I was supposed to be playing a role here.

“I mean… Why don’t you go ahead and turn around just a little?”

“Sure,” she said, still biting her lip as she turned to face me. She was still on all fours, her ass jutting out. Her tits were hanging down, and I could see her cleavage perfectly in that lingerie.

I shivered, my cock throbbing.

I took a couple of pictures, and then I moved in closer. Took a few more shots.

Then I figured what the hell? I might only get this opportunity once, after all, so I took a couple of shots of her cleavage as well, just to be sure.

Then I moved back up to her face. I figured she might be annoyed with me for taking an obvious cleavage shot, but when I looked at her…

Well, her eyes were pure lust. She was staring at me like she was loving this.

“What are we going to do next, Trevor?” she asked, her mouth falling open and her breath coming in deep gasps.

My cock twitched again. What were we going to do now, Trevor. Had she really just said that? Was she really getting that worked up? Did she really forget herself?

My cock roared to life. I mean sure she’d already had my attention as amazing as she looked and everything, and this roleplay scenario was way hotter than playing the duchess and the pirate or some ridiculous bullshit like that, but still.

Did she really want to fuck him? And why did that idea suddenly turn me on so damn much?

“Lie back, Denise,” I said, my voice a low throaty growl as I took in her beauty.


Chapter seven

Roleplay


Istared at Shane. I could’ve kicked myself for being all kinds of an idiot.

Had I really just said that? Had I really just fucking said that?

I’d call him Trevor. I couldn’t believe I got so into the fantasy that I called him Trevor.

It’s just that I was staring up at him, and I got lost in the moment, and I thought about how hot it would be if that was Trevor with his muscled body and those tattoos and that smile that could melt panties staring down at me and…

Only he went with it. I wondered if he’d even heard? Or was he getting so into the fantasy that he didn’t realize what I’d just said?

I could only hope. Here I’d been talking about getting jealous of him with Andrea, and I just said another man’s name while we were doing this!

“So what do you want me to do now?” I asked, deliberately not calling him by name.

I didn’t trust myself. Not one bit.

I’d meant to call him Shane earlier. But I hadn’t. The name had just slipped out. So I didn’t dare trust my treacherous brain now.

“Lie back on the bed, Denise,” he said, his voice low and husky. “I’m going to get some close up pictures, now.”

“Close up…”

I wondered if this was how it worked when Trevor was taking his pictures. There were a few of them with Andrea lying back on the bed, after all. And she looked amazing there. Not to mention I didn’t think there was a zoom lens invented that would let him get that close without really getting up in there.

Thinking about how amazing she looked had a competitive streak rising inside me in addition to all the other complicated fucking emotions I was dealing with. I figured if she could take pictures that looked that amazing…

Well, I could take pictures that looked even better, damn it. She was Andrea, but I was fucking Denise. Queen of that school.

I immediately felt bad for thinking like that. Again that was the kind of mean girl bullshit I’d tried my best to forget about, but apparently it came roaring back at the worst possible time.

“Denise?” Shane asked. “You still with me?”

I noted that he didn’t call me honey or babe or anything like that. No. He wasn’t my husband. He was the photographer.

In a lot of ways he looked similar to Trevor. They had the same muscular build. I definitely had a type, that was for sure.

I hadn’t known I was into the tattooed look, but there was something about seeing it on Trevor that really worked for him.

“Sorry,” I said. “Guess I got lost in the moment.”

“Lost in the moment?” he asked, arching an eyebrow. “Or were you maybe thinking about somebody else?”

Again guilt and shame burned inside me. I’d totally been thinking about somebody else. And I felt like a piece of shit for thinking like that when I’d just been getting on him about Andrea.

But that shame and guilt mixed with that desire again, and it created a strange cocktail of emotions that had me so wet.

I was surprised he hadn’t looked down there and noticed. I figured the moment he did this naughty photo session would be over, and we’d get straight to fucking.

Only if he noticed he didn’t say anything.

So I fell back on the bed.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Shane said. “Now put your arms up against the headboard. Yeah, just like that. Hold them together. Now I’m going to move over you and…”

He moved over me with his phone. It was such an intense moment. He was right there with his phone, snapping a couple of pictures. Goosebumps rose all over my body as I stared up at him. As I thought about doing something similar while somebody else was taking these pictures.

It was weird. I stared up at Shane, and for that moment it was almost like I was staring up at Trevor instead. I could see his face. That long hair falling down over me and tickling my nose. I looked up and down his muscled body and I could almost see the faint outline of those tattoos that were so intriguing.

I know it can be a little nerve-wracking the first time you do something like this,” he said. “But I promise I’ll be gentle.”

Holy hot damn. That was the kind of thing that would’ve had me giggling under other circumstances. Only this was anything but a normal circumstance. No, that was the kind of promise that went straight down to my pussy. That had me shivering and shaking. Goddamn I loved it when he talked to me like that!

Even if I couldn’t quite figure out if I loved it that Shane was talking to me like that, or if I loved it that he was acting as a stand in for Trevor as he talked to me like that.

“Just be gentle,” I said.

Again it was another one of those lines that seemed clichéd. But from the way Shane looked me up and down and shivered, I think it did the trick.

He held his phone up. I imagined that it wasn’t his phone. That I was looking up at an expensive camera instead. The kind of thing that could capture the light perfectly and make me look amazing.

I tried to remember the last time I had someone take a professional picture of me like this. Where it was a photo shoot rather than just getting a quick portrait done.

I think the last time was all the way back in high school when I got my senior pictures done. I’d loved being the center of attention back then, and I really loved being the center of attention now.

“Now arch your back just a little, Denise,” he whispered. “Just like that. I want you to press your breasts out about and squeeze your arms together just a little and… Perfect.”

Shane licked his lips as he stared at me. As he gave me the kind of eye fucking that made me feel like I needed a smoke, even though I’d never smoked a day in my life.

Then he was snapping a few more pictures. Still drinking in my body.

“You’re perfect at this, Denise,” he said. “I mean I always figured you would be, but damn.”

I blinked. I stared at him. I wondered if he was talking as my husband, or if he was getting a little too into the role and talking as Trevor.

That was something I could totally imagine the old Trevor saying. He’d worshiped the ground I walked on. He followed me around like a little lost puppy sometimes.

Back then it had been annoying. Nowadays, though, well…

Let’s just say I wasn’t even sure if I’d be the kind of woman who was up to the standard Trevor could obviously get these days. And that had that competitive streak flaring up inside me all over again. I’m sure he probably got with stupid Andrea. Would he still want to get with me, though?

I hated that I was getting jealous over this of all things. I really hated that I was worrying that I wouldn’t be enough compared to stupid Andrea.

“So Denise…” Shane said, and then he trailed off, licking his lips.

“Yes, Trevor?” I said, and then I blinked again, wondering what the fuck was wrong with me that I was calling him stupid Trevor and not Shane, damn it.

Though if he noticed, he didn’t seem to care. Or at the very least he acted like he didn’t care.

“So I was thinking. You’ve been so good so far. What if we took this a little further? Do something I’m sure your husband is really going to love?”

Another shiver ran through me. Do something he was sure my husband was really going to love. I had a pretty good idea of what he was getting at.

That jerk was going to use this as an opportunity to try and get more naked pictures. Sure I had girlfriends who did that sort of thing all the time with their men. They acted like sending someone a picture of their tits was the next best thing to second base these days.

I’d never done that sort of thing. Then again, I’d been pretty big on dating guys steady, so it’s not like I’d ever had to go out onto the meat market and see what there was to see.

Still. The idea of letting Trevor, Shane, whoever the fuck he was, take pictures felt pretty damn hot. I looked up at him. Locked eyes with him. Really stared into his soul.

He stared right back at me. He kept hitting me with that smoldering intense look. Not once did he look away from me. Not once did he back down.

“Isn’t this the part where you’re supposed to tell me I don’t have to do this if I don’t want to?” I finally asked, annoyed that I had to prompt him on his line.

“No.”

I shivered. There was something deeply primal about the way he said that. He wasn’t going to tell me I didn’t have to do this. He wasn’t going to give me the option.

Which was the sort of thing that would be problematic if this were a real world scenario. But it didn’t feel very problematic now. No, it just felt hot.

And I had to admit that if this was the real Trevor hovering over me then I probably would’ve thought it was just as hot.

“I want you to pull your lingerie down, Denise,” he said, his voice raspy. “I need to see those incredible breasts. I’ve dreamed about seeing them for so long.”

I licked my lips again. Then I moved up to grab one strap. He took a picture. I pulled it down. Another picture. Then I moved to the other one, but he stopped me.

It took a little bit of maneuvering. He ended up lying almost on top of me on one elbow as he held the camera awkwardly in the other hand, but then he reached up and pulled my strap down. He maintained eye contact the entire time, too.

“There we go, Denise,” he said, grinning. He shifted around again so he was on his knees. “So do you want to go at the same time?”

“I always try to make sure I go at the same time,” I said, grinning up at him and enjoying my on the spot double entendre.

He grinned. And we both pulled down. He took a few more pictures, the electronic a shutter on his camera working overtime as he pulled my strap down and then my breasts sprang free. They moved down and then sprang back up leaving me lying back exposed from the top up.

“Damn,” he whispered, drinking in my body.

“Like what you see?” I asked.

“Oh boy do I like what I see,” he said with the eagerness of a small puppy or a kid in a candy store. Or maybe somebody who saw a box that was exactly the right size to be whatever Christmas present they’d been hoping for.

The point was, he clearly enjoyed looking at my tits. Even if he was my husband, and he got to look at them whenever he wanted. Sometimes a few times a day as I changed in front of him, because we were married. Why wouldn’t I change right in front of him?

“That’s it, Denise,” he said, moving down between my legs and taking a few pictures. Then he grinned.

“What?” I asked.

“How far are you willing to go for your husband, Denise?”


Chapter eight

Roles


How far was I willing to go for my husband? Now that was an interesting question. I was willing to go pretty damn far for my husband.

Though I did find myself questioning the whole premise of this fantasy. Would I be willing to go so far as to get naked in front of another man for my husband? Would it be weird if my husband wanted me to get naked in front of another man, for that matter?

I stared up at him, and again I found myself wondering just how far this situation would stretch. Like would he be okay with me getting naked in front of another man if it meant he got pictures of me getting naked in front of another man?

It was made a little easier because this was just a fantasy right now, but the more we did this, the more I wanted to do it for real. The more I wanted to be in front of Trevor’s lens.

I was pretty sure he would jump at the opportunity. Like there was no question in my mind that he’d be all about taking pictures of me.

But would I be willing to go that far? Would he even want to go that far with me? Would he want to do that with yours truly when he had women like Andrea?

I shook my head.

“What do you want?” I asked. “For my husband, of course.”

“Yes. For your husband. Of course.”

He smiled. I wasn’t sure if that was him trying to reassure me that this was still all fun and fantasy, or if he was getting so lost in the fantasy that it was the triumphant smile of a man who’d just convinced a woman to take off more of her clothes than she should considering she was married.

“I want you to take everything off, Denise,” he said. “I have an idea for a few pictures we could take that would look amazing. For your husband.”

“For my husband,” I said, and it was almost like a mantra I was using to make everything okay. Who cared if I did something that a lot of people would consider cheating? I was doing it for my husband!

I stood for a moment and started to pull my lingerie off, but he stopped me.

“That’s perfection, Denise,” he said, holding his phone camera up again. “I want you to show me everything. Look at the camera. Seduce the camera.”

I looked at the camera, and then I burst into a fit of the giggles. Hey. I’d like to see anyone else do better under the circumstances. That sounded like the kind of shit a porn dialogue coach would come up before the actors got down to the real business, after all.

“That’s it, Denise,” he said, raising the camera again and snapping away. Okay then. I guess he was going to ignore my giggling. “Seduce the camera. Seduce me.”

I shivered. Seduce him. Seduce Trevor. I wouldn’t mind doing that under different circumstances. I couldn’t believe we were doing this even as a fantasy scenario, but I also had to admit I don’t think I’d been more turned on in a good long while.

Maybe we’d fallen into a rut. The sort of thing that happened to a bunch of married couples.

Everything starts to become by the books. You have Saturday date night, a half-assed massage from my husband to get me in the mood, he goes down on me, I suck him off for a bit, we put it in, and then we settle down to watch an episode of Murder She Wrote on streaming before going to bed.

Only this… This was exciting. This was something new. This was probably the hottest things had gotten in a good long while, and I fucking loved it!

“That’s it, Denise,” he said, his voice quiet as he looked me up and down. As he licked his lips and stared at me. “God you’re so beautiful.”

Then he put the camera to the side. His eyes ran up and down my body, and I knew what was coming next.

He pushed himself over me. Pressed his cock against me. I’d pulled the lingerie down and off, so there was nothing separating me from him. Nothing, that is, but his clothes. I guess he was still wearing those.

Still. The feel of his cock pressing against me was delicious. It was sinful. It was the greatest delight I’d felt in a while. Even if it took dissociating from my married identity to get here.

I hissed, feeling his cock pressing into me.

“Oh yes, Trevor,” I said, losing myself in the fantasy.

“That’s it, Denise,” he said, apparently also losing himself in the fantasy. “Tell me what you want.”

I bit my lip. Sure we were just doing a little bit of innocent role-playing. Or maybe it would be more accurate to say we were doing a little bit of not so innocent role-playing. Whatever. The point was, it was just fantasy. Nothing more.

Only…

Telling him what I was thinking seemed like it would be crossing one hell of a line. I wasn’t sure if we should cross that line, even if it was just fantasy.

But I also knew that I needed to do it. I needed it so desperately. I needed more than I think I’d need anything in a good long while.

“What are we doing, Trevor?” I said, my lip quivering as I stared up at him.

I was looking at my husband. I was looking at Trevor. I didn’t know who I was looking at. I’d completely lost myself. I was fully taken over by this fantasy, and I wasn’t sure what to do.

“We’re doing something your husband is going to love,” he said, grinning down at me.

I stared up at him. I blinked in surprise. I really wasn’t sure what to make of that.

We were doing something my husband was going to love? Was that his way of telling me… But no. That was impossible.

Maybe we were having fun, but he couldn’t actually be getting off on the idea of me fucking Trevor. He had to be just saying that because he was caught up in the moment. It was just pillow talk. Something he was saying because he was getting to take a bunch of naughty pictures of yours truly.

And yet…

The idea was so hot. The whole scenario was so hot. I was losing myself in it.

“We shouldn’t,” I finally said, my voice breathy as the words came out. “I have a husband. It’s so wrong!”

“If it’s wrong then tell me to stop,” he said.

He pressed his lips against mine. His mouth opened to me, and I opened myself to him. I wrapped my legs around him. I didn’t know if this was Trevor, or Shane. I didn’t care.

No, the only thing that mattered was how incredible his body felt pressing against mine. How amazing his cock felt pressing against mine. I needed it in the worst possible way. I got so caught up in everything that I totally lost myself.

I even lost track of how long we kissed. It had to be for a while. I couldn’t remember the last time we’d made out like that. Like we were a couple of teenagers who could only make out because we were afraid to do anything more.

It’s not like we had to worry about an oops coming from this, though. I was on birth control and good to go.

Even though the thought of having someone blow a load in my unprotected pussy… Well, that was pretty damn hot.

I didn’t even know where all this was coming from. I didn’t dare question it. I didn’t dare do anything but allow myself to get lost in the fantasy.

I told myself it’s not like it was a big deal. It’s not like I was really doing something wrong. I was with my husband, after all. That’s all that mattered. As long as I was fucking him it’s not like I was the horrible person I felt like I was for doing this.

No. I wasn’t a horrible person. I wasn’t doing anything wrong. Shane was right here with me, he seemed to be just as turned on as I was, and that made everything okay.

It’s not like I was actually cheating, but that wasn’t going to stop me from acting like I was!

“This is wrong, Trevor,” I said.

Shane groaned. He pressed against me. It was the familiar contours of his cock, and yet it felt so different, so wrong, precisely because I was pretending he was another man.

I was also surprised at that groan. It was almost like…

Was he getting off on this? I was confused, but I was also going to go with it. I was in one of those mental states where I’d lost all capacity for rational thought. All I cared about was getting fucked by Trevor.

No. Shane. Getting fucked by Shane. Why did I keep thinking Trevor, damn it?

“I don’t care, Denise,” he said, staring down at me with a worshipful expression as he pulled away. “I need this in the worst way. I’ve needed this for years.”

Again it was a situation where I wondered if he was talking as Trevor who’d presumably wanted to fuck me for years, or if he was talking as my husband who’d needed to see me fucking another man for years.

It was an interesting conundrum. I didn’t know what to do with this. But I did know that I needed to get fucked.

He stood. Held his arms up. Stared down at me.

“Well, Denise?” he asked, staring down at me. “Are we going to do this, or are you going to go back to your husband?”

I wondered if anything like this had ever actually happened. If Trevor had been able to use his position taking pictures of women to fuck a married client.

It seemed wrong, and yet… Well, he was only a man. And I’d known a lot of guys who seemed to be motivated primarily by the desire to get their dicks wet. So I guess I wouldn’t be surprised if he pulled something like this.

I’d never let him pull something like this with me, of course. It was all a fantasy. I’d never do this for real, would I?

“Help me, Denise,” he said, staring down at me with a pure lust that surprised me. A pure lust that ran through my body and went straight to my pussy.

What else could I do? When he was looking at me like that…

So I sat up and pulled his shirt off. Then I reached down and worked at his pants. First his belt, then the zipper and finally his cock was right there.

I couldn’t resist. I leaned down and pressed my hand against it. Felt it.

I knew on some level that it was just Shane’s cock. I’d felt that plenty of times before. Only there was something about feeling it in this situation that made it feel different.

I couldn’t explain it. It was like my fantasy mind was taking over and calling the shots.

“Oh fuck, Trevor,” I said, looking up at him as he smiled down at me. “It’s so big!”

“I thought you might like that, Denise,” he said, grinning at me.

“Boy do I like it,” I said, licking my lips.

It was weird. I didn’t go down on him all that often, but as I stared at his cock now I felt the urge. Only he moved to the side and shimmied out of his pants, and then his boxers.

I leaned down to wrap my lips around his cock, unable to resist the temptation, but then he really surprised me by putting a hand over my head and stopping me before I could get down to business.

What the hell?


Chapter nine

Photographer


Istared down at Denise, my eyes wide. On the one hand I was more than happy that she seemed to be in a mood to gobble my cock. That wasn’t the kind of thing she volunteered on the regular.

On the other hand…

I was deep in this fantasy. I’d heard about people doing method acting in the past. I always thought it was so much bullshit. Only now as I stared down at my beautiful naked wife and imagined she was behaving like this for a total stranger while he was taking pictures of her supposedly so she could show them to me and turn me on…

Well. I was starting to understand exactly what people were talking about when they went on about method acting and how intense it could be. I could totally see somebody losing themselves in this. I’d lost myself in this. I stared at my wife and I could only think about how hot it was that she was about to fuck another man.

It wasn’t even fucked up. It was just something I wanted. Something I desperately needed.

“Oh no, my pretty,” I said, still grinning at her.

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

That seemed just a touch out of character. I tried to get her to blow me on the regular, and it usually took doing a special kind of rain dance to make sure she was actually in the mood to do that. I’m sure she was surprised that she was going down there, literally, and I was pulling her back.

“Oh no, Denise,” I said, putting a thumb inside her mouth.

I was on my knees on the bed. She was on all fours. The better to get access to my cock and suck it. But that’s not what I wanted.

Or, rather, I wanted so much more from her.

She stared up at me. She locked eyes with me, and that look was pure sex. Finally she pulled off after giving my thumb the same kind of treatment I figured I could expect from her mouth if she put it on my cock.

“Are you sure about that, Trevor?” she asked, her voice husky. “I almost never do that for my husband.”

An involuntary shiver ran through me. That was the truth. It annoyed me that she never did that for her husband, but I figured I wasn’t going to get into that right now.

“I might take your mouth later, baby,” I said, trying to stay in character. “But right now I want to fuck you. I don’t care if your husband gets that too. I want it.”

She stared up at me. Her mouth fell open in an “oh.” I think the moment was hitting her as much as it was hitting me.

“That’s right,” I said, flipping her over.

She allowed herself to be flipped. She stared up at me, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

“I’m not sure if…”

I didn’t give her a chance to think. I imagined Trevor wouldn’t give her a chance to think. Consent was king and everything, but we were married.

I’d be pissed off if somebody pulled this on my wife, but it was me pulling it on her and that made all the difference in the world.

So I lined my cock up with her pussy and pressed inside her. I let out a quiet groan as I sank my cock deeper and deeper.

“Oh fuck,” she hissed as I bottomed out inside her.

There was nothing slow and sensual about this. I started jackhammering into her. Her tits bounced, and she threw her head back and moaned.

“Oh God, oh fuck!”

“Yeah, that’s right, Denise,” I said, pounding her. “I’m going to fuck you. I’m going to fuck you for everything you ever did to me.”

Her eyes opened and went wide. I wondered if that was taking things too far.

I still had no clue what happened between her and this Trevor guy back in high school beyond the vague bullshit she’d told me. Or what had gone on between her and that Andrea hottie back in high school, for that matter.

I just knew that it seemed to be a sore spot for my wife while also being something that seemed to turn her on. At least I’d seen the way she looked at the pictures whenever Trevor and his muscular frame appeared on the screen.

So I figured I’d use it. Though as I stared at her I found myself wondering if maybe I hadn’t taken things too far.

Then she squeezed her eyes shut again. She bit her lip and started thrusting up.

“You like that, don’t you, Trevor?”

“God I love it,” I said, pounding her.

“You always dreamed of fucking me, didn’t you, Trevor?”

“You know I did,” I said, pounding her again and again.

I was surprised to realize that I was getting pretty close to the edge pretty fucking fast. Like I was going to blow a load any moment now.

I guess that was the power of this naughty roleplay. It was a surprise, to be sure, but a welcome one.

“You’re so hot, Denise. I think I’m going to come.”

She opened her eyes and stared up at me, and they were wide all over again.

Usually I didn’t come this quickly. Usually I was pretty good about pacing myself so the two of us could have a good time, but there was something about everything we were doing that was making that an impossibility this time around.

“Seriously?” she asked, and it sounded like she was out of character

I hit her with a sheepish grin. “Yeah, seriously. Sorry?”

I don’t know why that came out as a question. Only that I felt bad about not lasting very long.

“That’s okay, Trevor,” she said, throwing her head back and squeezing her eyes shut. “I’m close, too. You’re so good at this.”

I wondered if she was making that up, or if she really was that close to the edge because of the fantasy.

Denise wasn’t exactly the kind of woman you needed to put in overtime with to get her off, to paraphrase an old movie favorite of ours, but at the same time she never came immediately.

So I was surprised she was this close to the edge this quickly. I also wasn’t going to knock it, though.

“Come for me,” I whispered. “Come like you’re with your husband.”

“No,” she said, her eyes opening wide and locking with my own. “I’m going to come like I’m not with my husband.”

I let out a final quiet groan at her words. I buried myself in her and came. I came with an intensity I hadn’t felt in quite a while.

Meanwhile she wrapped her legs around me, like she was trying to get as much of my cock inside her while she could, and she let out a quiet gasp of her own. It was a sound that was music to my ears. I loved hearing my wife gasping and moaning, and I especially loved knowing I was the reason she was gasping and moaning.

I lost track of how long we stayed like that. Maybe it was a minute. Maybe it was forever. Maybe it was somewhere in between.

Finally, though, we came back to reality. I blinked. She blinked right back at me. And in that moment I felt the spell we’d both been under starting to break.

“Oh shit, Denise,” I said.

She reached up and put a finger to my lips.

“No regrets,” she said.

I blinked again. No regrets. That was easy enough for her to say. But what we’d just done…

“Are you sure?” I asked.

I felt like a first-rate asshole for letting things get away from me like that. It wasn’t fair to her that I suddenly got this weird fantasy in my head, and I started to talk like I wanted another man to fuck her. It was wrong, and yet I hadn’t been able to stop myself. It was like I’d been possessed or something.

“We just had a good time with each other, is all,” she said with a shrug. “Is that really so bad?”

“I know, but…”

I rolled off of her. I couldn’t think of anything else to do. Everything was still a blur. I was trying to remember if everything I thought had just happened had actually just happened.

Talk about a roleplay session that got way out of hand.

I turned and smiled at her. She looked at me. Then she smiled.

“Why are you grinning like that?” she asked, reaching out and taking my hand.

“Well I was wondering if I was going to get a rain check on that blowjob you were offering me,” I said, unable to keep the laugh out of my voice.

She snorted. “Good luck with that. I think that was an in the moment kind of thing. You’re going to have to wait until your birthday like usual.”

We both started to laugh. There’d been a time when I only got blown on my birthday. It happened more than that now, but we still liked to tell that joke.

“Whatever,” I said, shaking my head. “I can’t believe how… intense things got there.”

“Yeah, it was pretty intense,” she said, staring up at the ceiling.

“I’m assuming you enjoyed yourself?” I asked, giving her hand a squeeze.

“What kind of stupid question is that?” she asked. “Of course I enjoyed myself!”

“I’m glad,” I said. “And I hope it wasn’t too weird.”

“What? You pretending you were another man fucking your wife? That was weird?”

I turned to stare at her again. She was smiling. Clearly she was enjoying mocking me.

“I just hope this doesn’t make things weird when I go to get those pictures taken,” she said.

My veins turned to ice. I turned to stare at my wife.

“What?”

“Why are you looking at me like that?” she asked, her face a picture of practiced wide-eyed innocence. “Wasn’t this whole thing about you trying to get me used to the idea of going to get my picture taken?”

“I mean… I guess you could still do that if you wanted to?”

She leaned in and kissed me. Only this time it was a more chaste peck on the lips. Not the making out we’d been doing before.

“Why Shane. My dear husband. If I didn’t know any better I’d almost say you were reluctant to let me spend any time with Trevor!”

I licked my lips. I got the feeling this was one of those potentially dangerous conversations. I turned to look around the room. It was full of little touches from Denise. From a life we’d built together.

And I couldn’t help but think that this was a conversation that was getting pretty damn close to risking everything we’d built.

“You don’t think it’s dangerous?” I asked.

“Why would it be dangerous?” she asked, looking at me with a strange fire in her eyes. “I’m not interested in fucking Trevor any more than you’re interested in fucking Andrea. You aren’t interested in fucking Andrea, right?”

“Right,” I said, trailing off.

I felt like she was doing this to try and trap me or something. Or maybe it was her idea of a joke.

But I was also well and truly trapped. I couldn’t admit to wanting to fuck Andrea even though she damn well knew I wanted to fuck Andrea.

So we were at an impasse. And yet…

Maybe I was worried about her going off to get her pictures taken with this guy. I figured I had his number even if I didn’t know anything about him. Even if I had no way of knowing if he was actually the way I’d imagined in this fantasy.

But I was going to get those sexy pictures of Denise, wasn’t I? Not to mention there was a part of me, especially after this roleplaying, that was intrigued at the idea of what might happen if she had a photo session with this guy.

Was that wrong? I didn’t know, but my cock was already stirring to life and I realized my rational brain wasn’t the one calling the shots right about now.


Chapter ten

After


Imoved my thumb across my phone screen, staring at all the pictures.

I’d started with pictures of Andrea. I hadn’t realized there were different pictures being posted on Trevor’s website versus what he posted on social media, but now that I thought about it, I guess it totally made sense.

There was something about the socials where they didn’t seem to want naked people on there. They definitely didn’t want topless women, for all that topless men seemed to be perfectly okay.

So here I was swiping through a website like it was the ‘00s all over again. Staring at the various pictures and feeling that burning jealousy running through me.

I’d only had a chance to see the basics when Shane was showing me this site on his phone. But this was way more intense than any of that.

Trevor was really getting up in there. It made me wonder what kind of sway he had over the women he was working with that he was able to get them to reveal this much.

Maybe they were interested in starting a modeling career. Maybe it was because they wanted to try something risqué they could show off to their husbands.

Or maybe it was something else. Maybe it was that they got in the same room with him, took one look at that body of his and those tattoos, and suddenly they were under the power of his bad boy machismo.

Or maybe I was making shit up because that’s how I felt thinking about him taking pictures of me and I wanted to feel better about myself by thinking other women had the same problem.

Though as I scrolled through the pictures on his website I couldn’t help but think there was something more going on here than these women simply being interested in doing a little bit of risqué modeling. It seemed like most of the women were taking their clothes off.

Was that because most of the women he took pictures of actually took their clothes off for him? Or was the answer that I was looking at a bunch of confirmation bias on this page? Was it that he only posted the pictures of women who were willing to get naked?

I’d talked to Shane about taking more pictures. I shivered thinking about it. Then I turned to look at him as he sat there snoring on the other side of our bed.

It wasn’t like the old days when we were on each other every time we climbed into bed together. Which had resulted in some interesting impromptu fun back in the day.

That wasn’t the kind of thing that happened these days, though. No, we had a king-sized bed and we mostly stayed to our side of the bed. There was none of that youthful fun where I woke up to find his cock nestled up against my ass.

And of course seeing the way Trevor was really getting up in there made me think about the fantasy that played out between me and Shane. It made me think about my husband hovering right over me.

I’d thought he was being a little ridiculous at the time. That maybe he was doing that because he was finally getting the opportunity to take some naughty pictures without me constantly telling him he’d better not let anybody ever see them if he wanted to live.

But no. I was realizing that he’d looked through a bunch of these pictures. Which had a whole different kind of jealousy floating inside me. He’d looked through them, and he knew exactly what kind of picture Trevor was taking.

A delicious tingle ran through me. I remembered Shane hovering over me. But then I thought of Trevor hovering over me. Plunging his cock in and out of me. Getting the ultimate revenge fuck.

For him it really would be a revenge fuck. Not like Andrea getting with those guys. I’m sure they thought that was the best revenge in the world or something. But with Trevor…

I shook my head. I’d been hovering over the button to send him a direct message without even thinking about it. Was I really thinking about sliding into his DMs? What was wrong with me?

I tapped the button. I blinked.

It was like my body was under someone else’s control. Like I was having an out of body experience where somebody else was calling the shots.

I shook my head. I stared down at the message screen. We didn’t even follow each other on any social media. Though I’d gone through his friends list and noted that he followed a few of my friends.

Hell. Cassie was even in there. That had been a real surprise. I’d looked through his portfolio to see if he’d taken any pictures of her, but there was no evidence of that sort of thing.

But apparently he’d been making friends with a whole bunch of surprising people.

I thought about that. Really thought about it. Maybe that was a sign. Maybe that was the universe’s way of telling me we were all grown up. Which made me feel even more ridiculous that I was sitting here thinking about all this stupid high school bullshit. What was wrong with me?

I started tapping without really thinking about what I was doing. Then again, I’d noticed that I wasn’t really doing much in the way of thinking about anything when it came to Trevor. It didn’t help that my husband was encouraging me at every step of the way instead of being a properly jealous husband like he should be.

“Hey… So I saw some of your pictures and…”

I paused. Then I deleted that. I was really glad this wasn’t a chat situation where he could immediately see the three little dots every time I was getting ready to send something his way.

Talking about the pictures seemed ridiculous. I mean that’s what had started all of this, but…

Finally I settled for something simple.

“Hey.”

I quickly went out of the app. Okay. So I sent him a message. Nice and simple. Just one word.

But I felt like all kinds of an idiot for sending just that one word. Wasn’t that the kind of message somebody sent a person in the middle of the night when they were down bad but they hadn’t been able to find someone so they were going back to the crazy ex they told themselves they’d never get with ever again?

Yeah. That wasn’t good. Here I was trying to slide into his DMs like an idiot. I’m sure he’d see it for the transparent thing it was. I was sure he had a lot of women trying to get with him. How could he not have a lot of women trying to get with him when he looked like that?

I sighed. I went to an app that didn’t have stupid Trevor in it. That didn’t have any of his stupid pictures in it. Maybe I could look at cute cat videos or something. Have a steady stream of serotonin right into my brain. I wouldn’t have to think about anything for a short little while.

Yeah. That felt like just the ticket.

“Hey yourself. Who this?”

The notification popped up. And of course my finger tapped against the notification at just the right time to go back over to that damn app.

And I found myself staring at Trevor. Asking who this was. Which was ridiculous. He could see who the hell I was. It’s not like this was anonymous texting.

Clearly he was playing a role here. Then again, wasn’t I?

“It’s Denise,” I said.

I had to wait a moment while he absorbed that information. I tried to imagine what it must be like over on his end of our conversation. Was he excited that he was getting a message from me? Angry? Somewhere in between?

Then the three dots appeared. Well shit. I guess this had turned into a chat now that he’d answered my message.

And what a chat it was becoming. It was silly, but I was already getting excited thinking about him sitting there on the other end of the line. I wondered how many times he’d thought of talking to me, and now it was happening.

Was his cock hard? Was he thinking about how much he’d wanted me back in school? Was he wondering if all of his dirty dreams were about to come true?

But if he clicked on my profile surely he’d see I had a husband. Would he care that I had a husband? Would he do anything? Or would he think a husband was a temporary stumbling block?

How many women had he been with who already had husbands, for that matter?

It sent another delightful shiver running through me. I don’t know why the idea of him seducing married women was suddenly so intriguing. Just that the thought was there.

“I’m sorry, but that doesn’t really narrow it down,” he sent.

I blinked. I know I’d been trying to avoid the whole mean girl thing, but it was difficult not to have a couple of mean girl thoughts as I stared at the screen. That didn’t narrow it down? How many Denises could he possibly know?

It’s not like it was a common name even when we’d been in high school. It definitely wasn’t super popular these days. It’s not like I was Isabella. It felt like there’d been at least a hundred of those in our graduating class.

Okay, so maybe that was a bit of hyperbole, but still.

I hovered over my messages, wondering what I should say. I was angry. He should know who the fuck I was. Especially after all that time he spent following me around.

Then there was a laughing face in my messages.

“No, I’m just fucking with you, Denise,” he said. “Of course I know who you are.”

That was good for sending another tingle running through me. He was just fucking with me. Oh how I’d love if that was literal rather than figurative.

“How could I ever forget you?” he sent, along with a wink.

Well okay then. Another thrill ran through me. He remembered me. Of course he remembered me.

I sat up a little straighter. I was acting like an idiot. Of course he’d remember me. You didn’t forget your first crush.

I could still remember stupid Matt back in third grade. I hadn’t realized why I wanted to be near him. Only that I wanted to be around him. And he’d tried to get me to play stupid football of all things.

I’d settled for standing by the sidelines at recess and cheering him on, which had begun my obsession with that.

“So how have you been, Denise?” he sent, pulling me back into the moment.

I glanced over to my husband, suddenly feeling guilty about this conversation even though I knew there was nothing to feel guilty about.

He wouldn’t shut up about me taking the stupid boudoir pictures, after all. I was just chatting with Trevor about a business arrangement. Nothing more.

Yeah. That was it. I wasn’t doing anything wrong here, damn it.

“So I’ve been looking at your pictures,” I sent, and I hit send before I could really think about what I was doing.

There. The first step down the path. It was done, and there was no taking it back.

I glanced at my husband again, lying there sleeping like a lump. A little snort snuck out, and I smiled.

Yeah. Just some innocent pictures. That was all. And it was all for my husband, though I shook again as I thought about the context of that line in the fantasy we’d had.

Was it all for my husband?


Chapter eleven

Catching Up


“So you’ve been creeping on my pictures, have you?” he sent along with another laughing emoji.

It was a good thing he sent that laughing emoji. Otherwise that would sound awfully close to an accusation. Then again, I guess text conversations were always fraught with that kind of thing. You never knew when you were getting the wrong meaning across.

“Yeah, guilty as charged,” I said with a smile. “You’re really good at what you do.”

“I’d hope so,” he sent back. “I’ve been doing this for years. I got my start back in high school, after all. If I’m not pretty good at it by now then I should probably quit and go work fast food or something.”

“I don’t know, I hear fast food can be pretty lucrative these days what with nobody being willing to work.”

“Yeah, don’t believe the corporate media bullshit,” he sent. “They all want us to be good little wage slaves, and I broke out of that system. I’m my own man.”

I frowned just a little. I tingled just a little.

Normally that was the kind of shit I would’ve thought was just that: bullshit.

Only there was something about seeing it coming from Trevor that seemed cool. Like he was sticking it to the man by having his own business.

Even if there was a small voice in the back of my head that was whispering he wasn’t doing anything special. People had been running photography businesses since the technology was invented. It’s not like there was anything special about him getting a digital camera and convincing women to take their clothes off.

Hugh Hefner had that one figured out seventy years ago.

Still. I couldn’t explain why, but I suddenly found myself doing something in the grand tradition of women all throughout history. Or at least women since the sexual revolution when we stopped being property.

I decided to pretend I was going along with the bullshit he was spewing in the interest of keeping him interested.

I hated myself for doing that. I hadn’t done anything like this since…

Well, since before I started dating Shane. He’d always been simple like that. There was no bullshit between the two of us. There’d never been a need for any bullshit. He never went spouting off about how he thought the world should work.

And yet here I was going along with this asshole. Which was confusing. I’d never done that before. Besides. Shane was always a well read and kind of nerdy guy back in school, for all that he was also fucking hot.

At least I always saw him with a book. Where did going along with Trevor’s bullshit come from? Why was I going along with it?

“Yeah, you have to watch out for those corporate jobs,” I said. “They’ll suck the life out of you.”

“Totally,” he said. “I’ve built my studio and my house all by myself. No need to get any corporate bullshit involved.”

I pursed my lips together. I looked all around the room. At the nice house I’d bought with one of those corporate jobs. I didn’t mind corporate jobs. Sure there was some bullshit, but it was the same bullshit I had to deal with when I worked fast food back in the day, only everybody was dressed nice and I got to sit in a cubicle so I wasn’t sure what the big deal was.

“So anyway. About those pictures,” I said.

“Yeah, when do you want to schedule a session?”

I blinked. I stared at my phone screen. I reread that a couple of times just to make sure I’d read it correctly.

That asshole. He was so cocky. So confident. That should be the moment when I reminded him who I was. That there wasn’t a chance he was going to get anything from me now the same as he didn’t have a chance back in the day.

“How did you know I wanted a session?” I asked, sending him a winking emoji.

“Pretty easy,” he said. “You haven’t talked to me since… Well, you know. And I figured if you were getting in touch with me now it’s because you like my work and you want to try it out.”

I wanted to try it out. There were all kinds of different layers of meaning to that. A shiver ran through me as I thought of those different layers of meaning.

I wouldn’t mind trying him out. No sir. Only…

“Yeah, I talked to my husband and he was really excited after he saw those pictures from Andrea,” I said.

“I bet he was excited seeing those pictures from Andrea,” he sent back. “I know a lot of guys who were excited when they saw Andrea’s pictures.”

I hesitated. He was being so arrogant. I hated it, and yet it was so hot.

“Yeah, well… He keeps talking about how he wants to see me doing some pictures like that, and he was really impressed with what you do.”

“Of course he was impressed with what I do,” he sent back. “My shit is good. The question is, are you impressed with what I can do?”

I licked my lips. Every text seemed to be laced with double meaning.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I guess I’d have to see for myself what it’s like to do a photo session with you.”

“I’d love nothing more than to show you what it’s like to do a photo session with me, Denise,” he sent back. “You’d be my crowning achievement.”

“Not Andrea?” I asked, frowning.

“Well don’t ever let her know I said this, but you’re Denise, right?”

I bit my lip. I shivered again. It was an involuntary reaction. I knew on one level this guy was trying to stroke my ego deliberately, but at the same time…

Well, what can I say? I liked having my ego stroked just a little.

“So did your husband find the pictures of Andrea on my website?” he asked.

I blinked again. This time I felt more angry than anything. How the hell did he know about that?

“Maybe he did,” I sent back.

“Good. So you know all about what kind of pictures you’re signing up for here, right?” he sent. “We’re doing this for you, and we’re doing this for your husband, but I need to make absolutely certain you understand what you’re doing before you show up in my photo studio and waste my time.”

That anger was rising in me again. Before I showed up in his photo studio and wasted his time? Who the hell did this guy think he was?

“Now wait just one damn minute…”

I paused. I hit backspace on all of that. Because at the end of the day I was very curious about what a photo session with him looked like. And I didn’t want to do anything that might piss him off to the point he decided he didn’t want to do that photo session.

That would disappoint me and it would disappoint Shane. I mean I’m sure I could find another photographer, but I really wanted to explore all the double meanings behind everything he was sending me.

“I’m sure,” I sent.

“You’re totally sure?” he sent back. “My photo shoots are intense. It’s a life changing experience. Before you model for me, Denise, I need to know you’re willing to go all the way.”

Okay. Talk about another moment where it was like a lightning bolt that went straight to my stomach and then down between my legs. He needed to know I could go all the way for him.

First off, that should’ve sounded like so much bullshit. I was willing to go all the way? Who talked like that outside of a bunch of fucking teenagers back in the nineteen fifties? Like we’re talking people who were almost old enough to be my grandparents back when the best thing in dating was fumbling around in the back of an old Packard with a bench seat.

But again, it was one of those things where on the one hand I could laugh at him and how ridiculous everything he said sounded, but on the other hand…

I really wanted to know what it meant to go all the way in one of his photo sessions. I didn’t like that I was feeling this obsession, but it was there and it’s not like there was anything I could do about it.

“Yeah, I’m willing to go all the way,” I sent.

I shivered. That phrase seemed so innocent, and yet the double meaning was clear. I couldn’t help but wonder exactly what I’d just agreed to do.

I turned and looked at Shane, still lying there next to me. He was a dark lump over on the other side of the bed. As I watched he turned around, no doubt dreaming. Or maybe he was just in the oblivion of sleep.

Either way, I wondered what he’d think if he had any idea what I’d just agreed to. I wondered what I’d agreed to, for that matter.

It felt like there were a whole hell of a lot of double meanings to this conversation we were having, but… was I reading it wrong?

And if it did turn out I was wrong, why did I feel so disappointed?

“That’s interesting,” he sent to me.

“Oh yeah?” I sent back to him. “What’s so interesting about that?”

“I just never expected the great and powerful Denise to come to me asking for pictures. I mean I’d always dreamed, but I never thought that dream would become a reality.”

I frowned as I stared at my phone. The great and powerful Denise? What the fuck was that supposed to mean? I got the feeling I should be insulted that he was talking about me like that. That sounded an awful lot like it was a nickname they had when they were talking about me back in high school.

I shouldn’t be pissed off about a bunch of stuff that happened back in high school, but I couldn’t help it. I felt the way I felt, and it made me angry.

“Oh yeah?” I asked. “Well if you want the great and powerful Denise to come to a photo session with you then you want to watch the attitude, Mister,” I said, my thumbs tapping and hitting the send button before I could think about what I was saying.

I felt like an idiot as soon as I sent it. Here I was trying to get him to…

Well, I wasn’t sure what I was trying to get him to do. Only that I wanted something out of him. I think he wanted something out of me. I was pretty sure I knew what we both wanted, and all this dancing around it was pissing me off.

I waited for his response. And I felt a little bit of the old mean girl as I waited. That had been her sending that response.

“You’re feisty,” he finally sent. “I like feisty, Denise. It’s going to be so much fun getting you in my studio.”

I paused. I wondered what I should say to that.

There was a part of me that said I should just call this whole thing off. That he was fucking with me, and there was no point in indulging him.

Only…

Well, there was still that part of me that was deeply curious about exactly what I was signing up for.

“So should we set up details or what?” I sent.

“I thought you’d never ask, Denise,” he sent. “Let’s get started.”


Chapter twelve

Plans


“Well hello there, sailor,” Denise said as I stepped through the door.

I paused, looking around and wondering if I was on a hidden camera or something. I was pretty sure that wasn’t even a thing that happened anymore. Unless maybe she’d started a YouTube channel where she was going to do stupid pranks and she’d decided the first person on her list was her husband.

Which seemed totally out of character for my wife, but stranger things had happened.

“What’s going on?” I asked, putting my work computer bag on the kitchen island and settling down on one of the stools next to the thing.

“Why does anything have to be going on, darling?” she asked, her eyes going wide as she batted her eyelashes at me.

“You’re acting weird,” I said.

“Am I?” she asked.

She was in one of the plain robes she liked to wear around the house. There’d been a time when she walked around in nothing but her underwear, but we’d gotten a couple of notes from the next door neighbors about how it might be a good idea for her to close the blinds or wear a little more clothing.

That sent a little thrill through me thinking about that. My cock twitched.

Okay. Why was that happening? At the time that had been just an amusing anecdote, but now…

Well, it seemed like every time I thought about someone else paying attention to Denise, particularly when I thought about somebody looking at those hypothetical pictures she might take with that Trevor asshole, I couldn’t help but think about how hot it would be.

“So I do have something to tell you,” she said.

“You do?”

“I do. It should’ve arrived in your inbox right around the time you got into the garage.”

“In my inbox?” I said, glancing down to my work laptop in the bag.

That was the first thing I thought of when I thought about something arriving in my inbox. It felt like it was a nonstop barrage of emails hitting me all day long. But that’s why they paid me the big bucks.

Heavy sarcastic emphasis on “big bucks.”

“On your phone, silly,” she said, biting her lip and letting out a little giggle.

“Oh. My phone. Right,” I said, staring down at the thing. I opened it up and then opened my email. There was a little red dot on the top corner that said I didn’t check my email nearly as often as I should.

I figured if it wasn’t work email then it wasn’t important. It’s not like anybody ever sent me a message on my personal email. No, that was mostly junk mail, and I was always way too busy with work stuff to sift through junk mail.

Only I was very interested now. I opened it up, and sure enough there was an email from Denise right at the top.

No. Scratch that. It wasn’t just an email. It looked like she’d forwarded something to me. Something from Trevor Anderson photography.

My heart skipped a beat as I stared at that name. It was a confirmation she’d made an appointment with him.

I looked up at her. I licked my lips. I could scarcely believe this.

“Did you…”

She was biting her lip and grinning. She looked like she loved every minute of this.

“I did,” she said. “What do you think?”

I hopped off the stool and wrapped her in a huge hug. Which, incidentally, also meant pressing that incredible body of hers up against mine.

“That’s incredible, baby!” I said, and then I frowned. “But what changed your mind?”

“I mean you kept talking about how hot it would be,” she said with a shrug. “So I figured why not give it a try? If it turns out I don’t like it then the worst that happens is Trevor has some pictures of me in lingerie he can jerk off to for all of eternity.”

My cock stirred again. It was rock hard in an instant. Denises eyes went wide, and then she looked down.

“Well hello there, sailor,” she said, her eyes darting down and then moving back up to me. “To what do I owe this pleasure?”

“It’s nothing,” I said, perhaps a little too quickly.

“Are you sure about that?” she asked, arching an eyebrow and cocking her head to the side. “Because if I didn’t know any better, I’d almost think you were getting hard thinking about him jerking off to pictures of me in lingerie.”

I watched my wife closely. Like really watched her. Because I was still close enough that I could feel the way she started to shiver as she said that.

“Denise? Is there something you aren’t telling me?”

She quickly turned away. She moved over to the other side of the island and pretended to rearrange things there, though it’s not like there was much of a mess for her to be rearranging.

“What gives you that idea?” she asked.

Her voice held such a practiced innocence that I knew there was something going on.

“Denise…”

She looked up at me, and then she sighed.

“I don’t know if there’s anything going on, it’s just that…”

I waited, wondering if she was going to come out and say it herself. I figured it was better if she said whatever it was that was bothering her rather than me trying to pull it out of her. Only that moment stretched on and on.

“Is there something you want to tell me, Denise?” I finally asked.

“It’s just that the conversations we’ve been having have been a little… Suggestive.”

Again I felt that familiar jolt in my cock. Coupled with a strange surge in my gut. Like right behind my bellybutton and right above my dick. It was a primal urge. Something that went to the very core of my being. Something that had my cock begging to know more, even as there was also a part of me that was terrified about knowing more.

“Define… Suggestive.”

“I mean he keeps texting me, and whenever he does he uses all sorts of double entendres. That kind of stuff.”

“Again… Define double entendres,” I said. “Because I’m really curious about what’s been going on.”

I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised to hear this. I mean I was surprised my wife was going along with it, but I wasn’t surprised to hear that was how this asshole operated.

That was pretty much how I expected him to operate. It was validating and frustrating getting that confirmation considering he was hitting on my wife for me to get that confirmation in the first place.

“Just look,” she said.

I snatched her phone out of her hands. She flinched, and I wondered if I’d been a little too fast. Like maybe she thought I was pissed off at her because this asshole was hitting on her.

That couldn’t be farther from the truth, but at the same time I could totally see where she might think that.

I scrolled up in their messages and frowned.

“This guy’s being awfully brazen,” I said.

“I know,” she said, her shoulders slumping as she looked devastated. I looked up at her and caught her eye.

“Shit, Denise…”

I wasn’t sure what to say. I felt like an asshole for ever making her feel bad about this.

“It’s okay,” she said with another sigh. “I totally get it. You have every right to be pissed off at me for texting him like that.”

“I mean I don’t see that you’ve done anything wrong here, Denise,” I said. “It looks like he’s being an asshole, but we already expected that from him, right?”

“Right,” she said, but it was in a quiet voice.

Her cheeks colored. Like she really had been kicking herself over this conversation. I felt like an ass all over again.

Here she’d come to me acting all excited that she was going to get these pictures taken. I knew she was doing it for me.

Okay, maybe she was doing it for herself, too, but it was also for me.

And I’d made her feel bad. Not to mention I felt a bit of panic. Because if I made her feel bad about this then there was a good chance she’d decide to never do something like this again.

“I’m really not mad at you, Denise,” I said. “Actually…”

Now it was my turn to trail off and not say anything. I turned to stare down at her phone.

There was that strange twisting feeling down in my gut again. That roaring feeling that said what was going on here was wrong even as that feeling also said it was all so very right.

She stared at me. Her eyes darted back and forth. Then she smiled just a little. Not much, but it was enough to make me feel better.

“What’s going on, Shane?” she asked.

“I know it’s kind of silly, but I think it’s actually kind of hot that this asshole is talking to you like that,” I said.

I glanced up to her to try and gauge her reaction. It felt like a shitty thing to say. This guy was hitting on my wife and there was a chance she didn’t want it, and here I was talking about how hot it was.

But I figured there was also a chance she was into it. She’d been responding to him, after all.

“Oh really?” she asked.

“Yeah, really,” I said, grinning. “I mean this is a guy who didn’t have a chance with you back when he was obsessed, right?”

“To put it mildly,” she said. “And I think he’s still very much obsessed.”

“And here he is shooting his shot. He thinks he has a chance with you. He thinks you’re going to be the same as all the other women who go through his studio. That he’ll be able to pull this seduce and destroy routine on you the same as he has every other woman.”

I don’t know if I was talking for Denise or for myself at that point. But my cock was getting harder and harder. Like we’re talking I felt like I was about to blow a load leaning against the kitchen island, and I’d definitely never even bought the kitchen island a drink before.

“Yeah, it is kind of hot, isn’t it?” she said.

I blinked. Okay. A surprise, but at the same time… Well, I think both of us were on the same page here.

I put her phone down and stared at my wife. There was a question burning inside me.

“So I think what we have to ask ourselves now, Denise, is what do we do with this now that we’re both in agreement that it’s kind of hot this asshole is hitting on you?”


Chapter thirteen

Outfits


Iblushed as I looked at myself in the mirror. It’d been a long time since I’d worn lingerie like this.

I felt bad about that. Like it took me deciding to get some pictures taken by a guy who might as well be a total stranger, for all that we’d grown up together, for me to do this kind of thing for my husband?

I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. Then again, it was just one more complicated mix of emotions to add on to all the other complicated mixes of emotions I’d been feeling ever since all this craziness started.

“What’s the holdup, babe?” Shane called.

I blushed, looking myself up and down.

This lingerie was unlike anything I’d ever worn before. In the past I’d gravitated more towards things that looked like a one piece swimsuit. This was more like regular underwear, only it had butt floss in the back and I wore garters on my thighs.

And I looked damn amazing, even if I did say so myself.

“Hold your horses,” I shouted back. “It takes time to look this good!”

“You’d looked good no matter what,” he said.

“You’re supposed to say that. You’re my husband,” I said. “If I’m going to look good for someone like Trevor the camera toting Lothario then I need to look really good.”

“Are you kidding?” he shouted. “You’re his crush from school. He’s probably been choking the chicken thinking about you for years now. You could show up in a burlap bag and he’d be all about it!”

I inspected myself in the mirror again. I shivered. He was right, of course. Trevor was a sure thing. The guy had probably been fantasizing about me since the first time he learned how to jerk off.

Like I didn’t know if I was the inspiration for his first nocturnal emission, ew, but I was willing to bet he’d gone through a lot of tissue thinking about me over the years.

I smiled as I looked myself up and down. Yeah. I looked damn hot. I didn’t care that Andrea was my competition. She could eat her fucking heart out. I was fucking Denise.

Though that had me blushing. It was an interesting choice of words. Would he be fucking Denise before this was all said and done?

I just didn’t know. But I was open to the idea. And from the way Shane had been acting, it seemed like he was open to the idea as well. Maybe.

“Okay, I think I’m ready,” I finally said, giving myself another quick up and down in the mirror.

“Fucking finally!” Shane called out.

“Hey, Mister,” I said, allowing some of the snippiness I felt to come to my voice. “If you want to do this then you’re going to have to be patient with me. Got it?”

“Yeah, I’ve got it,” he said. “I’m sorry. I just feel like a kid on Christmas morning here.”

“I bet you do,” I said, rolling my eyes.

I moved over to the bathroom door. It was closed. I didn’t want to run any risk giving him a glimpse of paradise before I was ready.

“Are you ready?” I asked.

“You know I am,” he said.

I took a deep breath and let it out in a sigh. Then I stepped into the room and did a quick twirl.

I was rewarded with an appropriate reaction from my husband. I’d worried he might not like it, but the more I thought about that, the more ridiculous it seemed.

Of course he was going to like this outfit. He’d always had the hots for me. That was the whole fucking reason he’d married me, wasn’t it? Well, it was part of it. A marriage didn’t work on having the hots for someone alone, after all.

I licked my lips as I stared at him.

“So do you really like it?” I asked.

His eyes bugged out. He licked his own lips. He looked me up and down.

“Do I like it?” he asked. “That looks fucking amazing on you!”

“Thanks,” I said, blushing.

I mean I knew on one level that I still had it. Still. It was nice to get confirmation from my husband that I still had it.

“The real question is, is he going to like it?” Shane asked.

I bit my lip as I stared at my husband. I still couldn’t believe we were doing this.

Trevor claimed it was all part of his process. That he had to know what I had available and what I wanted to use in the photo session.

I got the feeling he was using this as an excuse to add some material to his spank bank, but strangely enough Shane and I had really gotten into the idea.

Like I was surprised at how much my husband had gotten into the idea of sending pictures of me wearing lingerie to a man he’d never met before. Like Trevor hadn’t even been at the reunion for him to get that kind of surface little connection with the guy, and now here he was enthusiastically getting ready to take pictures of me to send to this guy who was definitely going to jerk off to them.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked, suddenly unsure about all this.

“I mean… Are you sure you want to do it, Denise?” he asked, staring at me intently.

I bit my lip. I knew the answer to that question. The problem was the answer to that question and how I thought I was supposed to answer that question were two very different things.

I was supposed to be a good girl. I was supposed to say I didn’t want to do this. Both because that wasn’t what good girls did, and because it was with another man, and the whole thing seemed so wrong.

But I also couldn’t deny how I felt. I couldn’t deny that this was something I wanted. So I figured why deny it?

“I want to do this,” I said.

“Me too,” he said, grinning.

“Do you have any idea how weird that is?” I asked.

He shrugged. “It might be weird, but my dick is hard. And men have been willing to do a whole lot of strange shit in the name of their dick getting hard you know?”

I rolled my eyes. “Don’t I know it.”

Though I could hardly complain that he was doing all this strange shit because his dick was getting hard. I was getting to have a hell of a time after all. How many husbands would be okay with their wives doing something like this?

“So how are we going to do this?” I asked.

“I think you should go stand in the alcove again,” Shane said, licking his lips as he stared at me. “That seemed to work well the last time around.”

I frowned. That had worked well the last time around. Only Trevor hadn’t acted all that impressed by the lingerie I’d worn for those pictures. Which had prompted me to go on a mini shopping spree getting a couple of different kinds of lingerie to up my game.

It felt ridiculous doing that. That it only took a hint of disappointment in a text message from a man I hadn’t been interested in back in the day for me to go on that shopping spree.

Still. I couldn’t deny that it felt hot in my new lingerie. Not to mention Shane had been more than willing to let me go on that shopping spree. I guess I should go shopping for skimpy underwear more often. He didn’t complain once.

“There we go,” Shane said. “I’m going to snap a simple picture.”

“Probably a good idea,” I said.

He grinned. That had been another sticking point with the last set of pictures we sent over to Trevor. He’d complained that the person taking the pictures obviously didn’t know what they were doing.

It’d been fascinating watching Shane deflate. Like he’d thought the pictures he took were pretty damn good, only to have an actual professional tell him they were shit.

I almost would’ve felt bad for my husband, but the whole thing was pretty damn funny.

“There we go,” he said. “Now turn around a little.”

“Of course,” I said, raising my hands up and doing a little twirl.

I felt a naughty energy as I did that twirl. I still couldn’t believe I was doing this. That I was putting myself on display for Trevor of all people. I also couldn’t believe my husband was going along with this so enthusiastically, but I wasn’t complaining.

Shane snapped away at his phone. I walked over and looked at the screen. He was texting Trevor.

That was another thing about all this that felt just a touch weird. That he’d be having a conversation with Trevor about all this stuff.

But again it was hot, so I just went along with it. I guess I was doing the equivalent of a guy thinking with his dick. I wasn’t sure there was even a term for when women did that, but whatever.

I opened my mouth slightly, wondering what the verdict was going to be. It took entirely too long for Trevor to respond, for all that I’m sure I immediately got his attention when he saw who was texting.

“Looks good. Bring that one.”

I blinked. That was it? That was all the approval he was going to give us?

“Damn,” Shane said. “This guy is a harsh judge, isn’t he?”

“You’re telling me,” I groused.

“Is something wrong?” Shane asked, turning a worried eye on me. “Because if you want to stop this, we can stop it right now.”

“It’s not that,” I said, letting out a frustrated growl. “It’s just that he would’ve killed for pictures like this once upon a time, and now he’s acting so judgmental about it.”

“Oh,” Shane said. “Yeah, that is kind of funny. Almost makes me want to remind him.”

“No, don’t do that,” I said, perhaps a little too quickly. “The last thing we want to do is piss him off, right?”

Shane hit me with a secretive little smile. The kind of smile that said he’d known me long enough that he knew exactly what I was thinking.

“Yeah, we won’t do that,” he finally said, still hitting me with that grin.

“Okay, I guess it’s time to go to the next one,” I said, disappearing back into the bathroom.

The next one was a bright red number. A series of straps that ran all over my body and barely covered anything. Like the kind of thing you might’ve seen on the cover of an old lingerie magazine that came out in the years before the Internet when guys needed something to jerk off to that also had plausible deniability if their wives asked them about it.

I stepped back out again, and again Shane looked me up and down, though he let out a wolf whistle this time around.

“That’s incredible!” he said.

“You like it?” I asked.

Though I felt a burning shame as I asked him if he liked it. Because I wanted to know if he liked it, sure, but at the same time…

I realized that more and more I didn’t care about whether Shane liked it. No. I cared more whether or not Trevor liked it. After all, he was the one who’d be taking the pictures. He was the one we were trying to impress.

We were trying to impress him. How fucked up was that?

Shane held the phone up. “Assume the position, babe.”

And so I did just that, smiling at him as I moved over to let my husband take a picture of me so I could send it to another man who I desperately wanted to fuck.

I blinked. Surprised at that revelation. But I guess it was a moment of radical honesty with myself.

Damn. What was happening here?


Chapter fourteen

Turned On


Ilicked my lips and stared at Denise. That outfit was something else.

It looked sort of like the thing Sean Connery wore in that ridiculous old science fiction movie back before he had his career renaissance in the mid to late eighties. Only it looked a whole hell of a lot sexier on my wife than it ever looked on Mr. Connery, with apologies to one of the late greats.

I took a few pictures and hopped over to my text messages.

My cock was as hard as a diamond. I tried to think of the last time I’d been this hard, and I was coming up with a big fat nothing. No, there was something magical about seeing my wife dressing like that. Something intense. Something about sending a picture to another man and knowing he was loving it. Knowing it was probably fulfilling some sort of lifelong dream for him to see her like that.

I shivered. And then I sent the picture, waiting for his reaction.

It felt ridiculous to be sitting here waiting for another man to judge my wife in her lingerie, but here we were.

“Do you think he’ll like it?” Denise asked, cocking an eyebrow as she looked at me from across the room.

I looked up and locked eyes with her. That look was pure sex.

“I think he will,” I said. “It’d be hard not to love that look on you.”

“Yeah, you’re supposed to say things like that,” she said. “You’re my husband, remember?”

“How can I forget?” I said. “But still. He’s going to love everything you’re doing.”

“Maybe,” she said.

She looked down and away. It was surprising, but she almost seemed self-conscious about all this.

She was usually so confident. She knew she was hot. She never second-guessed herself. Only that’s what she was doing now.

“You okay, babe?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I mean I never would’ve been the type to second guess myself before. Especially with someone like stupid Trevor. Only…

“Do you want to tell me what’s really going on here?” I asked.

Only I didn’t get a chance to answer the question. No, we got a message from Trevor. I looked down at his message.

“Holy shit.”

I grinned.

“What?” Denise asked.

I held my phone up and give it a little wiggle. “I think you just got the reaction you’ve been hoping for from this guy,” I said.

“What are you talking about?” she asked.

She grabbed the phone out of my hand and stared at it. She looked worried at the beginning, but the more she stared, the more her eyes went wide and a smile slowly started to spread across her face.

“Is that what you were hoping for?” I asked.

“Something like that,” she said, that grin never leaving her face. “I knew that guy was full of shit.”

“Is that what was bothering you?” I asked. “That he wasn’t reacting like you wanted him to?”

“I knew he had the hots for me for years,” she said. “I knew he wanted me. Then he started pulling this whole indifferent routine and it pissed me off.”

I blinked. Okay. Talk about a surprise. I’d never known Denise to act like this before, but this whole scenario was revealing a different side of my wife I’d never seen before.

“Damn. You’re really getting into this, aren’t you?” I asked.

That naturally led to questions of why she was really getting into this. Why she cared so much what this guy thought of her.

“I mean I guess,” she said. “Is that really so bad?”

“Not at all,” I said. “I’m just surprised to see this competitive streak coming out in you.”

“What’s to be surprised about?” she asked. “I need to show that I’ve still got it, and that I definitely have it more than stupid Andrea.”

I licked my lips. I thought of some of the pictures Andrea took. The camera definitely loved her, and so far I’d only seen pictures of my wife in a cell phone camera. I was well aware that wasn’t exactly the most flattering way to take a picture.

Of course there was also the elephant in the room. If that asshole was the one taking the pictures then naturally the two of them might get up to something. Now there was an intriguing thought.

“What?” she asked.

“I was thinking about how much I’m looking forward to seeing pictures of you done by this guy,” I said.

“Bullshit,” she said, grinning at me.

“What?” I said.

“You had that look like you were about to say something and then thought better of it,” she said.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“Sure you don’t,” she said.

The phone buzzed again. It was still in her hands. I looked down at it in anticipation.

“So are you going to answer that?” I asked.

She looked down at the phone. She seemed to finally remember why we were even having this conversation in the first place. Another smile played across her face.

“What’s he saying?” I asked, trying to sound casual and indifferent and not sure I was doing a good job of it.

“He’s asking if we can take more pictures of me in that outfit,” she said.

I took the phone from her. I stared at it. My cock throbbing in my pants. God I wanted more of this.

“No,” I tapped out, and then I sent it.

I blinked. I was surprised I’d sent that. I was surprised I’d reacted like that considering where this whole flirtatious game had been going.

“What did you do?” Denise asked, frowning as she stared at the phone.

“If he wants to see you in that then he can wait and see you when he’s taking pictures,” I said with a shrug. “Right now I get to enjoy you in that thing.”

There was another pause.

“Seriously?” he sent.

“Yeah, seriously,” I tapped out. “You’ll get your chance during the photo session. Until then you can wait and be patient and think of me having a good time with my wife.”

I hit send. Denise let out a surprised yelp.

“What are you doing?”

“What does it look like I’m doing?” I said, grinning at her. “You’re fucking hot, and I wanted to see you out of that thing!”

“I don’t know about that, Shane,” she said. “It might ruin it. This is the kind of lingerie that’s a one and done sort of thing.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, frowning.

Because that sounded an awful lot like she wasn’t going to let me get to enjoy her in that lingerie. I really wanted to enjoy her in that lingerie, damn it.

“If you get cheap lingerie from a cheap lingerie store made up of shitty material like this then it’s really more for looking. Not doing.”

“What kind of asshole would make lingerie that was for looking and not doing?” I asked.

There was another pause. The phone buzzed. I looked down, and my veins turned to ice at Trevor’s response.

“Enjoy her while you can. Because soon she’s going to be all mine.”

I groaned. I couldn’t help it. There was something about that text that went straight to that place in my gut. It had it twisting in a most delicious way.

“What did he say this time?” she asked, snatching the phone.

Her eyes darted across the screen. Again she smiled. It was another one of those secretive little smiles. A smile that said she really enjoyed the idea of being all his during a photo session.

Then she looked at me and her face changed back to an impassive look almost as quickly as the smile had appeared. Now that was really interesting.

“Looks like he has high hopes for our photo session,” she said.

I licked my lips. I didn’t think it was a good idea for me to say what was going through my mind. It seemed like the kind of thought that could get me in serious trouble. Especially if I was reading the situation wrong.

Then again, it also seemed like the kind of thing that could get our marriage in trouble if I was reading the situation right.

“Seems to me you have high hopes for the photo session too, babe,” I said.

There. I’d said it. It wasn’t exactly an accusation, but at the same time it wasn’t exactly not an accusation, either.

“What do you mean?” she said.

Her eyes darted down. Like she was staring at my cock. Which was still tenting up in my pants.

The moment felt charged. There was an energy crackling between the two of us.

I licked my lips.

“What exactly are you hoping for from this photo session?” I finally asked, figuring it was best to just get all of this out there.

She stared back at me. She blinked a couple of times.

“What exactly are you hoping to get from this photo session?” she asked right back at me.

“Oh no,” I said. “No reverse card on this one. I asked you first, so you need to answer first.”

She sighed. “Damn it.”

Silence stretched out between us. It stretched out long enough that it was starting to get annoying.

“Well?” I finally asked when it didn’t seem like she was willing to say anything. She sighed again.

“Does it really matter?” she asked. “No matter what I actually want from this thing, I’m going to go in there, he’s going to take some pictures and drool over me, and then I’m going to go home and he’s probably going to jerk off over everything before he sends us some tasteful pictures.

She climbed up on the bed as she said that, her knees to either side of me as she straddled me. And it was impossible for her not to notice my hard cock sticking up and out and pressing up against her when we were in that precarious position. She looked down, licking her lips.

“Oh my. It certainly seems like you’re excited.”

“Yeah, look at you in that lingerie,” I said, taking her in. “What asshole wouldn’t be excited to see you dressed like that?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “I get the feeling this has to do with way more than you seeing me in some skimpy lingerie.”

“What makes you say that?” I asked.

“Because you’ve been acting weird about this whole thing,” she said.

She started grinding against me. It was a subtle motion at first, but I was so keyed up, so turned on, that even a subtle motion was almost enough to push me over the edge. Like we’re talking it was to the point that I had to reach down and put my hands on her hips and pull her up so she wasn’t grinding against me quite so insistently.

“Is something wrong?” she asked, biting her lip.

“No, nothing’s wrong,” I groaned. “I’m just afraid you’re going to push me over the edge.”

“Would that really be such a bad thing?” she asked.

I cocked my head to the side and stared at her.

“What?”

“Weren’t you the one who was just telling me this lingerie was to be seen, not used?” I asked.

She bit her lip. “I suppose that depends.”

“Oh yeah? On what?”

“On whether or not you want to be the one to use me in this lingerie, or if you want to wait and see if somebody else gets to use me in this lingerie.”

She blushed as she said it. She bit her lip. She’d never looked more sexy than in that moment. I groaned again, and I had to take a couple of deep breaths to keep from blowing a load in my pants right then and there.

Holy shit. She was still beating around the bush just a little, but at the same time she’d just come pretty close to saying what I think we were both thinking.


Chapter fifteen

Truths


Icouldn’t believe I’d just said that. I got caught up in the moment. And I been so confused. I’d been thinking about Trevor, about how hot it would be.

I mean on the one hand he was a hot guy, don’t get me wrong. And the whole naughty photographer thing was the sort of thing that would get any woman hot and bothered. Or I figured it would get most women hot and bothered.

But there was something deeper going on here. Something about the history the two of us had.

He was hot, sure, but he’d also had the hots for me for like forever. And there was something that stroked my ego about the thought of getting to finally fulfill that fantasy for him.

I knew the two of us were doing this whole fantasy back and forth thing right now, but I stopped. I pulled myself up and off of my husband. Just a little. Just enough that he wouldn’t be getting the friction he so clearly desired.

He looked up at me, obvious confusion in his eyes.

“Wait, what are you doing?”

“What does it look like I’m doing?” I asked, grinning and cocking an eyebrow. “You might not act like you’re sure about this, but your cock is telling a different story.”

“Wait. What kind of story is my cock telling?” he asked.

“Oh come on,” I said. “You’ve been going on about me taking pictures with Trevor. Now you’re going to act like this isn’t about what we both know it’s about?”

He licked his lips. He hit me with a serious look. All the smiling and grinning was gone. No, shit was getting serious.

I know we’d been dancing around this issue, but I guess it was time to put all the cards on the table.

“What are you saying, Denise?”

“Well, you’ve basically been accusing Trevor of being a fuck boy this entire time, right?”

He frowned. “What’s a fuck boy?”

“You know, I’m not even entirely sure what a fuck boy is myself,” I said. “But the impression I get from my girlfriends who are back on the dating scene is it’s a guy who’s only interested in fucking around. Not settling down.”

“Oh. Well that does sound like this guy and what he’s pulling,” he said with a shrug.

“Exactly,” I said. “And I think you’re interested in seeing what happens.”

“Well of course I am,” he said with another shrug. “You’re insanely hot, and the guy is really good at taking pictures. I figured…”

I licked my lips. Okay. I guess I was going to have to really put this all out there. It was frustrating that he kept dancing around this, but we needed to be absolutely clear about what was going on here.

“No. I think you want to see what happens beyond me getting my picture taken,” I said.

He stared at me. He blinked a couple of times. He looked really confused.

“What are you…”

I sighed. “Look. I’m going to just throw this out there. If I let him do this then I’m going to get the whole experience with him. And when I say I’m going to get the whole experience with him, I mean I’m going to get the whole experience with him. I want to make absolutely sure you understand what that means.”

He stared at me. Then he licked his lips. Finally he grinned and shook his head.

“You know, I thought that’s what we’ve been dancing around this whole time, but I couldn’t be sure.”

I breathed a small sigh of relief. At least we were on the same page. Sort of. Maybe. He hadn’t actually said what he thought about me getting the “full experience” with this guy, after all. I’d just admitted that I basically wanted to fuck him.

“I mean it was pretty obvious, wasn’t it?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow at him. “Weren’t you the one who role-played being Trevor while you fucked me?”

“I seem to recall you were the one who called me Trevor first,” he replied. “But yeah. You’re totally right. I guess we’ve been dancing around this so much as we’ve been stomping on it, but we were afraid to admit to anything.”

“Yeah, funny how that works,” I said, grinning.

Then I let out another shiver. Because we were really talking about this.

“So are we really going to do this?” I asked, moving over to sit down next to him.

“I mean… That depends. When you ask if we’re really going to do this, are we talking about what I’m pretty sure we’re talking about?”

“If you’re talking about letting a guy who totally had a crush on me to the point of annoying me get a chance to fuck me now that he’s grown up and got hot? Yeah, I think that’s what we’re talking about.”

Shane laughed again. It wasn’t a laugh that held much in the way of humor, but any left was a surprise considering the gravity of what we were talking about here.

“What’s so funny?” I asked, mildly insulted that he’d be laughing at a moment like this.

“This whole situation is just so ridiculous,” he said, shaking his head. “Surely you see that, right?”

I smiled. And then I started to laugh right along with him.

“Yeah, I guess it is just a little ridiculous.”

“More than a little ridiculous,” he said. “But that nerd is about to have the time of his life.”

“Maybe,” I said.

He kept chuckling.

“What is it now? Because unless that’s nervous laughter, that didn’t deserve this much laughing.”

“Sorry. I just had another thought occur to me. What if we’re wrong?”

I blinked and stared at my husband. “What do you mean?”

“I mean we’ve finally crossed the line after tap dancing around it for so long…”

“Yeah, but it’s important to have clear lines of communication. It’s important to make sure both of us are on the same page.”

“Oh yeah, totally important,” he said. “But there are still so many ways this could go wrong. What if he’s not really the person we’re building him up to be in our minds? What if this is all just part of his method of easing people into getting photographs?”

I frowned, thinking about all the things Trevor had said to me.

“If that is his way of easing someone into the idea of a photo shoot then it’s a pretty funny way of doing it. Not to mention he’s kind of opening himself up to a sexual harassment claim.”

“Yeah, I suppose you’re right,” Shane said. “But what if he talks a big game, but he’s not really able to close?”

I shivered. Something told me Trevor had no problem closing any deals with the ladies these days.

“What would give you that idea?” I asked.

“Aren’t you the one who said he was a huge nerd back in the day? What if he never lost that lack of confidence? What if he talks a big game, but when you get down to it he’s still the same guy at his core that he was back then?”

“Then I guess I’m going to have to seduce him, aren’t I?” I said, grinning at my husband.

It was so matter of fact. But Shane seemed to like it if the way he shuddered was anything to go on.

“I’m surprised we’re even talking about this so casually,” he said.

“I know, right?” I said. “Like this is the last thing I ever thought I’d be talking about when I saw those pictures of stupid Andrea.”

“Is it too late for me to look up Andrea?” he asked, hitting me with a big grin. “It seems like if you’re having fun then I should get to have some fun too, right?”

I reached out and hit him with a smack.

“What was that for?” he asked.

“You know exactly what that was for,” I said, rolling my eyes again. “Besides. I don’t think she’s going to be at the photo session.”

“Too bad,” Shane said, still grinning. “I mean we know how she decided to take revenge on those jocks with beer guts at your reunion. I’m sure it’d be totally hot if she decided to take a little bit of that revenge on you, too!”

I rolled my eyes. Though a little shiver ran through me as well.

I’d always appreciated the ladies. Maybe they were fun to look at. Maybe I’d made out with some of my friends back in college.

Okay, so maybe there was one night when I stumbled back to the dorm with a girl I’d been going to a couple of parties with. She tasted like cigarettes. She said I tasted delicious, too, but she wasn’t talking about the cigarette smell.

And I’d been too cowardly to return the favor that night, but I’d thought about it occasionally while I was giving myself a hand. Like it wasn’t a cornerstone of my fantasy life or anything like that, but it was definitely one of those fascinating “what if” scenarios in my life.

I pushed that thought away, though. That was a long time ago, I’d been a little drunk, and I told myself it wasn’t the kind of thing that was going to happen again.

“What was that all about?” Shane asked, his eyes narrowing as he stared at me.

“It was nothing,” I said, really not wanting to talk about that old memory. Not right now, at least.

I’d never brought it up with Shane. Neither one of us had ever really gone into our body count. Though I wondered if that was going to change now that he seemed to be so intrigued by the idea of me with another man. Maybe he’d want to hear about my past.

“You say so,” he said with a shrug. “But you’re sure you want to do this?”

“Why wouldn’t I?” I asked.

“You were the one who was just talking about how we need to have clear lines of communication, right? Well I want to make sure you actually want to do this. That you’re not just doing it because you think that’s what I want or something.”

I leaned in and hit him with a peck on the cheek.

“Oh honey,” I said, shaking my head. “I’m never going to do something just because you want me to do it. I’m only ever going to do something like this because it’s something both of us want. You’re sure it’s something you want?”

“Totally,” he said. “I never would’ve been able to articulate this even a couple of weeks ago, but the idea of that guy being so hot for you is really hot. I want to see where this goes.”

I grinned. I leaned in and kissed my husband again. He wanted to see where this goes.

Honestly? Even in that moment I wasn’t entirely sure it was going to go anywhere. Like the idea that I’d go to a photo session with Trevor and this would actually go anywhere seemed ridiculous.

He was a professional, after all. For all that he’d been really unprofessional in his texts.

But still. There was always that possibility, and it looked like we’d just opened the door way wider than ever.

I couldn’t wait to get to his photo studio and see what was going to happen!

Shane leaned in like he was going to give me a kiss, but I reached up and put a hand over his mouth before he could do it. Which earned me a frown.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Didn’t I just get done telling you I’m not letting you enjoy this lingerie?” I asked.

“Well yeah, but I but that was all part of the fantasy or something,” he said, still frowning. “Not to mention you acted like I could enjoy it if I wanted to.”

“Oh no, Mister,” I said. “This is for Trevor, and only Trevor. You never really had a choice. I just wanted to make you feel like you did.”

“Okay, but we’re still going to have sex, right?” he asked.

I tapped a finger against my lips. I thought about when my photo session was with Trevor. Then I thought about doing a little bit of delicious torture with my poor husband.

“Actually, no,” I said, leaning down and wrapping my hand around his cock. I gave it a squeeze, but only a squeeze.

“I think I’m going to let you wait it out. Anticipation makes everything more fun, right?”

Shane rolled his eyes and groaned. “You’re terrible.”

“And yet something tells me you’re going to be thanking me before this is all said and done, babe.”

At least I hoped so. There was also a very real possibility this was going to end in divorce. I hoped that wasn’t the case, but you never knew. We were playing with fire, after all.


Chapter sixteen

The Studio


Ipulled my car into the parking lot and put it into park. Then I looked in the rearview mirror. Finally I looked all around.

My gaze finally settled on what I assumed was the “studio.”

It didn’t look like much. Like I don’t know what I was expecting from a photographer’s studio, but this wasn’t it. No, it looked like somebody’s house that hadn’t even been refurbished. Like when you get a residential part of a town that’s slowly being converted into commercial, until you get to the point where people run out of new places to build so they give up and start putting their businesses in old houses.

I looked down the street and saw a gas station and a couple of tall buildings where there was new construction, but around here it was just a bunch of old houses with business signs out front.

“Okay, Denise,” I said, staring at myself in the rearview mirror. “You can do this. You can totally do this.”

I took a deep breath. I held it. Then I held it for a little longer. I held it until my lungs burned.

Then I finally let it out.

I forced myself to get out of the car. One step at a time. My brain screamed at me that every step I took was a terrible idea. Every step I took was one step closer to destroying my marriage.

Even if Shane and I had discussed everything I was doing here. Even if he knew what I was doing.

I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was a big difference between talking about doing something like this and actually going through with it. I couldn’t quiet that little voice in the back of my mind that whispered Shane might be okay with this hypothetically, but having it happen for real was very different.

Then again, maybe not. He’d had a tent pitched in his pants all morning. Like that thing wasn’t going away. We’re talking it was the kind of thing where if he’d taken Viagra then he would’ve had to go to a doctor already to make sure there wasn’t anything wrong.

He also hadn’t been able to keep his hands off of me. Like he was trying to get in one last moment with his wife before I went off to whatever was going to happen here today.

I shivered. Whatever was going to happen here today.

I reached the door. There was a small sign out front. Nothing fancy. This was the kind of business where you had to know it was here before you visited, after all.

Anderson Photography.

Goosebumps rose all over my body. A tiny shiver ran through me. Anderson Photography. I was here.

I pushed the door open. A little bell jingled. I smiled. How delightfully quaint. Then I took a deep breath and stepped inside.

Even the inside of the place looked like an old house that’d been hastily converted to a photo studio. I stood in a sitting room of all things. Because that’s exactly what it was. There was even old wallpaper from like fifty years ago still on the wall. Like he hadn’t bothered to replace it.

I frowned. I don’t know what I was expecting when I agreed to a photo session, but this wasn’t it.

“Denise?”

A shiver ran through me. I recognized that voice, of course. It sounded similar to how he’d sounded back when we were in school together.

Only different. It was a touch deeper. There was something about the growl to his voice that had me shivering. That reached down to right behind my bellybutton and had a longing starting there that went right between my legs and then up through the rest of my body to all points in between.

I turned away from the shitty wallpaper and stared at him. Then I smiled.

Okay. That was definitely Trevor. The one I recognized from his pictures. He had nothing on the guy I’d known in high school.

There was something about the way he carried himself. A quiet confidence that hadn’t been there back in the day.

And oh damn did he look amazing. Those broad shoulders. The muscles. He wore a tight fitting black T-shirt that showed off everything.

“Trevor?” I asked, suddenly unsure of myself.

I mean sure here was the man who was in those pictures I’d been drooling over. Here was a guy who bore a vague resemblance to the Trevor I knew way back when. Like if Trevor had a hotter older brother then I figured this is what he’d look like.

“None other than,” he said, letting out a low throaty chuckle.

That had me shivering again. I wondered if he’d started smoking at some point to make his voice deeper. Or if that was something that happened when you worked out a lot and got hot? And why was I focusing on these stupid thoughts rather than the beautiful snack of a man standing in front of me?

I looked at my bag, then held it out.

“So do you have a changing area or something? I brought some outfits.”

He looked at the bag and licked his lips.

I blinked. Okay then. When he looked at that bag it was with some of the same old hunger I remembered from way back when. It was nice to know I still had it. Seeing him standing there like that had sucked all the confidence out of me, but some of it was coming back.

I was motherfucking Denise, damn it. And I wasn’t going to let Trevor of all people make me feel like I was anything less than who I was.

“I think we can talk about that in a minute,” he said with a smile. Then he gestured towards the back of the house. “Please. Come into my studio.”

“Sure thing,” I said.

He stood at the entrance to a narrow hallway, which necessitated me brushing up against him as I tried to move past. Judging from the way he grinned he’d totally done that on purpose.

Though I couldn’t bring myself to be too mad about it. I was looking for an excuse to brush up against him. I was glad for the opportunity.

I moved down the long hallway and stepped into a wider room. Like it looked like somebody had taken out a good chunk of the first floor, and…

“Wow,” I said, staring at the place.

“Like what you see?” he asked, coming up behind me.

And when I say he came up behind me we’re talking he was right there behind me. His body was right up against mine.

My instincts told me I should press my ass against him. Feel if there was a hardness there waiting for me.

I didn’t do that. I had some measure of self-control. For now. Still. It was hard not to press back and see if he was hard.

I reminded myself who I was. Where I was. What I was doing here.

I needed something to focus on that wasn’t Trevor. That wasn’t how he was pressing up against me. So I focused on the room instead.

“This is pretty impressive what you have here,” I said, looking around.

It was the opposite of everything I’d seen in the front room. The place was modern. Sleek. There was a minimalist design to everything, and there were several obvious stations where photographs could be taken. Complete with those flashes that looked like big weird umbrellas.

“Yeah, I know it’s a surprise coming from he front entrance,” he said. “I finally got successful enough to be able to afford to buy a place outright. I wanted to get into the downtown area, but I wanted something I could mold the way I wanted. So I went with one of the old houses. I’ve been meaning to redo the front, but it was enough of a task getting all this taken care of.”

“I see,” I said.

I looked around the room again. Then finally my eyes came to rest on the bed at the other end of the room.

The thing was covered in all sorts of lace and other ridiculous bullshit. The sheets were a perfect white, but there was also a cabinet off to the side where it couldn’t be seen while he was taking pictures. I was willing to be there were probably sheets in there considering I’d seen all the colors of the rainbow when I was looking at his work online.

Also? There was a door to a room near the back of the house that contained a washer and dryer. I wasn’t a betting woman, but if I was then I’d be willing to bet he spent a lot of time washing those sheets after his photo session.

“Looking at the bed, are you?” he asked.

Maybe it was my imagination, but I thought I felt something down at my side. Only when I looked down there his hand wasn’t anywhere to be seen. If he had been putting his hand there then it’d only been for a moment.

I licked my lips. This was getting pretty intense pretty damn quick.

“Do a lot of photographers have beds in the middle of their studio?” I asked, turning to look at him.

The look he hit me with was intense. Like we’re talking it was the kind of look that would’ve had me taking a step back, only I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction. I didn’t want him to know the effect he was having on me, damn it.

“I mean photographers in my line of work usually have that sort of thing, yeah,” he said, grinning at me. “You can’t really do boudoir photography if you don’t have a bed to make it look like you’re in a bedroom.”

“Oh,” I said.

I’d been expecting him to come up with some bullshit, but that actually made sense. Kind of.

“So do you convince a lot of your subjects to get into bed?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.

Now I was doing the thing. Using coded language to try and get his attention. He didn’t react much, but his eyebrows definitely shot up. Just a little. So small and I wouldn’t have noticed if I hadn’t been watching him with laser focus trying to see if I got any sort of rise out of him.

I didn’t look down to see if I was getting a rise out of him down there. No, I kept my eyes firmly on him.

“Yeah, a lot of the time,” he said, looking me up and down and not bothering to hide what he was doing. “I find that a lot of women I work with can’t wait to get into bed.”

I shivered. Okay. He had to be doing that on purpose. The only problem was I loved what he was doing, and I didn’t want it to stop, damn it.

“Yeah, well we should probably get started,” I said. “I only have an hour, right?”

“Actually I went ahead and blocked off the whole afternoon for you,” he said, again looking me up and down.

He didn’t quite go so far as to lick his lips in anticipation, but it felt like he was looking at me like a piece of meat he was getting ready to devour.

“Oh yeah? So am I getting the friends discount or something?” I asked.

“You’re getting the Denise discount,” he said.

Again he was right there staring down at me. Again there was that smoldering intensity in his eyes that said he was enjoying being close to me. That he was looking forward to whatever was about to happen.

“The Denise discount?” I asked.

“You’ll find out,” he said, pointing off to another door at one end of the room. “You can go and get changed in there.”

I stared at him. He stared at me. He was inches from me. I felt the heat radiating off of him. I looked at his muscles and then back up to lock eyes with him. The barest hint of a smile passed across his face as he stared at me.

Then I blinked, and the spell was over. For the moment. Though I didn’t think he was done weaving his spell over me. No, not by far.


Chapter seventeen

Hiding Out


Ipaced back and forth wondering what the fuck I was even doing here. On the one hand it was hot and I was glad I was getting the opportunity to be here for this.

On the other hand? I got the feeling this asshole was enjoying lording it over me that he was going to get with my wife. I got the feeling Denise would be upset if she had any idea I was here.

This was supposed to be her moment, after all. Just her and Trevor and whatever the fuck was going to happen between the two of them. She’d been positively bouncing off the walls as she got everything ready to go earlier, and I’d been smiling and pitching a tent watching her as well.

Now, though…

I paused and looked around at the place. I was in a room that looked like it’d been a bedroom once upon a time. Back when this was a house where people lived and not a converted photo studio.

There was a mirror along one end of the wall. It was a two way mirror so I could see everything happening in his studio, but anyone who was out there couldn’t see what was going on in here.

Not that there was much going on in here. There was a ceiling fan overhead that was turned off. From the dust gathered on the thing I got the feeling there weren’t many people coming in here to use this room. There was a chair that was comfortable enough, but I didn’t feel like sitting in a chair right about now. There were also a couple of bar stools in front of the mirror so whoever was watching the show could have a seat.

Which would seem to indicate this wasn’t the first time something like this had happened if he was planning for it. I wasn’t sure what to think of that, but it’s not like I was doing much thinking either way.

No. There was too much nervous energy pumping through me. All I could do pace back and forth and think about all the choices that brought us to this moment in the first place. Every decision we made was a little brick in a wall that led to this moment.

Trevor and Denise stepped into the room. My breath caught. She wasn’t in anything all that special, but it was Denise so she looked gorgeous no matter what she wore.

Maybe I was biased, but I thought she looked beautiful no matter what. Even when she wasn’t wearing makeup and she was in a T-shirt and shorts, which was her preferred type of pajamas.

Though she always wore tight fitting T-shirts and shorts, which was always the kind of thing that got me going. Today she’d definitely picked an outfit that made her look good.

I was pretty sure she’d done that on purpose. That she was showing off for our new friend. That she wanted to make sure she looked her best because she still thought she was in competition with Andrea.

Even though it’s not like Andrea was around for her to be in competition with her anyway.

That was a shame. If this was a porno then Andrea would show up out of nowhere and seduce my wife and this would really go to some interesting places, but this wasn’t a porno and I didn’t think that was the kind of thing that was going to happen.

They were talking about something, but I couldn’t hear what was going on out there. I don’t know if he was accepting advice about his current setup, but I’d mention that it would be nice if he had some way for people to listen in on the photo session in addition to being able to see what was going on.

Not that I was looking any gift horses in the mouth.

He moved closer to her. So close he was almost right up against her. She had her bag at her side that held all the lingerie she was planning on wearing at their photo session. I shivered staring at the thing, wondering how far they’d even get into the photo session before it all got to be too much for him and he finally got down to business.

I also thought about everything that brought us to this moment. How he’d texted me out of the blue and asked me how much I loved my wife, and how much I wanted to see what was going to happen during their photo session.

That’d been one hell of a surprise. I mean I know I’d been texting back and forth with the dude, but I didn’t think that back and forth was ever going to lead to him letting me watch what was going on.

It was a little weird. I mean the whole thing was weird to begin with, but it was really weird that he seemed to be so oddly insistent about me watching what was going on with my wife. Like he was trying to prove something or… I don’t know. I really didn’t know what the fuck was going on here.

The whole thing was so fucking weird to begin with. I was in uncharted waters here. I didn’t know what to think about any of this.

I did know my cock was throbbing as I watched him coming up behind my wife. He was almost on the verge of pressing against her, but he stopped at the last moment.

That was probably for the best. She didn’t exactly tense when he got that close, but it definitely looked like she wasn’t sure what to make of him getting so close.

Then her eyes squeezed shut, and I realized that no. She knew exactly what to think about this guy pressing up against her. I guess we’d talked about this and fantasized about it and I knew in some detached part of my brain that there was always a possibility something was going to happen, but it was very different seeing it actually happening right in front of me.

I took in a sharp breath as they talked. She looked over her shoulder at him, and there was no mistaking that look. That was the kind of look she usually only gave me, and it had my cock twitching.

I reached down to touch myself, but then I stopped before I really get going. Sure it was hot watching her looking at him like that, but I worried I was going to come too quickly if I touched myself. We’re talking I was operating on a hair trigger, and I didn’t trust myself not to blow a load if I touched myself.

“What are you doing, Denise?” I muttered.

A part of me was pissed off at what she was doing. Again it was one of those things where we’d talked about it and pretty much come out and said that if she showed up here today there was a good chance she was going to fuck the guy…

Only talking about it when my dick was hard and we were fucking was way different from actually seeing it happening right in front of me.

Also? It didn’t help that she hadn’t so much as touched me for the past week. She’d made it clear we weren’t going to do anything while she was waiting for her appointment with this guy, and it drove me wild.

I think she was doing that to deliberately torture me, and boy had it worked!

Finally she looked down to the bag again. I knew it had all the lingerie she’d been shopping for lately. Maybe I let her go a little overboard with that shopping. Maybe some of that stuff had been way more expensive than I would’ve figured for something that amounted to a couple of straps covering her strategically in places that allowed for maximum sexiness.

I didn’t care. If she was willing to go out shopping for sexy clothes then I’d be willing to take out a second mortgage on the house if it meant getting to see her in that stuff!

Finally he pointed to a door on the other side of the room. Presumably that led to yet another bedroom he’d left in place when he knocked out all the walls to create his studio. It really was clever the way he’d remodeled the place by getting rid of a couple of walls to create this space.

Then she was gone. He looked around the space for a moment, then over to the two way mirror I was hiding behind. He hit me with a grin and a thumbs up.

I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do. Did I need to stick my head out and let him know I was fine with everything? I wasn’t sure I was fine with everything going on here, though if my cock was anything to go on then I guess I was okay with it?

I didn’t want to risk Denise sticking her head out and seeing me. I knew she’d be pissed off that I was hanging out in here, for all that I felt pissed off that she was finally going through with this.

For all that I also knew it was all kinds of fucked up that I was pissed off at her for finally going through with this. I was the one who encouraged her at every step of the way, after all.

I wondered if Trevor was going to come over and have a chat with me, but instead he started messing around with his photography equipment. He messed with one of those flash things that looked like an oversized umbrella. He messed with a couple of the cameras, and finally he looked up.

I held my breath. The door to Denise’s room was opening. Thought she must’ve said something and then decided she wasn’t coming out just yet, because she didn’t actually step into the studio.

My cock twitched again. She had to be doing a tease. I had no doubt the guy was standing there thinking about the hot outfit she’d been in. The one with the straps that barely covered anything.

Though I didn’t think she was going to start with that one. No, part of the torture this week had been her telling me in excruciating detail exactly how she was going to torture Trevor when she got the chance.

She’d talked about how she was going to start slow. Wear some of the more chaste bits of lingerie she’d bought. Which was a ridiculous thought considering there was no such thing as chaste with any of the lingerie she bought, but what the fuck ever.

The door closed again. Trevor looked over to the mirror and shrugged as though to say “what are you going to do?”

I wondered if he’d dealt with women trying to seduce him before, or if he was the one who was always doing the seducing. I knew from talking with Denise that she was fine with either one, but there was something hot about thinking about this guy trying to seduce her.

Especially considering seducing my wife had no doubt been on his sexual bucket list for a few years now.

Finally the door opened again and my breath caught, wondering what was going to happen now. I dreaded what was about to happen. I couldn’t wait for what was about to happen.

I honestly didn’t know what to think. My brain told me this was a bad idea and we were risking our marriage, but my dick was telling another story as it throbbed and screamed that it was time for my wife to rock this guy’s world!


Chapter eighteen

Sexy Dress Up


Istared at myself in the mirror. I didn’t have anything on. Not a stitch.

I thought about just walking out into the photo studio like this. I figured it was the kind of thing that would work.

What was that sitcom where they talked about someone pulling the Naked Guy? Just taking all your clothes off and seeing what happened?

That was the kind of thing that was funny when they were talking about it in the context of a sitcom, but probably not nearly as funny when you were talking about the real world. That seemed like the kind of thing that could get the cops called on you if you weren’t careful.

But this was different. I looked myself up and down. I looked for any hint of sag. Any wrinkles. Anything that might show I wasn’t the same as I’d been back in my teen years.

I didn’t see anything like that. Shane always liked to joke that I’d aged like a fine wine, but as I checked myself out in the mirror I didn’t think that was a joke.

No. I looked damn good. As I ever had. And I figured if I walked out there like this then it would be more than Trevor could handle.

The only thing that stopped me was that Shane was expecting to get some sexy pictures of me in lingerie. That was the whole reason we were doing this in the first place, after all. I figured it would be pretty fucking suspicious if I came back home without any pictures.

As much as I wanted to get down to business.

I shivered again. Then I pulled out the first set of lingerie. This was a bra and underwear along with a garter with some nets. Basically the kind of thing you think of when you imagine a stripper doing her thing on the stage, but I was far from a stripper.

I was someone’s wife. I wasn’t supposed to be even considering doing something like this, but it seemed like Shane was into it and I was definitely into it so it’s not like I was going to stop.

I sighed and looked at myself in the big mirror Trevor put in here. There were a couple of chairs to sit on and a bench where I could lay out my stuff. He’d also put up a bunch of hooks on the walls which made it convenient to put everything up and figure out what I wanted to wear first.

Not that there was much choice. I brought three outfits, and there was the big one hanging there in the breeze waiting to be used.

I shivered. That thing was just a couple of strips of fabric. I wondered if we’d even get to that one. Would he have the self control to wait until we got to the big finish?

I looked myself up and down again after I’d pulled on the bra and panties with the garter. Yeah. I looked damn good. Way better than Andrea ever looked, damn it.

I walked over and opened the door just a little. Just enough to see Trevor standing there staring at his camera. Though the moment the door opened he looked up, and I almost laughed. He looked so eager to see whatever was happening with me.

“Are you ready?” he asked, licking his lips as he stared at me.

I opened the door a little bit. I didn’t want him to see me before it was time for the big show, after all.

“Almost,” I said. “Are you ready?”

“Oh I’ve been ready for years, Denise,” he said, grinning at me.

“Why Trevor,” I said, blushing despite myself. “You’re being awfully forward.”

“Yeah, well can you blame me? I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t been fantasizing about getting with you for years, Denise. Is there really any point in lying about it?”

I bit my lip. God there was something hot hearing him admitting to that. Then I shook my head and pushed those thoughts away. I’d known he was carrying a torch for me for years. It’s not like it was a huge surprise to hear him admitting it.

“Yeah, I’ll be right out,” I said.

I closed the door and took a couple of deep breaths. I looked to the bench where I’d put my clothes. I could still put them back on and get out of here. I’d go home and maybe Shane would be disappointed I hadn’t gone through with it, but at the same time I was being faithful to my husband so it’s not like there was much he could say about it.

But I wasn’t going to do that. I knew I wasn’t going to do that. Trevor knew I wasn’t going to do that. Wherever he was, Shane knew I wasn’t going to do that.

I opened the door again and stepped out. I felt Trevor’s eyes on me, and my first instinct was to blush and look away.

I don’t know why that was my first instinct. I looked damn good. There was no need for me to get all self-conscious.

So I owned it. I threw my arms wide and grinned at him.

“So what do you think? Is it everything you’ve dreamed of?”

I turned to look at him when he didn’t say anything. His mouth was open wide, and his eyes were equally wide. They roamed up and down my body, and again I felt just a tad self-conscious.

Only a little. Because damn did it feel good having his eyes roaming up and down my body like that. He shifted a couple of times, and then he did that thing guys do that they don’t think we know about where he tried to adjust himself without looking like he was adjusting himself.

When I looked down my own eyes went wide. Because it was pretty obvious what was going on down there. He had something rock hard tenting in his pants. He grinned and blushed when my eyes moved back up to search his.

“Yeah, so I guess I wasn’t expecting… this,” he finally said, his voice catching as he said it.

“You weren’t expecting what, Trevor?” I asked, biting my lip and doing a quick twirl so he could get a good look at everything.

When I turned back around there was something odd about the way he was staring at me. Because he was staring at me, sure, but his eyes also darted over to the other side of the room.

I followed his gaze over there, but there was just a mirror. Sure it gave him a nice view of my ass, but whatever. It’s not like he needed to look at me in the mirror when I was standing here in the flesh.

He looked down at his camera again. I remembered him doing that back in high school, too. It was a vivid memory that was burned into my mind.

I’d asked him if he wanted to take a picture of me. I’d been making fun of him, of course, because I thought it was the funniest thing in the world to act like he had a chance. That I’d ever be interested in letting him take a picture of me.

I’d thought the idea was ridiculous at the time, but I guess my chickens were really coming home to roost now.

Finally he looked up at me, and it was that same intense gaze he hit me with that day. I shivered.

“Are you ready, Denise?” he asked.

His eyes traveled up and down my body. I wasn’t sure if he was doing that because he was interested in fucking me, or if it was because he was looking at me like a canvas and he was the painter. He was about to use me.

I shivered again. He was about to use me. Were we doing phrasing? Because that was a loaded phrase if ever there was one.

“Yeah, I’m ready, Trevor,” I finally said.

“Good,” he said. “Because we only have all afternoon, right?”

We only had all afternoon. An intense feeling spiked through me.

“So where are we going to start, Trevor?”

“I was thinking we could start right over there,” he said, pointing to the opposite side of the room from the bed. I tried to hide my disappointment. I wasn’t supposed to be disappointed that we weren’t going directly to the bed.

That was a good thing. We weren’t going to do something both of us might seriously regret. Still. I couldn’t help but feel that disappointment. I guess a part of me hoped maybe we were going to get right down to the fun, but so much for that.

The station he went to was a bunch of gauzy curtains. It looked like he could pull them in and out for all sorts of different color combinations. He took a moment to fix some of the lighting as I stood in front of the white curtains. Finally he took a look at my outfit.

“The black lingerie isn’t a good look, Denise,” he said, and this time he was all business. There was no hint of the lust he had to be feeling. No. He was one hundred percent professional.

“I thought you might like it,” I said.

“I don’t know that I’d say I don’t like it,” he said, frowning slightly as he gave me a once over. “It’s kind of basic bitch, as far as lingerie goes, but it still works. There’s a reason the classics are the classics, after all.”

“Hey,” I said, feeling insulted that he’d be so casual about insulting me. Had he really just called me a basic bitch?

“I don’t mean to insult you, of course,” he said, smiling and snapping a couple of pictures as I glared at him. “I’m just saying. There are certain things I see coming through my studio all the time, and this kind of lingerie is one of them.”

“I worked up a lot of courage to put something like this on for this photo session,” I said, my voice quiet and slightly weak as I said it.

“Yeah. They always do,” he said, smiling and snorting.

Again I resisted the urge to feel annoyed, but that feeling was definitely there. He was treating me like I was the same as every other woman who ever came through this place. How dare he? My nostrils flared and my eyes went wide, and still he was snapping away with his stupid camera.

“You’re taking pictures of me getting pissed off at you?” I asked, frowning.

“Of course,” he said, looking at me and hitting me with a gaze that was full of smoldering intensity. “I’m supposed to capture the moment, Denise. That means capturing everything. Even the parts where you’re pissed off at me because you think I’m trying to neg you or something.”

I frowned. I didn’t even know what the fuck that meant.

“Whatever,” I said. “We should probably keep going, right?”

“Of course,” he said. “So you studied the pictures with Andrea, right?”

“I did,” I said after a moment of hesitation.

“Good,” he said, still smiling. “Then you know the one where she had her hands up over her head? She was grabbing hold of that little knot right above you and had her hips just so?”

I frowned again. I didn’t want to admit that I’d been looking at those pictures. That I’d been studying them close enough that I knew exactly which one he was talking about. That seemed like it would be giving something away.

I couldn’t deny it, either, as much as I was starting to feel a strange emotion as I stood here.

I wasn’t turned on so much as I was pissed off. I was almost unsure that I even wanted to go through with all of this. Which was a big disappointment considering all the buildup it took to get us to this moment.


Chapter nineteen

Easing In


“That’s it, Denise,” Trevor said, smiling as he snapped a few more pictures. “Just like that. You’re a natural at this.”

I was conflicted. On the one hand I was pissed off that he was insinuating I might not be good at this. I bet he didn’t do that with Andrea.

On the other hand…

Well, I was also excited. He said I was good at this. That was stroking my ego. I had a pretty good idea of exactly what he was doing. Exactly why he was doing it. That didn’t stop me from loving every moment of it, though.

“Now move your hands down to your shoulders, Denise,” he said. “I need a smoldering look.”

I put my hands down to my shoulders. Though it struck me that I didn’t know how to do a smoldering look. No, the only kind of posing I’d ever done for a camera was sticking my lips out in a duck face, and even that was more of a joke because so many other girls in school did that exact pose.

It was cruise control for awesome. Hold the camera up above your face. Jut out your lips in a sexy pout. Make sure to push the girls out so everybody got a good look at your tits.

Yeah. That was the stuff. Only something told me it wouldn’t be a good idea to try something like that with Trevor. He was a professional, after all.

He glanced across the room again. I looked over. Again there was just that mirror. I didn’t know what was so special about the damn thing. Maybe there was a photo station over there he wanted to use next?

I thought I remembered Andrea taking a picture in front of that mirror. Maybe he was thinking of some of the pictures he was going to take of me over there.

Then again, maybe not. Maybe he was just distracted by the sexy.

“Focus, Denise,” he said, snapping his fingers in front of me.

I turned and glared at him. My eyes narrowed. Had this asshole really just snapped his fingers at me? Like I was his servant at his beck and call or something? Who the fuck did he think he was?

Then I gave him an up and down. Really got a good look at him. And I realized he knew exactly what he was. He was the sexy asshole who was taking pictures, and I was a very willing participant.

“I’m focusing,” I said, trying to hide my irritation.

“Are you sure about that?” he asked, arching an eyebrow as he stared at me.

He didn’t even have to ask. No, that eyebrow was all it took. That sent a shiver running through me. I hated that he could do that with just a look.

“Yeah, I’m sure,” I said.

“Good. Now keep your hands up there. That’s a good girl.”

Again I hated the way I reacted. A shiver ran through me. A surge of something ran through my body. I was a good girl.

Fuck. Was he really doing this to me?’

I licked my lips as I stared at him. Then I tried to give him the best and most sultry look I possibly could. I wasn’t sure if I was doing it right, but from the way he grunted I think it was working.

“Yeah, that’s it, Denise,” he said. “I always knew you’d be able to really work the camera if I ever got a chance with you.”

“Oh really?” I asked, and now it was my turn to arch an eyebrow at him. “So are you saying this is the kind of thing you’ve been dreaming of?’

He looked at me and the barest hint of a smile played across his face.

“You’re Denise. Of course I’ve been dreaming about this,” he said, then he chuckled. It was a low throaty thing. “Of course I never thought I’d actually get a chance to get with you like this, but I definitely like it now that it’s happening.”

I licked my lips and stared at him. God he was so hot, and it was even more hot hearing him talking about how turned on he’d been thinking about me over the years. I wanted to jump him right now.

Okay. I guess I’d gone from being pissed off to turned on all over again. I wasn’t sure what was up with that. Just that he was blowing hot and cold, and it was really doing a number on me.

If I didn’t know any better, I’d almost think he was doing that on purpose. That he knew the effect he had on me, and he was trying to fuck with me.

Then I pushed that thought away. It was a ridiculous thought, after all. He couldn’t possibly know what he was doing to me, as hot as it was.

He snapped a few more pictures. His camera clicked away. I stared right at the lens.

“That’s good, Denise,” he said. “Now I need you to lean up against the wall. Put both your hands up against it.”

I turned and looked at the wall. There were those gauze curtains on either side of me. I wasn’t sure what exactly he wanted me to do, but I did know that I wanted to please him. I wanted to do everything right.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

In an instant he was there. Right behind me. He was close enough I felt his body heat rolling off of him, and I shivered despite that heat.

“Like this, Denise,” he said.

And then his hands were on either side of me. I guess he’d put the camera down since he was using both hands.

They were on mine. He put them against the wall. His breath was hot on the back of my neck. Maybe it was my imagination, but I almost thought I felt something brushing against my ass.

I almost jumped at that, but I managed to keep it under control. Barely.

If that was his cock…

No. I was going to go along with the photo session. I wasn’t going to allow lust to cloud my judgment this early in the game.

I needed to have some pictures, after all. Shane would be pissed if I came out here without anything to show for it, wouldn’t he?

“There you go, Denise,” he said. “Now I need you to stick your ass out for this picture.”

“You what?”

“You heard me, Denise,” he said, his voice that low throaty chuckle all over again. “I need you to stick your ass out. You have a very nice ass, Denise. Wouldn’t you agree?”

I bit my lip. Honestly? I would agree. I did have a very nice ass. It’d been nice back in high school because I’d spent so much time working out, and I’d kept it nice in the years since because I spent plenty of time in the gym.

I didn’t want to be like some of my friends who’d lost it. The kind of woman who needed a filter on her phone to recapture her youth.

“Fine. I’ll stick it out,” I said, waiting for him to move.

Only that moment never came. He stayed right there. I wondered what he was up to. He didn’t say anything, and then it hit me.

He wanted me to stick my ass out while he was right there behind me. While his cock was there ready to brush against me.

A delicious shiver ran through me. Oh fuck yes. There was something incredibly hot about that.

“Fine. Here we go,” I said, biting my lip again.

I pushed my body out. Brushed my ass against his cock. There was no mistaking what I was brushing against. No, that was definitely his rock hard cock pressing into me.

I let out a moan without thinking . I wasn’t thinking about a whole lot of anything in that moment. No, the only thing I could think was how amazing his body felt pressing against me.

I started moving my ass in a circular motion, and then pressing into him. Really getting a feel for that cock brushing against me.

Maybe it was my imagination, maybe it was that it’d been so long since I’d had another man grinding against me like this, but he felt bigger than my husband.

That was interesting. I wondered what Shane would think of that. Would he be upset? Would he be turned on?

I just didn’t know.

But I kept pressing against him. One of his hands wrapped around me. Started to move up and down my stomach.

Finally he moved up and cupped one of my breasts. I still had the lingerie in between us, but it was still so damn hot. I couldn’t believe he was running his fingers and hands all over me like that.

I opened my mouth and let out another moan. I couldn’t help myself. Everything about this was just so damn hot.

I didn’t want it to stop. I was ready. He could take me now. Maybe I was being a slut. Maybe I was throwing myself at him. Being just like all the other women who’d ever gotten a chance with him.

I didn’t care. It felt too good. I was overcome with lust.

I pressed back against him, and I was surprised to realize I was building towards something. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d built towards something this intense just from dry humping someone, and yet here we were and…

He pulled away. I opened my eyes and stared at the wall and a set of curtains in front of me. I blinked a few times.

“What the fuck?” I asked, wheeling around.

He stood there like nothing had happened. He didn’t so much as give me an up and down. No, he reached out and grabbed his camera and held it up. He snapped a couple of pictures as I glared at him, pissed that he was ending the fun before it’d even started.

I’d been so damn close, and I was going a little crazy.

I’d decided I was going to torture Shane by not letting him get what he so obviously wanted. The only problem being that meant I wasn’t getting anything from my husband this week because I wanted him to stew. Which meant that by the time I came over here I was so turned on and ready to go that I would’ve thrown myself at Trevor no matter what.

Only there he was staring at me. Maybe there was the barest hint of a smile playing across his face. Maybe he looked like he was amused to see me ready to throw myself at him.

The asshole. I couldn’t believe he’d done that!

And yet… As I stared down at his cock I also couldn’t help but think how hot that’d been. How I’d be willing to do just about anything to do that with him again. Maybe do more than just dry humping.

Okay. Who was I kidding? I was definitely willing to do way more. I couldn’t wait for it.

“So are you ready to continue, Denise?” he asked, holding his camera up and giving it a little wiggle. “Because if you need some time to take a breather that’s perfectly okay.”

My eyes narrowed in irritation. Like hell was I going to take a breather. Not with how hot things were getting.

“No. I’m good,” I finally said, barely managing to hold it together as I glared at him.

“I’m glad to hear that, Denise,” he said, holding his camera up. “So let’s do this.”


Chapter twenty

Guest Star


Istared at Denise doing her thing with this Trevor asshole. She was right up against that wall, and he was pressing against her.

He even got bold. He was running his hands up and down her body. Grabbing her breasts.

I shivered. I wondered how many times he’d dreamed of getting to do that with my wife. And now here it was happening, and I wasn’t doing anything to stop it.

I wondered if that meant there was something wrong with me. I mean what kind of guy watches his wife getting felt up by another man and gets off on it rather than bursting into the room and doing something about it? But I didn’t dare do anything about it.

No. My cock was calling the shots, and right about now my cock was telling me this was the hottest fucking thing I’d ever seen. I couldn’t stop it even if I wanted to.

I think it was that conflict that made it all the sweeter.

“Fuck yeah, Denise,” I whispered. “You’re doing it. You’re really doing it!”

It looked like they were really getting into it, too. I wondered if they were going to forget all about the photo session.

I’d be a little disappointed if that happened. I was really looking forward to getting those hot pictures. Also? If this asshole thought I was going to pay him exclusively for the privilege of fucking my wife then he had another think coming. I wasn’t going to let him get away with some bullshit like that.

Even though it was hot. I wanted those pictures, damn it. But I wondered if it was even possible to get those pictures done.

Was that even a thing that would happen if they both got so hot and bothered that they couldn’t stop trying to fuck each other?

It started slow at first. Her moving her ass back. But she was really grinding against him now. It was really turning into something intense now.

“Yeah, fuck her,” I muttered, even though I knew they weren’t fucking. Not quite yet, at least. “Grind against her, you asshole.”

They were really getting into it now. Getting into it to the point that I wondered why they weren’t just giving up on the whole dry humping thing and getting down to fucking. They were both grown ass adults, after all. It’s not like they had to tiptoe around what they both wanted to do, but that seemed like exactly what they were doing.

Then I heard something from behind. I blinked, wheeling around. And I saw something I hadn’t noticed when I came into this room.

Admittedly when I first came in here I hadn’t been paying all that much attention to the room. No, I’d been more interested in that two-way mirror. In the possibilities that opened up for the fun we might have tonight. I’d been so excited at the idea of being able to get a look at Denise and everything she was doing that I hadn’t bothered to look around at the rest of the place.

And so I was surprised to realize there was a motherfucking door over on the other side of this room that looked like it’d been a bedroom once upon a time. There was a deadbolt on the door, and it became pretty clear pretty fucking fast that somebody on the other side had the key.

That had me panicking. I didn’t want somebody to come in and put a stop to the fun. I knew my first thought should’ve been for my wife and her privacy, but my first thought was mostly for me and how I didn’t want the show to get interrupted.

And if somebody came in here then that was going to interrupt things, damn it.

“What the fuck?” I muttered.

The door finally swung open. I blinked. And then I realized I totally recognized the person standing there in that door.

“Andrea?”

She stepped inside. She wore a trench coat of all things. Which looked ridiculous on her. But at the same time it also looked damn sexy. Like she was the kind of person who could really pull off a trench coat.

Now there was a thought I never thought would go running through my head, but here we were.

“Shane!” she said, that smile getting even wider. “I wondered if you’d remember me.”

I licked my lips as I stared at her. She wondered if I’d remember her? Only she had a look that said she damn well knew I’d remember her. I got the feeling most men who came into her life had no trouble remembering her.

That wasn’t the kind of body a man forgot easily.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, looking her up and down again.

She was the last person I expected to see in here, and yet there she was standing in front of me live and in the flesh. A surprise, to be sure, and I wasn’t sure that it was a welcome one.

“What’s the matter?” She asked with a wink. “I can’t come to see my boyfriend at work?”

“But I’m not your boyfriend,” I said.

It sounded stupid even as the words left my mouth. But I was so flummoxed by seeing her standing there that I guess I was saying a bunch of stupid bullshit.

She threw her head back and laughed. Though it was a quiet laugh. Like she was worried somebody might hear her out in the main room.

I turned and followed her gaze through the two way mirror. She was looking at that thing like she was well aware how it worked. Which seemed like the kind of thing that should’ve been pissing her off considering she’d done a photo session in there, but now I really started to wonder.

I turned and looked at her. She cocked her head to the side, arched an eyebrow, and hit me with that sexy half smile.

“Are you putting two and two together yet, hot stuff?”

I shivered. Hot stuff. I’d had plenty of hot women talk to me like that before, but honestly? It’d been a little while since I’d had anyone other than Denise call me that. There was a part of me that enjoyed having a beautiful woman calling me hot stuff, for all that there was another voice in my head telling me it was a bad idea to let anyone other than my wife call me something like that.

“Your boyfriend?” I asked.

“Yeah, my boyfriend,” she said, still smiling. “He told me you’d be in here. He arranged everything.”

I turned and looked through the two way mirror again. I thought about how weird Denise had been acting about all of this. I thought about how she’d been talking about Andrea trying to take revenge on her by fucking me.

It’d sounded ridiculous when she was saying it. Who tried to take revenge on somebody by fucking their husband?

I mean sure I knew there were probably people out there who acted like that, but I didn’t think it was something that would ever happen to me. No, that sounded like the kind of thing that would come from that ancient Jerry Springer show where all the crazy people got into fights.

I only really knew that show from watching Austin Powers. Then I’d looked up and read about it. The nineties were a wild time.

“So Trevor is your boyfriend?” I finally asked.

“I knew you were a smart boy,” she said, moving across the room towards me.

I shivered watching her moving. That was a body that was built for sin, and she seemed to know it if the way she smiled as she sashayed across the room was anything to go on. I could see her hips moving despite wearing that baggy coat.

She was like a sexy Colombo. Then I blinked. There was a phrase I’m sure nobody had ever uttered ever. Unless maybe we were talking about Peter Falk’s wife or something. And I was getting distracted, because I still didn’t understand what the fuck she was doing here.

“Wait,” I said, trying to think it all through. “So Trevor is your boyfriend.”

“Yeah, that’s what I said,” she said, cocking her head to the side and hitting me with a worried look. “Are you sure you’re okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I said, shaking my head and trying to clear it. “I just… I don’t understand. What are you doing here?”

She shrugged. And I also realized that she was pressing up against me. I don’t know how I’d been so distracted that I missed that, but this was a day for firsts. She looked up at me and licked her lips as she smiled, and her eyes moved up and down my body, leaving no doubt what she was thinking of as she stared at me.

“Come on, Shane,” she said. “I thought the two of us had a special connection when we met at the reunion. Don’t you think?”

“I mean we chatted and everything,” I said. “But that’s it. The only special connection I have is with Denise.”

“Oh yes,” she said, a shadow passing across her face as her eyes darted over to that two way mirror. “Perfect fucking Denise. Everyone’s favorite. The queen bee of the school.”

“Um… Maybe?” I said. “Honestly I don’t really know a whole hell of a lot about what things were like for her in high school. I do know she seems to regret whatever happened between the two of you.”

I threw in that last bit to try and make her feel better. Though if the way she scowled at me was anything to go on, I don’t think it did a very good job of making her feel any better.

I was pretty sure Denise would be pissed off at me for getting in the middle of whatever was going on here, anyway, but I was so surprised to see Andrea in here and learn she was dating Trevor that I was having trouble dealing.

“Oh come on,” she said, shaking her head and laughing. “Are you trying to tell me you never heard any of the stories from back in high school?”

I licked my lips. It seemed like everything that happened back in school was just as prominent in Andrea’s mind as it was in my wife’s. It really made me wonder what the ever loving fuck had happened between the two of them back then that there seemed to be so many scars and wounds that’d lasted for so long.

“Not really?” I said, not sure if that was the right answer. “She doesn’t really talk about high school a lot. I honestly don’t think it’s something a lot of people think about once they graduate.”

At least it wasn’t something I ever thought about after graduating. Admittedly it seemed to be a thing for these three, though. I was starting to wonder if I was the weird one.

“Come on, Shane,” she said, brushing past me until she was standing at the window. She sat on one of the stools. “Are you going to watch, or what? Because we’ve been putting in a lot of work to make this extra special for the two of you!”

I licked my lips as I stared at her. Even in a trench coat she looked damn sexy. I could see the curves of her body. Not to mention I knew what every one of those curves looked like considering I’d seen plenty of pictures of her on Trevor’s website.

Though what I saw online and what I was seeing in person were two very different and very sexy things.

“Um… Yeah,” I said.

I decided not to say anything about her mentioning stuff they’d planned for the two of us. That was weird, but I figured we’d get to it eventually.

Right now I just wanted to sit next to her and watch my wife, if I was being honest. Sure there was a sexy woman right beside me, but there was an even sexier woman in the room, and she was doing the kind of things I never would’ve imagined when we walked down the aisle together.

And I couldn’t wait to see where this was going, even if there was a quiet nagging voice whispering in the back of my mind that there was something very interesting going on here with Andrea.


Chapter twenty-one

Performance


“Okay, Denise,” Trevor said, taking a few more pictures. “This should be perfect for this outfit.”

I looked up at the ephemeral curtains all around me. Then I turned and looked at Trevor. Finally I looked down at my outfit. It was the bra and bottoms with the garters around my legs. Everything was black, and I thought it looked simple and delicious.

Sure it was a little tame. Especially by the standards of the stuff I saw the women in his pictures wearing. Still. I thought it looked damn hot on me.

And if the way his eyes kept running up and down my body was anything to go by, he really liked the way it looked on me, too.

“That’s it?” I asked.

He chuckled. “Is there something wrong with that being it, Denise?”

I opened my mouth, and then I snapped it shut. I wasn’t sure what to say to that. My first instinct was to tell him I thought we’d be doing something way more naughty than taking some pictures at this point, but then I realized how ridiculous that sounded.

Not to mention that would be giving things up. I didn’t want him to think I was a sure thing. Assuming things were moving in that direction, which I wasn’t sure of.

“No, that’s fine,” I said, trying to hide my disappointment.

From the way he chuckled I wasn’t sure I was doing a very good job of hiding that disappointment, though. What the fuck ever. He could laugh at me and hit me with those knowing looks all he wanted. I saw the way he was looking at me. The way his eyes kept running up and down my body like he wanted to devour me.

“So what now?” I asked.

My body started to tremble. I tried my best to keep that under control. Only my best wasn’t good enough. Goosebumps had risen all over me, and my body was starting to shiver and shake.

It was a response I always had when things were getting really intense. It surprised me the first time I’d looked at a guy and my body started doing that, and yet here I was doing it all these years later.

I’d never thought it would happen with Shane, though.

“We move on to your next outfit, of course,” he said.

“Oh.”

“Were you expecting something else, Denise?”

Again I opened my mouth. Again I snapped it shut. I glared at him, and he laughed. But I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction. No way.

“I’m fine,” I finally said. “So what outfit do you want me to wear next?”

“Not that one piece,” he said, shaking his head.

“What’s wrong with the one piece?” I asked, insulted that he’d dismiss it with that sort of tone.

I like that lingerie. Sure it wasn’t something I’d used with Shane all that often, but that was mostly because we’d fallen into the old married routine. I was starting to realize we’d started to take each other for granted.

Sure we hadn’t been able to keep our hands off each other this past week. We’d been making out furiously like a couple of teenagers. Especially because we weren’t going to be fucking because that was against the rules while I was waiting for my fun with Trevor. Still. We needed to work and make sure we never took each other for granted again.

“Oh there’s nothing wrong with it,” he said with a shrug. “It’s just that… Well, I think we both know you have something way better waiting in that bag, right?”

“Yeah, I suppose I do,” I said.

I looked over to the door. To that bedroom that wasn’t a bedroom. I thought about putting on that of scandalous lingerie. The piece I’d only put on the one time for Shane, and then I’d refused to break it out again.

It was too bad he wasn’t here to see it. Something told me he’d love to see me wearing that thing again, but he was going to have to settle for seeing me in the pictures.

“Go on, Denise,” he said, nodding to the door.

I jumped and turned to go change. Then I wondered why the fuck I was jumping at his beck and call. Even if there was also something kind of hot about following his directions like that.

I decided I didn’t give a fuck. No, it was hot, and so I was going to go with it.

Going to another man’s photo studio with the intention of maybe fucking him if the opportunity presented itself wasn’t the kind of thing I was supposed to be doing, after all. Yet I was already pushing at that boundary. I figured what did it matter if I pushed at a few more boundaries?

Next to the taboo of stepping outside my marriage, anything else didn’t seem all that off limits.

Okay. Maybe butt stuff. I still wasn’t sure about that. But as I looked at Trevor I also couldn’t help but think I might be willing to go there for him.

I stepped into the changing room and closed the door behind me. I pressed my back up against the door, breathing heavily. It didn’t hurt that I was also thinking about when Trevor had been pressing his cock up against my backside.

I really wished he was still doing that, but he was out there probably preparing for whatever it was next in the photo shoot.

I also took stock of the situation. Honestly? I figured we would’ve been way farther along by now. I figured he wouldn’t be able to resist. Wouldn’t be able to keep his hands off of me. And yet…

I frowned. Was there something wrong with me? Was this not everything he’d been imagining?

I thought about the conversation I’d had with Shane. The one where he wondered if we were reading this whole situation wrong.

Sure it was fucked up to have somebody being a central player in my marriage’s sex life, but considering the circumstances I also hadn’t thought Trevor would mind being cast as a central figure in my sex life.

Now I was doubting that. Only…

There was way his eyes roamed my body. The way he’d been grinding against me earlier. That had happened. I wasn’t imagining things. That wasn’t some sort of weird Mandela effect where I was traveling between different universes and suddenly I’d wound up in one where Trevor was suddenly being the very model of a modern professional photographer.

No. He was into me, damn it.

I walked over and looked out the window. It looked out over part of the parking lot, and then off to one of the side streets that had been a residential street once upon a time.

I wondered about the people who’d lived here. It was the kind of place that looked like it’d been built maybe half a century prior.

What kind of people had lived here back then? What did they think of the way everything was being built up? What would the people who grew up here think of having their house turned into a photo studio, for that matter?

All that ran through my head in an instant, but then I frowned. Because I was staring at the parking lot lost in my thoughts, but as soon as I got out of that funk I realized there was something damn peculiar going on out there.

There was a car out there. A car I recognized even though I’d only seen it once. It’d be difficult to miss. Bright pink. A convertible. I wasn’t sure what brand it was because I’d never been all that great with cars.

Shane told me what it was when we saw it in the parking lot at the reunion, though. Because the reunion was the last place I’d seen it. That was Andrea’s car.

My eyes narrowed. What the fuck was Andrea’s car doing here? All sorts of questions went swirling through my mind as I wondered what the fuck was going on here.

I turned back and looked at the door. My eyes narrowed. There was definitely something fishy going on here. I couldn’t put my finger on exactly what the fuck it was, but it was definitely weird.

“What the fuck…”

I turned and looked out the window again. And that’s when I saw something else that surprised me.

That looked like Shane’s car. It was a light blue Honda civic. The thing that really gave it away was a bumper sticker I’d recognize anywhere. He got it when we went on a trip to the Grand Tetons National Park. It said “Honk if You Love Grand Tetons” complete with an amusing picture of a couple of mountains that looked like…

Well, y’know.

There was no mistaking that car. Again I was left wondering what the fuck my husband’s car was doing out there along with Andrea’s.

I couldn’t shake the sudden overwhelming feeling that there was something going on here. I didn’t know what that something was, but I figured it couldn’t be anything good. My eyes narrowed as I stared between the two cars.

Shane’s car was out there. Andrea’s car was out there. That had to mean something. Both of them were in the vicinity, and the only place they could possibly be was in here with me.

I thought about the layout in here. The place was pretty small as far as houses went, but it was plenty big as a photo studio. With plenty of room. The bedrooms became changing rooms, and it occurred to me that there was another door next to this one. Right next to that mirror.

No. It couldn’t be. Only…

Well, let’s just say I was getting more and more suspicious about what was going on here this afternoon and exactly what the fuck Trevor was up to. And I figured it was time to try and figure some things out. Maybe.

I took in a deep breath and let it out. Then I looked to my bag, and finally I looked over to the door. It was time to put on that outfit, go out there and make a perfect smile, and see what the fuck was happening.

Because there was definitely something going on here. There was no doubt about that. And I couldn’t quiet the butterflies that kept rising in my stomach as I thought about the possibility that both my husband and Andrea were here.

I could understand the butterflies in my stomach knowing Shane might join in on the fun, but I really couldn’t understand the butterflies in my stomach thinking about Andrea being out there.

But I figured there was only one way to figure this out. It was time to start turning their game around on them rather than just playing it.


Chapter twenty-two

Watching


“She’s been in there a long time, don’t you think?” Andrea said, still staring at the two way mirror.

“What’s that?” I grunted.

I turned and stole a quick look at her. Enough to get a look at that amazing body that was hinted at under that overcoat.

Though she immediately caught me looking. It was a simple thing, a turn and a smile, but I was definitely caught.

“Does Denise always take this long to get ready? Like is that a thing that happens to all women when they get married? Is that something I get to look forward to when Trevor and I get hitched?”

I blinked. “When the two of you get hitched?”

“Oh come on, Shane,” she said, turning her head to me, but not the rest of her body, and rolling her eyes. “Are you pretending to be deaf, or do you really have trouble hearing everything that’s going on around you?”

“I’m sorry,” I said, though I wasn’t sure what I should be sorry about. “I’m just not used to a situation like… this.”

“I bet you aren’t,” she said.

“And to answer your question, yes. Denise usually does take time to get ready. It’s frustrating. We always end up being at least twenty minutes late to everything because she never budgets enough time.”

“That makes sense,” Andrea said. “I heard through the grapevine that there were a couple of times when the bus going to an away game almost didn’t make it on time because she was late.”

“Really?” I asked, blinking in surprise.

“Totally,” she said. “They couldn’t leave without the queen cheerleader, now could they?

I chuckled, shaking my head. “I mean that does sound like the Denise I know, for all that it seems like she’s tried to separate herself from everything that happened back in high school.”

“What gives you that idea?” Andrea asked.

I hesitated. I wondered how much of this I should go into. It didn’t seem like it was any of my business, but at the same time…

Well, Denise really had tried to make amends, and it wasn’t fair that Andrea was still giving her shit for it after all this time.

“She tells me she tried to apologize to you and Trevor,” I said.

“Some apology,” Andrea said, rolling her eyes. “She treats me like shit for years. Makes me miserable. And then she grows up, feels bad about it, and she thinks saying sorry because she finally got a little bit of self reflection on what a bitch she was is going to be enough to absolve her of all that?”

I blinked again. Okay. There was way more there than I expected. Clearly Andrea was still carrying a grudge from whatever had happened back then.

I looked out into the main room again. I thought about ending things right then and there. Sure Denise might be a little pissed off that I was here to end things, but I didn’t care. I wondered if she was in a dangerous situation. I wondered if this whole thing was some sort of revenge scheme or something.

I didn’t want my wife to be any part of that shit. I didn’t want her to have to deal with the fallout of all the emotions she was clearly feeling blowing up in her face.

“What are you even doing here today?” I asked, turning on Andrea.

I hit her with a look. I hoped it was an intense look. The kind of look that said I wasn’t going to put up with any bullshit, and I sure as shit wasn’t going to put up with anything that might put my wife in danger.

Andrea blinked and took a step back, which necessitated getting off of the stool in front of the mirror as she stared at me. Okay. I guess the intensity of that gaze was working.

I also noted that her breathing had picked up. She was definitely getting hot and bothered from that look. Damn. I was going to have to figure out how to use a look like that on Denise. Something that would get her in the mood almost immediately.

“Damn. I don’t know how she lives with you,” Andrea said, licking her lips as her eyes traveled up and down, though finally they came to rest where my cock was tenting out in my pants.

I couldn’t help it. She was a beautiful woman, and there was still something about this whole situation that was turning me on. For all that the part of me that was worried about something bad happening to my wife was also calling the shots.

“No bullshit, Andrea,” I said, continuing to stare at her.

Her eyes darted over to the big room. Then she turned back and stared at me. She shrugged.

“So maybe I wanted to get a little bit of revenge on your wife, but I’m sure it’s the kind of revenge both of you would enjoy.”

“Try me,” I said.

“You saw what happened at the reunion, right?” Andrea said.

“I remember you causing a minor scandal that night, yes,” I said. “I don’t see what that has to do with revenge or whatever the fuck it is you’re going on about.”

“So you saw the way I was flirting with Matt and Justin, right?”

I thought back to that night. There’d been those dudes she was flirting with. The guys who showed up wearing their letter jackets that were a little tight on them. Especially around the midsection.

“If those are the two former jocks who let themselves go then yeah, I remember,” I said.

I still wasn’t sure where the fuck she was going with any of this, though.

“Yeah, well… That was a little bit of fun me and Trevor were having.”

I blinked. “A little bit of fun you and Trevor were having?”

“Yeah. He didn’t want anything to do with the reunion, but I really wanted to go. He was going on about how he didn’t feel like he needed to show off to any of the assholes we went to school with, but I needed to. Like you don’t understand how much I needed to do that.”

“I don’t understand any of that,” I said. “Why would you give a shit what a bunch of people you knew when you were a bunch of stupid kids thought about you?”

Again she looked me over. This time she shook her head.

“Yeah, I don’t expect a guy like you to understand,” she said. “You look like the kind of guy who never had any trouble. Never had anybody making fun of you because you were fat. Or you had acne. Or because you were a dork who was into taking pictures.”

“I have trouble believing you were fat or had acne,” I said, again looking her up and down and thinking about those tantalizing curves hidden under that coat.

“Yeah, well believe it,” she said, and all the amusement was gone. I got the feeling I was talking to the real Andrea now. The Andrea who’d concocted whatever the fuck was going on here. “I was both of those back in the day. I got better, obviously.”

“I mean I don’t think that being fat or having acne is necessarily something you get better from,” I said with a shrug. “It’s just how some people are, right?”

“Well it’s not something I wanted to be,” she said. “And it took unlearning a lot of bad habits and a lot of exercise to get where I am today. So don’t discount all that work.”

“I wasn’t discounting it, Andrea,” I said, talking quietly.

Clearly this woman had some issues left over from high school. I didn’t know that I’d be able to help her fix all of them, but I could at least try to help.

“You might consider that everybody was just kids back then. Kids are cruel to each other. Hell. I probably did some cruel things to people without thinking. Shit. I had people who bullied me for being good at sports.”

She snorted. “They bullied you for being good at sports?”

“They did,” I said. “Is that so hard to believe?”

“I mean the assholes I went to school with bullied anyone who wasn’t interested in their stupid sports even though none of them were very good. Like our school hadn’t reached a state championship for a quarter century when we went there. I don’t know why they acted all high and mighty.”

“Yeah, well… Again. Kids are stupid and cruel. I had people who would mock me for it. And then years later I discovered they weren’t really making fun of me so much as trying to connect with me, but they were doing a bad job of it. Like I’m sure there are people who are total assholes in high school, but not everybody is out to get you. And not everybody is out to get you today. Not when we’re all grown adults.”

She glared at me, her eyes narrowing. And then finally she shook her head with a sigh.

“Whatever,” she said. “This is happening one way or another.”

“It isn’t happening if I think you want to do something that’ll hurt my wife.”

She licked her lips as she stared at me. Then she stuck her tongue out and made a motion that was even more interesting.

“Oh but Shane,” she said, her voice a seductive purr. “Don’t you want to see everything I want to do to your wife?”

I shivered. It was a tempting offer, sure, but at the same time…

“No, not really,” I said with a shrug.

She blinked and seemed genuinely surprised.

“You don’t?”

“I don’t,” I said. “If you’re going to do anything to hurt Denise then we’re done here. I don’t care how hot you are.”

I got the distinct feeling she didn’t get that kind of response from guys often. And I figured after everything she’d said it was time for me to twist the knife. Just a little. Just to remind her who I was married to.

Denise wasn’t the only one who could be a mean girl bitch.

“You’re hot and everything, but I get to go home to Denise every night,” I said with a shrug, as though it was nothing.

We’d been talking about how people could be casually cruel to each other. Well I could do that too. I felt a little bad about it, but she was acting like a crazy woman and I figured it was the least she deserved.

“Fine,” she finally said, still glaring at me. “If you must know, I had my fun with Matt and Justin, but it wasn’t satisfying. Both of them had let themselves go, and so it was like shooting fish in a barrel. Of course they’d go for someone who looked like me who acted interested.”

“Well yeah,” I said, figuring I should be honest. “You’re an attractive woman, Andrea. There’s no denying that.”

“Gee, thanks for the sympathy.”

“No sympathy,” I said. “Just the truth.”

“Well anyway,” she said, looking away from me. “That’s when I realized the revenge I really needed. Denise looks even better now than she did back in school. I figured she’d be the ultimate conquest. She still has it. And if I was able to seduce her… Well, that would prove that I had it.”

I stared at her.

“So your plan for revenge was to sleep with the people you hate? Your plan for revenge against my wife is to sleep with her?”

She bit her lip as she stared at me. “Yes.”

Well. Damn.


Chapter twenty-three

The Big Show


Istepped out of the room and blushed. It felt weird to be wearing this in front of a total stranger. Even if it wasn’t the lingerie he was expecting.

No. I’d put on a robe over the thing to postpone the fun for a little longer. Though I didn’t think it was going to take long to lose the robe.

I wasn’t putting that on. Not until I figured out what was going on here. Not until I knew I was back in control. I wasn’t giving it all away to a man who, again, was a total stranger.

I mean he wasn’t exactly a total stranger. I’d known him years ago, after all. But it was still weird knowing I was wearing the kind of lingerie I wouldn’t even wear for my husband aside from that one time.

“What happened to your lingerie, Denise?” he asked, frowning and looking a little annoyed.

“What are you talking about, Trevor?” I asked, staring at him.

It was weird. It was like stepping through that door had a change coming over me. I’d tried so hard not to be the mean girl bitch I’d been back when I was in school. I didn’t like that version of me.

Only…

There was something fucked up going on here. Someone was fucking with me, and I didn’t like it. It was time to fix that.

“Oh I’m sorry, Trevor,” I said, looking at him and blinking. Trying to look sweet and innocent. “Did you want to see me in revealing lingerie or something?”

He smiled. That cocky smile. That smile that said he owned whatever room he walked into.

“That’s sort of the idea, Denise,” he said. “The whole point of this is to take sexy pictures. For your husband.”

There was a pause in between the bit about taking sexy pictures and the bit about it all being for my husband. Like he wanted to highlight that wasn’t what was going on here at all.

“Oh yes, for my husband,” I said, purposely turning and glancing to that mirror I now suspected was a two way deal. Then I looked back to Trevor and arched an eyebrow. He licked his lips, and he looked nervous for the first time since all of this had started.

“Well Trevor, we have a problem here,” I said.

He swallowed. Oh yes. He was nervous, and it was so delicious seeing how nervous he was. I was totally here for this.

“We do?” he asked, blinking and looking surprised.

“We totally do,” I said. “Because if you’re going to see me wearing practically nothing… Well, that seems like the kind of thing you need to earn, doesn’t it?”

He laughed and shook his head. “That’s not how this works, Denise.”

“Oh? Are you sure?” I asked, arching an eyebrow as I walked towards him.

I made sure to put some extra sway in my step. I wanted him to see everything he’d ever wanted. I needed to remind him I was everything he’d ever wanted.

Maybe he’d had some fun with Andrea, but I was the ultimate goal. I’d always been the ultimate goal for him.

“I think you’re forgetting something, Trevor,” I said, finally stopping in front of him. I hit him with a huge grin. “I’m Denise. I’m what you want, and if you want me…”

I punctuated that by reaching down and grabbing his cock. God that thing was huge. Which was a surprise, to be sure, but a welcome one.

“Denise, what are you…”

Whatever else he was going to say disappeared in a long and low groan. Oh yeah. I was definitely having the intended effect on him. And I loved it!

Then I pulled my hand away. He blinked.

“What was that?” he asked.

“That depends. Do you want to tell me what the fuck all of this is?” I asked.

“What are you talking about, Denise?” he asked.

“Oh come on, Trevor,” I said, rolling my eyes. “I’m not a complete fucking idiot. I can see things with my own two eyes.”

“I still don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said, though he was looking more and more nervous. He licked his lips as he stared at me.

“Oh really?” I said. “So you’re not going to tell me what’s going on behind that really obvious two way mirror you have set up over there?”

He stared at me. Then he glanced over to the mirror. The discomfort was palpable.

“Well?” I asked. “You can either tell me what the fuck is going on here, Trevor, or I can walk. I can go out into the parking lot where your stupid friend was dumb enough to park in sight of the window in the changing room. Or we can be honest with each other. So which is it going to be?”

Again he looked over to that mirror. Then back to me. He was losing control of the situation, and I was here for it.

I guess I hadn’t realized just how annoyed I was, but I couldn’t deny that annoyance now.

Finally the door opened, and none other than Shane and Andrea stepped out. I noted she wore an overcoat of her own, and I wondered what she was wearing under that thing.

Also? If anything, the intensity of her hotness was even greater in person. Like I remembered how she seemed to suck all the air out of the room at the reunion, but this was something else.

Even wearing an overcoat, a baggie overcoat that only hinted at the curves underneath, she was clearly the second hottest thing in the room.

I was the first hottest thing in the room, of course.

“Andrea,” I said. “I should’ve known this whole thing was your idea.”

“What are you talking about?” she asked, her eyes going wide in a challenge.

“Oh come on,” I said, crossing my arms and rolling my eyes. “I saw the way you were hanging all over Matt and Justin at the reunion. Do you think I was born yesterday? Do you seriously think I didn’t notice?”

“I mean…”

“So let me guess. This is part of some revenge scheme? Your idea of getting back at me? Because if you think fucking people is getting revenge on them, you have a really fucked up idea of revenge.”

She blinked as she stared at me. Then I looked to Shane. He shrugged.

“I was telling her the same damn thing, honey,” he said.

“I bet you were,” I said. “And do you want to tell me what the fuck you’re doing here in the first place?”

“Honestly? Being horny,” he said.

“Well duh,” I said. “It seems like you’re always doing that. But what does that have to do with you being here?”

“That’s really all there is to it,” he said. “Trevor called me and invited me to come watch the show. Said it was going to be worth my while. And I wanted to watch.”

“Trevor called you,” I said.

“He did,” Shane said.

He looked down and away from me. He started kicking at something nonexistent on the ground. Like he was looking for anything that would keep him from having to meet my gaze.

“And you thought it would be a good idea to come over here and watch me do this photo shoot?” I asked.

“I mean…”

I waited for him to finish that thought, but the finished thought never came. No, he just kept looking away from me and looking supremely embarrassed. Like maybe he realized this wasn’t the best look for him now that he was stuck here having to answer for everything he’d done.

“You thought that letting another man take pictures of me and maybe fuck me was the perfect opportunity for you to sneak in and watch everything that was happening?”

Honestly? I wasn’t all that mad. I was kind of excited. I mean I’d spent all this time wishing he could be with me, and figuring there wasn’t a way to make that happen. I didn’t think Trevor would like the idea of my husband showing up while we were having all this fun.

And yet. I was also annoyed that he decided to do all this without telling me about it. That he’d decided to go behind my back. That was more than a little annoying.

“Look, Denise…”

I held a hand up. He immediately went silent. Now that was interesting. I really wished I could learn how to do that when we were having other arguments.

“It’s fine,” I said, looking around at all of them.

Shane blinked. He looked really surprised. “It’s fine?”

“I said it’s fine, didn’t I?” I said, crossing my arms and staring at him.

He stared back at me. He also seemingly couldn’t resist the idea of giving me an up and down look. Okay. I guess he’d decided he was going to seize the moment even if I was annoyed.

Not that I could blame him. I was fucking hot, after all.

“I wanted you to be able to come to this thing, but I couldn’t see a way for that to happen,” I said, figuring honesty was the best policy.

“You did?” Both Shane and Trevor said at the same time. Which would’ve been good for a laugh if this whole situation wasn’t so supremely fucked up.

“I did,” I said with a shrug. “And now we’ve figured out a way for that to happen. Even if it involved both of you hiding something from me.”

“Um… Yeah,” Shane said, still looking like he wasn’t quite sure of himself. “I guess we found a way to make this happen.”

“Now wait a minute,” Andrea said, looking between the three of us. “This isn’t how any of this was supposed to go.”

I turned my attention on her. I cocked my head to the side. I was channeling my inner mean girl. The woman I’d been so long ago back in high school. And it must’ve been working, because she immediately took a step back. Like she wanted to be as far from me as was humanly possible.

“Oh I’m sorry, Andrea,” I said, taking a step forward. “Am I ruining your fun?”

“I…”

Her mouth worked. Like she had something she wanted to say, but she couldn’t quite figure out how to say it. She glanced over to Trevor. I didn’t bother breaking eye contact to look at the men, though. No, I was only interested in what was going on with her. I didn’t give a shit what Trevor thought in that moment.

Honestly? I’d been staring at her pictures for so long that I was kind of glad she was here. There were some strange things going on here. I took another step. I maintain that eye contact even though I was only inches away from her. She licked her lips, and suddenly I was hit with a vision.

Her down between my legs licking a different set of lips. Yeah, there was something hot about that.

“So this was your plan?” I said, talking quietly. I figured talking quietly was better than raising my voice. More threatening. “You’re going to get me and my husband over here and fuck us? That was your idea of revenge?”

Again she licked her lips. Then she seemed to catch on to something I’d just said.

“Fuck both of you?” she asked, and now it was her turn to cock her head to the side ever so slightly.

I smiled. And then I leaned in and pressed my lips against hers, wrapping my arms around her as I pulled her close.

Okay. I didn’t know I was going to do that up until the moment I did it, but damn did it feel good now that I was doing it!


Chapter twenty-four

Caught


Icould only stare in astonished wonder at what was happening right in front of me. There’d never been any indication from Denise that she was into women. She’d never even mentioned making out with somebody back in parties at college or anything like that.

Granted I’d met her after college. After I would’ve been able to see that kind of thing. Still. It was a surprise seeing her acting like this.

“Holy shit,” Trevor whispered.

I turned to look at him. He was also staring in wide eyed astonishment. His mouth had fallen open, and he looked utterly flummoxed at what was happening in front of us.

“First time?” I asked.

“Would you believe it is?” he asked.

I didn’t believe that. He seemed like the kind of guy who’d have women throwing themselves at him. Who’d have women willing to do all sorts of crazy things to turn him on and try and get him in bed.

But I guess there had to be a first time for everything and for everyone, and maybe this was a first for him the same as it was a first for me.

It was the kind of thing I’d always dreamed of seeing, but I figured it was the kind of thing I wasn’t ever going to get to see once I’d locked down forever with Denise.

“Holy shit,” Trevor said again.

I figured something interesting had to be going on over there. So I turned my attention back to the ladies.

Denise let out a quiet moan as she moved her hands down and cupped Andrea’s ass. Meanwhile Andrea was pressing against her, moving her leg ever so slightly so the two of them were grinding against one another.

Also? As she moved that leg so she could start grinding against my wife she also revealed she wasn’t wearing much of anything under that overcoat. Which I suppose shouldn’t have surprised me. It sounded like she came here with full intentions of having all kinds of fun with me and my wife.

That was worth a shiver. Here we’d been involving Trevor in our fantasies for a couple of weeks now, and it sounded like she’d been doing the same thing with us. It made me wonder what that story would’ve looked like from their point of view. Seeing how Andrea was planning everything.

Though in the end it seemed like she wasn’t planning so much as she was simply looking for an excuse to fuck both of us, and that revenge scheme is how she came up with that plan.

Whatever. I wasn’t going to knock it. Especially when it looked like we were going to get to have the kind of fun that was definitely in the offing right now.

Finally Denise pulled away from Andrea. She turned to look at Trevor, and I was surprised at the look she gave him. That was a supremely irritated look. It wasn’t the kind of look I was used to seeing on my wife’s face, but there it was.

“Well?” she asked, her eyes narrowing. “Are you going to take pictures of this or what? This is some hot shit!”

Trevor jumped. “You’re going to let me take pictures?”

Andrea popped up. “I don’t…”

“Yes. If you want to do this then you’re going to take pictures. Have I made myself clear?” Denise asked.

She looked between Trevor and Andrea. And the way she looked made it clear she wasn’t going to take any shit from either of them. Andrea blushed and looked down and away. Meanwhile Trevor could only jump and pull his camera up. Though he did stop and turned to Andrea.

“Are you okay with this?” he asked.

“It seems like you were perfectly okay with everything when you thought you were going to get some naughty pictures of me and try to fuck me under false pretenses,” Denise said, staring between the two of them. “So why wouldn’t you be okay with everything when the opposite is true?”

Andrea finally sighed. “Yeah, it’s fine. I suppose we should have a record of this, right?”

“Do you want only pictures, or video too?” Trevor asked.

Denise blinked. For the first time since all of this had started, for the first time since the mean girl had taken over, she looked genuinely surprised that there was an option.

“You can record video?” she asked.

“I can,” he said, licking his lips. Then he looked around the room.

There were cameras all over the place. I hadn’t noticed them before, but it looked like he had them set up to record multiple angles.

“You dog,” I said, chuckling and shaking my head. “Do you tell everybody about those?”

“Usually I do,” he said with a shrug. “But I didn’t think about it in this case. I was just so excited about Denise being in my studio, you know? But when you’re doing this kind of photography it’s important to have a way to record everything. That way you don’t have to worry about somebody coming back and saying you did something inappropriate. Or somebody trying to claim you did something inappropriate when everything was above board.”

“Has that ever happened to you?”

“It hasn’t,” he said. “But it’s always a good idea to have insurance, right? It’s all in the release I usually have people sign.”

“Which you didn’t have me sign,” Denise said.

Again he shrugged. “Well yeah, but this is a seduction routine here. Like we had this whole plan.”

“That’s blowing up in your faces,” Denise said. “But that’s just fine. I think you’re going to enjoy blowing up in someone’s face tonight.”

Trevor blinked. Then he grinned. Then he held his camera up and started to take pictures.

I shivered right along with him. Denise let me blow a load all over her face sometimes, sure, but it wasn’t something she did all that often. And the idea of her having that done while somebody was taking both video and pictures was compelling.

“Well let’s get to it,” Trevor said, grinning at both of us as he snapped some pictures.

“Yeah, let’s get to it,” Denise said, turning her attention to Andrea. “This is what you want, right?”

Andrea stared at her for a long moment. It was one of those moments where I wondered if she was going to end things before they got started. Then she looked over to me and Trevor, and finally she leaned in again.

Though she was hesitant. Like she wasn’t sure what to do.

Then Denise really starting to take command. She leaned in and pulled Andrea against her. The only sounds were the wet noises of their tongues coming together as they made out, and the ever present clicking of Trevor’s shutter as he did his thing. He

Meanwhile I moved over and had a seat on a bench. It was made to look like a park bench and there were several backdrops behind it. I figured he used that when they weren’t able to go outside in the winter or something.

But it was the perfect place for me to have a seat and watch the festivities.

They kept kissing for a long while. Denise ran her hands up and down Andrea’s body. Squeezing her ass, then moving up. One time she reached around and cupped her tits, though Andrea kept that overcoat on the entire time.

Meanwhile I was transfixed by the sight of my wife making out with another woman. Sure I’d been annoyed all week that I wasn’t the one who got to enjoy her in that lingerie I assumed she wore under her robe. She’d kept teasing me. Telling me it was going to be more than worth the wait when I got to watch her and Trevor doing their thing.

Only this was way better than anything I could’ve imagined. Watching her making out with Andrea was so goddamn hot. They kept pressing against each other, and then finally Denise pushed her back.

She started undoing the buttons on the overcoat. Andrea blushed and bit her lip, but she let her do it. It seemed like Denise was taking the lead, which was weird.

I figured if anything it would’ve been the opposite. That Andrea would’ve been the one taking the lead since this was all her idea. But no. She just let Denise do her thing. Like they were slipping back into old roles where Denise was the queen bitch and Andrea was totally at her mercy.

I watched with all the anticipation of somebody unwrapping a highly anticipated present on Christmas morning. Only I wasn’t the one doing the unwrapping.

Meanwhile Trevor was moving all around them taking pictures. I couldn’t decide if he was in a better or a worse position.

Better because he got to really get up in there and get a good look at everything the ladies were doing. Worse because he had to focus on everything through the lens of his camera, literally, and that meant he wasn’t able to sit back and enjoy everything.

I figured I had the best of both worlds. I got to sit back and enjoy the show, but I’d also eventually get to look at all the pictures he was taking.

Denise turned Andrea around and started pushing her back towards the bed. My cock was as hard as a diamond as I watched what they were doing.

She stopped when Andrea was just at the edge of the bed. She bit her lip and stared at her, cocking her head to the side again.

“So what do you think, Andrea?” she asked. “Is this better than back in high school?”

Andrea licked her lips. “It is.”

“Better than the last apology I gave you?”

Again Andrea bit her lip. Again she didn’t seem to know what to say. She seemed to be just as overwhelmed by the moment as I was.

“Well that’s okay, Andrea,” Denise said, finally pulling the overcoat down and away, revealing her body completely.

And it revealed that she was wearing some lingerie that was every bit as amazing, every bit as seductive, as whatever Denise was wearing under her robe. My mouth fell open.

Her lingerie was bright blue. An odd choice, considering, but it looked amazing on her. And it was the kind of lingerie that was sheer to the point of being see-through, so I got a perfect view of her entire body.

I mean sure I’d seen her body wearing absolutely nothing in pictures, but it was one of those things where the pictures on Trevor’s website and seeing her in real life were two very different and very amazing things.

“Hot damn,” I whispered.

Denise turned and looked over her shoulder at me. She hit me with the faintest of smiles as she finally shrugged off her own robe, earning a gasp from Andrea and Trevor.

“Enjoying yourself, honey?” she asked.

“I am,” I said, grinning like a mad man.

“I’m glad to hear that,” she said, staring down at Andrea. “Because the fun is just beginning.”

Andrea was sitting on the bed now, her overcoat behind her and totally forgotten. She stared up at Denise like she wasn’t sure what to do next, but that was just fine. Because it looked like Denise knew exactly what the fuck she wanted to do.

So she pressed forward and started making out with Andrea all over again. Pressing her back onto the bed, their bodies coming together.

Even Trevor stopped to stare, seemingly overwhelmed by everything. Their bodies pressed together. Their legs intertwined. They seemed to be pressing against one another and really getting into it, and I was here for it!


Chapter twenty-five

Take Control


Ilost myself in the moment. I couldn’t believe I was doing this.

And yet there was another part of me that could totally believe I was doing this. I guess I should’ve known something like this was possible from the first time I laid eyes on Andrea.

Those pictures stirred something inside me I didn’t want to admit to. A feeling that had me getting all hot and bothered every time I thought about seeing her. I’d told myself I was just getting annoyed because Shane was obviously getting so turned on looking at Andrea, but now…

Well, I guess I was getting hot and bothered for a totally different reason that had nothing to do with Trevor or Shane.

Our tongues dueled. It was different from kissing a man. Not better. Just different.

And there was the feel of her body pressed against mine. Soft. Smooth. Curvy and so willing. And there was that hot wetness in between her legs. A wetness I could feel because of our thighs pressing together.

I was sure she could feel that same heat, that same wetness, coming from in between my legs as well.

It was like all the annoyance I felt at seeing Shane getting so hot and bothered by her was turning into lust. The thin line between hate and lust was definitely hitting me, and I loved it.

Also? Her thigh grinding against my pussy was really starting to do something for me. It was giving me the kind of friction I loved. The kind of friction I needed. I felt a familiar tingling starting down between my legs and then turning into a longing just behind my belly button. From there it really started to explode out.

I was surprised that it was happening this quickly. Maybe it was because everything was happening so fast. Maybe it was because this was my first time getting with a woman.

I couldn’t really say. All I knew was it was an intense feeling, and I loved it.

Our tongues swirled and I moaned into her mouth. She was doing the same thing right back at me. Her body was twitched as she pressed against me.

Well okay then. I guess we were both feeling something pretty damn intense. And so I rode that feeling.

Also? It only added to the hotness that I heard the continual clicking of the camera in the background. There was something about knowing this was being preserved forever that really got me hot and bothered. It was another one of those things I couldn’t explain. Just that it was an intense moment that was really doing something for me.

I pulled away from kissing her. I kept grinding my thigh against her pussy. She kept doing the same thing. Her mouth fell open as she stared up at me.

“That’s it, Andrea,” I said, staring down at her. “I need you to come for me. Can you do that?”

She kept looking up. Kept gasping. But my dirty talk wasn’t pushing her over the edge, which is what I was really going for.

She turned to look at Trevor. Like she was asking for permission or something. Or maybe she was just looking at him because he was taking the pictures.

But I did something out of character. Or maybe it would be more accurate to say it was something that was in character. At least it was in character for the old me. It definitely wasn’t in character for the new me, but whatever. It was hot, and so I went with it.

I grabbed her chin and pulled her back until she was staring at me. She squeezed her eyes shut, and she let out another delightful gasp. Only this gasp was way louder than the last one.

Okay. It looked like we were getting somewhere. Maybe there was a part of her that needed the queen bitch.

Well that was fine. After the bullshit they’d pulled with me the queen bitch was ready to come out and play, damn it.

“You’re going to come for me,” I hissed.

She squeezed her eyes shut and opened her mouth. She let out another quiet moan.

That was the kind of line that would’ve seemed ridiculous if I saw it in, say, a porno or something. I still felt ridiculous, but it seemed to be doing something for her.

She squeezed her eyes shut again and let out a banshee wail. Like we’re talking it sounded like she was coming with the force of every pent up orgasm she’d denied herself over the course of the past decade.

Not that I got the feeling she was denying herself all that many orgasms, but whatever.

“That’s it,” I said, keeping hold on her. “You do what I fucking say, Andrea.”

She kept coming and coming, and there was something about the situation, something about knowing I had that kind of power over her, that had me shivering and shaking and then coming like a fucking freight train.

I lost track of the world around us. I lost track of everything but the feeling that was my body pressed against hers. Her body pressed against mine.

Again and again she gasped, and there was another noise to go right along with.

It took me a moment to realize that was my own voice singing out how incredible it was to feel her thigh pressing against me. I stared down at her, thought about the power I had over her, and I came again and again.

I even lost track of the men in the room. This wasn’t for them, for all that I’m sure their cocks were rock hard watching what we were doing.

I even lost track of the camera clicking away happily. Taking pictures of everything. I also hoped he was getting plenty of video, because this was the kind of thing I wanted to watch again and again.

Finally I started to come down from that intense feeling. I realized my vision had gone all starry around the edges. I’d started to see darkness. Almost like I was blacking out from the intensity of what we’d just done.

Then I blinked, and I was back in the real world. I stared down at her and smiled. Then I leaned in and hit her with another kiss.

She moaned, wrapping her arms around me. We kept grinding against each other. That felt too damn good for us to stop.

I didn’t want to stop. Though I did want to involve Shane and Trevor. So I pulled away. Reluctantly, but I somehow managed to do it. She blinked, staring up at me.

“What was that?”

“The kiss?” I said, grinning. “That was just a little bit of aftercare. I hear that’s what you’re supposed to do after you’ve done something a little intense and kinky with someone.”

“No, I mean before that,” she said.

I shrugged, smiling down at her. “You seemed to be getting off to it, so I did what was getting you off. Why. Are you complaining?”

She frowned ever so slightly, and I wondered if I’d pushed things too far. Then she shook her head.

“No, I mean I guess I don’t have a problem with it,” she said, still looking confused.

“You’re fucking right you don’t have a problem with it,” I said, my voice hard all over again. “And even if you did, that’s not your fucking choice to make, Andrea.”

Andrea squeezed her eyes shut and let out another delighted little shiver. It was a shiver I felt running through every bit of her body, because I was pressed right up against her.

Then she bit her lip and squeezed her eyes shut. I stared down at her, hitting her with some wide eyed astonishment of my own. Holy shit. Was she really coming just from that?

She started to move up and down. Rising against me.

“Say it again,” she said, though it was one of those things where it came out more as a gasp than actual words.

“You’re going to do what the fuck I say,” I said, grinning down at her.

Was it a little fucked up that apparently the bullying I’d done to her, even if I hadn’t intended it, had carved a groove in her and turn it into a kink?

Maybe. But it was also hot. And I would seize on hot. I’d take it and mold it into something we both enjoyed together.

Besides. I was fucking Denise. I was the only one who could do this for her, and so I was going to do it for her.

“You fucking come when I tell you to, Andrea. I don’t give a fuck what any of the others say.”

“Holy shit.”

That came from one of the men. I wasn’t sure which one. I didn’t care. No. I was lost in this delightful moment I was sharing with Andrea.

Her body shivered and shook, and then her whole body went taut. She pressed up against me one final time and her mouth opened as she let out a gasp.

“Yeah, that’s fucking it, Andrea,” I hissed. “You’re going to come for me. That’s a good little pet.”

She let out a squeak. Her whole body was still shivering and shaking under me. Then finally it stopped, and she breathed heavily as she stared up at me.

Her eyes opened. They started all around the room. I smiled down at her, and then leaned in to give her another kiss.

I wasn’t kidding when I said I’d read that aftercare was important. I’d had a roommate back in college who’d been really into the local kink seen. It wasn’t exactly the kind of club they talked about with the kids who went on campus tours, but it was definitely an organized thing that was around if you knew where to look.

I’d thought it was a little weird at the time, I’d been pretty circumscribed in my ideas of how the world and sexuality worked back then, but I was glad I’d had to listen to some of those droning lectures now. It was certainly coming in handy now that I was having this reunion with Andrea and Trevor.

Trevor. Right. That was one of the reasons I was here. Andrea was a surprise, but he was still the main event. Even if Andrea had been a delightful sideshow.

“So do you feel like you got your revenge?”

She bit her lip, suddenly hesitant. Then finally she shook her head.

“I don’t know what I was thinking trying to fuck you for revenge,” she finally said, letting out a sigh. “But yeah. That was totally amazing.”

“Glad to hear it,” I said, turning to the gentlemen in the room. I arched an eyebrow as I looked between Shane and Trevor.

“So what do the two of you say? Are you ready to join in on the fun?”

Their reaction was a study in differences, but it was also pretty damn fun.

“Fuck yes I am,” Shane said, grinning at me.

Trevor looked a little more hesitant. He was still behind his camera. Still snapping away with the pictures. It took a moment for him to realize I was talking with the two of them, and finally he lowered the camera.

He stared at me and Andrea, but it was like his whole body was under a spell. Finally he shook his head and seemed to come around.

“I mean… What about the pictures?”

I looked at him, then to Shane, and finally to Andrea. Then I looked up to all the cameras taking video of everything live and in real time. Finally I looked back to Trevor.

“I think we have enough pictures for now, Trevor,” I said, licking my lips as I looked him up and down. “Now it’s time to get what I really came here for.”


Chapter twenty-six

Down to Business


This had already gone way beyond anything I would’ve expected when it all started. I looked at Denise and wondered who this woman was, and what she’d done with my wife.

It’s not like she was acting totally out of character or anything. No. She was the kind of person who went for what she wanted, and she didn’t let anyone get in her way.

Still. At the same time, it was one of those things where I never thought she would’ve wanted something like this to the point of pursuing Trevor and Andrea with her usual single-minded fixation.

I also wasn’t complaining now that she was going for it with her single-minded fixation. Don’t get me wrong.

“Come over here, Trevor,” she said, crooking a finger and beckoning him over.

I glanced at the bed. The thing was king-sized. Plenty of room for rolling around. I’m sure he did that on purpose. More room for him to get on the mattress and really get in there to take pictures in a way he probably couldn’t with a full or a queen. Or maybe I was overthinking things.

My mind was racing because of everything that was happening, after all. I was having trouble processing all of this. I loved every minute of it, don’t get me wrong, but still. It was all a little crazy. A little sudden.

And Trevor was reacting oddly. He looked down at his camera again, and then up to my wife. He seemed to have trouble processing what was happening.

Maybe it was a thing where he was okay as long as he had the camera to separate him from everything going on in the room. He was just the photographer while that camera was in front of his face. Once it was gone… Well, it was just him in the room with his woman and my wife and whatever might happen.

“I mean… Are you sure?” he asked.

Denise hopped off the bed. She crossed the gap between the two of them in an instant. Her hands were down at his side, running up and down his body.

I had no doubt she was having a good time doing that. After all, I’d seen the way she’d been staring at him. Lusting after him, really. Probably thinking about all the different ways she’d love for him to fuck her, and now she was going for it and he was acting like he wasn’t sure.

I could only imagine her disappointment. I’d be just as disappointed if I got to the verge of getting with Andrea and she suddenly started acting like she wasn’t as into the idea.

My eyes darted to Andrea. I wondered if maybe doing something with Andrea was on the table now. Even if I wasn’t sure that was something Denise would approval.

We’d talked about her doing stuff with Trevor, sure. She’d also brought up the hypothetical of me doing something with Andrea, but it’d always been in the context of a conversation where she got really pissed off at the idea of Andrea trying to take some sort of revenge on her by fucking me.

Which basically meant that fucking her was the kind of thing I wouldn’t want to touch with my worst enemy’s penis if it would only piss off my wife and result in divorce.

For all that it also didn’t seem fair considering she was getting to fuck Trevor.

Oh well. It would hardly be the first unfair thing in our relationship. Marriage was all about finding a balance of unfair balances, after all.

I hated doing the dishes, and she hated it slightly less than I did. She hated cleaning up after cooking and I hated that slightly less than she did. So we both did the things both of us hated slightly less than the other, and then took turns on the things we really didn’t like to do.

Sure it felt a little odd to be applying that kind of logic to letting her literally fuck another man, but I suppose it was just another one of those little compromises you made in a successful marriage.

“What’s going on here, Trevor?” Denise asked, staring at him with an intensity that had my cock throbbing.

He licked his lips. He stared at her, and then he turned his attention to Andrea.

“Is that the problem?” Denise asked, turning and looking over her shoulder to Andrea. “Because she’s already had her fun with one of us. It seems only fair that you get to have your fun now, right? Wasn’t that part of the plan?”

He cleared his throat. It was odd seeing this man who’d been so cocky and confident up until this point suddenly being so… Not.

“Actually, we talked about Andrea coming in and surprising you, but me actually doing anything with you wasn’t really part of the plan.”

“Is that so?” Denise asked, turning and looking at Andrea. Andrea, for her part, blushed and turned away. Like she didn’t enjoy getting caught in this little wrinkle in her plan.

“Well I’m sure Andrea doesn’t have a problem with us doing something now, does she?” Denise asked, hitting Andrea with the pointed sort of look that said she’d better not have a problem with anything if she knew what was good for her.

Andrea opened her mouth, but neither one of us got an opportunity to find out whatever it was she was going to say.

“Andrea doesn’t have a problem with it,” Denise said again, and it was with a finality that said she’d better not have a problem with it. At least not if she knew what was good for her.

Andrea closed her eyes and shivered. It shocked me that my wife could have that level of control over this beautiful woman. It was also insanely hot watching her exercising that level of control over this beautiful woman.

It made me wonder what she’d really been like back in high school. Because I was starting to think the slightly sanitized version she’d told me had nothing on who she’d really been. Not if she still had this effect on Andrea all these years later.

“Yeah, I don’t have a problem with that,” Andrea finally said, her voice quiet as she looked away.

“I didn’t think you would,” Denise said, hitting her with a smile that was entirely too sweet. Entirely too fake, for that matter. I wasn’t used to seeing that sort of thing from my wife, and I didn’t know what to make of it.

Then Denise turned her attention to me. “What about you, Shane? Do you still have the hots for Andrea?”

I sensed a trap. I looked between my wife and Andrea and thought about all the ways this could go wrong.

It reminded me of a time when she’d asked me if I thought any of our neighbors were hot. I hadn’t answered her at first, but she kept telling me it would be fine. Finally I’d told her I thought one of the ladies I saw walking her dog on occasion was pretty, and she’d gotten into a bit of a snit over it.

That was back when we lived in an apartment complex, though. Back when we’d both been a whole hell of a lot younger and we were these days, for that matter. I couldn’t imagine something like that happening now.

Still. Old instincts died hard. I well remembered all the trouble I’d gotten in, and it left me reluctant to say anything this time around.

“Oh come on, Shane,” she said, and there was some of that stiffness back to her voice. Some of that command she’d used with Andrea, for that matter. “What’s the problem?”

“I just…”

I trailed off again. I really didn’t want to answer that question. I just knew that…

“Are you worried I’m trying to catch you in a trap or something?” she asked, suddenly smiling.

It was that dangerously disingenuous and entirely too sweet smile. Only this time she was turning that sweetness on me rather than on Andrea.

“Come on, babe. You have to know I’m not going to pull anything like that with you, right?”

“Do I know that?” I asked. “Because you seemed pretty annoyed at the idea of Andrea trying to fuck me to get revenge on you.”

“I mean the thought had occurred to me,” Andrea said. “That was one of the reasons why I had Shane invite you over here.”

I blinked. “It was?”

Andrea rolled her eyes. Then she turned her attention to Denise.

“Is he always this dense about this kind of stuff?”

“Sometimes, and sometimes he’s really perceptive,” Denise said with a shrug. “I think in this case he’s having a little bit of trouble because he’s been married for so long that he doesn’t know what to do with a woman out and out hitting on him.”

“Oh,” Andrea said, grinning. “Trevor certainly doesn’t have that problem.”

“He doesn’t?” Denise asked, giving him an up and down. “Because I’m trying to seduce him here, and he’s doing this whole reluctant thing instead of fucking me.”

“Yeah, that’s because you’re Denise,” she said, and now it was her turn to shrug. “You’re like his white whale.”

“Excuse me?” Denise asked, her eyebrows shooting up so fast it was a wonder they didn’t break the pull of gravity and shoot off into orbit.

“Not like you’re a literal whale,” Andrea said. “Look at you. You’re insanely hot. I mean you’re the girl he always wanted. Getting you into his photo studio is something he’s been going on about for years, even if it took a while for me to get it out of him.”

“Oh,” Denise said. “Like in that book with the whale?”

“Yeah, like in the book with the whale,” Andrea said, smiling.

“Or like in Wrath of Khan,” Trevor said. “Or First Contact.”

“What are those?” Denise asked, frowning in confusion.

“He’s talking about Star Trek movies,” Andrea said, rolling her eyes.

“What’s wrong with talking about Star Trek movies?” Trevor asked.

“That’s not the kind of thing you talk about if you want to get with a hottie like Denise, idiot,” she said.

“Oh. I seemed to be doing pretty well for myself.”

“You weren’t doing pretty well for yourself, Trevor,” Denise said, still moving her hands up and down his body. “But that’s okay. You’re hot enough to make up for being oblivious.”

She moved to his arms and seemed to really be giving them a good feel. Her mouth fell open and she let out a quiet gasp as her hand ran around his muscles. She looked at him, cocking her head to the side and grinning.

“You really did have a glow up, didn’t you?”

“Yeah, I did,” he said, hitting her with a goofy grin.

Denise’s hand moved down. Then she was cupping his cock. I could only stare in astonishment.

“Holy shit,” I breathed, because I couldn’t think of anything else to say.

“Yeah, holy shit,” Trevor whispered.

“I think maybe we need to start slow. Don’t you agree, Trevor?” Denise asked, staring up at him.

“I’m willing to do whatever you want, Denise,” he said, hitting her with a goofy grin.

“I bet you’re willing to do whatever I want,” she said, hitting him with a grin of her own. “And right now what I really want is you.”

His eyes went wide. It was funny. Here was this guy who could probably have any woman he wanted, and the only woman he wanted was my wife. There was something insanely hot about knowing she could have that effect on a man.

And it was even hotter watching the natural evolution of this whole thing. Going from watching him getting turned on to watching her getting turned on by him getting turned on to feeling my own cock getting so fucking hard watching my wife getting turned on watching him getting turned on by her.

It was a level of cock hardening inception that was really getting me going, damn it. And I loved it!

“Come here, Trevor,” she said, grabbing him by his shirt and pulling him over to the bed. She had him sit down, and then she moved to straddle him.

Which would’ve been a transfixing sight under any circumstance, but it was made all the hotter by the fact that not only was she straddling another man and leaning in to kiss him, but she was also doing it while she was in that outfit that was just a few strips of cloth barely covering her.

I started to shiver and shake as I watched what was happening. I loved it. I wanted to cry out for it to stop. I wanted to watch the two of them do so much more than just kiss each other.

But for the moment I was going to have to be satisfied with watching.


Chapter twenty-seven

Doing It


Ipushed Trevor down on the bed, smiling at him the entire time. Meanwhile he licked his lips and stared up at me.

It was actually kind of cute, the way he suddenly seemed to lose all self-control when he stared up at me like that. It was also kind of hot. I loved the feeling of power I had over him.

Then I moved to straddle him. I pressed down against his cock, and dear fucking Lord was that an amazing feeling.

I squeezed my eyes shut, my mouth falling open as I let out a quiet gasp.

“Oh yeah, that’s the shit,” I said.

I forgot all about Andrea. Forgot all about Shane. I forgot all about everything.

No. The only thing I cared about was feeling Trevor pressing against me. It was an amazing feeling, and I needed more and more of it.

I licked my lips as I stared down at him, grinding against him.

“You like that, Trevor?” I asked.

“Fuck yes, Denise,” he hissed.

“I knew you would,” I said. “How long have you been fantasizing about getting with me?”

He grinned, and a little bit of the old Trevor, or the new old Trevor, it was all starting to get a little confusing and jumbled in my mind, finally came out to play.

“Ever since I first looked at girls and realized I was interested in them,” he said with a shrug.

“Yeah, well this is about to get really fun for you, then,” I said, still grinning at him.

I started really grinding against him. I needed to feel that cock pressing against me. I needed to feel his cock sliding inside me, for that matter, but I figured first things first.

“Let me feel you, Trevor,” I said, and I leaned down and pressed my lips against his.

It was a soft kiss at first. Not at all the demanding and eager sort of thing I would’ve expected considering he was getting with me for the first time.

But that didn’t last for long. No, he quickly groaned and wrapped his arms around me, pressing his cock up against me again and again.

There was definitely an urgency there. I wondered if he thought I was going to change my mind or something. Or if he was so excited that this was finally happening after so long that he wanted to get right down to business.

Again and again he pressed into me, and I started to moan. I was getting a feeling pretty damn similar to what I’d gotten when I was with Andrea. Only way more intense than what I got with Andrea.

Okay then. That was an interesting data point to keep in mind. Sure I’d had fun while I was getting with Andrea earlier, but it would appear I was still definitely into the gentlemen more than I was into the ladies. Like Andrea was fun, don’t get me wrong, but there was something way more primal and intense about feeling Trevor and his cock grinding against me.

And so I went with it, grinding against him again and again. I let out a quiet moan that quickly turned into a loud moan.

I thought maybe I heard Shane saying something from behind me, but we were well beyond the point of no return. He could’ve tried to rip me off of Trevor and I would’ve told him to go fuck himself.

I kept grinding against him. I let out a quiet moan as I pressed against his cock. As our tongues swirled with one another. As his eager hands ran up and down my body, feeling every contour.

It was mostly against my bare body. After all, this lingerie didn’t leave much to the imagination. It sure as shit didn’t cover anything.

I moaned as he touched me. As goosebumps rose all over my body.

I heard motion from behind me. I wondered if Andrea and Shane were doing something. Which sent a flash of jealousy running through me, but I was hardly new to the idea of a flash of jealousy running through me at this point.

No. All I really cared about was Trevor and how amazing it felt him having his body pressing against me.

Finally I pulled away. I started working on his shirt. It was tight. The kind of shirt that molded to his body in every way. The kind of shirt that showed off every inch of his muscular body while revealing nothing.

Of course I’d seen every inch of his muscular body. I’d gotten a really good look at all the pictures he took. But I needed so much more than that.

There was something to be said for seeing all of it in person, and I definitely needed to see him in person right now!

“Get your shirt off,” I hissed.

“Yes ma’am!” he said, grinning up at me.

He pulled his shirt off. I looked down at his body. Muscled and toned and oh so delicious. I licked my lips as I stared down at him.

“Like what you see?” he asked, cocking an eyebrow.

“You know I do,” I said. “Otherwise we wouldn’t be here right now.”

“Oh I don’t know,” he said, still grinning. “You saying you wouldn’t get with the tubby old version of me?”

“It’s not that you were tubby,” I said, rolling my eyes. “It’s just that… Y’know what? Let’s not talk about that right now. I just need to get with you.”

“Yeah, I think that’s a good idea,” he said.

It wasn’t the time to get into all that old shit. How it was more his attitude than anything. That and he was kind of a skinny nerd. I don’t know where he was getting all this stuff about being tubby.

The guy had always been rail then. Then again, I suppose everybody had their demons they fought when it came to self-image. I probably shouldn’t have been surprised that he had some body issues. Especially if he’d gone to the trouble of getting so ripped.

There was no denying that he was definitely the kind of body I enjoyed now, though. A quick glance over to Shane was enough to confirm that I definitely had a type, and it was definitely a guy who spent time in the gym.

Though as I glanced over to Shane and Andrea I felt another flash of jealousy go coursing through my body. Because he was standing there making out with Andrea like there was no tomorrow.

My eyes narrowed. I couldn’t help the jealous feeling running through me, even as I knew it wasn’t fair.

“And what the fuck do the two of you think you’re doing?” I asked.

Below me I felt Trevor shift. Like he was maybe trying to get up. But I put a hand on his chest and shoved him back down. No, this was me taking care of business, thank you very much.

Meanwhile Shane and Andrea looked over at me, both of them wide eyed. Both of them looking like they’d been caught.

Which was totally true. They had been caught.

“I mean I figured the two of you were having fun,” Shane said with a shrug.

“Yeah, the two of us were having fun,” I said. “But I didn’t give you permission to have fun with Andrea.”

I was of two minds. On the one hand I was totally joking. I didn’t think for a moment that I was going to be able to keep my husband from getting with Andrea if that’s what he wanted.

On the other hand… Well, there was still that jealousy raging through me. That feeling that she was trying to get with my husband as a way to get revenge against yours truly. And that part of me was really pissed off to see the two of them making out.

“What the fuck ever,” I finally said, rolling my eyes. “I suppose there was no stopping this from happening.”

Shane stared at me for a long moment. It was a moment where he seemed to be thinking things through. Wondering if I was actually serious, or if he was about to get in some deep shit. I rolled my eyes again.

“I said it was okay, and I meant it,” I said, not entirely sure that was true. “The two of you don’t have to stand there looking like a couple of idiots.”

I really wanted to know where this new me was coming from. Or maybe it was just the old me resurfacing.

Though I didn’t have time to think about it all that much. No, Trevor started grinding against me again, and that pulled my attention back to what was going on down there.

“Holy shit,” I gasped, licking my lips as he thrust up against me.

“Come on, Denise,” he muttered. “Forget about them. It’s time for you and me.”

He reached up and grabbed the straps that were keeping my tits from being fully on display. Then he yanked them. Only he pulled forward rather than pulling to the side. My eyes went wide and I tried to stop him, but it was already too late. Way too fucking late.

There was a slight tear, these things really weren’t designed to hold up to repeat use which is why I hadn’t let Shane play with me in the first place, and then they were falling down to my side in tatters.

I tried to work up the energy to be upset about that, but honestly it was difficult. It was so fucking hot that I was willing to forgive him destroying my sexy new lingerie.

“Fuck yeah, Denise,” he hissed, his eyes finally taking me in completely. I shivered, knowing that was something he’d been dreaming of for decades now.

Then he really surprised me. He reached out to the side. I blinked as I realized his camera was still right there. He pulled it around and started snapping photos.

On the one hand I was annoyed he was snapping photos. I just wanted to have fun with him, damn it.

On the other hand…

Well, that was still feeding into the part of me that thought it was really fucking hot that he was so fixated on yours truly. So I threw my tits out, did an arching pose, and grinned down at him as he snapped those pictures.

“Oh yeah, Denise,” he hissed, staring up at me. “You were always so fucking hot. I fucking love this!”

“Yeah, I know you do,” I said, grinning.

It was a simple statement of fact. I’d always known he had the hots for me, and it was definitely doing something for me now watching the obsession play out.

Then he stopped snapping pictures and grabbed me around the waist, tossing his camera to the side. He pulled me down and then his mouth was devouring my tits. Pulling my nipples in.

I groaned. “Oh fuck, Trevor…”

He moved to my other nipple, pulling it in and sucking on it. And sucking on it pretty damn hard.

Meanwhile I heard quiet gasps and moans coming from somewhere behind me. The sort of gasps and moans that told me Shane and Andrea were getting up to some fun.

I really wanted to turn and look, but I couldn’t. Not with what Trevor was doing to me. Damn it. There had to be a way for us to do this so we could all have fun and also watch what the fuck was going on.

So I reached down and grabbed his head. I hated to do it, but I pulled him away. Besides. I figured we’d get to have our fun soon enough. Maybe.

“What’s the problem?” he asked, looking up at me and obviously confused that I’d stopped him when things were just starting to get hot.

“We really need to figure this out,” I said, smiling down at him and then turning to look at Shane and Andrea, and what I saw there had me blinking in surprise.


Chapter twenty-eight

Fantasies


Okay. So I could’ve done without the attitude from Denise. Like I knew she was still freaked out about the idea of me and Andrea doing anything, but that didn’t mean she had to pull that whole mean girl routine on me.

I was her fucking husband, after all. Maybe she could get away with pulling that shit with Andrea. Mostly because it seemed like Andrea was really into her pulling that kind of shit. But I didn’t enjoy it when she was doing the same thing to me.

Also? It was one of those situations where I wasn’t going to say a damn thing to her. Not when it might end all the fun before it started. I really wanted to see where this was going.

And I had Andrea right in front of me looking absolutely gorgeous, but at the same time I was more transfixed by what was going on with Denise and Trevor over on the bed. I couldn’t deny how fucking hot it was watching the two of them doing their thing.

I decided to turn and sneak a peek even as I was looking at Andrea. Denise shivered as she kept grinding into Trevor. Not the kind of thing I ever would’ve thought would turn me on, but here we were.

Then I turned back to Andrea. I licked my lips as I gave her an up and down. And boy was she worth looking at.

“So…”

“So, I guess it looks like this is happening,” she said, biting her lip as she looked at me.

“What’s with that look?” I asked.

“Oh not a lot,” she said. “Just thinking about how this was all part of the plan, but none of it is happening like I planned.”

“Yeah, well you know what they say about the best laid plans,” I said.

“Oh somebody is definitely going to get laid before this is all over,” she said, stepping closer to me.

“Damn,” I breathed. “You’re so fucking hot.”

“Why thank you, sir,” she said, smiling and giggling and hitting me with a little curtsy.

She stood there not wearing a stitch except for some sandals down at the bottom. She bit her lip and looked up at me, seeming suddenly unsure of herself.

“So you really like?”

“Boy do I like,” I said. “You’d have to be a dead man not to like. Or maybe gay. Not that I judge.”

“Yeah, well…”

She hesitated. And in that hesitation she turned and looked at Denise. I looked over to my wife. And I saw Trevor reaching up and pulling on that lingerie.

That sent a bolt of irritation running through me. How dare he pull on her clothes like that. Especially when she’d spent so much time making it absolutely clear I wasn’t going to get to enjoy her in that lingerie.

He yanked on it, and with a rip everything came loose. Exposing my wife to him as the strips of lingerie fell to either side of her in tatters.

“Damn,” Andrea said. “Seems like Trevor is really excited about getting with your wife.”

“I mean he should be, right?” I said. “Hasn’t he been obsessing over her for years?”

“Yeah, tell me about it,” Andrea said, rolling her eyes. “You have no idea how frustrating it was dealing with the ghost of your wife when we first got together.”

I turned to look at her. I figured that might be an interesting story, but I also figured it was a story to hear some other time. Right now, right here, there were far more interesting things going on.

I put a hand to either side of her on her waist. I pulled her close. So my cock pressed against her stomach. That sent a thrill running through me. I liked the feel of my cock pressing against her body.

More than anything I wanted to feel way more than my cock pressing against her. I needed it pressing inside her.

“Don’t you worry, Andrea,” I said. “Any guy would be lucky to get with you.”

“Yeah, tell that to all the guys who weren’t interested in me back in school.”

“Yeah, but we’re not talking about back in school, are we?” I asked. “We’re talking about the beautiful woman standing in front of me right now.”

“Easy for you to say,” she said, giving me another up and down as her hand snaked out. She pressed her palm against my cock, and I squeezed my eyes shut and tried not to lose it.

It was difficult. I’d dreamed about this when I first ran into her at that reunion a few years ago, but it was also one of those things that I put in the “never gonna happen, buddy” file.

It was fun to jerk off about, but not anything that was ever going to happen in the real world. Until it was.

“Oh my,” she said, looking up at me and biting her lip. “It feels like someone is happy to see me.”

“Probably because I am happy to see you,” I said, though it came out as more of a groan.

It was also weird. Both of us were talking quietly. Like we were afraid we were going to interrupt our spouses as they did their thing over on the bed.

I turned to look at Denise again, wondering what she was up to.

She had her mouth pressed up against Trevor. She was practically devouring him. His hands roamed up and down her body, and his hard cock was pressing up against her as she worked her ass against him.

I loved watching my wife doing her thing. It was like I was watching some dirty video online, but it was the most beautiful woman in the world starring in that video.

Again and again he thrust up against her, and she was moaning pretty loudly as she kissed him. She was enjoying the fuck out of what was going on there. Again and again she gasped as he thrust up against her, and they weren’t even fucking yet.

Amazing.

I turned back to Andrea. I figured when in Rome. I pulled her against me, luxuriating in the feel of that perfectly toned body grinding up against mine. Her tits mashed against me and I moved my lips down to devour hers.

She let out a quiet gasp as I thrust my cock against her and imagined what it would feel like to finally get my cock inside her.

But I enjoyed the moment. Enjoyed our tongues swirling together. I moved my hands up and down her body, cupping her breasts with one hand and moving down and grabbing her ass with the other.

We started grinding against each other, and she worked on my shirt, pulling it up. I obligingly lifted my arms. Her eyes ran over my body, taking in everything.

“And I thought Trevor was hot,” she hissed.

I shrugged. “What can I say? It seems like my wife has a type, and it involves somebody who spends time in the gym.”

Which isn’t something I ever would’ve thought about before. But it made total sense. After all, we had met in the gym.

I’d thought for years that the reason Denise was in the gym that day was because she was working out. That was something she did plenty, after all. Only the I learned about her and this fantasy, the more I was convinced she was going to a place where she knew she’d find the kind of men she was attracted to.

I shivered. I was glad I’d spent all that time and put all that work in.

I pulled away from kissing Andrea. I looked around for something I could use to put her down on. The problem being there was that bench made to look like an outdoor photo op, but other than that there wasn’t much.

“Do the two of you maybe need someplace to go?” Denise asked.

I blinked. Then I turned and looked at my wife. She was staring at the two of us, and I couldn’t tell what kind of mood she was in. Only that it was somewhere between intrigued and pissed off.

I still had a hand on one of Andrea’s tits. Firm. Unyielding. A perfect point that felt like it would be delicious to suck on, but I didn’t dare. Not with my wife watching.

And then I decided fuck it. I was going to take control of this situation. Maybe she was pissed off, but that was tough shit. She got to get with another man, after all. It was only fair that I’d get my fun, too.

Besides. Mean girl Denise was definitely coming out to play. I figured that meant it was time for me to show her who was really boss.

That sent a shiver running through me. Showing her who was really boss. I never thought like that. We were equal partners. I didn’t know where that thought came from, but I also wasn’t going to stop.

“Of course I’m enjoying myself,” I said. “Andrea is fucking hot!”

Denise’s eyes narrowed. I could tell she didn’t like me being so cavalier about getting with another woman. But again, that was tough shit. Especially considering what she was getting to do.

I took Andrea by the hand and pulled her over to the bed since there was nowhere else to go. Denise opened her mouth like she wanted to say something, but then it snapped shut. She stared at the two of us.

“Looks like there’s plenty of room for everybody on this bed,” I said, hitting her with a lopsided grin.

“Yeah, I suppose there is,” she muttered.

I wasn’t sure if I’d preempted her anger by pulling this, or if the anger was merely simmering and she was going to let me know what she thought of these developments when we were alone together.

But that was just fine. That could wait until we were alone together. Not right now. She wasn’t going to interrupt the fun.

I pushed Andrea down on the bed. It was Trevor and Andrea lying next to one another. I looked between the two of them. Her perfectly toned and sculpted body. His muscular body. Then I looked to Denise to was riding Trevor still.

It was a perfect reverse mirror of one another. Two couples getting ready to fuck each other.

“Are you ready, Andrea?” I asked.

She licked her lips as she stared at me. She turned to look at Trevor. Though I got the feeling it didn’t matter what Trevor thought. That we were going to do this no matter what.

Still. I couldn’t wait to get started, and it was all waiting on the two of them.


Chapter twenty-nine

Doing It


Ilooked down at Trevor. He looked so delicious lying there. Though there was also something different about him now.

That cocky and overconfident guy I’d been talking to for the past week was gone. It was almost like he’d reverted to his old self from high school. And now here he was, looking like a snack, but there was something really hot about the way he was staring up at me like he couldn’t believe this was happening.

“Are you ready, Trevor?” I asked, grinning at him.

He grinned right back at me.

“I’ve been ready, Denise,” he said.

“Good,” I said, licking my lips as I stared at him. Then I looked over to Andrea. She was lying there staring up at my husband. Waiting for him to fuck her.

This was thing I’d been worried about for so long. That she’d try to get revenge by fucking him. I thought it was a silly worry back when it first hit me, but now as I stared at her…

Well, it turns out I should’ve been worried. It seems like that was the plan the whole fucking time. She was going to lure him here.

Only now that it was happening it was like she had no power. The plan was working, sure, but it turns out both of us were really into it.

Talk about a fucked up twist I wouldn’t have expected when this started, but whatever. Not to mention I was more inclined to give Andrea the benefit of the doubt considering the fun we’d just had with each other.

Only as I looked down at Trevor I realized Andrea was hot, sure, but I was always going to be about the cock.

“What are you waiting for?” Andrea asked, licking her lips and looking up at Shane. Like she was annoyed he wasn’t going ahead with this.

“Just waiting on Denise,” he said.

It pleased me that he was so into the idea of watching me. And I figured if he wanted it so bad then I was going to give him what he wanted!

“Can you help me, darling?” I asked, turning and grinning at Trevor.

He licked his lips as he stared at me.

“What kind of help do you need?” he asked.

“Well this basic bitch lingerie I’m wearing…”

“That’s anything but basic bitch lingerie, Denise,” he said.

“Well yeah, but you’ve torn the strips off my tits and everything, but I still have these panties on. And that’s going to be a problem if you want to fuck me, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, I suppose it is,” he said.

“So why don’t you help me?”

He reached down and grabbed at the edge of my panties. He licked his lips as I lifted my ass up just enough to let him pull them down, down. It took a little bit of doing since I was right on top of him, but eventually they came off. I was on top of him wearing absolutely nothing. He stared at me, shaking his head and licking his lips.

“God you’re beautiful, Denise,” he said.

“I know,” I said, hitting him with a cocky smile. “Now are you ready?”

“I’m more than ready,” he said.

Though he did something interesting. He actually reached out and took Andrea’s hand as I moved into position. I fought down irritation that he was doing that. This was supposed to be my moment with him, damn it, but I figured he could have his little moment with Andrea.

“Here we go, Trevor,” I said.

“Yeah, here we go,” he said, still staring at me in wonder.

A girl could get used to that kind of worship. I smiled as I positioned myself. Then I felt a hand moving down there after I wasn’t able to get it the first couple of tries.

I turned and stared, and I realized Andrea was grabbing her fiancé’s cock.

“I thought you could use a little bit of help,” she said, staring at me and winking.

“Um… Thanks?” I said.

“No problem,” she said, though there seemed to be a slight pout to her face as she said it. I wondered what was up with that, and then it hit me. This was a golden opportunity.

“I mean… Yeah. Take your fiancé’s cock and put it inside me. I’m going to fuck him, and there’s nothing you can do about it, bitch!”

I worried for a moment that was maybe a little over the top, but from the way her eyes squeezed shut and she let out another quiet moan I don’t think I was ruining anything by being a little over the top. No. That seemed like just the right amount as far as Andrea was concerned.

“Damn, Denise,” Shane muttered from beside me.

I turned and looked at him, and I frowned. A part of me worried that he was going to see me differently after all of this. That now that I’d revealed the old mean girl Denise, he wasn’t going to be able to go back. Wasn’t my kindness a big part of the reason why he’d fallen for me in the first place?

I pushed those thoughts away though. Because Andrea’s hand was wrapped around Trevor’s cock, and it was clear we were ready.

I squeezed my eyes shut as I felt his cockhead pressing against my pussy. I never would’ve thought I’d be fucking Trevor, but now that it was happening… Well, I guess a lot can change in your life. It comes at you fast.

I slid down on him, squeezing my eyes shut. I stuck my tongue out as I focused on how amazing he felt. I had to concentrate on my breathing, because it was big. Different, too. Like I’m not saying Shane was small, but Trevor definitely had the kind of cock you noticed when you were sliding down on it!

Finally I slid down all the way. I felt his body pressing against me. I kept my eyes squeezed shut and focused on the feel of his cock inside me. I tried to focus on my breathing, because I felt like I was going to have the breath knocked out of me. And then finally…

I opened my eyes and looked down to Trevor. He was staring up at me with a worshipful expression. The kind of expression that said he was fulfilling a lifelong fantasy, and that only continued to fuel my own strange ego stroking fantasy knowing that it was fulfilling a fantasy for him.

Fucked up? Probably. But it was hardly the most fucked up thing about what we were doing.

“Damn, Denise,” Shane said.

I turned to look at my husband. He was staring at me with an expression that was similar to the one Trevor was hitting me with. I guess he was getting hit with one hell of a fantasy, too.

“Are you enjoying this, Shane?” I asked, staring at him.

“Am I enjoying it?” he asked, licking his lips as he stared. “I mean… My wife is fucking another man. That doesn’t seem like the kind of thing I’m supposed to enjoy.”

“But you are, aren’t you?” I asked.

He stared at me for a long moment. Then he sighed.

“Yeah, I’m enjoying the fuck out of it. How fucked up is that?”

“It’s not really fucked up,” I said with a shrug. “Not if you know what you enjoy. You’re just being honest, right?”

“I suppose,” he said, frowning like he wasn’t sure about that.

“Well you’re really going to enjoy this next bit,” I said, moving up and then down, rocking my hips just so as I felt Trevor’s cock pressing inside me.

“Oh yeah,” I hissed, enjoying the feel of him buried inside me. “That’s the stuff!”

Meanwhile Trevor grunted under me. He was holding onto me for dear life. And maybe he was. Either way, it was fucking hot!

“Do you like that, Trevor?” I asked, staring down at him.

“Fuck yeah I do, Denise,” he grunted.

“You liked feeling my pussy?” Is it everything you dreamed of?”

He stared up at me, and for a moment I wondered if I’d totally short-circuited him. Like his brain was taking a break because of everything.

“Is that like a trick question or something?” he finally asked, grinning at me. “Because you feel fucking amazing.

I looked over at Andrea. Again this was the kind of thing that seemed like it might be cruel. At least if somebody was looking at what was happening here from the outside. But at the same time…

Well, she’d gotten off on all of this so far. And I figured if it was getting her off was it really all that cruel? Or was it just…

I don’t know. Maybe I was trying to come up with excuses to justify what I was doing to her. Because a part of me still felt like shit for what I was about to say, but whatever.

“Is that pussy better than Andrea’s?” I asked.

There was a grunt from Trevor. I looked down at him, cocking my head to the side. He looked over to Andrea, and I could tell the wheels were turning. Obviously he was wondering if his death was imminent if he answered that question honestly.

“You don’t have to worry about getting in trouble with Andrea,” I said.

“I don’t?”

“No, you don’t,” I said, locking eyes with her. “Because she loves every fucking moment of this. Don’t you, Andrea?”

She bit her lip as she stared at me. Again, it seemed like it was a thin line between cruelty and hot, but finally she bit her lip.

“Just answer her, Trevor,” she finally said. Though it was a sound that came out sort of like a moan, or a whine. There was a surprise. My husband hadn’t even so much as touched her with his cock, and already she was moaning like she was about to come.

“Damn, she’s really getting off on this, isn’t she?” Trevor asked, staring at her like he wasn’t sure what to make of this. Like he was staring at a new woman.

I could totally get that, though. I got the feeling Shane was thinking the same thing as he looked at me.

Though I don’t think he was going to complain that there was a beautiful woman on a hair trigger getting ready to come before he’d even touched her.

I looked down at Trevor again. I arched an eyebrow. I tried to channel every bit of queen bitch Denise that had ever existed.

“I want to hear you say it, Trevor,” I said. “Tell me how much better I am than your fiancée!”


Chapter thirty

Surprises


Okay. So I was in a bit of a weird situation here. On the one hand there was a beautiful woman right in front of me totally naked and ready to take my cock.

It was weird because that was the first time that had happened in a good long while. Like the last time I’d been in a situation like this had been when I got with Denise for the first time.

Let’s just say that back when we got married I figured that would be the last time I got with another woman for the first time. Or at least I hoped it would be the last time I got with a beautiful woman for the first time. Because otherwise that would mean something terrible had happened to Denise.

Only it looked like we’d found a solution that allowed us to have fun without worrying about the whole ‘til death do us part thing.

Funny how that kind of thing worked out. Not that I was complaining that we’d found a way to get around that.

The other surprise, though, was the way Denise was acting. I’d never seen her act like this before. She was always so kind. Always a smile on her face for anyone.

I was starting to realize that a lot of that was maybe an act she was putting on. Or maybe it was one of those things where she’d been putting the act on for so long that the mask became the person. Still, there was clearly another side to my wife I hadn’t realized. The really crazy thing was, I think I liked this new side to my wife. This queen bitch who took no prisoners.

And there was no denying that Andrea was enjoying it as Denise looked down at her and made demands of her.

“So what’s it going.

“Yes, this is amazing,” he finally said.

I watched Andrea for her reaction. Because I figured this could result in an end to the fun. Both women were clearly holding onto a whole shitload of stuff from their high school days.

“Tell her how hot it is,” Denise said.

Trevor looked at her and blinked. “Are you fucking serious?”

Denise looked irritated. “Yes I’m fucking serious! This is fucking hot. Just do it!”

“Um… If you’re sure,” Trevor said, seeming unsure of himself.

Hell, it was a feeling I could totally identify with. I was feeling a little unsure of myself as well what with all the craziness going on here.

“Yeah, she feels so amazing,” he said.

“That’s it, Trevor,” Denise said, closing her eyes and letting out a delicious gasp. “Tell your fiancée how much better I am!”

Andrea let out another moan. Her hand moved down between her legs and she started working at her clit.

Meanwhile all I could do was stare. Hey. I’d like to see anybody do anything else. There was a beautiful woman playing with herself right in front of me. There was something about getting to see that sort of thing in person that beat getting to look at it online.

“Oh fuck,” Andrea hissed. “Oh fuck!”

I figured if ever there was a time for me to get involved, it was now. So I lined up my cock at her entrance.

She was already so hot. So wet. So ready for me. At least I thought she was ready for me. I was aware there was a good possibility the only reason she was so hot and wet was because she was getting off on what my wife was doing, but it was also one of those situations where I didn’t give a fuck as long as I got to have my fun.

Maybe she was getting more turned on by what my wife was doing than by what I was doing, but I was here for the ride.

The only problem was she seemed to be totally lost in the moment. I wanted to make sure I had her permission to fuck, but she was so busy throwing her head from side to side and moaning as she played with herself that I think she’d totally forgotten I was even standing here.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, Denise!” she shouted. “Fuck him. Fuck him!”

I turned and looked at my wife. I had to admit there was something transfixing watching her work. She was riding him like there was no tomorrow.

Trevor held onto her, but it looked like he was holding on for dear life. He grunted every time he bottomed out inside my wife. And I could only stare.

“What are you waiting for?”

I blinked. It took me a moment to realize that was Andrea looking up at me. She seemed annoyed.

“Um… I’m sorry?” I said, though I wasn’t even sure what I was apologizing for.

“Don’t be sorry,” she hissed. “Just fuck me, already!”

“Um… Right,” I said.

Okay. So this was the kind of thing where I kept getting distracted, but it was crazy. I’d like to see anyone else avoid getting distracted in a situation like this. But she’d finally done what I wanted, begging me to fuck her, and I was going to do just that!

I pressed my cock against her and thrust inside her.

It only took one thrust, and then I was buried. I ground. God she was so tight. I thought about I’d dreamed of this, jerked off about it when I first saw those pictures. I didn’t think it would ever happen, but here we were.

“Oh fuck, Andrea,” I hissed.

That had Denise turning and looking in our direction. And she looked irritated.

Though I don’t know what the fuck I was supposed to do. There was a beautiful woman I was fucking. And it was amazing. It felt so good. Her pussy was tight, hot, and she felt totally different from my wife.

How could I not say something?

Andrea looked up at me and grinned. That was a grin that said there was some mischief going on here.

“So you like that, Shane?” she asked.

“Fuck yes I like it,” I hissed.

I pulled out and slammed into her. Her tits bounced. They were hypnotic as they bounced. They were perfect.

I thrust into her again and again.

Meanwhile Denise was looking more and more annoyed. I got the feeling she didn’t like it that I was talking about how hot it was fucking Andrea.

Maybe Andrea sensed the same thing, because she didn’t let up. “So you’re enjoying fucking me, Shane?”

I licked my lips. I glanced over to my wife who was still riding Trevor. And damn was it a hypnotic sight watching her riding him. I never thought I’d get that turned on watching my wife fucking another man. But here we were.

“Yeah, I like it,” I said.

“Tell me how much you like it,” she said.

Again I glanced at Denise. Again it was one of those things where I was distracted by the sexy. Or maybe I was distracted by the idea of my impending death if I said the wrong thing.

“Um… I don’t know if it’s entirely safe for me to answer that question, Andrea,” I said.

“But it seems only fair,” Andrea said. “Isn’t Denise talking about how much better she is for Trevor?”

“I mean you have a point,” I said. “But I have to go home and live with her after this, and I don’t know if…

“Oh would you just tell her how much you enjoy fucking her already?” Denise asked, rolling her eyes. “Honestly. You don’t have to worry about hurting my feelings. This is all in good fun, right?”

I stared at her. I wasn’t sure if this was all in good fun. In fact it seemed like the kind of shit that could get me in deep shit, but whatever. I was going to go along with it for now, and if she got pissy with me about it later than I could point out this whole damn thing was her idea and she gave me the green light in the moment.

“Yeah, fucking you is so hot,” I said, turning my attention back to Andrea.

“Yeah, I’m going to fuck you so good, Trevor,” Denise said.

I turned and stared at her. It was almost like it was a challenge. I wondered if the women were having a fucking competition or something. I could only stare, but I figured if she was going to do a competition then that’s what she was going to get.

I fell down over Andrea and really started plowing into her. Though I didn’t think I was going to last long. No, she was just that fucking hot, and the situation was that fucking amazing.

“Fuck yes, Shane,” Andrea said. “I always wanted to fuck you. From the first time I saw you at the reunion. You were the one I really wanted to fuck that night. I just went home with those assholes because I knew you wouldn’t fuck me.”

“Fuck,” I grunted, not sure what to make of that. I also wasn’t going to complain if a beautiful woman wanted to fuck me.

“Do you hear that, Denise?” she asked, staring at my wife with an obvious challenge. “I was going to fuck your husband to get revenge on you. God you were such a bitch.”

“And you need to shut the fuck up, bitch,” Denise said, glaring down at her from her position on top of Trevor.

I blinked, staring between the two of them. I know Denise said this was all in good fun and everything, but…

Well, there was something that seemed very real, very raw, about this exchange.

But whatever. As long as Denise said it was all part of the show then I was going to assume it was all part of the show. Even if I wasn’t entirely sure this wasn’t going to end in tears.

I continued pounding into Andrea. What else could I do?

“Fuck yeah, Andrea,” I said. “Take that cock. Take that revenge!”

“I’m going to fuck the come out of your fiancé, Andrea,” Denise said, and there’s nothing you can do about…”

Denise was the first one to go. She threw her head back, and I turned to watch her. Her back arched, her tits pressed out, his hands were in a white knuckled grip around her waist, and then he grunted as he thrust up inside her one final time.

It was happening. Another man was blowing a load in my wife. And that was enough to push me over the edge, too.

Not that I ever thought we were going to last very long once everything really got going. No. This was too fucking hot.

So I buried myself in Andrea, letting out a quiet groan of my own as I emptied myself inside her.

That was enough to set Andrea off, and it was like a chain reaction of fucking. She threw her head back, let out a scream of her own, nothing quiet about what she was doing, and the three the four of us just held ourselves. Everyone coming. Everyone screaming, grunting, groaning, or generally having a fucking grand time!

I loved it!


Chapter thirty-one

Coming Down


Isqueezed my eyes shut and allowed myself to get lost in the intense overwhelming pleasure of the moment. Trevor’s cock was buried deep inside me, and it felt so different even as it felt the same.

It’d been so long since I’d enjoyed the feel of another cock buried inside me. It’d been so long since I’d allowed another man to seduce me.

I was starting to realize that maybe I’d allowed myself to get in more of a rut than I could’ve even begun to imagine by only fucking Shane. I realized this was something I’d really missed.

Also? I realized maybe this was opening a Pandora’s box in our relationship. Like I wasn’t sure if I’d ever be able to go back to the way things were. Not after this.

I looked over to my husband. He was standing at the edge of the bed, his own cock buried inside Andrea. I wondered what was going through his head. What he was thinking?

Then again, it’s not like it was difficult to figure out what was going through his head in that moment. Not when he had that stupid goofy grin plastered on his face. For all that he’d protested he wasn’t into the idea of fucking Andrea. He really seemed to be into the idea of fucking her now that it was happening!

I frowned. That annoyed me. But at the same time it’s not like I could fault him.

Andrea had her eyes squeezed shut as well. But she finally seemed to be coming down from her own orgasm. I stared at her. Really drank in her body. She was a beautiful woman, and I was starting to realize that my admiration of her beauty wasn’t coming from a place of jealousy.

No. It was coming from a place of admiration. She was fucking hot, and I wanted to fuck her.

That was also a surprising revelation to come out of all this. I mean sure I’d looked at other women and sure I’d thought they were pretty and everything, but I’d never looked at a woman and thought that I wanted to get with that.

Until Andrea. Maybe I’d been a little in denial about the feelings running through me all this time. Maybe I’d been afraid of those feelings.

But after everything we’d done today there was no denying those feelings. No denying the heat that ran through me. Even if it wasn’t a heat that was quite as intense as anything I felt when I looked at, say, Trevor or Shane.

Still. It was a pretty damn intense feeling. And it was quite the revelation to go from just looking at women and thinking they were pretty to looking at women and thinking I wanted to get with that.

It was enough to make me wonder what the future held in that regard. Were Shane and I going to start having fun with women together?

Nothing about the way he’d acted made me think he was at all interested in doing the same thing with men. Like he hadn’t gone down on his knees and started sucking Trevor’s dick or anything. Not that I ever thought he’d do something like that.

Still. I never thought I’d be interested in getting with women on the level I’d just gotten with Andrea, and yet here we were.

I started to slow my riding. Trevor looked up at me and grinned.

“Damn, Denise,” he said. “That was pretty damn amazing.”

I reached down and slapped his chest. But it was a playful sort of slap. Not the kind of slap that was meant to actually cause harm or anything.

“It damn well better be a good time,” I said, smiling down at him and batting my eyelashes. “Especially when you’ve been dreaming about it for so long!”

I looked over to Andrea to gauge her reaction. After all, her fiancé was talking about how amazing it had been to get with me.

Sure it was one thing for Shane to want to get with Andrea, but I figured whatever was going on between me and Travis was different.

He’d been dreaming about this for his whole life, after all. As far as I knew my husband had only been jerking off thinking about Andrea ever since he saw her at that reunion. Definitely not on the same level.

Her eyes narrowed as she stared up at us. Like she was thinking exactly what I thought she was thinking, and she didn’t care for where this was going.

“You have a problem, Andrea?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow.

I tried to project all the cocky confidence I felt. I tried to think about what the old me would’ve done.

Sure I wasn’t doing it on purpose. That was just how I acted as a cruel teenager. Still. It seemed to be doing something for her.

And I was right on the money this time around, too. She bit her lip, my husband’s cock was still buried inside her providing some friction after all, and then she started to gasp.

“Fuck, Denise,” she hissed.

“That’s right, bitch,” I said, sensing that something was going on here. “You don’t get to tell your fiancé what he gets to feel. Not when it comes to me. Any other woman, sure, but I get to have this dick whenever I want.”

That had an interesting reaction with Andrea and with Trevor. His cock started to twitch. There was no mistaking it. I looked down at him in surprise, wondering if he was about to come again.

I’d been with guys who could go pretty quickly after coming the first time, but never someone who was so fast that they were still buried inside me when they started to come again.

Most of the guys I’d known were usually too sensitive for that sort of thing, but it seemed like it was different with him.

“Oh God, Denise,” she hissed, and then she threw her head back and was screaming again.

And I saw an opportunity. I’m not sure what came over me in the moment. Just that we’d already done so many deliciously naughty things, and I wanted more. I’d just had some first rate dick, after all, and now it was time for me to enjoy the softer side of the sexuality spectrum.

“Move,” I said to Shane.

He blinked, staring at me like the big dumb lug he could be at times.

“Um…”

I climbed off of Trevor, completely ignoring the way his come started to flow out of me.

“I said move, Shane,” I said, almost shoving him out of the way.

That shove was enough to pull his cock out of Andrea, and I dove down between her legs.

I wasn’t familiar with her taste. I was familiar with Shane’s taste. Experiencing her for the first time and feeling those tastes coming together was amazing. I shivered as I reached down between my legs and played with myself. I couldn’t help it. The whole situation was so naughty.

“Damn, Denise,” Shane whispered from behind me.

Then I felt something else that surprised me even as it probably shouldn’t have come as much of a surprise. His cock pressed against my pussy.

He slid inside me in one thrust as I wrapped my lips around Andrea’s clit and started running my tongue around it as I sucked on it.

She threw her head back and was gasping again and again, thrusting her hips up to meet my tongue as I ate her out.

Talk about things I didn’t think I’d be doing when this whole fantasy scenario started, I figured things would be mostly isolated to Trevor, but now that it was happening I wasn’t going to knock it!

I looked up at her. She looked down and locked eyes with me. She started playing with her tits, pinching her nipples and pulling on them.

“Fuck, Denise,” she hissed.

“Um… So am I just getting left out here or something?” Trevor asked, looking disappointed that he wasn’t joining in on the fun.

“Get over here,” Andrea hissed.

He blinked, but it only took him a moment. Then he was hovering over her.

“What do I do?” he asked.

“Fuck my face,” she hissed at him, though it was hard to make out exactly what she was saying. A lot of what she said sounded like a loud moan, after all. Not to mention her thighs were wrapped around my head which muffled everything.

“Are you serious?” he asked.

I got the feeling this was something personal between the two of them. Maybe she didn’t let him do that all that often. Whatever it was, he eagerly positioned himself in front of her and placed his cock in front of her mouth. She opened wide, eager to take him in, and a moment later he was pounding into her.

She let out another loud moan. I wondered what that was all about, but I could guess.

I doubted she was getting off from sucking Shane off since he acted like a kid on Christmas morning when she made the offer.

No. She seemed to be getting off on the idea of getting with me. I’m not sure if that was because she was still going for the whole revenge angle, or if it was because she had an attraction to yours truly she was working through.

Hell. Maybe it was something that went back to when we were in school together. I remembered some people making fun of her for that kind of thing. I’d never been one of them. I didn’t think it was cool to make fun of somebody for their sexual orientation.

Still. Maybe there’d been something to I hadn’t realized. Something other people recognized that I hadn’t.

Like right now she was sucking on a dick that’d just been inside me. Which meant she was getting a combination of me and her fiancé the same as I was getting a combination of her and my husband.

I squeezed my eyes shut as Shane pounded into me from behind. He was jack hammering into me like a man possessed, and I was totally here for it.

It seemed like all of us had been overcome by what we were doing. I held onto the bed for dear life as I continued licking her again and again, and then the explosion came.

I screamed into her pussy, and I felt her coming at the same time. Something splashed against me, and I blinked in surprise, realizing she was coming in my face.

That was something Shane had always wanted to do, but I’d never let him. There was something delicious about knowing Andrea was the one. Even if it was her squirting and not exactly coming in my face, but whatever.

I just kept riding it. It seemed like the thing to do. I screamed as Shane buried himself in me, and then I was coming again and again.

Meanwhile up above I got a view of Trevor’s ass as he pounded into her mouth. But he let out a final grunt of his own, and then stopped, moving in long and slow strokes for a moment.

I stared in fascination as he came in her mouth. She let out a moan of her own. Again it was one of those things where all of us stayed suspended like that for the space of maybe a breath, and then the tension released pretty much at the same time.

I fell away from her pussy, looking at the way it glistened and the way that some of my husband’s come was still leaking out of it. Meanwhile the way I moved meant Shane had to pull out of me. Not that I was all that disappointed. That had been fun, but I needed a rest.

Though if the way he grunted in disappointment was anything to go on, he wasn’t happy about me pulling away. Well that was tough. He’d had his good time with Andrea, and that would have to be enough.

So I climbed up on the bed and laid down next to Andrea. She reached out and took my hand and gave it a squeeze. I let her do it, squeezing right back at her. Then I turned to look at her, licking my lips as I took in her beauty.

She licked her lips as she looked at me. It was an intense moment with all the tension from all the years of animosity sparking in between us. Then she smiled and leaned in to kiss me.

It was a gentle kiss. A soft kiss. Just a small peck on the lips, really.

“I think that makes us even for everything,” she said.

I smiled, letting bitch Denise get buried in the moment. Even if she wanted to come out and play.

“Yeah, I’d say it does,” I said, smiling right back at her.


Chapter thirty-two

Pictures


The doorbell rang. I looked up from where I was putting the finishing touches on the burgers.

“Babe? You want to go get that?” I shouted through the house.

“Already on it,” Denise shouted.

I looked up in time to see her moving from the kitchen over to the front door. I grinned as I got a good look at her.

This was one of those days that made me glad to be a married man. It was a warm day, the kind of day that was perfect for going out, and she wore a pair of cut off jean shorts that molded to her body in all the right places and made me glad to be alive.

She also had on a tank top that left nothing to the imagination. I licked my lips as I stared at her, thinking about what a lucky bastard I was that I was married to her.

I heard the front door open, and the sounds of Trevor and Andrea greeting Denise.

I shivered as I imagined what that greeting would entail. No doubt Trevor was wrapping his arms around her. Hell, maybe both of them were wrapping their arms around her.

It turns out both of them enjoyed being with my wife. Not the kind of thing I would’ve expected when we started that journey, but I also wasn’t going to complain. Just getting to watch her with Andrea was fucking hot. I felt like I was one of the luckiest bastards in the world that I got to see two beauties like them getting it on regularly.

Even if sometimes it meant we got left out.

Trevor was a nice guy, don’t get me wrong, but I wasn’t into the dudes. That was one thing I’d definitely learned. The ladies had encouraged us to try, but it took one time trying to grab each other’s junk before we realize that no. Definitely not into guys.

“Shane! How’s it going, man?” Trevor asked, grinning as he came out into the backyard where I was working the grill.

“Living the dream,” I said, grinning right back at him.

Though I also looked through the door into the house proper and got a good look at the ladies. My heart skipped a beat when I saw what Andrea was wearing. A halter top that plunged down dangerously low, but of course that was the point. And she was in an equally tight pair of shorts. Not jean shorts, but they still clung to her body and gave me a good view of the curve of her ass.

Yeah. When I said living the dream I wasn’t bullshitting.

Trevor turned and looked over his own shoulder into the house. Yeah. It was pretty obvious both of us were living the dream. We both had beautiful women, and it turns out both of those beautiful women were open-minded enough to have a hell of a good time with both of us. And sometimes just with each other. And sometimes just with Trevor. Or Andrea coming over to have fun with me and Denise.

Yeah. All of us had learned to be a whole hell of a lot more open minded ever since all this started. I wouldn’t have it any other way.

“That outfit Denise is wearing tonight…” he said, trailing off.

“Yeah, it’s something,” I said, glancing over to the new addition in our backyard.

Of course there were nights when it was just the four of us getting together and hanging out. It’s not like we had to devolve into a fuck and suck fest every time we got together. Sure that was what happened more often than not, we were four hot young people who knew we could fuck each other to our heart’s content and that was one hell of an incentive for us to do just that whenever we could.

I was well aware there would come a time someday in the future, maybe after one of us started having kids, when the fun might come to an end. Or maybe it would be drama that brought everything crashing down. There was a whole hell of a lot that could happen with four people getting together and doing this kind of thing, after all.

I did what I always did when those thoughts threatened, though. I stopped worrying about them. It was time to live in the present.

Denise had definitely dressed for fun tonight. She wouldn’t be wearing an outfit like that if she didn’t plan on having a good time with somebody. It sent a shiver running through methe first time I saw her wearing it.

“So are we going to try out the new addition to your backyard tonight?” Trevor asked.

He popped open a beer and took a drink. I blinked. I hadn’t even realized he’d grabbed one from the cooler.

Then I looked over to the new addition again. I smiled as I saw the hot tub sitting there.

“Yeah, that’s the plan,” I said, turning and grinning at him. “Why? Did the two of you bring your swimsuits?”

“Actually, we didn’t,” he said, grinning.

“Why do I get the feeling you’re going to tell me both of you thought about bringing swimsuits but then you decided you didn’t need to bother?”

“Probably because that’s exactly what we decided,” he said. “So anyway. Do you need any help with the grilling or anything?”

I looked down to my work on the grill. Then back to him.

“No. You can have a seat, or you can go inside and ogle my wife in her outfit.”

“I mean I’m looking forward to seeing her out of that outfit later tonight a little more, but I can’t deny that watching her in those things is pure pleasure. It reminds me of the old days.”

“Yeah, it’s not at all like the old days,” I said, shaking my head.

“How do you figure?” he asked.

“That’s simple,” I said. “You actually have a chance of fucking her these days. My understanding is that was never in the cards way back when.”

“You’ve got a point there,” he said, taking a sip from his drink.

Then he moved over and had a seat right next to the hot tub. He kicked back in a lounge chair and put his feet up.

“Man. I’d kill for a house in the suburbs like this,” he said.

“Oh yeah?” I asked, flipping the burgers and making sure the chicken was still coming along.

“Yeah,” he said. “But I blew most of my load putting together my studio. After that there wasn’t much left over for a house.”

“Well you’re doing pretty well with the whole photography thing, right?” I said. “You’re not just taking naked pictures of horny housewives, right?”

“I mean that’s a big chunk of my business, sure,” he said, shaking his head and laughing as he put his beer down. “But yeah. I’ve also been taking other business. Doing senior pictures. Pictures of family. Stuff like that.”

“Really?” I said. “I’m surprised people would be willing to do that considering the kind of pictures you have up in your portfolio.”

“Believe it or not, I get a lot of people who are repeat customers after doing the whole boudoir photography thing,” he said. “Mom wants a nice sexy picture to give to dad, and then they like what I did so much they decide to come back and have me take a picture of the whole family. Which is a head trip and a half, don’t get me wrong. Looking at a gorgeous woman and knowing I’ve seen her totally naked. Or knowing that I’ve done more than that.”

“Really?” I asked, my attention on the burgers totally forgotten . “So me and Denise aren’t the only ones you pulled that on?”

“I mean I don’t fuck nearly as many clients as you’re probably thinking, but it does happen, and Andrea is surprisingly open minded about that sort of thing. Like she almost gets off on it, if that makes sense.”

I turned back and gave the grill the attention it needed for a moment. Which also gave me an opportunity to gather my own thoughts on that matter.

It turned out I really liked the idea of Denise getting with another guy. I guess it only made sense that there’d be women who enjoyed the same thing, only in reverse. Not to mention she seemed to have no problem getting with other women, though after everything that’d happened I wondered if that was something that’d been lurking deep inside her all along, and it took this whole fantasy thing with Andrea for that to finally come out and play.

“Yeah, we’re living the dream,” I said.

“You know, I might be able to get you in on some of those photo sessions sometime,” he said.

I flipped one of the burgers so high it went flying over the grill and off into the lawn. I let out a couple of choice curse words at that, and then grabbed another patty and put it on the grill.

“So I take it from your sudden distraction that you like the idea?” Trevor asked.

“I mean I wouldn’t be opposed to the idea,” I said. “But I can’t help but think my wife wouldn’t be too keen on it, you know?”

“You might be surprised,” he said. “Let her in on some of the fun, and she might be all about it. Isn’t that what happened with me?”

“Yeah, maybe,” I said, though I wasn’t sure about it.

My cock was immediately as hard as a diamond and throbbing with blood pumping through it at the thought of doing something like that. I just wasn’t sure if that would be a fantasy too far, even considering all the stuff we’d already done with Trevor and Andrea.

“Something to think about, at least,” Trevor said with a shrug. “We could even have someone over for a meet and greet here at your place since this is the house that’s made for entertaining. My apartment isn’t so great for that sort of thing.”

My cock twitched again at the offer. I liked the sound of that. Plus it would be nice to use the hot tub for its intended purpose.

When we’d first finished at the photo studio I’d considered never talking to them again. That things between us and Andrea might be awkward to the point we shouldn’t get together with them on the regular.

Only Trevor had been so friendly. Not to mention Andrea was so fucking hot. And Denise seemed totally into the idea of continuing to get to know Trevor.

Not to mention I got hot thinking of the two of them getting together again. All that had pushed me over, and we’d gone from being unlikely fuck buddies to being an odd little friendship group.

And now it looked like that was really starting to pay dividends. Like Trevor was the hook up into a whole local swinging scene I didn’t even know existed. That I never would’ve known about if we hadn’t ended up getting together with them.

“We’re going to have to run that by Denise, of course,” I said, saluting him with my tongs. “But I know my wife well enough to know she’d probably be into the idea!”

He grinned right back at me and saluted me with his drink. “I was hoping you’d say something like that!”

I grinned. Living the dream. Yeah. I wasn’t just bullshitting him when I said that. I really was living the dream, and I owed it all to the weirdest fucking rivalry my wife ever had.

Not that I was complaining!


Chapter thirty-three

Plans


“Here, let me help you with that,” Andrea said.

Of course when she said she was helping me with something, what that really meant was she was looking for an opportunity to try and get me hot and bothered.

That was a thing Andrea seemed to relish. Not that I was complaining. No, the more I’d gotten to know the all grown up version of Andrea, the more I decided I liked it when she tried to get me all hot and bothered.

She came up behind me, wrapping her arms around me. She was just a little bit taller than me, which meant I could feel her inhaling my scent as she pressed up against me from behind.

I squeezed my eyes shut. My mouth fell open. God I loved it when she did stuff like that.

Sure there wasn’t a cock pressing against me, but still. I wasn’t complaining.

I took a deep breath. I did a quick count. Then I let it out.

“Is something wrong?” Andrea asked, sounding so sweet and innocent, but I knew she was anything but.

No. She was enjoying the fuck out of this.

I opened my eyes. Forced myself to focus on what was in front of me. I was cutting some cucumbers, though as I stared down at them I thought of some other uses Andrea and I might be able to get out of the cucumber before it was sliced into little bits.

“No, nothing’s wrong,” I finally said, taking a deep breath and letting it out. “Just enjoying feeling you against me.”

I turned around and looked at her. Gave her an up and down. And I let out a low whistle as I got that look at her.

“Like what you see?” she asked, giving a quick twirl.

“You know I do!” I said.

She was in a halter top and impossibly tight shorts, and it looked damn good on her. And from the way she was biting her lip as she stared at me, she knew it looked damn good on her.

“I thought you might like it,” she said, and then she was giving me a once over that sent another shiver running through me.

“Like what you see?” I asked, and now it was my turn to bite my lip as I looked at her.

“You know I always do, Denise,” she said.

And then she was stepping forward again, only this time when she wrapped her arms around me it was from the front. Our breasts pressed together, and I let out a low shiver.

She was obviously turned on. Her nipples pressed against mine. And then she leaned in.

The kiss was quick. Just brushing her lips against mine. Still, it was hot. I shivered.

“A girl could get used to that,” I said, licking my lips as I stared at her.

“Don’t I know it?” she said, her eyes twinkling. “But we probably should work on whatever you’re doing in here. I take it you’re doing the traditional separation of gender roles when it comes to a cookout?”

“Yeah, Shane was always better on the grill anyway,” I said with a shrug. “It’s not like it’s a big deal that he’s the one doing all the work.”

“You know how much I love it when your husband is doing all the work,” she said, grinning and winking.

“Yeah, I have a pretty good idea,” I said, licking my lips.

“So what can I do?” she asked.

“I’m in the middle of putting together a veggie plate, so you can finish up over there,” I said, pointing to a pile of peppers and other vegetables that hadn’t been sliced up yet. I was glad for the help. I didn’t exactly like doing this shit, but whatever.

I hated grilling even more, and I’d discovered every relationship was all about a healthy division of labor where each spouse took the shit jobs around the house they despised the least.

“I’m on it,” she said, grinning at me.

“Excellent,” I said. “Always glad for a little help putting everything together.”

“What can I say?” Andrea said. “I think we’re pretty good at working together, right?”

“Right,” I said, another one of those little shivers running through me as I thought about what she was insinuating.

Hey, what can I say? I liked flirting with Andrea. It was fun. And it was different from flirting with Shane.

We chopped our vegetables in silence for a little while after that, working quietly and enjoying one another’s presence. I’d occasionally steal glances in her direction, and she’d occasionally look back at me so I knew she was enjoying this as much as I was.

I’d occasionally catch myself staring at her top in particular. She looked damn good, and I kept thinking about her like she was a present I was going to get to unwrap before the evening was through.

Because that was totally the truth. She was totally a gift I was going to get to unwrap before the evening was through, and I loved it.

“So I’ve been thinking,” she said, interrupting that blissful silence.

I turned my attention away from some carrots I was chopping and looked at her. She had a slight smile there. Like she was up to something.

Which was something I’d gotten used to from her. She always looked like that before she was about to suggest something that might be a little weird, but I could be guaranteed to have a good time.

“Oh yeah?” I asked. “And what exactly were you thinking?”

“I was thinking back to the reunion, mostly,” she said.

“You mean the night when you decided to take revenge by fucking people?” I said, chuckling. “You know, Shane was totally right on that score. That’s not a good way to get revenge.”

“Tell me about it,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Especially not with the two assholes I ended up going home with that night. It turns out neither one of them ever had to be all that good in bed.”

“Really?” I asked. “I dated Matt for a little while at the beginning of high school, but we never got all that serious. The most he ever got was feeling one of my tits over a sweater after a winter dance.”

“Yeah, well it didn’t feel like he’d gotten much better since then,” Andrea said. “Like he expected me to do all the work, and I had to yell at him to get him to go down on me.”

“What about the other one?” I asked.

“I mean I suppose he was okay,” she said.

I smiled. Well at least she had sort of a good experience that night, for all that it seemed like everybody was staring at her like she had a big Scarlet letter tattooed on her backside as she was leaving.

Or maybe it was that everybody was staring at her ass. It was a nice ass, after all, and totally worth looking at.

“…If you’re into a guy doing a couple of pumps and then blowing a load.”

“Oh,” I said.

I’d never dated the other guy. I couldn’t even remember his name, that’s how unmemorable he’d been, for all that he’d obviously lusted after me like pretty much every other guy at that school. He’d always been a bit of an asshole, and not my idea of a good time. So I steered clear. I was starting to be glad that I’d steered clear, too.

“Anyway,” she said. “I was thinking there was another avenue of revenge we could take.”

“We?” I asked, again cocking an eyebrow as I stared at her. “What ever are you talking about?”

“I was thinking of somebody else who was at that reunion who we both might want to take revenge on, you know?”

“You’re starting to repeat yourself, Andrea.”

She looked at me, and it was a look that held so much smoldering intensity that it almost made me want to take a step back. Almost, but I resisted the urge. Still. That was an intense look.

“Why do I get the feeling you’re talking about something that’s going to get me in trouble?”

“Oh I don’t know,” she said, still keeping her eyes locked on mine. “I suppose it all depends on how close you feel like you are with Cassie.”

I blinked. It all depended on how close I was with Cassie. Could she be serious?

“I mean…”

I paused. I really thought about it. I mean I wouldn’t mind getting with her. She was a total bitch to everyone back in school, but I’d sort of been the same way without intending to. And we’d been bitchy to each other. Going back and forth trying to assert dominance in our little group of queen bees, for all that I felt like I was the one who came out on top in that struggle.

Plus she was hot, and she’d stayed hot over the years. Part of being a fitness influencer or something where she had to look good, and I’m talking she wasn’t using filters all the time to look good.

Finally I came back to reality with Andrea and grinned.

“How would we even do that?”

“Well that’s the interesting thing,” Andrea said. “Because I got her phone number at the reunion.”

I blinked again. Okay. Talk about a surprise.

“She gave you her phone number?”

“She totally did,” Andrea said.

“You’re fucking serious? You’re not bullshitting me right now?”

“I promise you I’m not bullshitting you right now,” she said, licking her lips. And then she did something else with her tongue. Something that left very little to the imagination as to exactly what she’d like to do if the two of us ended up getting together with Cassie like she was talking about.

“So what do you say? How would you like to do a tagteam with Cassie? Really get in a good old-fashioned grudge fuck?”

I thought about that. I looked out to the guys sitting out on the back porch. It looked like the two of them were sharing a beer and having a good time and occasionally Shane would pretend to do some work by flipping something around on the grill, but other than that they weren’t doing all that much.

And that was fine. Let them have their fun out there.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I think we tell the two of them what we’re interested in doing first, then we go do it, and maybe if Cassie is interested in getting with our men then we let them have a try.”

“That’s fine,” Andrea said with a shrug. “I know Trevor definitely has some issues he’d like to work out by getting inside her, but better to wait and figure that all out after we have our fun with her.”

I thought about it, and I realized the idea thrilled me. No. It more than thrilled me. I was downright excited thinking about getting with her. Getting in a good old-fashioned grudge fuck.

Yeah. There was something really hot about that. I locked eyes with Andrea, my surprising new partner in crime, and grinned.

“Yeah, I think that sounds like a great idea,” I said.

I couldn’t believe we were talking about doing this, but then again I couldn’t believe most of the stuff I’d done with Andrea and Trevor and my husband.

And it was starting to look like the four of us getting together, something that would’ve seemed impossible to me just a couple of months back, was only the beginning!
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