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The Wedding Guest
Claire watched the ice swirl in her glass, the amber liquid catching the dim bar light. Across from her, John was leaning on the table, his voice slurred with the weight of too many drinks and too much regret.
"I just--God, I don't know. I don't want to be that guy. You know, the sad divorcé at the wedding, everyone whispering about me. 'Poor John. Look at him. Still hasn't bounced back.'"
Mark took a slow sip of his beer. He didn't say much. He never did when John was around. Claire could feel it--the tension humming beneath the surface. She had seen that look before in her husband, that flicker of something dark whenever John cracked a joke she laughed too hard at.
"C'mon, John," Claire said, nudging his arm. "You should go. You don't want to give him the satisfaction of thinking you're too broken to show up."
John scoffed, running a hand through his already-messy hair. "Yeah, because there's nothing sadder than a guy going solo to a wedding."
"Then take a date," she said. "You're a catch. You could find someone."
John shook his head. "Not in a week. What kind of lunatic takes a first date to a wedding?"
Later that night, back home, Claire lay in bed, staring at the ceiling while Mark read beside her. She couldn't shake John's face from her mind--how lost he had looked.
"It's awful," she said, turning toward Mark. "What happened to him. I mean, Sarah just left him out of nowhere."
Mark grunted, flipping a page.
"And now this wedding--God, it's going to be so hard for him. Can you imagine going alone, knowing everyone is judging you?"
Mark exhaled slowly.
"Yeah," he said. "That sucks."
She turned onto her side, propping herself up on her elbow. "I just--I don't know. I feel bad for him."
Mark smiled to himself a bit at her remark. Yes, Claire felt bad for John. Every woman in town felt bad for John. And they all probably spent way too much time thinking about how he was doing.
Mark didn't dislike John. To the contrary, Mark and John had known each other for years--not just in the casual way that people who live in the same town do, but in the way that men who have spent hours together on the sidelines of kids' soccer games, nursing beers at dads' nights out, and sharing rounds at the local pub do. They weren't best friends, but they were solid--part of the same circle, woven together by proximity, routine, and the unspoken camaraderie of fatherhood.
When John's marriage collapsed six months ago, Mark had been there. They all had--Mark, Claire, and their group of friends. They listened, they bought him drinks, they let him vent. And when John moved into an apartment just around the corner from their house, their lives naturally began to intersect even more. Mark ran into him at the store, at the coffee shop, jogging past their house. Claire, too.
And that part, if Mark was being honest, was the part that nagged at him.
He told himself it wasn't a big deal. John was a good-looking guy--it was just a fact. He had an incredible build, the kind of physique that made people assume he lived at the gym, when really, it was just decades of playing and coaching baseball. And then there was the job--high school teacher, baseball coach. The guy was practically engineered to be swooned over. Every mom in town had, at one point or another, giggled a little too much around him. Why should Claire be any different?
But still, it bothered him.
Mark had never voiced it--never would--but every time he and Claire ran into John, he felt that same, familiar irritation crawl under his skin. Claire was so obviously attracted to him, and either didn't realize how obvious she was being or didn't care.
So when she lay in bed that night, after they'd seen John at the bar, going on about how much she felt for him, it registered a bit different for Mark. He felt bad for John too, but he wasn't about to fall asleep dreaming about the guy.
--
A couple of days later, Mark was halfway through his afternoon when his phone buzzed. A text from John.
Hey man, you around for a beer tonight?
Mark didn't think twice before responding. Yeah, sure.
That evening, they met at a pub just outside town, one of their usual spots. John had already grabbed a booth, and as soon as Mark sat down, a beer slid across the table toward him.
"Thanks," Mark said, taking a sip.
John leaned back, rubbing a hand over his jaw. "Listen, man, I just wanted to say thanks--to you and Claire. You guys have been really good to me."
Mark waved him off. "Come on. You don't have to say that."
"No, I do." John exhaled. "The other night... I was kind of a mess. I was drunk, and I probably said some dumb shit. I just appreciate you guys listening."
Mark shrugged. "Don't be crazy. You're going through it. I get it. Anything I can do to help, just let me know."
John looked at him. Hesitated.
"Well, now that you mention it..."
Mark raised an eyebrow. "Oh boy."
John laughed, but there was a thread of nervousness in it. "So, I've been thinking about this. You and Claire were so good about this the other night. And you're the only people I've told about this, so I figured I'd ask."
"Ask what?"
John took a breath. "Could Claire come to the wedding with me?"
Mark blinked.
John held up his hands immediately. "Dude, do not get the wrong idea. I'm not trying anything out of bounds here. It would be strictly as friends. I swear. Scouts honor."
Mark stared at him, his mind tripping over itself. "What?"
John leaned forward. "It would just totally change the entire day for me, man. Like--imagine going alone versus walking in with Claire. Come on, you know your wife is hot. If she came, it would be the difference between me being the sad, lonely divorced guy, or the guy who's already dating beautiful women. The whole vibe changes."
Mark let out a low, disbelieving laugh. "That's... a fucked up idea."
John smirked. "I know."
They both laughed, but the air between them had shifted.
Mark took another sip of his beer. "You're serious?"
"Dead serious," John said. "I'm telling you, man. It would make all the difference. And I promise, nothing weird. Just friends at a wedding. And by the way, this wedding is gonna be insane--ceremony at Riverside Church, rooftop reception at the Peninsula. Claire would have a blast."
Mark ran a hand down his face. He couldn't believe he was even entertaining this.
"I don't know, man," he finally said. "Honestly. That's a big ask."
John nodded. "I get it. Just... think about it. Maybe talk to Claire."
Mark took a long sip of his beer.
"Yeah," he said finally. "I'll think about it."
--
Mark walked home slowly, the night air thick and warm, his mind buzzing louder than the crickets in the distance.
It was absurd. Completely fucking absurd.
John was his friend, and yet Mark felt that familiar gnawing unease twisting in his gut.
It wasn't just this one thing--this one request. It was the accumulation of little things over time. Claire and John had known each other for years, and every time they were together, it got under Mark's skin in a way he hated to admit. The way she laughed at John's jokes just a little too hard, the way her body language shifted around him, the way her eyes followed him when he walked away.
Mark told himself it was nothing. That she acted like that with everyone. Claire was friendly, warm, engaging. People were drawn to her, and she liked the attention. But John was different.
John was John.
A good-looking guy, ridiculously in shape. That kind of effortless athleticism that women instinctively responded to. On top of that, he was a high school teacher and baseball coach. The most mom-friendly profession in the world. Women loved him.
And Claire? She wasn't blind.
It had always annoyed Mark, but now, with this request hanging in the air, it bothered him.
Because, if he was honest with himself, objectively, there was a chance something could happen.
Claire was gorgeous. Even now, at forty-five, she was in better shape than most women in their twenties. Always had been, but lately? Jesus. She had rounded out in a way that made her body even more striking--curves in all the right places, toned legs, an ass that made guys do double-takes when she walked by. Mark wasn't stupid. He saw the way men looked at her. He knew they hit on her.
And in some ways, that turned him on. It always had.
It was something he had never admitted out loud, even to himself, until recently. But the truth was, he got a charge out of knowing other men wanted her--out of imagining the way they looked at her, the things they might say.
And he knew she looked at men too. In fact, over the years, he suspected she might have done more than look. She and her friends weren't angels. He knew damn well that on those girls weekends to Florida they flirted, danced, let guys buy them drinks. And, hell, maybe even more than that. He had spent more than a few sleepless nights driving himself crazy, wondering what might have happened.
And it wasn't just the girls' trips.
Years ago, at her high school reunion, Claire had reconnected with an old boyfriend. She swore nothing had happened, but Mark had felt something shift afterward. A distance, an energy. And even though the suspicions had made him sick at the time, now, looking back, he almost--almost--thought about it as a fantasy.
It was weird, how his mind worked now. As he got older, these ideas, these images of Claire being bad, didn't just haunt him--they enticed him. He thought about them when they were in bed together. Sometimes when he was alone. He even sought out stories and videos online that played into those fantasies.
But those were just thoughts. Private.
This? This was real.
This was John. Someone they knew. Someone who lived right around the corner. Someone he would have to see the next day, and the day after that, and the day after that. Someone Claire would see, and continue to have a relationship with. Nothing about this was abstract or distant.
And then there was the town.
People would find out. Gossip spread like wildfire here. The idea of people whispering, of the sideways glances, of anyone thinking something was going on between Claire and John--it made his stomach turn. That, he could not live with.
But maybe... maybe he was overthinking this.
Maybe Claire could just go as a friend. Maybe it was just a wedding, a favor. John wasn't an idiot. He wasn't a gossip. If they did this, no one in town could ever know. That would have to be the condition. John could keep his mouth shut.
Mark exhaled, running a hand through his hair.
Fuck it.
He would mention it to Claire.
--
Mark sat on the couch, beer in hand, watching Claire move around the kitchen. She was cutting fruit, methodically, absentmindedly humming to herself. He watched the way her body moved, the way her jeans hugged her hips.
He took a sip of his drink.
He had told himself he was going to bring it up casually. Just slide it into conversation, see how she reacted. But now, sitting here, he realized there was no casual way to say this.
Still, he had to do it.
"Hey," he said finally.
She glanced up. "Hey what?"
He exhaled. "I saw John tonight."
She looked at him fully now, interested. "Oh yeah? How's he doing?"
Mark smirked. "Well... that's the thing."
Claire arched an eyebrow. "What thing?"
"He, uh... he asked me something. Something kinda weird."
That got her attention. She set down the knife. "Weird how?"
"He, uh... he asked if you would go to the wedding with him."
Silence.
Claire blinked, her expression unreadable. "What?"
Mark gave a short, dry laugh. "Yeah. He, uh, pitched it like it would totally change the night for him. Said if you went, it would keep him from looking like the sad divorcé. That it would give him confidence. Strictly as friends, obviously."
Claire tilted her head, studying him. "And what did you say?"
Mark ran a hand over his jaw. "I told him it was a fucked-up idea."
She let out a small laugh. "Good answer."
"But..." Mark hesitated. "I told him I'd think about it."
That surprised her.
Claire leaned against the counter, arms still crossed, watching him carefully. "And you are thinking about it?"
Mark exhaled. "Yeah. I mean... I don't know. Part of me thinks it's ridiculous. But part of me thinks--what's the harm? If it would make him feel better, and it's just a wedding, and you're just going as a friend..."
Claire didn't answer right away.
Mark knew her well enough to see the gears turning in her head. She was considering it.
"Would it bother you?" she asked.
Mark hesitated.
"Yeah," he admitted. "It would."
She nodded slowly. "Then why would you even entertain it?"
Mark sighed. "I don't know. Maybe because I feel bad for him. Maybe because I know it would be a fun night for you. Maybe because I'm trying not to be the jealous husband who says no just because another guy asked."
Claire's lips pressed together, and she didn't respond.
Mark studied her. "Would you want to do it?"
She hesitated again.
"I don't know," she said finally. "I mean... I like John. He's a good guy. I do feel bad for him. And if it's just a wedding..."
Mark clenched his jaw. He knew that tone. She was leaning toward yes.
Claire picked up the knife again, idly slicing through a strawberry. "But I also get why it would make you uncomfortable."
Mark exhaled through his nose. "Yeah."
Silence stretched between them.
Claire glanced up, meeting his eyes. "You trust me, right?"
Mark looked at her. Really looked at her.
Did he trust her?
After all these years? Through the girls' trips and the flirtations and the quiet, unspoken suspicions?
Yeah.
He trusted her.
Mark sighed, shaking his head. "Yeah," he said. "I trust you."
Claire gave him a small, knowing smile. "Then what do you want me to do?"
Mark looked at her.
He genuinely wasn't sure how to answer.
--
The second Mark said it, a little thrill shot through Claire, sharp and undeniable.
John wanted her to go to the wedding with him.
She put down the knife and gripped the edge of the counter, keeping her face neutral, forcing herself to play it cool. Her mind raced ahead, filling in the details--her walking into the reception with John at her side, every woman in the room watching them.
John was that guy. The one every woman in town whispered about. The one who made them fidget in their seats whenever he walked into a room. The one whose presence electrified every dull neighborhood gathering, every PTA meeting, every night out at the local bar.
And now, suddenly, this.
She could hear her friends' voices in her head. Are you serious? Oh my God, Claire, how did this happen? You're actually going with him?
She thought back to their last girls' night, huddled around a table at their favorite wine bar, giggling over their second bottle.
"Did you see him at the grocery store the other day?" Sarah P. had said, fanning herself. "Gray workout shorts. Jesus. I had to walk down another aisle to compose myself."
Melissa laughed. "I swear he does it on purpose. Like, he knows exactly what he's doing."
"Of course he does," Claire had chimed in, sipping her wine. "He might be clueless about relationships, but he definitely knows how to make women stare."
Then Olivia, the one who always took things further, leaned in and said, "If we were single, how long do you think it would take him to get us into bed?"
The table had erupted into laughter, but the question had hung in the air, unspoken and undeniable.
She forced her expression into something neutral, casual. When she finally spoke, she made sure her voice was measured, even.
"And what did you say?"
Mark smirked. "Told him it was a fucked-up idea."
Claire let out a small, controlled laugh. "Good answer."
"But..." Mark hesitated. "I told him I'd think about it."
Claire's heart fluttered.
She kept her arms crossed, her face smooth, acting as if she were carefully considering the situation, like there were pros and cons to weigh, like she wasn't already imagining the dress she would wear.
"And you are thinking about it?"
Mark exhaled. "Yeah. I mean... I don't know. Part of me thinks it's ridiculous. But part of me thinks--what's the harm? If it would make him feel better, and it's just a wedding, and you're just going as a friend..."
Hold it together, Claire, she told herself. Play it cool. "Would it bother you?" she asked finally.
Mark hesitated.
"Yeah," he admitted. "It would."
She nodded slowly. "Then why would you even entertain it?"
Mark sighed. "I don't know. Maybe because I feel bad for him. Maybe because I know it would be a fun night for you. Maybe because I'm trying not to be the jealous husband who says no just because another guy asked... Would you want to do it?"
"I don't know," she said finally, tilting her head as if deep in thought. "I mean... I like John. He's a good guy. I do feel bad for him. And if it's just a wedding..."
She saw the flicker of something in Mark's eyes--a mix of surprise, a hint of anger, disappointment.
Shit. Too much.
She backtracked, softening her tone. "But I also get why it would make you uncomfortable."
Mark didn't say anything, just exhaled through his nose, running a hand through his hair.
Claire saw her opening and went for it. "But there wouldn't be anything for you to be uncomfortable about. We'd just be going as friends, and it would just be to help John out."
Mark didn't immediately respond.
"By the way," she added, keeping her tone light, "where is the wedding?"
Mark sighed. "Evidently, it's a big money affair. Ceremony at Riverside Church on the West Side, reception at the rooftop of the Peninsula Hotel."
Claire widened her eyes just enough to feign mild interest. "Well, that doesn't sound terrible."
Mark let out a dry laugh. "No, it doesn't. Not for you, at least."
She leaned against the counter, keeping her expression somewhere between amusement and reasonability. "Oh my God, Mark, you trust me, right?"
Mark sighed again, shaking his head as if this whole conversation was exhausting him. "Yeah," he said finally. "I trust you."
She forced herself to stay composed, to make it sound like she was still rational, still thinking it through.
"Then what do you want me to do?" she asked.
Mark met her eyes. His gaze was heavy, knowing. "You really want to go, don't you?"
Claire raised her eyebrows, playing the role of the reasonable, selfless wife. "It would be fun," she said. "And it would be helping John out."
Mark didn't answer immediately. His expression was unreadable.
Finally, he exhaled. "Let's think about it."
Claire nodded, acting as if she weren't already screaming with excitement inside.
"Okay," she said lightly.
But she knew.
She knew this was happening.
--
The drive was quiet, just the hum of the tires on the pavement and the soft rhythm of the turn signal as they slowed for a red light. Mark stared straight ahead, hands gripping the wheel, his face unreadable.
"So," he said finally, breaking the silence. "What do you think?"
Claire turned to look at him. "What do you think?" she asked, her voice careful, neutral.
Mark exhaled. "I think it's a terrible idea," he admitted. "But if you want to go, I'm okay with it."
Claire turned her gaze to the window, gripping the armrest as if she needed to steady herself. She had to be measured here, had to be rational. She couldn't just say yes--that would be too eager, too obvious.



"So it's my decision?" she asked.
"Yes of course," Mark said. "It's up to you."
She hesitated, making herself pause, as if she were deeply considering it. "But you would be okay with it if I said yes? You wouldn't be mad?"
Mark sighed. "I'm not gonna lie, this is a fucked-up situation. I'm not gonna love it, but if you want to go, fine."
She let another few seconds pass before speaking, forcing restraint, keeping her voice steady. "I think..." she said slowly, "I think I should do it."
She rushed to explain. "I mean, John is going through so much. This isn't a big deal. It's just a way to help him out. And it's just one day."
Mark didn't say anything.
Claire pressed on. "And... how often do you get a chance to go to a wedding like this in New York? The ceremony is at Riverside Church. I mean, that place is gorgeous. And the reception? A rooftop at the Peninsula Hotel? That's not exactly something you get to do every weekend."
Still, Mark was silent.
She kept going. "I mean, it's not like a backyard wedding with a tent and a buffet. This is going to be incredible."
Mark let out a noncommittal grunt. She wasn't sure if he was agreeing or just acknowledging that she was talking.
The conversation stalled. The sound of the road filled the SUV again.
A few minutes passed before Mark spoke again. His voice was quieter this time. Hesitant.
"Look," he said. "I know you're attracted to John."
Claire's stomach flipped. She tried to keep her expression neutral. "Mark--"
He cut her off. "Just listen. I'm not accusing you of anything. I'm just stating a fact." He glanced at her briefly before looking back at the road. "You're attracted to John, right?"
She hesitated. "Mark, come on--"
"Seriously, answer me, "Are you attracted to John?"
She sighed. "Look Mark, you know John is a good looking guy. Of course he's attractive."
"That's not an answer," he said. "Are you are attracted to him?"
She let out a breath, shifting in her seat. "Mark, this is stupid. I'm not--"
He cut her off again, his voice calm but firm. "Claire, I'm not starting a fight. But if we're going to do this, we have to talk about it."
She was off balance now. She didn't know what to say.
He waited.
Finally, she swallowed and answered, her voice measured. "Yes, Mark. I am. Of course I am. Every woman in town is attracted to John."
And there it was. Out in the open.
The silence stretched. The air in the SUV felt thicker, heavier.
Mark nodded, as if he had expected it. "I know you're attracted to him," he said. "You lose your mind anytime you're around him."
She scoffed. "I do not."
Mark let out a small, knowing laugh. "Claire. Any time we run into him, within fifteen minutes, you two are off in some corner talking."
"That's not true."
"It is true," Mark said, still amused, but not unkindly. "And don't give me that Booster Club excuse. It's not about grant requests. You love talking to him. You're like a schoolgirl around him."
She rolled her eyes. "Mark, that's ridiculous."
He chuckled. "It's not ridiculous. I see it. And again, I'm not fighting here."
"Could have fooled me."
Another silence settled between them.
Finally, he spoke again, his voice lower, more serious. "I just needed you to know that I know that before you go."
Claire didn't know what to say to that.
She stared out the window, her heartbeat uneven. Finally, after a long pause, she spoke. "Okay," she said. "I won't go. This is really not a big deal, and it's not worth fighting about."
But Mark shook his head. "That's not what I'm saying."
She looked over at him. He was still focused on the road, his grip on the wheel relaxed, his expression unreadable.
"I just don't want you going into this thinking I'm blind," he said.
Claire pressed her lips together, unsure of what to say.
Mark continued. "So I guess what I'm saying is--I know you're attracted to John. I want you to know that I know that. But I trust you. So I'm OK with the fact that this will be exciting for you--like a little fantasy date with the guy you have a crush on."
Her stomach twisted. "Mark, this is--"
"No, Claire," he interrupted, his voice steady. "It's okay. Go to the wedding. Have your day with John. I've been thinking about it. It's okay with me. But I wanted you to know."
The weight of his words filled the car.
She felt exposed in a way she hadn't expected. She wasn't doing anything wrong, but somehow, sitting here, hearing him lay it all out like that, she felt... caught.
She exhaled. "Mark, I don't really know what to say to that."
"You don't have to say anything," he said simply.
She was quiet for a moment. Then, finally, she asked, "You're okay with this?"
He nodded. "Yes. I am." He paused. "But there's one condition."
She swallowed. "What?"
"No one in town can ever know you're going with John to this wedding. It would just be too weird. I couldn't take it."
Claire felt an immediate rush of agreement. "Oh my God, you are absolutely right! I can only imagine the gossip."
She lowered her voice, mimicking one of their gossipy friends. "'Did you hear Claire is going to New York with John? Alone? For a wedding?'"
Mark smirked.
She shook her head. "No way. We won't tell anyone. It'll just be between you, me, and John."
She waited a few minutes. "Do you want to text him to tell him?"
"No, it would be a little weird--me texting John to tell him you were going with him to the wedding. You should just text him."
"I guess..." she said, holding back her smile.
Telling Him Yes
Claire sat at her desk, fingers hovering over the keyboard, staring blankly at the work emails on her screen.
She wasn't reading them.
Her heart was pounding.
Mark had gone into the office, the kids were at school, and for the first time in hours, she was completely alone. The house was still, filled only with the faint ticking of the clock in the kitchen and the occasional creak of the floorboards.
She felt ridiculous. It's just a text. Just a simple text.
And yet her hands were shaking.
She wasn't sure why. Or rather, she was sure why--she just wasn't ready to admit it to herself.
The idea of texting John had an energy to it, an undercurrent that made her breath feel shallow, made her pulse feel fast. She had spent the last fifteen minutes overthinking it, composing and deleting messages in her head, trying to make it sound breezy, effortless, like this was no big deal.
Finally, before she could talk herself out of it, she typed:
Hey, good news.
She hit send before she could second-guess herself.
Her phone vibrated almost instantly.
John: Is it what I think?
She swallowed, took a slow breath, and typed back:
Yes.
The response came back within seconds--
A string of heart emojis.
Her stomach flipped.
She stared at the little red hearts on her screen, feeling something warm spread through her chest. She shouldn't feel this way. It was just emojis. A dumb, playful reaction. But it made her heart race in a way she hadn't felt in a long time.
Her phone buzzed again.
John: Thank you thank you thank you thank you.
She exhaled, grinning despite herself.
Before she could reply, another message appeared.
John: And thank Mark too. I know this is weird.
She hesitated, then typed back:
Claire: lol It is a little.
Another buzz.
John: But he's cool with it?
She bit her lip. Claire: I wouldn't say cool.
A pause.
John: Everything OK?
She hesitated just for a second before answering. Claire: He said I could go, so yes, OK.
John: 😊
Claire couldn't help but smile.
She took another breath, then added:
Claire: One condition.
John: ??
Claire: No one in town can know. We can't tell anyone!
A pause. Then--
John: Got it.
Another buzz.
John: Good thinking--people talk
Claire: Yes, too much
John: It's in the vault
Claire: lol I hope so
John: I'm getting us a car to go into NYC.
Her pulse skipped.
Claire: Ohhh fancy
John: I'll have it pick you up first and then come get me at my brother's house in Centerville--discreet!
Claire's breath hitched.
Claire: Sneaky--I love it!
Her fingers tingled as she typed the words.
She had no idea why she wrote that.
Or maybe she did.
Her phone buzzed again.
John: Thanks so much for doing this--and thank Mark.
Claire: My pleasure.
A few seconds later, his final text came through.
John: We'll see
She stared at the words, at the weight behind them.
Her heart was still pounding.
--
Mark watched Claire. She moved through the house with an lightness, her hips swaying just a little more, her voice carrying a melodic energy. She laughed more easily, touched him in passing more often--a hand on his shoulder, fingers brushing against his back as she reached for something.
She was glowing. And Mark knew why.
When she thought he wasn't looking, she'd pick up her phone, a small smile playing on her lips. Maybe she was texting John, maybe she wasn't. But the possibility was enough to send a jolt through Mark's chest.
At dinner, she poured herself a second glass of wine--something she only did when she was in an especially good mood. The kids asked to be excused and went to do homework. Claire sat across the table sipping her wine.
"So I had an idea," she said.
"What's that?"
"Well... I need something to wear to the wedding."
That got Mark's attention. He didn't know why, but his heart started bearing faster.
She continued, "And I thought, maybe we could make a night out of it. We could go to the mall, get some dinner and drinks, then do some shopping."
"You want me to shop with you?"
"I thought it might be fun."
"Just to be clear: you want to make a date night out of me helping you shop for something to wear on date?"
Claire laughed. "It's not a date."
Mark said, "It's still kind of weird."
She said, "The whole thing is kind of weird."
It was Mark's turn to laugh. "You're right about that. Fine, maybe it will be fun."
--
Lying in bed, Mark stared at the ceiling, his thoughts tangled.
This whole thing was a bad idea.
He had told himself that a dozen times. And yet...
Every time he thought about it--about Claire shopping for something to wear for John, about her excitement, about the way she lit up at just the idea of going--he felt something twist inside him.
He was uneasy. Deeply uneasy.
But there was something else.
Something he hadn't expected.
Something about watching Claire thinking about what she would wear, knowing she was picking out a dress for John, not for him... it bothered him. But it also...
Mark exhaled, rubbing his eyes.
No. He wasn't going there.
And yet, his pulse was steady, heavy, as the image of Claire slipping into a dress in some dressing room tomorrow night played out in his mind.
--
A Different Kind of Date Night
They started with drinks. It was a bar at a restaurant in the mall, but for the night it was serving the purpose.
Mark and Claire sat across from each other in a booth, drinks in front of them.
Claire had a goal. She wanted this to be fun. For Mark. The truth was, she was getting more and more excited about the wedding. She knew Mark was still doubtful. The best way to make sure everything went smoothly was to make him a part of it. Make sure he felt included, not shut out. Also, there was something else. That day, she had picked up a new kind of energy between them. A curiosity. An interest.
She caught him looking at her throughout the day. More than usual. Long enough that she noticed.
He had hugged her in the kitchen, out of nowhere. That never happened.
That afternoon, he had complimented her jeans. Said she looked good in them. That never happened either.
It got her thinking.
And now, sitting here, sipping a cocktail with bourbon and orange zest, she realized that this night had a completely different energy than their usual "date nights."
Mark felt it too.
It was in the way they were both a little nervous, how the conversation had an edge of playfulness and tension that had been missing for years.
It felt... real.
Like an actual date.
Mark swirled his drink in his hand, studying her. "So," he said casually, "what are you going to wear?"
Claire took a sip of her drink. "I don't know," she said. "We'll have to see what we find."
She smiled, then hesitated.
"But... I have been thinking," she said slowly.
Mark raised an eyebrow. "About what?"
She hesitated again, swirling the ice in her glass. "I don't know... it might sound weird."
"Tell me."
Claire exhaled, choosing her words carefully. "I really want to wow all John's college friends."
Mark blinked. "Wow them?"
"Yeah," she said, laughing lightly. "Especially the guy getting married. I keep thinking about walking into that wedding in some killer dress and just blowing them all away. You know, making John look good."
Mark tilted his head, a slow smirk playing at the corner of his lips. "Wait. So you're telling me you want to look so good that you make the random college friends of some other guy jealous of him?"
Claire shrugged, taking another sip. "Yeah... that's about right."
Mark let out a dry laugh. He shook his head, amused. "This is getting so weird."
They laughed together, and the tension eased, but something was still humming beneath the surface.
Claire leaned in slightly, her eyes dancing. "You know what I mean though, right?"
Mark nodded, watching her. "Yeah. I know what you mean."
He took a sip of his drink, then added, "And you'll do it too."
Claire raised an eyebrow.
Mark smirked. "You, all dressed up on John's arm, walking into that wedding... They'll all be drooling."
Claire's smile widened, a playful spark in her eyes. "I never said I'd be on John's arm."
Mark waved a hand. "Figure of speech."
Claire took another sip, then glanced at him over her glass, her eyes mischievous.
"Well," she said, letting her voice dip just slightly, "I guess there are worse places to be."
Mark exhaled, his smirk faltering just a little.
--
As they stepped out of the restaurant, Claire walked a little ahead of Mark, a subtle sway in her hips. The mall was lively, filled with the hum of conversation, the distant scent of perfume, leather, and freshly brewed coffee from the café downstairs.
But Claire wasn't thinking about any of that.
She was thinking about Mark.
She had caught it--the way he reacted to her little joke at the bar. The way his cheeks flushed, how he glanced away too quickly, smiling uncomfortably.
And then, for just a moment, he laughed.
A small, nervous laugh.
Claire felt a pulse of excitement rush through her.
He didn't hate this, not entirely. He might be conflicted, even nervous, but he was intrigued.
And that intrigued her.
As for Mark, his thoughts were tangled. Claire's comment back at the bar had rattled him. Well, I guess there are worse places to be.
It was playful, yes, but it was also something else.
She was imagining it. Imagining herself on John's arm, imagining the way people would look at them, and she liked the thought.
The idea of Claire walking into that wedding, stunning, radiant, all eyes on her, all eyes on them--on her and John--it made something churn deep in his stomach.
They stepped into Nordstrom's, greeted immediately by a tall, stylish woman.
"Can I help you find anything?" she asked, giving Claire an approving once-over.
Claire, perhaps emboldened by her two cocktails, smiled and said, "Yes. I'm going to a ritzy wedding, and I need something that will dazzle the room when I walk in."
The saleswoman laughed. "We can definitely do that."
Mark watched as Claire's excitement grew.
"Just to give me something to work from," the woman continued, "since it's a ritzy wedding, I assume you're looking for something elegant. But are we thinking timeless, conservative elegance? Or younger, more flashy elegance?"
Mark almost answered for her. Claire always opted for timeless elegance--classic dresses, nothing too daring.
"Flashy elegance," she said immediately. "I want to turn heads."
Mark felt his stomach tighten.
The saleswoman grinned. "I like it. Let me show you some things."
She led them deeper into the store, guiding Claire toward a rack of gowns. Mark followed a few steps behind, half-listening as the saleswoman sorted through dresses.
"I have one dress here that is absolutely beautiful. It's a head-turner, but..." she hesitated, looking at Claire with a knowing smile, "it has a plunging neckline. It's pretty bold."
Claire's eyes gleamed. "Show me."
Mark swallowed hard.
A few minutes later, Mark sat in one of the plush chairs outside the dressing rooms, scrolling absently through his phone, when the curtain pulled back.
He looked up.
And froze.
Claire stepped out in a stunning black dress, the fabric hugging her curves perfectly. But the neckline--Jesus.
The deep plunge exposed more cleavage than Mark had ever seen her showr. The delicate fabric draped over her shoulders, cinching at the waist, flowing down her hips.
Mark sat up straighter, his mouth suddenly dry.
Claire turned toward the mirror, smoothing the fabric over her hips, assessing herself.
"What do you think?" she asked.
Mark exhaled, his pulse kicking up a notch. "You look... incredible."
Claire caught his hesitation and smirked. "But?"
He cleared his throat. "I don't know."
She tilted her head, amused. "What don't you know?"
He gestured vaguely. "It's... kind of revealing."
Claire met his gaze in the mirror, smiling knowingly. "Yes, you're right. This isn't something I would normally wear." She ran a hand over the fabric, adjusting the neckline slightly. "But this would turn some heads, wouldn't it?"
Mark swallowed. "Yeah. Yeah, it sure would."
She tilted her head, still studying her reflection. "I bet John's college friends won't be able to take their eyes off me."
Mark's jaw tightened.
She was teasing him.
But as she said it, a question popped into his head--Was she imagining everyone at the wedding looking at her in this dress... or was she imagining John?
The next dress was even more daring--a sleek, blood-red gown with a thigh-high slit and an open back.
Claire stepped out, hands on her hips, one leg slightly extended.
Mark's breath caught in his throat.
Claire turned, watching his reaction. "What about this one?"
Mark exhaled slowly. "You're really going for flashy elegance, huh?"
She grinned. "That was the plan."
She turned toward the mirror again, running her hands down her sides. "You know what's funny?" she mused.
Mark raised an eyebrow. "What?"



She glanced at him through the mirror. "The guy getting married--he and John were super competitive in college. Always trying to one-up each other."
Mark smirked. "Yeah? And now?"
Claire's eyes gleamed mischievously. "Now? John's about to win.
"Imagine it. The groom is standing at the altar, chatting with his groomsmen. He looks out and sees John walking up the aisle. And clinging to his arm is this gorgeous woman." She struck a sultry pose. "We make a beautiful couple."
"You're a couple now?"
She knew she was testing it now. "For that day, yes. To all those people at the wedding, yes."
She continued: "Does that bother you?"
"Yeah, kind of."
"It's just for the day, Mark."
"I know."
"And you have to admit, we will look good together."
Mark didn't say anything.
She continued, "John, with his broad shoulders in a sharp suit, and me on his arm in this." She gave a little spin. "We'll be the hottest couple in the place."
Mark shook his head. "This is getting so weird."
She pushed it. "Of course, I'll have to play it up a little to make them think we're a couple."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, yes John and I are just going as friends, but if we really want to make John look good, his friends will have to think we're a real couple."
"I don't like the sound of this," Mark said.
"It's not a big deal. But I might have to pretend to be his girlfriend."
"What does that mean,"
Claire shrugged. "Well, I mean... I can't just show up and not act the part. That would be weird. If I'm going to be on his arm, I have to sell it."
Mark felt something shift in his chest--part curiosity, part unease. "Okay," he said slowly, "so... what does that look like?"
Claire turned back toward the mirror, adjusting the thin straps on her shoulders, watching his reflection carefully as she spoke.
Claire tilted her head. "We'll probably have to make up some backstory about how we met. That will be fun."
"And..." Mark said.
"And when we're together I'll have to laugh at his jokes. You know, touch his arm when he says something funny." She did a small demonstration, brushing her fingers along the air, as if tracing the outline of John's bicep.
Mark exhaled through his nose.
"I should probably compliment him a lot, too," Claire continued, biting her lip in mock consideration. "Tell people how wonderful he is. How lucky I am."
Mark scoffed. "Jesus."
Claire grinned. "Oh, come on. You asked."
Mark shook his head. "So what else?"
Claire turned fully toward him now, her smile playful but her eyes dancing with something deeper.
"Well," she said, "I'll have to lean in close when we talk. Whisper things in his ear."
Mark's fingers curled slightly on his lap.
"And," Claire went on, holding his gaze, "I should touch him a lot--you know, casually."
She traced her fingers lightly down her own arm.
Mark was quiet.
Claire smiled. "And then there's dancing, of course."
Mark cleared his throat. "Dancing."
She nodded. "Slow dancing. I mean, what kind of date doesn't dance with her boyfriend?"
Mark stared at her. "So let me get this straight."
Claire raised an eyebrow, amused.
Mark exhaled. "You're planning to touch him, compliment him, whisper in his ear, hold onto him, and then slow dance with him?"
Claire shrugged, suppressing a smile. "If we're pretending to be a couple, yes. That's what couples do, Mark."
Mark leaned back in his chair, rubbing his jaw.
Jesus Christ.
He could see it now--Claire, in that dress, attached to John's arm, her hand on his chest, whispering in his ear, swaying with him on the dance floor.
Claire grinned. "I told you, I want John to win."
"This wasn't part of the deal, you pretending to be his girlfriend."
"We talked about helping John feel better by letting everyone think he had a new girlfriend."
"No we talked about letting everyone think he had a date to the wedding."
"Same thing," she said.
"It's really not."
They noticed the saleswoman standing by the dressing room, holding the next dress, watching them.
She smiled and gave him a quick kiss. "Let's talk about this later. I've got another dress to try on."
--
Claire stepped out of the dressing room in the emerald gown, smoothing the fabric over her hips. The dress clung to her body like it had been made for her, shimmering under the store's soft lighting.
Mark looked up.
And froze.
His breath caught in his throat.
The dress was stunning. The deep green color made her skin glow, her curves accentuated in ways that sent a slow, creeping heat up the back of his neck. The slit up the leg, the way the fabric draped over her body--it was sexy as hell, but not cheap. It was dangerous in its sophistication.
Mark exhaled. "Jesus."
Claire caught his reflection in the mirror, the way his eyes flickered over her body before he forced himself to sit back.
She hesitated.
What she was about to say--what had just formed in her mind--was bold.
Maybe too bold.
But something about the way Mark had been acting tonight, the way he had been watching her all day, made her want to test him.
So, heart fluttering slightly, she met his eyes in the mirror, let a slow smile creep across her lips, and asked,
"Do you think he'll like it?"
The moment the words left her mouth, the air between them thickened.
Mark's stomach twisted.
His jaw tensed, fingers curling slightly on his lap.
He looked at her through the mirror, trying to process what had just happened.
She wasn't asking if he liked it.
She wasn't even pretending to ask about how it would look in general.
She was asking about John.
Claire stood there, her face still holding the hint of a smile, but her pulse quickened. She had said it playfully, teasingly, but inside, she was watching him, waiting for his reaction, curious about how far this could go.
Mark exhaled through his nose. "Are we doing this now?"
Claire turned toward him, shrugging. "I'm just asking."
Mark shook his head, running a hand down his jaw. "Jesus, Claire."
She laughed. "What? It's a fair question."
Mark leaned forward slightly, elbows resting on his knees. "You really want me to answer that?"
Claire's smile widened. "Yes. I do."
Mark inhaled deeply, forcing himself to stay composed. He should shut this down. He should roll his eyes and tell her she was being ridiculous.
But the truth was--
Yes.
Yes, John would love it.
Yes, John would stare.
Yes, John would probably have to stop himself from imagining taking Claire upstairs to his hotel room the second he saw her in it.
Mark's stomach tightened.
"You already know the answer," he said finally.
Claire's eyes gleamed. "I want to hear you say it."
Mark exhaled sharply, shaking his head. "Yes, Claire. He'll like it. He'll love it."
Claire turned back toward the mirror, adjusting the strap of the dress as if she wasn't enjoying this exchange far too much.
"Good," she said lightly. "That's the idea."
Mark's fingers curled tighter.
Claire smoothed her hands over her waist, watching herself. "You know, I want it to be one of those moments," she continued, her tone playful.
Mark exhaled, wary. "... What kind of moment?"
Claire turned, her expression mischievous. "You know, when the guy sees the girl for the first time, and for just a second, he forgets how to speak."
Mark shook his head, but he couldn't help the smirk forming at the corner of his lips. "Christ."
Claire grinned. "And then, when we walk in together, all his friends will be looking at him like--Damn, John. Where did you find her?"
Mark let out a dry laugh, but his chest felt tight.
Claire turned back toward the mirror, tilting her head. "So," she said, watching him carefully, "should I get it?"
Mark forced a smirk, trying to hide whatever was unraveling inside of him.
"You want me to decide?"
She shrugged. "You're the one who has to watch me walk out the door in it."
Mark exhaled, shaking his head. "Then no, don't get it."
Claire laughed.
He rolled his eyes. "Get the damn dress, Claire."
She grinned. "I thought so."
--
Things Start to Change
They didn't talk about it.
Not in the car.
Not when they got home, paid the babysitter, and went through the motions of getting ready for bed.
Claire hung the emerald dress carefully in her closet, her fingers lingering on the fabric as she zipped up the garment bag. Mark stood in the bathroom, brushing his teeth, not saying a word.
But the air between them was alive.
It was charged, crackling, thick with something unspoken.
They both felt it.
Neither of them dared to acknowledge it.
Not with words, at least.
But the second they got into bed, the second the lights were off and their bodies found each other in the dark--everything exploded.
Mark had barely pulled the sheets over them before he attacked her.
There was nothing slow, nothing tentative about it.
It was raw. Hungry. Desperate.
Mark kissed her hard, his hands gripping her body like he needed to possess her, like he was trying to lay claim to something that had already begun to slip through his fingers.
Claire responded instantly, wrapping her legs around him, pulling him closer, feeding off his intensity--no, feeding it, matching it, challenging it.
And it was amazing.
It was like their bodies had rediscovered something long lost, something primal and uninhibited.
There was no routine, no predictability.
It was new.
It was different.
And it was, without question, the most earth-shattering sex they had ever had.
--
Claire lay on her back, her chest rising and falling, her body still buzzing from what had just happened.
She turned her head slightly, glancing at Mark in the dim light.
He was lying beside her, staring at the ceiling, his expression unreadable.
They were both silent.
Neither of them knew what to say.
Claire bit her lip, staring at the shadows dancing on the ceiling.
That just happened.
And she knew why.
Mark was turned on by this whole thing.
Even though he was jealous. Even though he was uneasy about it.
That question.
The one she had dared to ask in the dressing room.
"Do you think he'll like it?"
She felt the heat rise in her again just thinking about it.
She had watched his face in the mirror when she said it--how his body tensed, how his hands curled into fists. She had pushed him, and the way he had responded, the way he had practically lost control tonight, told her everything she needed to know.
He was conflicted.
But he was also excited.
And the truth was, so was she.
Because she had been imagining herself at the wedding. She had let herself picture it--the way John would look at her when he first saw her in that dress, the way his friends would stare.
And then, later...
After the wedding.
John's hotel room.
That fantasy had sent her into orbit tonight.
She closed her eyes, exhaling softly.
This was dangerous.
And intoxicating.
Beside her, Mark was still wide awake.
His mind was spinning.
"She actually said it."
"She actually said she was dressing up for John."
"She made me say that John would like it."
He couldn't get it straight in his head.
Did this mean she was planning to do something with John?
Was this a game to her? A test?
Or was she just teasing him--just getting a thrill out of pushing his buttons?
Jesus Christ.
He was terrified.
He was jealous.
And yet...
--
The next morning, Claire sat at the kitchen counter, her coffee half-forgotten as she scrolled absently through her phone. The events of last night still lingered in her mind--how intense it had been, how different it had felt. How Mark had felt.
And then, her phone buzzed.
John: Hey
A small rush of excitement pulsed through her.
Claire: Hey you
John: Everything good for Saturday?
She smiled, her fingers typing quickly.
Claire: All good
John: Great. Car will pick you up at noon
Claire: Can't wait
The words left her fingers before she even thought about them. And then--
John: Me too.
Her stomach flipped.
A pause.
Then--
John: I got a new suit. Looks damn good.
Claire smirked.
Claire: I got a new dress too
John: How's it look?
She hesitated.
Then, with a playful confidence she didn't fully understand, she typed:
Claire: Fucking amazing.
John: lol 🤩
She bit her lip.
Claire: lol
Another pause.
Then--
John: I'm going out to buy a new tie
Claire: Good for you
John: It should match your dress
Her pulse quickened slightly.
Claire: Would be good
And then--
John: Send a pic so I can match it
She swallowed.
Her fingers hovered over the keyboard.
This was fine. Totally normal.
She stood, walking into the bedroom where the dress hung on the back of the door. She snapped a quick picture and sent it.
John: That's good, but I just can't seem to get the full picture
She read it again. And again.
A warm, electric thrill shot through her body.
This was a shift.
Until now, John had kept it exactly as he had presented it to Mark--one friend helping another friend out.
This?
This was different.
She could feel it.
Her heart pounded in her chest as she watched the three little dots appear, then--
John: Afraid I might mess up tie purchase
John: Need to see dress on
Claire inhaled sharply.
Her mind raced.
She knew what she should do. She should laugh it off, send an "lol," and tell him he'd see the dress on Saturday.
But she didn't.
Instead, before she could overthink it, she picked up the dress and walked into the bathroom.
Her hands were shaking as she slipped it on, smoothing the fabric over her hips, adjusting the straps.
She stepped into the hallway, listening.
Mark had left for work. The house was empty.
Still, her pulse raced as she walked back into the bedroom, standing in front of the full-length mirror.
She posed.
Not just a casual, standing-there shot. A real pose. One leg slightly extended, hip angled just enough, head tilted. Her expression--sultry, knowing.
Her heart hammered.
She clicked the picture before she could second-guess herself.
And then--before she backed out--she sent it.
The moment it was gone, a rush of adrenaline flooded through her.
Her breath came faster. Her fingers tingled.
Her phone buzzed seconds later.
John: Holy shit
She let out a breath, the heat in her stomach spreading.
Claire: You like?
A pause.
John: Holy shit
She laughed to herself.
Claire: lol you said that
John: I can't believe it. That dress is so fucking hot
Claire hesitated.
She knew what she wanted to say.
And she knew it was crossing a line.
Her fingers moved fast, almost acting on their own.
She hit send before she could stop herself.
Claire: Just the dress?
She froze.
Her body went still, eyes locked on the screen, waiting.
Her phone buzzed again, the response coming almost instantly.
John: I was being appropriate. You are fucking stunning.
A slow, wicked smile spread across her lips.
Claire: lol
John: Not lol.
Her stomach flipped again.
She exhaled, fingers trembling slightly.
Claire: lol
John: I cannot wait til Saturday.
Claire hesitated.
This had gone far enough for now.
She needed to shut this down.
Claire: Me too. Gotta go
John: See ya
Claire: Bye
She placed her phone down on the dresser, staring at her reflection.
Countdown to the Wedding
Something had shifted between them.
Neither one of them spoke about the wedding, about the shopping trip, or about what had happened afterward.
But it was there.
In the way Mark kissed her goodbye in the mornings, lingering a little longer, his hand slipping down to squeeze her waist before pulling away.
In the way Claire moved through the house, lighter on her feet, radiant. She caught Mark watching her more often, his eyes tracing her when he thought she wasn't paying attention.
In the way his hands found her waist when he walked past her in the kitchen, his fingers sliding over her hip before moving on.
It was there in the random touches--Mark reaching for her hand while they sat on the couch watching TV, Claire wrapping her arms around him from behind as he stood at the counter making coffee.
It was there in the small looks--a knowing glance over dinner, a shared smirk across the room, the subtle heat in their gazes that neither of them acknowledged.
And at night...
At night, it was different.
It was almost an unspoken rule between them that they had sex once per week, usually on Friday nights. It had been that way for years--a comfortable, predictable rhythm.
But over the next four nights, they had sex on three of them.
The only night they didn't was when Claire fell asleep with their daughter, who had been feeling sick.
And the nights they did?
It wasn't like their usual, routine sex.
Mark would pull her into him in the dark, his hands gripping her body, his lips pressing against her shoulder before rolling her beneath him.
Claire responded with equal intensity, wrapping her legs around him, pulling him deeper, her fingers raking down his back.
There was something else in it now.
Something unspoken.
--
Mark was in his home office, half-listening to a podcast while flipping through emails, when Claire appeared in the doorway.
She leaned against the frame, arms crossed, her expression casual.
"Hey," she said.
Mark glanced up. "Hey."
She tilted her head. "You got a second?"
He muted his call. "What's up?"
"I've got the schedule for tomorrow all worked out," she said, stepping into the room.
Mark leaned back in his chair, stretching his arms. "Oh yeah?"
Claire nodded. "Both kids have games, but they both have rides."
Mark raised an eyebrow. "OK."
"And I set up sleepovers for both of them later."
Mark stilled.
Both of them?"




Claire nodded. "Yep."
So... I'll have the house to myself all night?"
She shrugged, keeping her tone light. "Figured that way you could relax."
Mark let out a dry chuckle. "Relax, huh?"
Claire smirked. "Yes."
He studied her for a moment, tapping a pen absently against his desk. "You really thought of everything, didn't you?"
She gave him a small, knowing smile.
Mark's chest tightened.
The house. Empty. All night.
His mind immediately went somewhere it shouldn't.
Claire, coming home after the wedding.
After a night of drinking.
After a night with John.
And walking into a quiet, empty house.
His pulse kicked up a notch.
Claire lingered for a second longer, then turned toward the door. "Alright," she said, tossing him a quick glance over her shoulder. "Just wanted to let you know."
Mark exhaled, watching her go.
--
The energy between them was the same as it had been all week--charged.
The weight of everything unspoken hung between them as Mark kissed her, his hands moving over her body with the same urgency he'd had every night since their shopping trip.
But then Claire pulled back, searching his eyes in the dim light.
"Will it be hard waiting here tomorrow?" she asked.
Mark exhaled, his fingers still resting on her waist. "Yeah," he admitted. "I think it will be."
Claire tilted her head, watching him carefully. "I know."
She kissed him. "Please don't worry. It's all going to be fine. I love you."
"I love you too," Mark said, kissing her back.
The sex was even better than before.
--
The Morning of the Wedding
The house was busy with the usual Saturday chaos--kids scrambling to get their sports gear, last-minute reminders about water bottles and cleats, parents arriving to shuttle them to their games.
Mark stood by the driveway, making small talk with the dad picking up their son for baseball.
He forced himself to nod, to chuckle at some offhand comment about little league, but his mind was elsewhere.
What if he knew?
What if this guy--this perfectly normal suburban dad standing in front of him--knew that in a couple of hours, Claire was going to be spending the entire day with John?
What if anyone knew?
The thought made Mark's stomach clench.
He wanted to stop this. Even now. Wanted to say Forget it, Claire. You're not going.
But he knew it was too late. She had made up her mind. And Mark had let it happen.
--
Claire was the opposite.
She was buzzing.
Even though she tried to play it cool, Mark could feel the excitement radiating off of her. She was practically glowing. And it made his stomach twist.
After the last kid was gone, Claire wasted no time. As soon as the front door closed, she ran upstairs, stripping off her t-shirt before she even reached the bathroom. She stepped into the shower, the hot water cascading over her, her body alive with energy.
This was finally happening.
She had been counting down the minutes all morning, biting her lip whenever she felt the anticipation threaten to show on her face. And now, now she could let herself feel it. She closed her eyes, lathering her body, running the soapy water over her curves, her pulse beating steadily.
It was just a wedding.
She kept telling herself that.
Just a fun, innocent day.
And yet...
There was nothing innocent about the way her stomach flipped thinking about seeing John in his new suit. About the moment he would lay eyes on her in this dress.
She felt wicked. And she liked it.
She stepped out of the shower, wrapping herself in a towel, her skin still tingling.
As she moved into the bedroom, she hesitated at her dresser, her fingers hovering over the handle. She opened it slowly, looking inside. There were her regular underwear--simple, elegant, functional. And then, tucked away in a side compartment, was the lingerie Mark had bought her for Valentine's Day two years ago.
She hadn't worn them in ages.
She bit her lip.
Do I dare?
Her heart pounded.
It wasn't for John.
It wasn't.
It was just... for her.
To feel sexy. To feel confident.
That's all, she told herself. That's all it is.
She reached for it.
And put it on.
--
Mark had been outside, cleaning up the yard, trying to distract himself.
It wasn't working.
Every time he stopped moving, his thoughts swarmed back. What is she thinking about right now? What is John thinking about right now?
Then he heard Claire call him from upstairs. He wiped his hands on his sweatshirt, took a steadying breath, and headed up.
And when he stepped into the bedroom, he froze.
Claire stood in front of the full-length mirror, adjusting her earring, and Mark's breath caught in his throat.
The dress.
It was even more stunning now than it had been in the store.
The emerald green fabric hugged her body like a second skin, the slit up her leg revealing just enough to make Mark's pulse spike.
Her heels made her legs look impossibly long.
Her makeup was perfect. Lips painted, eyes dark and striking, cheekbones accentuated just enough to make her look like a dream.
Mark swallowed hard.
He walked toward her, reaching instinctively for a kiss, but she stopped him with a small shake of her head, pressing a finger to her lips.
"My makeup," she said, tapping her lipstick lightly.
Mark exhaled sharply, stepping back, still dazed.
"How do I look?" she asked, turning to him fully now.
Mark let out a slow breath.
"You look... amazing."
Claire's lips curled, watching his face carefully.
She tilted her head, her eyes playful, mischievous.
"Good enough to win?" she teased.
Mark's stomach twisted. "Good enough to win," he said finally.
Her smile deepened.
"There's one more thing I have to do, but I wanted to make sure you're OK with it."
"What?" he said.
She lifted her hand and pulled off her wedding ring.
"If I'm going to pretend to be John's girlfriend I can't be wearing this."
"Oh my God, Claire," Mark said. "That's too much. This is too much."
She looked disappointed. "I'll wear it if you want me to. But it's not a big deal. It's just to pretend we're dating. We're going to tell people we met on a flight."
"Wait a minute, you've been talking to John? You already worked all this out?"
"Of course I texted him, Mark. You told me to. We had to make plans."
Mark's stomach dropped
A car horn honked outside. Her ride was here.
Claire put the ring on the bureau. She reached for his hand, squeezing it gently.
"Don't worry, honey," she said softly. "Everything is going to be fine."
She leaned in, pressing a careful peck against his cheek.
"I love you," she added.
And then she was walking away, moving down the stairs, toward the front door.
Mark followed slowly, stopping at the entrance as she stepped outside.
He watched her walk down the walkway, her hips swaying, the slit in her dress revealing smooth, bare leg with every step.
Her heels tapped against the stone.
She reached the car, opened the door, and slid inside, her legs folding gracefully into the back seat.
Mark's chest felt tight.
She looked so sexy pulling her legs into the car that he almost couldn't take it.
She closed the door.
And the car pulled away.
Mark stood there, watching, his hands at his sides, his stomach twisting.
What the hell just happened?
Mark's Day - The Spiral
Mark knew he couldn't stay home. If he stayed, the walls would close in on him. He'd drive himself crazy--waiting, wondering, imagining.
So, he left.
The game was already in full swing when Mark arrived. He greeted the other parents, exchanging casual nods and small talk, though he wasn't really there.
He watched his son pitch, cheered at the right moments, but his mind kept drifting.
Claire and John in the back of the car.
She's laughing at something John said, her hand falling lightly on his arm.
Mark clenched his jaw, shifting in his seat.
He tried to shake the image, refocusing on the game. His son struck a kid out, and Mark clapped, forcing himself to engage.
When the baseball game ended, he decided he still couldn't go home. He drove straight to his daughter's soccer game instead.
The field was filled with noise--the cheers of parents, the sound of cleats tearing through the grass, the sharp whistle of the ref.
Mark stood on the sidelines, hands in his pockets, chatting with the dad who was hosting his daughter for the sleepover. He was having a conversation. But in his head--
John introducing Claire to his friends.
"This is Claire, my girlfriend."
John's hand--possessively--resting on the small of Claire's back.
Mark's stomach twisted.
He barely heard the dad beside him comment about the score.
The soccer game ended.
Mark walked his daughter to the family hosting her. She hugged him quickly before running off with her friend.
He exhaled.
It was time to go.
As he got into the car, his phone buzzed.
Claire.
A picture.
The ceremony. A stunning gothic church, high-arched ceilings, light streaming through stained glass. The pews filled with well-dressed guests.
Mark stared at it for a long moment.
His thumbs hovered over the screen before he finally typed:
Mark: Looks great. Have fun.
He sat there.
Waiting.
No reply.
He sighed, tossing his phone onto the passenger seat, and pulled out of the parking lot.
--
He still couldn't go home.
Instead, he drove to a bar near the soccer field, slid onto a stool, and ordered a beer.
It was quiet, a few other guys watching a football game on the TVs. He took a sip, exhaled.
His phone buzzed. Another picture.
The rooftop deck of the hotel. The party spread out, elaborate decorations, St. Patrick's Cathedral looming in the background.
Mark stared at it, his stomach tightening.
Mark: How's it going?
A quick reply.
Claire: So much fun.
He hesitated, then typed:
Mark: Winning?
He stared at his phone.
Nothing.
No reply.
He exhaled, his chest tightening.
He paid his tab and left.
--
As he walked into the kitchen, his phone buzzed again.
A picture, of Claire. She's standing in front of an outside bar, the skyline of the city behind her. She looks radiant, her body stunning in the tight dress, a broad smile on her face.
Another message. "Thanks for lending me Claire for the day. She's the best- J"
She'd given John her phone. To take a picture of her. And text Mark. His heart sank.
He didn't reply.
--
Mark heated up some leftovers. Ate them standing up in the kitchen.
Took a shower.
Sat on the couch and put on the baseball game.
His mind raced.
Claire and John on the dancefloor. His hands on her waist. Her body swaying beneath him.
Mark changed the channel. A basketball game. He barely watched it.
Claire and John at a small table, nestled close. John leaning in. Claire letting him. A kiss.
Mark changed the channel again.
Seinfeld reruns.
He stared blankly at the screen.
--
Mark looked up at the clock.
12:30 AM.
His heart thudded.
Where the hell was she?
He grabbed his phone, opened their text thread, and typed:
Mark: You OK? ETA?
He waited.
Nothing.
The silence was deafening.
He sat on the bed, gripping his phone, staring at the screen.
--
1am. The images were racing now. Faster. More vivid.
An elevator. A hotel hallway. A door unlocking.
Mark closed his eyes, rubbing his face, trying to push it all away. His breathing was uneven.
He had made a mistake. He couldn't believe he had agreed to this.
What the hell was he thinking?
--
1:30am. He stared at the screen.
No reply. No update.
He knew something was wrong now. She should be on her way home. She should have texted him back.
He paced the room, running a hand through his hair. He didn't know if he was more angry or terrified.
--
2am. Seriously, what the hell could she be doing? What was keeping her from answering?
He stared at their last messages, rereading them, trying to find something that explained why she was still gone. His chest felt tight.
--
2:30am. She wasn't coming home after the wedding. She wasn't leaving the party at a reasonable time.
She was somewhere else.
With him.
Mark sat heavily on the bed, his stomach twisting into knots.
He had let this happen. He had let her go.
And now--they were both going to have to live with it.
--
Mark had finally drifted into a restless sleep when he heard it. The front door.
His eyes snapped open. He turned, looking at the clock.
4:00 AM.
His heart slammed against his ribs. He heard soft footsteps. His pulse roared in his ears.
He didn't move. He just listened.
Waiting.
Dreading.
Trying to prepare himself for whatever the hell was coming next.
--
The bedroom was dark, lit only by the faint blue glow of the streetlight seeping through the window. Mark lay still beneath the sheets, his body tense, breath shallow, heart hammering in his chest.
He saw her.
Claire stood in the doorway, backlit by the hallway light.
She didn't say anything.
She just stood there.
Her hair was a mess--once carefully curled, now undone and falling around her shoulders in tangled waves. Her heels dangled from her fingers, swinging limply by the straps.
Her posture was off. She stood, unsteadily.
She took a step into the room, barefoot, the sound of her feet on the hardwood floor soft and hesitant.
As she moved further into the light, Mark's breath caught.
Tears.
There were tears in her eyes.
Her makeup was smudged, mascara dusting the skin beneath her eyes, lips faded from the careful gloss she'd applied hours earlier.
The emerald green dress--the one that had made her look so impossibly radiant--was now wrinkled, rumpled, the shoulder strap slipping slightly down her arm.
She looked at him.
And he looked at her.
The silence between them felt too heavy to breathe through.
Mark pushed himself up slightly.
He held up his hands, a questioning gesture.
His heart was in his throat.
Claire didn't speak.
She just looked into his eyes.
And nodded.
--
Mark closed his eyes, the weight of everything crashing down all at once.
She moved toward the bed.
The mattress dipped under her as she climbed in beside him, still not saying a word. The scent of alcohol drifted into his nose--champagne, whiskey, something sweet on her breath. She climbed up the bed. She put one leg over him, straddling him. She put one hand on either side of his head, lowered her face to his.
She gazed down at him, her expression unreadable, her face flushed, her body still trembling with some aftershock--emotional or otherwise.
"Claire--"
She lifted her hand and gently placed her fingers over his lips.
Quiet.
Just for a moment.
Her eyes shimmered, fixed on his.
And then--
She leaned in and kissed him. It was a wet kiss. Sloppy. She tasted like booze, cigarettes, like someone else; not like his wife.
She pushed herself back until she was sitting up. She wound her arms behind her, wiggled herself out of the way and reached inside his shorts. He was hard. She stoked him behind her back, one time, two, three, four.
She lifted herself up, pushed her one-gorgeous dress aside. With one hand she pulled aside the panties she had been so excited to put on hours before. She wrapped the fingers of her other hand around him, and guided him inside.
She was wet. So wet. He slid in easily.
She grinded on his dick, shifting her hips side to side and back and forth until she heard him gasping.
She dropped down onto his chest. She kissed him.
Mark was stunned. He laid there as she fucked him. She grabbed his head and pulled it into her breasts. She reached over, pulled her dress open and popped her tits out of her bra. She grinded and bounced and squeezed him into her chest.
At last he was overcome. He nuzzled her breasts. He kissed her nipples. He clutched her waist.
But she did the work. She bounced on him, gaining momentum, almost violently.
He came. And came. And came. His entire body convulsed. He called out.
It seemed to last forever. He moaned and gasped.
When he was done, she collapsed on him. She rested her head on his chest. He could feel her tears on his skin.
He couldn't think. The room spun. He wanted to speak, but no words came.
Finally, after long minutes, he rested his hand on her head, and gently stoked her hair.
--
The Morning After
Mark woke slowly, blinking in the late morning light streaming through the slats of the blinds.
He turned his head.
Claire was still asleep.
The covers were half-draped over her, the emerald dress now twisted and rumpled around her thighs. One strap had slipped down her shoulder. Her bare legs were tangled in the sheets, and her hair was a mess of curls and frizz and sleep.
Mark pushed himself out of bed without a word.
He stood under the hot stream of the shower, letting the water pound against his back, willing it to wash away the noise in his head.
But it didn't.
Downstairs, Mark quietly moved through the kitchen, straightening up the living room, folding the blanket Claire had left draped over the arm of the couch, emptying the dishwasher.
The kids would be home soon.
And somehow, life had to go on.
--
The sound of sneakers on the front steps.
Mark opened the front door it to find both kids. Mark walked out and thanked the Mom who was dropping them off. The kids spilled in to the house.
"Where's Mom?" his daughter asked.
"She's, uh... upstairs," Mark said coming back up the steps. "She's not feeling great. Just laying down."
They looked concerned for a moment, but they were hungry, and their excitement took over.
Mark moved into the kitchen, opening the fridge. "Let's do lunch," he said.
He made sandwiches, cut fruit, put out some chips. He listened as they filled the room with chatter--about soccer, about a diving contest at the pool, about some movie they watched at the sleepover.
And it was--normal.
Almost.
--
After lunch, they begged to go to the neighborhood pool.
He didn't argue.
He needed the distraction as much as they did.
He packed towels and sunscreen, made sure they had goggles, and they spent the next two hours beneath the sun, the kids laughing, splashing, diving.
Mark sat in a chair, sunglasses on, listening to music.
He tried not to think about it.
But he couldn't stop the images that still haunted him.
Claire, stumbling into the bedroom.
Tears in her eyes.
The nod.
--
They pulled into the driveway, the kids tired and damp and happy.
As they walked into the house, Mark stopped just inside the door.
Claire was sitting at the kitchen island, hair freshly washed, still damp at the ends, tucked behind her ears. She wore a loose sweatshirt and soft shorts, her knees pulled up slightly on the stool.
She was cradling a cup of coffee in both hands, staring down at the steam.
She looked up when they came in.
The kids rushed her.
"Mom!"
"I scored a goal!"
"We had pancakes twice!"
Claire lit up as they came around her, arms reaching for both, pulling them close.
Mark stood in the doorway.
And he watched.
His heart twisted as he took her in.
She was such a good mom.



So present. So warm.
The way the kids loved her--unconditionally.
It made something inside him ache.
--
Eventually, the kids moved on and ran upstairs. The silence in the kitchen grew loud again. Claire stood and walked slowly to the coffee machine. Mark sat at the island, arms crossed, still wearing his swim trunks and a t-shirt.
She poured a fresh cup. Went to the fridge. Got the milk. Poured it in. Stirred.
She walked to him and set it down gently in front of him.
Then returned to her stool.
They sat in silence. The air between them was heavy, still.
Claire looked at him. Her eyes were tired.
"I'm sorry," she said quietly.
Mark opened his mouth to respond--
But the chaos of life surged back in as the kids came bounding down the stairs.
--
The day wore on like a normal Sunday--dinner, dishes, shower and baths.
Mark and Claire didn't speak much beyond the logistics of parenting. Although their voices were gentle with the kids, and kind with each other--it lurked beneath. They were orbiting each other, waiting for the moment that was coming.
When the kids were finally in bed and the house was quiet again, Claire stood in the doorway of the living room. Mark was sitting on the couch, the TV on but the volume low, muted background noise filling the silence.
She watched him for a moment.
Then spoke.
"Can we talk?"
Mark didn't move.
She walked in slowly, her bare feet making no sound on the hardwood floor. She sat on the opposite end of the couch, curling her legs beneath her, wrapping her hands around the throw pillow like it was a shield.
For a while, neither of them said anything.
The TV flickered light across the room.
Claire was the first to break the silence.
"I never meant to hurt you."
Mark swallowed, eyes still on the screen.
"I know," he said.
Another pause.
Claire's voice was barely above a whisper. "I don't even know where to start."
Mark turned to look at her. "Start with what happened."
She inhaled slowly, closing her eyes for a moment. "We danced. We drank. We talked. A lot. He introduced me to all his friends. Everyone was so nice."
Mark nodded stiffly. "And?"
Claire looked down at her hands. "And we played the part. You know, like we talked about. John's new girlfriend. His friends... they really bought it. They all told him how lucky he was."
Mark clenched his jaw. "And you liked that."
Claire hesitated. Then nodded. "Yeah. I did."
He didn't speak.
She continued. "There was a moment--on the rooftop, just before the sun went down. It was beautiful. Like... stupidly beautiful. And I felt... I don't know." She paused.
Mark's face was unreadable.
She looked at him again. Her voice was shakier now. "And there was a dance. Just one, near the end. Slow. His hands were..." She trailed off.
Mark looked away.
"Did you kiss him?" he asked.
Claire took a long time to answer. Finally, she said, "Yes."
Mark's throat tightened.
"Did you go to his room?"
Claire blinked hard, tears forming again. "Yes."
He nodded slowly, his hands folding together in his lap. "Did you sleep with him?"
Claire's lips trembled. She couldn't speak, but she didn't need to.
Mark looked down, then exhaled, long and slow.
It felt like something had split inside him--something final.
There was no shouting.
No accusation.
Just a deep, raw ache.
Claire wiped her eyes, trying to speak. "I don't know what I was thinking. I wasn't trying to leave you or blow up our life. It just... happened. And I'm not blaming the alcohol or the night or anything else. It was me."
Mark stared at the coffee table, the knuckles of his hands white where they pressed together.
Finally, Claire whispered, "What do we do now?"
Mark didn't answer right away.
Then, quietly, he said:
"I don't know."
--
The next three days passed like they were underwater.
Life, technically, went on--breakfasts, carpools, soccer practice, homework, groceries. The kids laughed. The dog barked. Meals were cooked. Dishes were washed.
But Mark and Claire drifted around each other like ghosts.
They spoke only when necessary. They were both present, but emotionally... gone.
Mark would linger in the kitchen just long enough to put a plate in the sink, then retreat to his office. He buried himself in emails, spreadsheets, pointless work. Anything that made the minutes pass.
Claire kept moving. She kept her hands busy--work, conference calls, folding laundry, cleaning, making lunches, braiding their daughter's hair, but her eyes were far off, her thoughts somewhere she wasn't ready to share.
At night, Mark would shut his office door. Claire would put the kids to bed, then curl up on the couch in front of the TV. She never came upstairs.
Every morning, Mark left early for the office. Always before she was up. Sometimes before the sun.
Each day, the silence grew heavier.
--
On the fourth night, Mark sat at his desk until almost 11 p.m. The glow of the monitor lit his tired eyes. He wasn't even working anymore--just clicking, scrolling, going in circles.
When he finally turned everything off and walked into the hallway, the house was quiet. No Claire. He could hear the faint hum of the television downstairs. Reflecting on the walls he saw the same flickering blue light she'd been sleeping in every night since she came home from the wedding.
Mark stepped into the darkened bedroom. He got into bed. But sleep wouldn't come.
His mind churned. The question kept surfacing--Is this it? Is this what the rest of their life looked like? Orbiting each other in silence, pretending nothing had happened while both of them carried the weight of it?
Could this be the end?
But one thought kept returning.
This is your fault too.
Mark turned onto his side, staring into the dark.
He had told her she could go.
More than that.
He had wanted her to go.
He'd gotten something from it--some twisted thrill from the idea of her with John.
The rush of fear. The burn of jealousy. The seductive unknown.
He'd told himself it was just fantasy.
At nearly midnight, the light from the hallway stretched across the bedroom floor.
Mark turned his head.
Claire stood in the doorway.
She looked eerily like she had that night--the night of the wedding.
Hair down, face bare.
She wasn't crying now, but she looked just as fragile.
She walked in slowly. Without a word, she paused by the bed. She stepped out of her leggings. She pulled off her panties. And just like she had that night, she climbed into the bed and straddled him.
This time, when she reached behind herself, he wasn't hard. She stoked him gently, in silence. Until he responded.
And then, just like she had that night, she lifted herself and guided him inside her.
They both gasped. She looked down into his face. "What can I do?"
Mark swallowed, his throat tight.
He spoke slowly, evenly.
"How did it happen?"
Claire stared at him.
Then, almost in a trance, she began to speak.
--
"It was like a dream," she said.
"There were so many people. So many names. His college friends, their wives.
"And so many drinks. Martinis, champagne. Everyone kept saying how amazing I looked, how lucky John was.
Mark said nothing. Claire continued, her voice drifting.
"And it was fun. With John. Pretending I was his girlfriend. Making up how we met, telling ridiculous stories about fake vacations. He kept making me laugh. Everyone loved us. We were the center of the room.
"We were winning."
She paused, looked at Mark.
"And the dancing..."
He nodded slightly. "Tell me."
She exhaled, her voice trembling.
"At first it was normal. Silly. Fun. Just a guy and a girl dancing at a wedding. But it changed. He started getting closer. Touching my back, my waist."
She felt Mark move slightly inside her.
"By the end, his hands were on me."
He began pushing, slightly against her.
Claire looked down.
"That's when he kissed me."
She sat back. She moved her hips side to side.
Mark's voice was quiet. "What did you do?"
She hesitated.
"I kissed him back," she whispered. "I'm so sorry, Mark. I didn't plan it. I just got swept up."
"By what?" he asked, barely breathing.
"By everything. By him," she said. "By John."
She moved with more intensity now. Not bouncing, just a slow circular grind. She lowered herself down so they were face to face.
"He's so strong," she whispered. "He held me in his arms and I... I could feel everything. His shoulders, his chest. He smelled good. I laid my head against him during the last dance and just... I let go."
Mark felt like the room was closing in.
"And then it was late."
Now she lifted herself slowly up, all the way, and brought herself slowly down. She did it again, and again. "Everyone was gone. It was just us, sitting at this little table, looking down at Fifth Avenue.
"We were kissing. Deeper. Slower.
Now she was fucking him.
"He reached for my breasts and I let him. His hands were so strong."
She found a rhythm. She felt Mark respond, matching her stroke for stroke.
"And mine were on him. Feeling him. The muscle across his shoulders. His chest."
They were close, so close.
"He put his hand inside my dress. I let him go under my bra, Mark. John felt my bare tits."
She stopped moving. She lowered her breasts into Mark's face. He took them hungrily, kissing and sucking.
"Then the staff started closing down the bar. He didn't even say anything. He just stood up, held out his hand, and I took it.
"He led me to his room."
She sat perfectly still as Mark furiously fucked her. She didn't move, didn't respond. Just sat on top of him, feeling his hand grab the flesh on her waist, almost painful. His body convulsed and contorted. He stifled a scream as he came.
When he was done she rested her head on his chest.
Tears welled in her eyes again. And then the room fell silent.
They both waited in the dark, unsure what would come next.
After the Confession
They somehow made it through another day.
No mention of the night before.
No mention of anything.
Claire got up early, moving through the morning like a ghost in soft slippers, making lunches and packing backpacks while Mark stayed in bed, eyes open, listening to the sounds of her moving through the house.
By the time he came downstairs, she was gone--having taken the kids to school, folded into the rhythm of the day.
Mark felt hollow.
The silence between them had returned, as if the night before had been some shared dream.
The rest of the day passed in underwater quiet--normal on the surface, unbearable underneath.
--
That night, Mark sat in his office again, the light from his monitor throwing faint shadows against the wall. He could hear the TV murmuring faintly from downstairs.
He stayed in his chair until well after midnight and went to bed. He was already under the covers, the room dark, when he heard her.
Soft footsteps on the stairs.
The door creaked open.
She stepped in slowly. She pulled her sweatshirt off. Peeled down her leggings. Slipped into a tank top and fresh underwear.
Everything about her movements was familiar. The routine. The rhythm.
But the air between them was charged.
She slid into bed beside him, curled against his side like she used to, and placed a hand gently on his chest.
For a few seconds, there was only silence.
And then--
"Tell me what happened in the hotel room." Mark wrapped his arm around her, pulling her up on top of him, like before.
"Are you sure?" she asked.
"Yes."
She looked down into his face, weighing the question. Finally she nodded. She reached down and slid out of her underwear. She could already feel his rock hard cock pushing against her. She slid him inside.
Her breath caught for a moment.
Then she exhaled, softly.
--
"I didn't say anything," she whispered. "He just took my hand and led me through the hotel.
"He didn't pull me. We just... walked. My heels clicked on the marble. I remember thinking how loud they sounded in the hallway.
"I didn't feel scared. I didn't feel drunk. I felt..." She hesitated. "Weightless. Like I'd stepped out of my life."
Like before, she started slowly, moving gently from side to side.
Mark lay still, his heart pounding.
"When we got to the room, he opened the door, held it for me. It was quiet."
She swallowed. She rolled her hips in a broad circle.
"He took off his jacket. Took off his tie.
"I was standing by the window, looking out over the city.
"I could feel him come up behind me. He didn't touch me yet. He just stood there. So close."
Mark started thrusting.
Claire's voice softened further.
"And then his hand touched my back. Just one finger, running up my spine.
Mark moaned. He was fucking her now.
"I didn't stop him. I didn't even move. I just let him unzip the dress.
"It slid down, and I stepped out of it. I was still in the lingerie--the one you bought me.
Another long moan. Mark almost came. He stopped himself and grabbed her hips and stopped her too. They waited to see. He controlled it. She leaned down into his face and whispered.
"I think that's when he knew."
Mark's breath hitched.
"Knew what?" he asked, voice cracking.
Claire hesitated. "That I'd wanted it all along. Since he got into the car. Since he asked if I would go to the wedding"
Mark stayed entirely still. He held Claire in place. One movement would end it.
Claire continued.
"He kissed my shoulder first. Then my neck. Slow. Gentle.
"I was thinking about you. I was. But I couldn't stop. He lifted me like I weighed nothing. Carried me to the bed. And then..."
Mark lay in silence for a minute. "Did you... suck him?
Claire looked down. She nodded.
He groaned. His hips started moving, involuntarily.
"Did he, fuck you?"
"Yes Mark, he fucked me. He fucked your wife."
Mark was fucking her furiously.
"Did you like it?
"Mark, I loved it."
He exploded.
--
They never talked about "forgiving." They never talked about "moving on."
But after that night--after the night Claire took Mark inside her and told him the story of the hotel room in a whisper that trembled between guilt and fire--something shifted between them.
It wasn't resolution. But it was a rhythm. A strange new routine.
Each night, after the kids were in bed and the house was quiet, Claire would come upstairs. She would undress quietly, slip into one of her soft cotton tank tops or a loose nightshirt, and slide into bed beside Mark.
Every time, she curled into him the same way. Hand on his chest. Her breath steady. Waiting.
Sometimes he would motion for her to climb on top, like before.
Sometimes he would guide her head down between his legs.
Every time, he would say:
"Tell me more."
The questions started simple. Hesitant.
"Did he kiss you at the church?"
"No. Not until the rooftop."
"When did you first know something was going to happen?"
"Honestly, probably in the car. I think we both knew..." That drew a physical response from Mark, who gasped with shock and pleasure. "But for sure it was when he introduced me as his girlfriend. He his hand on the small of my back. He kept it there. And I didn't stop him."
Mark exploded.
"Were you thinking about me?"
"Yes," she said. "At first, it was almost all I was thinking about. I felt awful. I kept imagining you home, alone, wondering what was going on. That's why I sent those pictures. I wanted you to feel included. I wanted you to feel... safe."
She paused and kissed his dick up and down.
Then Claire added, her voice lower:
"But... as the day went on, that started to change."
He stiffened.
Claire continued carefully, drawing the words out like a slow thread.
"It just got so... wild. There were martinis and dancing. And John kept making me laugh."
Mark's stomach turned, but he also felt that now-familiar flutter--that sharp, low ache that somehow fed his need to know.
She was smiling now as she sucked him. Alternating between speaking and taking him all the way inside her mouth.
"We started making up stories. Fake fights we had. Fake trips. He had this entire bit about how we met on a delayed flight to Miami. His friends loved it. And they loved me. I could see it in their faces. Like I was some prize he'd won."
Mark closed his eyes and came.
It was a torment.
But it was also... electric.
--
Night after night, it continued.
Mark's questions got more specific. Claire's answers, more detailed.
One night:
"Did you like the way he touched you when you danced?"
Claire didn't answer right away.
"I loved it." She let that hang in the dark. "His hands are so strong. And he is so confident. It felt..." she searched for the word. "Like he was claiming me. And I wanted it."
Mark could feel the tension growing--an almost unbearable ache.
--
A New Charge
As the nights grew hotter, their days began to thaw. Not all at once. But bit by bit.
Mark made Claire a second cup of coffee before leaving for work. She kissed him goodbye.
One day, she sent him a photo of the kids at the park.
He replied with: Dinner together tonight?
She wrote: I'd like that.
That night, they cooked together for the first time in weeks. Their elbows bumped at the sink. Claire laughed. It felt almost normal.
But not like before.
Because beneath the smiles, beneath the errands, beneath the school pick-ups and soccer schedules--there was something else.
All day, they were thinking about the next session.
Claire would text:
"Early bedtime tonight?"
Mark would reply:
"I hope so."
That simple exchange could light his entire body up.
At dinner, she would reach across the table for the salt, and her fingers would graze his. He'd look up and see that glint in her eye--the one that said Yes, I know what you're thinking about.
He would watch her folding laundry and think about her in that rooftop bar, on John's lap, lips parted, eyes closed.
And she would catch him staring and smile. Softly. Knowingly.
The air between them was charged like it had never been before.
--
One night, Claire came into bed and snuggled up against him. She looked at him, waiting for his request. Instead of asking her to move, he sat up. He pulled down the covers and moved down the bed. He put his head between her legs, and rested it on her thighs. He gently stroked her through silk of her underwear. He peeled them off. She gave them up willingly, raising her hips off the bed to allow them to slide off. He moved his lips to her pussy and kissed her. He licked, up and down, softly at first, on the outside. She arched her back and groaned in pleasure. After a few minutes he pushed inside, tasting her, feeling her wetness. She put his hands on the back of his head and purred.
He pulled back. "Was his cock big?"
Claire gasped. She looked straight up the ceiling. Mark had never asked about the most intimate details of the night in John's hotel room. Her mind raced. What should she say? Then she felt Mark's face press into her thighs and his tongue enter her pussy. She purred in pleasure and brought her hand back to the back of his head. She understood.
"It was huge, Mark."
His licking became more aggressive.
"It took my breath away."
He raised his hand to her clit.
"I literally gasped when I took it out."
He spread his tongue and licked her across lips, tweaking her clit. She gasped now, too.



"It was long, and it was so thick. So thick Mark. I could barely get my hand around it."
He lifted his head. "You touched it?"
She looked him in the eyes. "Oh God yes, Mark. When I saw it I couldn't resist. I took him in both hands. It took both hands to hold it all."
Mark devoured her pussy.
Her breath was becoming shallow now.
"Mark it was so much bigger than... I'm used to."
Mark groaned. He reached down and started jerking himself off.
"I kissed it. I held his balls, they were so big and full."
Mark was licking as fast as he could, rubbing her clit and pleasuring himself.
"Then I took him in my mouth. You should have heard him moan.
"He was... it was... different than it is with us.
Mark stopped. He was breathing so hard he could barely get the word out.
"How?"
"He was so rough. His hands and arms were so strong.
Mark was close now. So was she. Her fingers were digging through his hair and into his scalp. He could feel the muscles in her abdomen start to contract.
"He held me down. He jerked my head around. He... he fucked my mouth."
Mark turned his head from her pussy. He gasped, trying to catch his breath, and groaned.
"I loved it Mark. I loved it. I almost came right there, just from him fucking my mouth."
Mark stopped touching himself. He was going to finish, but they were not done. Claire was not done. She was still talking, softly
"But I was worried."
"Worried about what?" Mark gasped.
"I was worried that... he was too big. That I wouldn't be able to take him."
Mark grabbed his cock and started jerking. He buried his face into her pussy.
"But then he took me, with those hands, and he threw me onto the bed.
"He wasn't gentle, Mark, not like us.
He grabbed my legs and slid me to where he wanted me.
"I almost came again when he did that.
"And then he pushed up between my legs.
"He started to finger me to get me ready. But I was already so wet.
"He grabbed my legs so hard. Mark I had bruises.
"He pulled them apart. I felt his dick up against me. He held it there, just the tip pressing into me. And..."
"What?" Mark asked, gasping deeply.
"He said, 'You are so fucking beautiful'. And he shoved it in.
"How did it feel?" Mark asked, his voice strained and shaky.
"Amazing. Like nothing I've ever felt before.
"It hurt. It was so big. It took us time to... make it fit.
"But then, he was fucking me.
"I remember pressing my hands against his chest, and wrapping my hands around the muscles in his arms.
"He kissed me, and I wrapped myself around him. He was so solid, so strong, so hard."
They both let go. Their bodies convulsed. Claire's thighs squeezed Mark's head so hard it hurt. Mark exploded in his hand, showing the sheets with his cum, and collapsing into the warmth of his wife.
--
The Encounter
The late afternoon sun slanted through the trees at the edge of the park, casting long shadows over the dusty infield. Kids milled around in mismatched uniforms, shouting and chasing balls while the coaches wrapped up drills.
Claire stood near the first base line, arms crossed loosely, watching their son chase a grounder. She could see Mark across the field, crouched near the dugout, tossing gear into their son's bag.
And then she saw him. John.
He was standing near the batting cage, laughing with another dad, a hand on his hip, his baseball cap pushed back slightly. His t-shirt clung to his frame, still damp from practice.
Her breath caught. A wave rolled through her.
Terror first--an electric jolt of what if he says something, what if someone sees something in their faces, what if he gives it all away.
But under that--Fire. The kind that bloomed low in her body, spreading heat and shaking the center of her.
She hadn't seen him since that night. Since that room. Now, standing twenty feet away, he glanced over and saw her.
Their eyes met. She swallowed hard.
He gave her a warm, casual smile. A nod. He walked toward her.
Every step made her heart thump harder. She took a shallow breath. Composed her face. Tried to be normal.
"Hey," John said, stopping a few feet away. "Didn't know if I'd see you guys today."
Claire forced a smile. "Yeah, we almost didn't come. Long day."
She was proud of how steady her voice sounded.
"Tell me about it," John said, glancing toward the field. "Sixth graders have way too much energy this time of year."
They stood there, side by side, watching the boys on the field. To anyone walking by, it was perfectly innocent. Just small talk. Just two parents chatting about practice.
But Claire could feel it. The air between them.
His eyes flicked toward her once--lingering a beat too long.
His tone was smooth, controlled, but every word seemed to have a double edge. "I was thinking about that rooftop bar the other day," John said, casually. "Incredible view."
Claire's heart skipped.
Her breath hitched almost imperceptibly. "Oh?" she said lightly. "Yeah... it was."
She felt her face flush. A tremor moved through her.
He was playing it straight. But only just.
The glint in his eye was unmistakable.
And she was trembling--caught between fear, desire, memory.
Then--Mark.
She saw him walking toward them, their son trailing behind him with a baseball bat over his shoulder.
Her stomach flipped.
Mark's eyes locked on John.
Claire felt the entire atmosphere tighten.
"Hey," Mark said as he approached.
John smiled. "Hey, man. Long time."
Mark's voice was steady. "Yeah. Been a while."
John nodded, glancing toward their son. "Kid's got a good swing. You been working with him?"
Mark didn't smile. "A little."
Claire stepped in. "He's been getting better. We've been practicing in the yard."
Mark glanced at her, then back at John.
Mark could feel it. Something. Not a smirk. Not gloating. Nothing overt. But it was there. John's body language was loose. Relaxed. Comfortable. Mark felt a twinge of sickness. Because John knew. John knew he knew. And John also knew Mark couldn't say a damn thing.
Claire felt it all--every breath, every glance--and jumped in.
"Well," she said, smiling too brightly, "we should probably get going. Early dinner."
John nodded. "Of course. Good to see you both." "You too," Claire said quickly. Mark didn't speak. He gave a short nod. They turned.
Walked away.
Claire kept her face forward. She didn't look back.
--
The car was quiet.
Their son had earbuds in. Their daughter was watching a show on a tablet.
Claire and Mark sat in silence.
Finally, as they turned out of the parking lot, Mark said, under his breath, "Did you see his face?"
Claire whispered, "He didn't say anything."
"He didn't have to," Mark replied, voice low. "He was enjoying it."
She looked down at her lap, guilt rushing through her. "I'm sorry."
Mark glanced sideways at her.
And what surprised him was that he wasn't furious. He was burning, yes. But not with anger. With something darker. More complicated.
Because watching John look at Claire like that--and knowing he couldn't do a thing--had struck something deep.
And Claire. He could see it in her eyes. The way her cheeks were still flushed.
She had felt it too.
--
The kids were finally down. The dishwasher hummed in the kitchen. The living room was dim, lit only by the soft blue glow of the muted TV. Mark sat on the couch, a beer in his hand, one foot tapping restlessly on the rug. Claire walked in slowly, holding a glass of wine.
She sat onto the couch next to him--not too close, not too far.
They sat in silence for a minute.
"Well... that was fun," Claire said.
"Yeah. I love casual run-ins with guys who've had sex with my wife," Mark said. "Makes my Saturday."
Claire winced. She took a sip of wine. "I didn't know he'd be there."
"His kid's on the team," Mark said. "Would've been weird if he wasn't."
Claire leaned her head back against the couch, staring at the ceiling. "God. When he walked over, I thought I was gonna pass out."
"Yeah, well... you looked calm," Mark said. "I'll give you that. I, on the other hand, was about one smug grin away from taking a bat to his kneecap."
She laughed "I was so scared he'd say something. Or look at me weird."
"Oh he was looking at you."
Claire chuckled. "I could feel it. The whole time. Like there was a giant neon sign over our heads blinking 'WE HAD SEX.'"
Mark didn't laugh. He just looked at her. "Yeah. That's kinda how it felt on my end too."
They sat in silence for a moment.
"I'm sorry," Claire said.
Mark nodded, staring at his beer. "I know."
They sat for a few seconds.
"So what now? Claire asked. "We just... keep running into him? Pretend it never happened?"
"I don't know," Mark said. "Maybe we just move?"
Claire laughed. "Think the kids would go for that?"
"We wouldn't ask them."
They both went quiet again. The air was lighter now, but just barely.
"I don't know how to be around him," Claire said. "I don't know what to say. The way he looks at me... God, this is so messed up," Claire said.
"Yup."
Neither spoke for a while. Claire put her wine glass down and curls her legs underneath her. "You're still okay... with us talking at night? About it?"
Mark hesitated. "Yes."
"Good."
They were quiet again, the TV flickering aimlessly.
Claire scooted over so she was sitting against him. She leaned her head on his shoulder.
The dishwasher clicked off in the kitchen. The house was quiet except for the low sound of the TV.
Mark spoke. "So... when you saw him today... Were you still attracted to him?"
She didn't answer right away.
She stayed still, her head on his shoulder.
She knew what she was supposed to say: No, not anymore. It was a one-time thing. He's not that great. I'd never go there again.
But she didn't think was the right answer. Not what Mark wanted, or needed.
She felt him, his body tense, his breathing shallow.
Waiting.
"Yes. Yes, Mark. I was."
She lifted her head slowly and turned to face him. She kissed his lips gently.
"Why?"
Claire shifted even closer. Her voice took a different tone now--part confession, part... something else.
"Because the second I saw him, everything from that night came rushing back."
Mark's jaw tightened. She reached down and put her hand in his shorts.
"His hands. His mouth," she spoke softly into his ear. "His arms around me. I felt it all again. My knees actually got weak, Mark. I couldn't stand steady."
She watched his reaction.
There it is. That flicker in his eyes. The hurt. The fury. The thrill. She stoked him slowly.
"I was nervous. But I was also... on fire. My skin was humming. I wanted to run, but... part of me couldn't wait for him to get closer. Just to see what it felt like again."
Mark didn't speak.
His chest was rising faster now. Claire studied him. And she knew. This is what he needs. She took a breath, and twisted the knife, gently, as she sped up her stroking.
"I looked at his arms, Mark. His forearms. Remember the way I told you he held me, that night? I remembered how hard they felt under my hands. I remembered how he lifted me, how his fingers slid under me and pulled me closer."
Mark closed his eyes. He looked like he's in pain. She stopped. She let go entirely, leaving him throbbing in the air.
"The way he dragged me across the bed to him."
He tried to grab her hand and replace it. She brushed him off. She shook her head and said, "No, Just listen."
She leaned in, lips near his ear again.
"I looked at his mouth, and I remembered how he kissed me against the hotel door. How I couldn't think straight. How I wanted to be his."
Mark exhaled sharply. He grabbed himself. Again she brushed his hand away.
"No, Just listen."
He sat, the agony on his face as his cock throbbed, unattended.
"I love you Mark. But when I saw him? I wanted it again."
"Jesus, Claire, please."
She looked down at his purple cock. She shook her head and continued.
"I remembered how it felt when he touched me... when we were dancing and his hand slid down my back and settled on my ass, when he leaned in and whispered something in my ear--I felt my whole body light up. Like I was twenty again."
"What did he whisper?
She let out a small laugh. "He said, 'You are so fucking hot.'"
She grabbed him and stroked furiously, roughly.
"And when we kissed... when he pressed me against the glass railing and kissed me like he'd been waiting all night to do it--I remember thinking, this is going to ruin everything. And I didn't care. I didn't care Mark. I just wanted him so bad I didn't care."
He exploded.
Claire stood up leaving him covered in his own cum on his thighs and his shorts.
"Now clean that up and come upstairs," she said, her voice impossibly casual. "It's my turn."
--
Two nights later they laid in bed, the kids long asleep in their rooms.
"Do you ever imagine going out with him again?" Mark asked.
Claire turned to him slowly. Her smile was faint--almost sad.
"Yes. "All the time."
"Tell me how it would happen."
"You really want that?"
Mark was already breathless. "Yes."
"Ok. But wait. Don't move."
She reached over to the side table next to the bed. She opened a drawer. She rolled back onto the bed holding her favorite pink vibrator.
"Go sit in the chair," she said.
"What?" Mark asked.
"Go," she pointed. "Sit there."
Mark was confused, but he got out of bed and sat in the arm chair against the wall. Claire propped herself up in the pillows, resting against the headboard. She clicked the power button. The whirl of the little motor filled the room.
She lowered the vibrator between her legs. She brushed it against her underwear, looking down at herself as she moved it up and down.
She looked up and looked Mark in the eyes.
"I always image that we run into each other somewhere," she began. "Maybe by accident. Maybe not. He asks if I want to get a drink. I tell him no. I'm married. I can never do that again. I love my husband."
She moved the vibrator up a bit, until it brushed her clit. She left it there, feeling the buzz through her cotton underwear.
"But then he smiles at me, and I see those dimples. And he cocks his head and looks at me with those eyes, and he says, "Just one drink. Mark will never know."
Mark's cock strained against his shorts. He pulled them down, and held himself.
She shook her head.
"No, just listen.
Mark let go of himself, leaving his cock throbbing in the air. "And you go?"
Claire continued lightly pleasuring herself through her underwear. "Yes Mark. I know he's right. You'll never know. So I go."
"Where would you go," Mark asked.
"Somewhere quiet. A place out of town, where no one would see us. He'd ask how I was doing. He'd say he missed me. I'd tell him no. It was just a mistake. But inside? I'd be buzzing."
"What would he do?"
"He'd lean in, close, Claire said. "And I'd remember everything. The way he smelled. The way his hands felt on my waist. And it would all come back like a wave."
She pressed down with the vibrator, holding it first on her pussy lips, and then on her clit. She let out a small moan.
"What would you do?"
"I'd think about you. I'd remember how good things have been. How close we've gotten. I'd think that this could ruin it all." She slipped the vibrator under the edge of her undies.
"But?"
"But I'd be looking at him. At those arms. His shoulders. His body it so thick, so strong. And part of me would say, just once more."
She pulled the underwear aside and inserted the vibrator into her pussy.
"You'd risk all that?"
"Yes. He's not like you, Mark."
That landed. Mark's eyes flickered.
She started fucking herself with the vibrator, slowly.
"What do you mean?"
Claire didn't rush. She moved the vibrator in and out. She let the silence stretch, then met his gaze. "He's so big. Powerful. The way he talks. It's so different than you." Claire speeded her motion. In and out.
Mark swallowed, staying quiet.
"He wouldn't ask, Mark. He would tell me to come with him. And I would give in. Even though I love you, I would go with him."
"Where would you go?"
Claire smirked. Slow. Deliberate. She was leaning into the game now.
She moved the vibrator to her clit and held it there. "We couldn't go to his apartment. That would be too risky. Someone might see me there. And we definitely can't come here--because you'd be home. With the kids."
"So we go to his truck."
Mark's eyes closed. Just for a second. The image was already forming.
Claire's breathing was getting faster. "It's parked in a dark spot. He has my hand, pulling me. I'm walking toward the truck in heels, my coat wrapped around me. My stomach's in knots. I know exactly what's about to happen. And it scares me."
She slid the vibrator down so it rubbed her pussy lips while it massaged her clit. "I've already crossed a line. There's no turning back. And you're home, Mark. I can see you. You've put the kids to bed. You're having a beer. You're wondering where I am, why I'm late. You're worried. But I don't care.
She slid the vibrator along her soaking pussy, up and down. "And then he opens the door and helps in up into the passenger seat. The feel of his hands on me sets me on fire.
"He walks around and gets in. He doesn't say anything. He grabs my arm and pulls me to him and kisses me--hard.
"Mark last time, in the hotel room, he was so gentle. But he's not gentle this time."
She inserts the vibrator all the way. Her body shudders. "His hands dig into my shoulders. He grabs my breasts so hard it hurts.
"I can't think. I can't breathe. He's so strong, Mark. He's so strong that I'm scared. I couldn't' stop him if I wanted to."
She is fucking herself as hard as she can.
"But Mark. I don't want to stop him. I don't want him to stop."
Mark's jaw was tight, his chest rising and falling with shallow breaths.
She pulls out and rests the vibrator on the outside of her pussy lips. She's so close, but the story is not done yet. Her chest heaves. "He unzips his jeans and pulls out his cock. He grabs my head and pulls me down to his crotch. He's so hard. It's right in my face. Against my cheeks, my nose. He grabs my hair and it hurts. He pulls me up to the tip. I want to resist, tell him he can't treat me like this, but I can't. Instead, I do what he wants. I take him into my mouth."
She moves back up to her clit. Her eyes close. "He's so big Mark. Even with the tip of his cock in his mouth I have my hand around him, jerking him off. I can barely wrap my fingers around him. Then it gets really rough. He grabs the back of my head and fucks himself with my mouth. It hurts, I gag."
She's moving the vibrator in circles on her clit.
"It almost makes me cum, right there on his seat. Then he lets me go. I'm gagging and gasping. But then I look up at him. I see his beautiful face. His head back against the headrest. His eyes closed from the pleasure I'm giving him.
"So I take a deep breath and wrap my lips around him again. I make love to his cock. For so long Mark. While you're home with the kids, I'm making love to John's cock with my mouth.
Mark loses control. He grabs his dick and starts jerking off.
"I think he' s going to cum, Mark. I feel his cock throb in my mouth. I feel his leg muscles tense. But instead, he grabs my hair and pulls me up.
"He turns my whole body. He's so strong. He hurts me when he turns me. Now my head is facing the door. My face is near the seat. My ass is in the air.
"He pulls my dress aside and fingers me under my panties.



"I'm moaning. I'm so wet. But he doesn't wait.
"He shoves his cock inside me.
"It hurts. It's too big. It stretches me. It feels so good I think I'm going to pass out.
"His hands are gripping me, bruising my hips. He smashes into me. My face hits the seat and the door.
"He bends down into me. He reaches around and tears open my dress. My tits fall out. He grabs them. It hurts.
"It all hurts so much. I lose control and cum while he explodes in my pussy.
Not breaking eye contact, she pushed the vibrator hard onto her clit, spinning it in a small circle. She came. He exploded, spewing cum all over himself in the chair.
--
Something New Emerges
The months that followed the wedding were some of the best of their lives.
They laughed more.
Touched more.
Even looked at each other differently.
Every time Mark caught Claire brushing her hair in the mirror or leaning over the counter in jeans he didn't recognize, something stirred in him--not just desire, but awe.
She's still the one, he thought, over and over again.
And Claire, watching him move around the kitchen, or slip into bed with a quiet tired smile, felt the same thing.
He was still hers. All of him. Her steady anchor and her most dangerous flame.
Their secret was simple: They'd looked into the abyss... and turned toward each other instead of away.
--
Over time, something new emerged.
One night, on a whim, Mark had opened his laptop and pulled up a video. Married couples, other men. Hotwives and cuckolds.. Claire had curled up next to him, curious. They watched it together.
And something clicked. A new edge.
It became part of their rhythm. Not every night--but sometimes, when the world was quiet, and the kids were asleep, and they wanted to relive that feeling... they'd find something, put it on, and let it stir things awake again.
It worked.
Until it didn't.
As winter faded to spring, something began to dull. Not their love. Not their passion. But the urgency. That raw, dangerous edge that had pushed them into new territory... it had softened. Like a vivid memory blurring at the edges.
Mark noticed it first. He didn't say anything at first. But he felt it. The way Claire still turned to him in bed. The way she still whispered things in his ear. It was good. But it wasn't what it was.
And for days, maybe weeks, he wrestled with himself. He couldn't believe he was thinking about it. Couldn't believe he missed it. But he did.
And one night, as they sat on the couch, legs intertwined under a shared blanket, a movie playing in the background, he finally said it. Quietly. Like a confession. "Remember how intense things were with us... right after the wedding?"
Claire turned to him. Her face lit with curiosity. "Yeah. I do. It was wild."
Mark nodded. Took a breath. "Do you... miss it?"
Claire tilted her head. Not guarded. Just... intrigued. "Yeah. I guess I do. It was great. Why? You planning another wedding?"
Mark chuckled, but his eyes were serious.
"Me too. I miss it. I don't know why. Or maybe I do. It was just... something else."
Claire looked at him for a long moment. Then she shifted a little closer. "Would you ever want me to do something like that again?"
Mark thought. "I don't know. Probably not. But... maybe yes? I don't know."
Claire nodded slowly. Thoughtful. "I know what you mean."
They sat in the quiet for a long time.
The TV flickered, forgotten.
Claire leaned her head on his shoulder. Her voice was soft. "Do you think... it would really work again? I mean... after all this?"
Mark looked at her, trying to read her face. "I don't know. Maybe."
"It would have to be different," Claire said.
"It could never be John," Mark responded.
"God, no."
"Or anyone we know," Mark added.
"Absolutely not."
Mark let out a breath. Long. Tight. He didn't say anything.
Claire reached for his hand under the blanket. Squeezed it once.
And then--her voice changed just a little. Lighter. Teasing. "There's a lot of guys we don't know."
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The drive back to the hotel was only a few minutes. It passed in silence, with only the sound of tires humming over the mountain road and the occasional rattle from the ski gear in the back. The morning sun was cutting through the windshield, painting Lori's face in gold, but she kept her eyes forward, her hands clasped loosely in her lap.
John gripped the wheel. His knuckles weren't white, but they might as well have been. He didn't know where to start--if he should start. Every few minutes the images from last night would rush back, sharp enough to make his chest tighten.
He pulled into the hotel parking lot. They got out, walked inside and went up to their room. As they stood awkwardly in the elevator, they made eye contact in the mirror.
"So..." she said softly.
He glanced at her. "So."
The elevator doors opened and they walked to their room. They entered, and put down their stuff.
Lori spoke first. "Are you... mad at me?"
John kept his gaze forward. "Yes... I don't know."
"Everything just moved so fast. I.... I mean, I had so much pot, and tequila, and the wine at dinner. I'm sorry."
He didn't respond.
"But you didn't stop it," she said.
"You wanted to do it."
"But you didn't say no. You could have. I asked."
"But you wanted to do it. You wanted to fuck him."
"John, don't say it like that. We were all drunk and high."
"You didn't want to fuck him?"
"Oh my God I guess I did. But that's not what it was supposed to be. You could have said no. You could have joined in."
He sat down on the bed.
"Are you OK?" she asked, she slid onto the bed next to him.
He hesitated but finally said, "I don't know."
"Why didn't you join in? Why didn't you just grab me?"
"I don't know."
"John we have to talk about this. We can't have this hanging over our heads. It could be... I don't know, toxic."
"Aren't we talking about it now?"
"Don't be a jerk," she said. "Answer me, seriously. We were all on the bed. Why didn't you just join in?"
John thought. "I don't know. You were enjoying it so much. I felt like, I don't know... I didn't want to interrupt."
"Interrupt? John it was a threesome!"
"But you were enjoying it, right?"
It was Lori's turn to think. "We need to have an honest conversation about this, so I'm going to answer you honestly. Yes I enjoyed it."
"That wasn't really in doubt, you were loud," John said, resentfully at first, but then breaking into a smile despite himself.
Lori saw the smile. She latched onto it. "I'm sorry. It was..."
John said, "It was what?"
Lori said, "Should we really do this?"
John said, "Honest conversation, right?"
She smiled at him. She shook her head. She slid over to cuddle against him as she spoke. "All right, but I just..." She stopped suddenly. They both felt it. When her hand passed over his sweat pants. It bumped his erect dick.
She grinned at him and opened her eyes wide. "You're hard!"
"No, I'm... so... it's nothing..."
"It's not nothing!" she said. "You're getting turned on!"
"No I'm not."
"Yes, you are," she said, giggling. "You're getting turned on hearing me talk about this."
"So?"
She looked at him. He was obviously embarrassed. She stopped smiling. She gave him a loving look. "So nothing," she said. "It doesn't matter."
"Now where were we?" she asked.
He thought for a moment." You were telling me what it was like."
"Ok," she said. She rested her hand on his leg. "Are you sure you want to hear?"
"I'm sure."
She hesitated and looked up at him. "Ok then, it was great."
"Tell me," John said.
"What do you mean? I just said... it was great."
"What do you mean, great?"
She paused again, "Are you sure you want to hear this?"
"I'm sure."
Claire looked at him thoughtfully. She started carefully. "Michael is good looking guy," she said. "He is right?"
"I don't know."
"Come, John, I'm trying to have an honest conversation."
He thought for a moment. "OK, sure, I guess he's a good looking dude."
"So that's it."
"That's not it, you said it was great. What made it great?"
"Oh my God are you serious about this?"
"Yes, I'm serious."
She hesitated for a long time. "All right, we need to get this right between us. So if that's what you want, that's what we'll do. But don't get mad when I tell you. You started this."
"OK," he said.
She looked at him. She shrugged and signed, as if resigned to this. She curled up against him, her back up against the side of his chest, her leg over one of his. As she did, her hand brushed his hard dick through the sweatpants. She left it there.
"He was really strong," she said.
She felt him react. "When he touched me, it felt... really good. That's why it was great."
There was silence for a few seconds.
"What happened in the hot tub?"
She didn't answer right away--she took a slow breath. "I don't know, John... Everything?"
"What's everything?"
She looked up at him.
"Before I say anything else, let's get one thing clear: Before anything happened in that hot tub, I asked you if you wanted to do this."
"I never actually said yes," John objected.
"Yes you did. When I asked you didn't answer. But then you looked at us and you told Michael to re-light the joint and see what happened. That was a yes."
John didn't say anything.
"That was a yes, John. And then when I asked you again you nodded. I would have never done any of this if I didn't have your permission. You have to say it, you agreed to this, right?"
"I don't know."
"No John! None of this works if I didn't have your permission... if you weren't part of it. I need to know, was that a yes?"
John thought. He nodded. "Yes, it was a yes. I wanted to see what happened."
She turned her head up to his face and kissed him. "Thank you."
She leaned back.
"So what do you want to know?"
"What happened in the hot tub?"
She thought for a long time without replying. Her hand hadn't moved from his crotch. She felt his erect dick straining against the sweatpants. She moved her hand across his lap, tentatively. She looked at him. He closed his eyes. She moved her hand back and started rubbing him slowly through the sweats. She stared at him, leaning back, with his eyes closed, listening.
"Well," she began, "at first, it was nothing. Just sitting there, drinking, smoking, You were leaning back, looking at the stars. And then I felt his foot brush mine under the water."
She watched his face closely. He didn't react, so she continued gently rubbing his crotch.
"I thought it was an accident, but then he did it again. And then he started... you know... kind of playing with my foot."
He swallowed. "Go on."
She tilted her head, her tone taking on a hint of mischief. "You're sure you want all of it?"
"Yes," he said again, a little faster this time.
Still looking into his face, she pushed a bit harder on his crotch and started moving her hand in a circle.
"Alright... So after a while, his foot moved higher. Up my calf. Slow. Back and forth."
She felt his dick respond. He didn't open his eyes, just continued leaning back against the pillows with his eyes closed.
"I kept looking at you to see if you noticed. Did you see us?"
"Some of it."
"But not all," she said softly. "Eventually... he touched me underwater with his hand."
As she spoke, she sped up her hand.
John's breathing changed. He stretched his arm around her, eyes still closed.
John was enjoying this. Or if not enjoying, he was certainly getting turned on. Lori lowered her voice, speaking almost in a whisper.
"He touched my thigh under the water. Just rested his hand there. Waiting to see what I'd do."
On impulse, she stopped rubbing him and rested her hand on his thigh.
He grabbed her hand and moved it back. "What did you do?" John asked, breathless.
"I let him," she said simply.
She shifted body and reached her hand up and slid it inside his waist band. Her hand touched his cock and he flinched. She held it, and started slowly stroking as she spoke.
"It felt... good. Warm. I could feel how strong his hand was, even under the water. And then he started moving it a little. Up my thigh. To the edge of my panties."
She looked up at his face. His eyes were still closed, his face looking up toward the ceiling, breathing hard. "Then he leaned in and kissed me."
Her hand stopped. John's eyes opened. For a second they made eye contact, then he closed his eyes again.
"Did you kiss him back?" he asked.
"Not at first," she slid her hand down his shaft. "I pulled away... checked on you." She moved her hand back up, and then down, slowly. "But you were just sitting there, eyes closed, like you were a million miles away. So..." She trailed off, her eyes locking on his. "...I kissed him back. Hard."
He moaned lightly.
"You're getting so turned on," she said, her voice a little lower, almost amused. "Do you like hearing this?"
John didn't answer. She released him, totally, leaving his throbbing dick pressing against his pants.
"I said, do you like hearing this?"
"Yes."
She smiled. She pulled down the sweats, releasing him. She replaced her hand on his dick. "His hand was on my thigh the whole time we kissed. His big, strong hand."
She returned to stroking him.
"And then I felt his hand, moving up, across my stomach."
She played with the tip of his dick between her fingers.
"And then he touched the bottom of my breast. I was topless, remember? It was just the back of his hand at first. But it felt like lightning. And then he turned his hand around and cupped my breast."
She sat up suddenly. She shifted, climbing over his leg. On her knees between his legs, she reached into her pocket and pulled out a hair tie. She pulled her hair back and tied it in a ponytail. She knelt down in front of him. She took him in her hands and guided him to her mouth. She kissed the side of his dick, up, then down.
"His hands were so strong. He was squeezing my tits and pinching my nipples. I almost squealed."
She took him in her mouth. She slid her lips down to the base of his dick, paused, and then slid back up, releasing him with a pop.
"Even in the water I could feel myself getting wet."
She sucked him, hard. He let out a groan of pleasure. She stopped abruptly.
"And then I made eye contact with you. I saw you watching. And I stopped. And I asked if you were OK with this. I asked for your permission. And what did you do, John?"
John didn't speak.
She let go of his dick entirely. She started to get up.
He groaned. "I told you it was OK."
She smiled at him and slid back down to his cock. She took him in her hand.
"Yes, you did. You nodded and took a sip of your drink and watched. Why did you do that, John?"
She stroked him, again almost casually.
"I don't know," he said.
"Johnnn..." she said, removing her hand.
"What am I supposed to say, Lori?"
"Just tell me the truth. That's what this is, we're being honest about what happened, right?"
He let out a groan, thought for a moment and spoke quickly.
"OK, it was hot, all right. It was hot watching you make out with him
She gave him a thoughtful look while she continued to absent mindedly stroke his dick.
"You thought it was hot, watching me kiss Michael?" she said.
"Yes," he admitted.
"You got turned on watching another man kiss me?"
She jerked him faster.
"Oh God... yes."
She stopped. She let him go again. She smiled at him. "Then you're gonna love the next part."
She bent down and kissed his dick.
"After you gave us permission, Michael went for it. As soon as you said it I felt his hand go lower. I could feel his fingers sliding beneath the string of my panties."
She licked the top of his dick.
"And then he slid his finger inside me."
She looked up at him and took the tip of his dick in her mouth. She circled it with her tongue.
She continued in a quiet voice "It was so easy to just... let it happen. To let another man finger me. The water, the tequila, the way he was touching me--it all just... blurred together."
John opened his eyes and stared down at her, the mix of jealousy and arousal playing plainly on his face.
"He was fingering me, under the water.. Sliding inside of me, rubbing my clit. I almost came, right there in the hot tub. Did you know that John, he almost made me cum, right there."
She sucked him again, deep and slow.
"I know."
"You knew?"
"Yes I knew... I actually thought he might be fucking you."
She giggled. "He tried, but I stopped him. I wasn't ready for that yet."
"Yet," John said.
"Yet," she repeated, smiling up at him. "But it felt so good. I was so fucking wet."
She paused the story to pleasure him with her mouth. The was no noise in the room except the wet sounds of her mouth moving up and down his dick, and John's low moans.
She stopped, holding his dick tight against her cheek.
"Do you know the best part?" she asked. "The hottest part?"
When he didn't answer right away, she smirked and sucked him again. She whispered, "The best part was knowing you were watching."
John's body started to convulse. She clamped her lips over his dick. He exploded in her mouth.
--
John collapsed back on the bed. Lori climbed up and curled in next to him, snuggling her butt into him. He reached his arm around her. Within minutes they were both asleep, the lack of rest and acute hangovers finally catching up with them.
When John woke Lori was already up. She had cleaned herself up and changed.
"I'm starving. We haven't eaten all day," she said. "Let's go grab food."
John threw on some clean clothes and they headed out. As they walked to the car, Lori took his hand. It felt nice.
They found a casual restaurant and went in for a late lunch. They decided that since they had already wasted their ski pass for the day, they might as well have a cocktail to take the edge off. They got martinis and had a good meal.
Neither one spoke of it. Instead they talked about the kids, plans for the coming week, and even discussed their ski runs from the day before. It was all good and light and, more than their relationship had been in a long time, affectionate.
It was dark by the time they left the restaurant. John asked if Lori wanted to go out someplace, get some more drinks, maybe hear some music.
"No," she answered. "I just want to go back to the hotel and cuddle in bed."
"Sounds good to me," John answered.
They got home, changed into sleepwear and watched some mediocre TV. When the show ended, John looked at Lori, thoughtfully.
"What?" she asked.
"I was just thinking..."
"Thinking what?"
"Well, we are all alone here in a hotel room and I... ah... I do have some more questions... about last night."
She grinned back. "Oh you do?"
"Yes I do."
She looked at him, smiling and thinking. "Wait," she said. She went to her suitcase and rummaged through clothes. Holding a bundle, she ran into the bathroom and closed the door.
John gazed mindlessly at the TV. She was in the bathroom for a long time.
"You good in there?" he called.
The door opened. Lori stood there in black lingerie, a frilly bra that lifted her breasts and lacy panties that hid almost nothing. Nothing else. Except the heels.
She strutted over to the bed. She posed, pushing her breasts upward with her hands. "I bought these for our weekend getaway. I was planning on wearing them for you last night."
John was speechless. He let his hand fall down across the bed, resting on the bare flesh of her thigh as she stood before him.
"Now what was your question?" she said.
He slid his hand between her legs. "Tell me what happened after we left the hot tub." He rubbed her lips over her lacy panties
"Oh I don't know, that gets super hot. You really want to know?"
"I said I did."
"I don't know if you can take it."
"I can. I want to hear." He rubbed her harder. She pressed her pelvis into his hand.
"Alright... but don't interrupt. And don't blame me it it's too much for you. You asked for it."
He nodded.
"When I got out of the hot tub, it was like... thrilling. I got out of the water. With no top. Just standing there, with my breasts out, in my wet panties, in front of this... man."
John slid a finger insider her panties and moved it over her lips.
"What was it like?" he whispered.
"It was like the most... erotic thing I've ever done. I was terrified. He was looking at me. I knew he wanted me."
"And did you want him?" John asked. He pushed his finger just barely inside her lips and moved it slowly up, and then down. She was soaked.
She nodded. "I wanted him so bad, John. I was so wet."
He added another finger. She purred with pleasure.
"What happened next?" John asked.
"He led me inside." Her breathing was becoming more shallow. "I called to you, John. I told you to come. But then he took my hand. John, it was so fucking hot. I was almost naked, with my tits hanging out, and another man was leading me up the stairs to his bedroom."
John pushed his fingers up inside her. She buckled, and grabbed his wrist.
She put a hand on the bed to steady herself. She closed her eyes as he fingered her.
"When we went upstairs, Michael led me right to the bed. He was still holding my hand. He was so sure of himself... It was like it was already decided. It was so fucking hot."
John started fingering her with both fingers.
"He didn't rush. He sat on the bed, with me in front of him."
She reached down and touched John's cheek. "It was a lot like this."
John moaned. With his other hand he unbuttoned his pants and pulled his dick out. He started slowly jerking off as he fingered her.
"I was just standing there, in just my panties, with by breasts out, staring down at him. It was so fucking hot.
"And then you came in," she said. "I turned and looked at you, to see what you would do. But you just stood there, watching. Why did you just stand there?"
John took a few seconds to answer. He was masturbating while he fingered her. Finally he spoke.
"It was so fucking hot, Lori. Seeing you standing there, almost naked, with his hands on you." He paused, still jerking them off. "I could have cum right there."
She smiled. "So that's why you didn't come over," she said. "Michael saw. He knew you weren't going to do anything, so he stood up behind me. He kissed my neck and he touched my breasts.
"Oh my God I can't take this," she yelled. She climbed down onto the bed. She straddled him, taking his dick in two hands.
"Do you remember when I looked at you?" she whispered.
He nodded.
"Michael was behind me, massaging my tits. I was looking right into your eyes and I could feel his cock pushing against my panties."
She slowly jerked him off. "And then he picked me up and threw me on the bed, and all you did was stand there and watch."
She raised herself above him. With one hand holding him steady, she lowered her pussy onto his dick. They both moaned. They sat there, in silence, as she moved into position and he started thrusting against her.
She pushed him down to stop him from moving. "And then I called you over, and you came to the bed." She slowly rotated her hips. "But you stayed there, all the way over on the edge." She moved up and down, just slightly. "I reached out and held your hand. Do you remember that?"
"Yes."
She bent down low and kissed him deeply. She sat up and continued her subtle movements of her hips.
"I thought you would come over, and join in. But you didn't. Why?"
"I just couldn't... I couldn't believe what I was seeing."
"Did you like it? Did you like seeing me with him."
"Yes."
She rocked harder on his dick.
"You didn't come over. You just held my hand and watched."
She slowed her movement again.



"And then he kissed me again. And he grabbed my breasts, really hard."
John spoke. "You pulled your hand away."
She placed her hands on his chest and bounced on top of him.
"He started kissing my breasts. He was sucking on them. It felt too good. I had to touch him."
They gasped as she moved her hips on top of him. And then she stopped. She lifted herself off him entirely. He felt her wetness on his thigh.
"And then I asked you, one last time."
She raised herself just above him once again. She reached down for his dick, teasing it with her fingertips.
"And what did you do, John?"
"Please, Lori..." he moaned, trying to push her back down on him.
"You nodded," she whispered. Still perched above him, she reached down and squeezed his balls.
"And what did he say?"
"Ahhhhh...."
"John, what did he say?"
"He said you wanted to suck his cock."
She lowered herself onto him. They both moaned.
"I did, John. I did want to suck his cock."
She moved her hips slowly, up and then finally down. Again. And Again.
"I did suck it John. Do you remember? I took him in my mouth. His cock was so big and thick." She was bouncing on him now. "It tasted so good..." They both moaned again as she bounced on him.
"And then I looked at you. I looked at you while I sucked his dick."
She was fucking him now.
"And you were jerking off, watching us."
She stopped.
He looked up at her.
She didn't move.
He whispered, "And then he asked you if you wanted him to fuck you."
She moved again, rocking left to right, front to back. She leaned down, so her lips were just inches from his face.
"And what did I say, John?"
"You told him to fuck you."
She bounced on his dick. They were both gasping now. They were both close.
"And then what did he do, John?"
"He flipped you over and fucked you from behind."
"Yes...yes...yes he was fucking me." She rode John's dick. "Yes, fuck me Michael, fuck me!"
John exploded inside her. She collapsed onto him, rubbing furiously at her clit, in seconds her muscled clenched, her mouth opened wide, and she screamed in a massive orgasm.
--
The next night they were home. The kids were picked up, hugged, fed and put to bed. The house was tidied up, the dishwasher was running, and John and Lori were in bed. Lori bent over to kiss John good night.
"You've been kind of quiet tonight, everything OK?" she said.
"Yeah.. I'm good."
She looked at him, unconvinced. "Well it seems like you have something on your mind, and that makes me nervous after... well after everything that happened this weekend."
"Well... there is one thing," he said. "One more question, actually, but it's kind of a serious one."
"Oh, OK. What is it?"
"What happened in the middle of the night?"
Lori sighed. She looked into his eyes. "You were awake?"
He nodded.
"Are you sure you want to do this? This feels different."
"That's why I want to do this."
"I'm sorry, John."
"What happened?"
"I don't know if we should do this."
"What happened?
She looked at him straight in the eyes as she thought. "Are you sure?"
He nodded.
She slid in next to him, pulling his arm around her. They laid there for a few moments, feeling the warmth of their bodies.
Finally, she began. "I don't know what time it was. I remember waking up. His hands were on me.
She exhaled slowly.
"Go on," he said.
"I remember I was just lying in the bed enjoying how it felt. His hands were strong. It just felt good."
John took hold of her hand. He guided it beneath the covers, onto his boxers.
"You're sure?" she said.
He nodded. "Go on."
"I was laying on my side. His arm was around me, holding me while I slept."
She started jerking him, slowly.
"His other hand was between my legs, like stuck between my thighs.
She released her grip, and teased his dick with her fingers.
"He was moving his hands between my thighs when I woke up. I think he was waiting to see what I would do."
"What did you do?"
"Nothing. I just laid there in the dark while he touched me."
She leaned over and kissed the side of John's face.
"But then, he slid his hand forward, and put his fingers on my pussy."
She started jerking him to a faster rhythm.
"He started rubbing my pussy," she whispered. "I was so wet. It felt so good."
She licked his ear, nibbled his earlobe and jerked him off.
"I almost came, right there, just from his fingers."
She kissed his cheek down to his chin, her hand working beneath the covers.
"And then he stopped. He pulled his hand out."
She looked John in the eye. "I knew what was coming next, John."
John moaned as she jerked him.
"I thought of you. At first I thought you were still on the bed next to us. I opened my eyes to look for you but you were gone. I lifted my head and saw you, sleeping under the blanket on the couch."
She was staring dead into his eyes as she stoked him.
"For a second I panicked. I knew you agreed to do this, but this was different. You didn't know. You were asleep. It felt like... cheating."
John moaned.
Lori smiled. She stroked faster. "But then he grabbed me. He grabbed my hips with both hands. He's so strong John. He just moved me to where he wanted me. He slid me across the bed."
John was groaning now. His hips were bucking against her hand.
"I think I said no, John. I think I told him no one time.
"But then I felt him, pushing up against me." She stopped jerking and teased his dick with her fingers. She leaned down and whispered right in his ear. "His cock is so big, John. It's so thick. I wanted it."
John groaned. His hand grabbed her wrist and started moving her hand up and down on his cock. She pulled away.
"Were you watching, John?" He tried to grab her hand again to put it on his dick, but she moved it away.
She looked into his eyes. "Were you listening, John? Were you watching us?"
"Yes," he said in a desperate voice.
"Were you jerking off while Michael fucked me?"
"Yes."
"Show me. Show me what you were doing."
John took his dick in his hand and started jerking off.
She pressed her face against his. "He slid into me from behind," she whispered. "I almost screamed, even with you asleep in the room. He was so big, John. It felt so different."
John exploded in his hand.
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Ski Weekend, First Threesome
Lori and John had been one of those rare, perfect ski days. The snow was soft from an overnight dusting, the sun was out, and the wind was almost nothing.
They'd driven the fifteen minutes from their perfectly forgettable hotel to the mountain in the morning, skied until their legs burned, and stopped for lunch at the restaurant perched high on the ridge.
The fact that their hotel was meh didn't bother them in the slightest. This was a last-minute getaway, the kind of spontaneous break they rarely got. After twenty years of marriage and two kids, chances like this didn't come often. So when Lori's parents offered to take the kids to the city for the weekend, John and Lori jumped at the opportunity. Sure, the only rooms left were nothing to brag about, but who cared? They had two whole days to themselves, no carpools, no homework, no dishes--just each other and the promise of skiing a beautiful mountain together.
After refueling, they'd hit a few more runs, taken a mid-afternoon cocktail break on a sunny deck, then pushed themselves through those last few trails just to squeeze every minute from the lift ticket. By the time they clicked out of their bindings and walked toward the lodge, they were flushed, tired, and riding the high of a day well spent.
"Apres?" John asked, a grin under his windburned cheeks.
"Obviously," Lori said, brushing snow from her pants.
Inside, the lodge bar was shoulder-to-shoulder, the noise bouncing off the timber beams. They grabbed drinks--beer for him, a Moscow Mule for her--and looked around for a seat. No luck.
They wandered outside, following the thump of bass spilling from overhead speakers. The patio was crowded too, but warmer than expected in the slanting late-afternoon sun. Two long fire tables blazed with orange gas flames, people crowding both sides. Laughter rolled in waves.
"There," Lori pointed. Two empty spots on a bench by one of the tables. She leaned toward a woman sitting there. "Are these free?"
The woman, flushed from either skiing or wine, smiled. "Yeah, grab 'em!"
They slid in. Across the table, two women danced behind the bench while a man in a ski hat shouted over the music.
"What's your favorite '90s rap song?" he boomed toward John.
John blinked, caught off guard. "Uh... Public Enemy. 'Fight the Power.'"
The man grinned like he'd won a bet. "Hold on!" He fiddled with his phone and, a moment later, the speakers above switched tracks. Chuck D's voice blasted out.
The group erupted in cheers. The two dancing women went harder, laughing.
One of the men leaned over toward Lori. "That's our friend, Michael. He hijacked the lodge music system. Been running it for the last hour."
Lori laughed. Michael was already firing more questions to the group: "Okay, gang, what year did this banger drop?"
They played along, tossing out guesses between sips of their drinks. Before long, Lori was chair-dancing along with the beat.
Michael cranked the volume a notch higher and pointed at one of the women who'd been dancing on the other side of the table. "Alright, Rose, show us your best ski-boot shuffle!"
Rose laughed, swaying exaggeratedly, clomping her boots against the wooden deck in rhythm. Everyone at the table cheered, stomping their own feet in time.
No one knew all the words to the song, but when the chorus hit, half the table belted it out at the top of their lungs.
One of the women spun toward Lori. Before Lori could protest, the woman grabbed her hand and pulled her to her feet. They started a goofy side-step around the bench, laughing so hard they almost tripped over the fire table's footrest.
Between songs, Michael kept firing off challenges--"Name three songs from this album!"--and tossing high fives to anyone who got it right. Drinks appeared and disappeared. Someone handed Lori a plastic cup of something sweet and neon-colored. She took a big sip, wrinkling her nose but laughing.
Lori and John found themselves leaning in to hear the group's stories, shouting answers to trivia, and clinking cups with people they'd met less than an hour ago. The line between "newcomers" and "the group" faded.
Somewhere after five, one of the women--Jen--glanced at her phone. "Oh no. The kids are texting." She read aloud, "'Where are you guys? Thought we were going to dinner at five.'"
The group burst out laughing.
"They'll live," one of the guys said. "Tell 'em to order pizza."
Jen looked around. "Seriously, should we just stay here?"
"Yes!" came the chorus.
She thumbed a reply. A minute later her phone pinged again. She laughed. "They say, 'Awesome, stay away as long as possible.'"
The table howled.
The men volunteered to grab another round and turned to John and Lori.
"What are you drinking?" Michael said, pointing at them.
John chuckled. "You sure?"
"Positive," Michael said. "It's a package deal--you sit here, you drink."
John gave their order, and the guys headed inside.
As soon as they were gone, Jen turned to Lori. "So, you two skiing all weekend?"
"Yeah," Lori said. "Last-minute thing. No kids for two days so booked a last minute trip."
Rose, the other woman, nodded knowingly. "Heaven." She sipped her wine. "We're in the condos here. Been coming every year."
Jen leaned in. "So here's the lineup--you've met me and my husband, Scott. Rose and Bill--"
Rose waved. "Hi again."
"--and Michael, who you've probably figured out is... a character."
Lori laughed. "Yeah, I caught that."
Rose smirked. "Michael's like a kid who never grew up."
Jen added, "He's in real estate development. Made a pile of money, and still somehow single."
Lori raised an eyebrow. "Still single?"
"Oh yeah," Rose said. "Dates constantly. Usually younger women. Actually, we were shocked when we showed up this year alone."
Jen's voice dropped to a mock-gossip tone. "Got dumped. Latest one was... what? Ten years younger than us?"
"At least," Rose said. "We only met her once. She didn't ski."
"Was never gonna last. Michael lives to ski," Jen finished with a shrug, then grinned.
The guys returned with drinks, Michael sliding beers and cocktails across the table.
"To new friends!" he shouted.
The table raised cups, the music thumping, the fire table throwing heat into the cooling air. Lori clinked plastcis against John's cup, smiling, having fun.
They stayed on the patio for another round, the air cooling but the fire table's heat keeping them comfortable. The last streaks of sunlight spilled down the side of the mountain, turning the snow a deep, glowing orange. Michael's playlist kept the mood up--'90s hip-hop giving way to guilty-pleasure singalongs.
When the sky finally shifted to deep blue, the crowd thinned a little, but their table still buzzed with laughter.
"Alright," Jen said, rubbing her hands together. "I'm starving. Girls--food mission?"
"Let's go," Rose agreed, grabbing her empty glass.
Lori stood with them. "Wish us luck."
As the three women disappeared into the lodge, the tone at the table shifted immediately. The music was still loud, but now the guys leaned back and surveyed the patio like a group of regulars settling into their favorite game.
Scott nodded toward a group by the other fire table. "Over there--red beanie, blue jacket. She's been trying to make eye contact with you all night, Bill."
Bill rolled his eyes. "Yeah, right. She's half my age. She probably thinks I'm her dad's accountant."
Michael laughed and pointed to the other table. "I'm telling you, this patio is packed with beautiful women tonight." He took a sip of his drink, scanning the crowd. Then, as if struck by a thought, he turned back toward John. "But let's not kid ourselves--one of the hottest women out here is sitting at our table."
John blinked, caught off guard.
Michael lifted his glass toward him. "Here's to you, dude. Your wife is hot."
Scott and Bill burst out laughing, raising their own drinks in mock solemnity. John chuckled, shaking his head.
"Thanks," he said, clinking his glass with Michael's.
Just then, the women returned.
Jen spoke first. "Kitchen's closed. No food."
A groan went around the table.
Bill leaned forward. "Easy fix--steakhouse!"
"That sounds perfect," Rose said immediately.
Jen held up a hand. "Hold on, let me check with the kids."
"Forget the kids--they'll survive!" Scott and Bill said almost in unison.
Jen laughed and typed out a quick message. Her phone buzzed a minute later. "They love the idea. Told us to take our time."
"Then it's settled," Michael said, already pushing back his chair.
The group started gathering jackets, gloves, and phones. John and Lori stood too, slipping on their coats.
"Thanks for a great afternoon," John said. "We're gonna head back."
Michael froze, looking at him like he was stunned. "What are you talking about? You're not leaving. You're coming to dinner."
The rest of the table immediately jumped in--"Of course!" "You have to!" "No way you're bailing now."
John smiled apologetically. "Thanks so much, but we've got all our stuff here. Gotta load it up and get back to our hotel."
Michael shook his head. "No, no, here's what we do--my condo is right here. I'm literally right above the restaurant. Dump your stuff off there, and we go eat. Pick it up after. Or you could even leave it overnight if you're skiing tomorrow."
"Easy," Scott added.
Rose leaned in. "Come on, Lori--don't let him say no."
John looked at Lori. She shrugged, a small smile playing on her lips. "Could be fun."
John exhaled. "What the hell. We're in."
They into cheers as they all headed inside. Through the doors to the lobby, the rest of the group walked off to the left, into the restaurant. Michael led John and Lori the other way.
The walk from the patio to Michael's condo took all of three minutes. They wound their way through the main lodge, past the lobby bar and up a wide staircase to a quieter hallway lined with wood-paneled doors. The took an elevator up three floors and got out. Michael stopped at one near the end and keyed in a code.
"Alright," he said with mock ceremony, pushing the door open, "welcome to the penthouse."
Lori stepped in first and drew in a breath. The place was gorgeous--open and airy, with high vaulted ceilings of warm knotty pine, leather couches arranged around a stone fireplace, and floor-to-ceiling windows that framed the snow-covered mountain like a painting. The last of the evening light washed the peaks in deep purples and golds.
"Wow," John said. "This is amazing."
Michael grinned. "My little getaway."
Off to the left, a sleek kitchen gleamed with stainless steel appliances. Through the glass doors at the far end, Lori spotted the balcony--complete with a hot tub perched at the edge. From there, the view spilled down the slopes to the twinkling lodge lights below.
Michael walked back into the entry way. "Alright, park your gear here, and let's go get some steak."
They shed jackets, helmets, and gloves, piling everything neatly in the corner. Lori wandered to the window for one last look. The sky had gone dark now, the stars just starting to poke through above the ridgeline. She caught John's reflection beside her, both of them smiling.
When they headed back downstairs, the transition from the quiet luxury of Michael's condo to the lobby's buzz was instant. The steakhouse entrance was just off the main atrium, its heavy wood doors opening into a warm, golden space alive with the clink of glasses and low music.
A hostess led them to a long table near the window. As they settled in, the conversation picked right back up--Bill cracking jokes, Jen telling the server they'd need "at least" three bottles of wine to start, Michael recounting a story about an epic wipeout earlier that day.
Lori found herself laughing easily, her legs pleasantly sore from skiing, the wine making her cheeks warm. Across from her, John was leaning in to hear Scott's tale about the "black diamond of death" from years past, shaking his head in disbelief.
"What's the Black Diamond of Death?" Lori asked, smiling.
"It's this one run on the far side of the mountain," Scott began. "It's technically a black diamond, but I swear it should come with a waiver. It's steep, it's narrow. It's basically an ice luge."
Rose jumped in. "Last year, Scott convinced Michael and Bill to do it with him right after lunch. Big mistake."
Bill raised his hands in mock surrender. "I made it about thirty yards before I lost it."
Michael laughed. "Last year Scott made it halfway down, then wiped out so hard his ski ended up in a tree. I'm not kidding. A tree."
Jen shook her head. "I was at the bottom for twenty minutes, watching helmets and skis come down the hill one at a time. It was like the mountain was spitting them back out."
Lori grinned. "So why do you still do it?"
"Because," Michael said, topping off his wine, "whoever makes it down first drinks for free. The other guys have to buy."
"Have you seen me pay for a drink today?" Bill asked Lori. "The victor!" he held up his arms.
They all laughed, and the conversation spun from there--favorite runs, worst wipeouts, and near-mythical powder days that no one could top.
At one point, Jen turned toward Lori and John. "You know, we've been going on and on, but we don't know anything about you two."
She gestured toward herself. "Alright, quick intro. Scott and I have been married twenty years, two kids--teenagers. This is one of our rare weekends without them. I stay home with the kids now, but before that I was in marketing at a big firm in New York. We lived in Brooklyn before the suburbs swallowed us up."
Michael raised his glass toward John. "And you?"
John nodded. "I'm the treasurer of a manufacturing company in Jersey. Been there fifteen years. I commute from Westchester every day. It's a haul, but I like the work."
"And it pays well," Lori added.
"And it pays well," John agreed, holding up his drink to her and taking a sip
That seemed to satisfy the table, and conversation split into smaller pockets. John found himself talking shop with Scott, who happened to be a CFO, while Rose and Bill debated ski bindings with Jen.
Michael, sitting on Lori's other side, leaned a little closer. "So--you lived in Brooklyn?"
"Yes, for about eight years," Lori said. "Before kids."
Michael's eyes lit up. "I've always wanted to live there. What neighborhood?"
"Park Slope," she said. "It was... great. Tons of restaurants, Prospect Park right there."
"What was your building like?"
She smiled at the memory. "Old brownstone, converted into three apartments. We had the middle floor. High ceilings, creaky wood floors, no dishwasher, but the light! It had such amazing light."
Michael nodded slowly, his gaze fixed on her. "I always imagined living in Brooklyn--waking up, walking to get coffee, seeing the city wake up around you."
"It was like that," she said. "Living the dream."
"What made you leave?"
"Kids," Lori said. "We wanted a yard. More space." She trailed off, smiling. "It was the right move."
Michael tilted his head, still holding her eyes. "Do you ever think about going back?"
"Sometimes. When I'm feeling nostalgic. But the suburbs have their perks."
He gave a slow, thoughtful smile. "Yeah... I can see that. But I still think you strike me as a city girl."
Lori felt a small stir inside her. She'd been aware of Michael's size all evening--easily over six-two, solidly built--but now she noticed the rest. Strong, rounded features, a jawline that looked like it belonged on a movie poster, and those piercing blue eyes locked directly on her, never breaking away as she spoke. He was an attentive listener, leaning in slightly as if every word she said mattered.
She realized she was enjoying the conversation more than she expected. Maybe it was the wine, maybe it was the day, but sitting there under Michael's steady gaze, she found herself... intrigued.
--
By the time dessert plates were cleared, the table was warm with wine and laughter. Michael waved the server over and, before anyone could blink, handed over his credit card.
"Whoa, no--absolutely not," John said, leaning forward. "We're getting our part."
Scott shook his head. "Don't bother."
Bill grinned. "It's tradition. Every year, one night, Michael picks up the tab for the crew. You're in the crew now. There's nothing you can do about it."
"Exactly," Michael said with mock finality, signing the slip with a flourish. "You can get me back next year."
John leaned back, still protesting. "I can't let you--"
"You can," Bill cut in. "Trust us."
The mood stayed light as they all stood from the table. Scott glanced at his watch. "Bar in the lobby's still open. One more drink before we call it?"
John nodded. "As long as I'm buying this round."
Michael smirked. "Fine. But only because I respect persistence."
They filed into the smaller, cozier lobby bar. While the others grabbed seats, John made his way to the counter, trying to wrangle everyone's drink orders.
When he returned with a tray of glasses, Scott, Bill, Jen, and Rose had claimed the last open bar stools, already leaning on their elbows in animated conversation. Michael had pulled a high-top table over from the side wall, and he and Lori sat across from each other in tall chairs.
John began handing out drinks, but his eyes flicked to his wife. Something in her body language caught his attention immediately.
Lori was leaning forward slightly, her knees angled toward Michael. Her eyes were locked on his as he spoke. She was laughing at something he said, head tilting just a little, and reached out to touch his forearm as she giggled..
She was clearly impressed by Michael, and maybe even flirting a little. John smiled. It didn't bother him much--she was clearly having fun, and he was enjoying swapping stories with Scott and Bill--but he did notice that as the minutes passed, Lori and Michael seemed to drift away from the group conversation.
"...so yeah, Naples," Michael was saying, swirling the ice in his glass. "I've had the place about five years. Right on the water. Boat out back, decent little pool. Great spot to escape winter."
"Sounds incredible," Lori said. "Do you go often?"
"Every chance I get. Well--" He hesitated, giving a small shrug. "Less, lately."
"Why's that?" Lori asked.
He glanced down at his drink. "Broke up with someone a couple months ago. She was down there a lot. Feels weird, going alone."
Lori tilted her head. "What happened?"
Michael waved a hand like it was nothing. "Wasn't working out."
"That's not an answer," she said, smiling but insistent. "What was she like?"
Michael chuckled. "Kara was beautiful. Young. Smart. But..." He trailed off, shaking his head.
"But?" Lori pressed.
"I guess we weren't compatible, as they say," he said.
"What does that mean?" Lori asked.
"We had a fight. She said something that really pissed me off, I called her a bitch, she left."
"That was it? She just left?" Lori said. "She does sound like a bitch."
Michael burst into laughter, the sound booming over the hum of the bar. He reached out and clapped his hand firmly on Lori's shoulder. "Oh my God."
He turned toward the bar, raising his voice. "Hey! Lori just called my ex little bitch!"
The group erupted in laughter.
"Finally, someone said it," Bill said, grinning.
"Couldn't stand her," Rose added.
Jen nodded. "Day one, I knew she wasn't going to last."
Michael was still laughing, his hand resting on Lori's shoulder as he shook his head.
John wasn't really following the conversation at that point. His attention was fully distracted by Michael's hand, which stayed on Lori's shoulder as the group discussed what a bitch his ex-girlfriend had been.



"Come on she wasn't that bad," Michael said loudly to the group.
"Oh God yes she was," said Rose.
"She had her good points," Michael countered.
"Like what?" Jen said.
"Like her amazing body. What a rack that girl has!" Michael said.
The guys burst out laughing. The girls all groaned. Lori leaned over and punched him in the shoulder.
"Thank you Lori," said Jen. "Hit him again."
She did, and Michael yelled in fake pain. He reached out and grabbed her wrist to stop her from hitting him again and they playfully wrestled for a second over the table. The disentangled and Lori looked at Michael and shook her finger at him, warning him not to try anything else.
Everyone was laughing. As Lori took another sip of her drink she made eye contact with John. He was glaring at her. He face softened as she realized what was wrong. She gave him a little shrug that seemed to say "I know... sorry." He rolled his eyes, shook his head and gave her a little smile. At that moment Scott pulled John back into a conversation about his latest audit.
Michael leaned across the table and spoke to Lori in a quieter voice. "How old did you say you were?"
She gave him a stern playful look. "I didn't."
He chuckled. He said, "No, you didn't. But you did say you've been married for 20 years and have two teenage kids."
"Yes and..." she said, drawing it out, like she was waiting to see where he was going with this.
"Well I was just talking about what a great body Kara has, but she's got nothing on you. I mean how can you even look like that?" As he spoke his eyes left hers, traveled down her entire body, and then came right back up to her gaze.
Lori blushed. She couldn't think of anything to say, so she just looked at him. Finally, she just nodded and said, "Thank you." It could have been the wine, or the atmosphere, or the late hour, but before she could stop herself she added, "You're not so terrible yourself."
He smiled a deep smile. He raised his glass. She raised hers. They drank.
John watched all this out of the corner of his eye as he listened to Scott. Lori was getting too cozy with Michael, and John decided he couldn't spend another minute listening to Scott drunkenly drone on about the audit. It was time to go.
-
The bartender stepped out from behind the counter, wiping his hands on a bar towel. "Alright, folks--time to wrap it up. I'm closing up."
At least two people in the group chimed in, almost in unison: "You don't have to go home, but you can't stay here!"
Everyone laughed.
John settled the bill and set a tip on the counter. As they stepped out into the lobby, Lori lingered for him, falling into step a few paces behind the others.
"You're having a good time tonight," John said.
"What?" Lori laughed, looking at him sideways.
"You're really enjoying your conversation with Michael."
"Oh, stop it," she said, swatting at his arm.
"Should I grab your wrist so we can wrestle?" he teased.
She laughed again, shaking her head. "Oh my God, stop. This is fun, right? He's fun. You're having fun, aren't you?"
John smiled at her. "Yes, this is fun. I'm having fun. This has been a good night."
They held hands as they walked into the lobby.
The group drifted toward the doors, and Jen and Scott, along with Bill and Rose, paused. "Good night guys. It was so much fun," said Rose.
"We've got to walk over to the other building to see if the kids are still alive," Jen said. "But seriously--it was so great to meet you both. You have to come next year."
"Definitely," Scott added, shaking John's hand.
Rose hugged Lori. "You fit right in with this crew."
They all gave Michael big hugs, promising to meet up for a late breakfast the next day. With waves and laughter, the four walked out into the night.
Michael turned to John and Lori. "Okay, let's go up and grab your stuff."
They followed him up the wide staircase to the quiet hallway and up the elevator. Inside his condo, John went straight for the corner where their jackets, helmets, and ski bags sat. Michael dropped onto his leather couch, leaning back like he owned the world--which, in this place, he sort of did.
"Hey, John," Michael said, a little grin tugging at his mouth. "Before you go, I'm about to light up this beautiful little nightcap. Want to join me?" He held up a joint between two fingers.
John remembered the earlier patio conversation--Michael bragging about the high-end dispensary products he'd been buying. It was tempting.
"That's really generous," John said, "but we need to be getting back."
Michael sat forward. "No, come on. Stay. I don't want to sit here and smoke by myself."
"I'm already buzzed," John said. "If I smoke that, I'll never be able to drive home."
Michael waved him off. "Don't worry about it. We'll get you an Uber. Leave your stuff here--it'll be right here for you tomorrow. Easier than lugging it back and forth."
Lori looked at John. "We probably need to get an Uber anyway. Neither one of us is in any condition to drive back to the hotel."
John raised his eyebrows. She wasn't wrong. "Well," he said, "I guess if we're taking an Uber anyway... why not?"
Michael's grin widened. "That's the spirit."
They settled in. Michael lit the joint, took a slow drag, and passed it. He talked about the strain--its name, its effects, where he'd picked it up--and the three of them passed it around, the air quickly filling with the rich, herbal scent.
After a few minutes, Lori leaned back. "Wow. This stuff is strong."
John nodded. "It's amazing."
A few more passes went around before Lori looked over at Michael. "So... what was the fight about when you and Kara broke up?"
John glanced at her, surprised she brought it up, but the mellow haze of the smoke kept him from worrying.
Michael leaned back, exhaling. "Kara was... upset that we didn't spend enough time together. I'm busy--long hours, projects all over the place--and I couldn't always carve out days for her."
Lori frowned slightly. "And that's it?"
Michael's smile twisted. "Well no. She accused me of only seeing her when I wanted sex."
Lori's eyes widened. "Oh my God. I can't believe she said that. She is a little bitch."
Michael chuckled. "Well... actually, it did really piss me off at the time. But after thinking about it for a while, she wasn't entirely wrong."
John burst out laughing, and Michael joined in.
Lori made an exaggerated disgusted face and leaned over the arm of her chair, swatting at him on the couch. "You're awful."
Michael raised his hands, laughing. "Hey, hey--don't shoot the messenger."
She swatted again, and this time he caught her wrist. "Oh, is that how it's gonna be?"
They wrestled playfully for a few seconds before Michael, still laughing, twisted just enough to pin her arm gently to the sofa cushion.
The laughter faded into a sudden pause. For a moment, they just looked at each other. Lori's smile softened, then she pulled her arm back, glancing at John.
Michael cleared his throat and leaned away. "Anyway--so, this guy I know in Denver has a hookup for some really rare strains..." He launched into a new topic, the moment sliding under the surface as if it hadn't happened.
They passed the joint. After a few minutes, Lori asked Michael where the bathroom was. Michael pointed and she got up off the couch.
John watched as Michael's eyes scanned her up and down and followed her out of the room.
"God damn, John, after 20 years of getting after that, no wonder you're a happy man," Michael said.
John felt his defenses rise, but the atmosphere and the pot mellowed everything. Instead of getting defensive he just laid back on the chair and smiles. "Yes, Michael I am a lucky man."
The smoked in silence. Lori came back into the room. Before she could sit down Michael said, "John and I were just talking about what a lucky man he is."
Lori stopped, looking at them suspiciously. "How so?"
Michael said, "I mean," and he gestured to Lori, moving his hand up and down.
"Oh shut up, and give me a hit," instead of going back to her chair, she plopped down next to him on the couch.
He passed her the joint. She took a deep hit.
"I've got an idea," Michael said.
"Oh no, let's hear it," Lori said.
"Hot tub!"
"What, we can't..." Lori started.
Michael cut her off, jumping up off the couch. "Of course we can. Let's finish this bad boy up in the hot tub. And hold on." He hurried to the kitchen. He rattled around in the cupboards and came back with a bottle and three glasses filled with ice.
"Casa Dragones Joven," he said, holding up the bottle.
"I've heard of that..." John chimed in.
Michael nodded. "The best sipping tequila in the world. This is gonna be epic."
He walked to the patio door, opened the slider and strode out onto the deck. John and Lori felt the blast of cold air. Michael arranged the bottle, the glasses and the joint on a ledge beside the hot tub.
John looked at Lori. "What should we do?" he whispered.
She shrugged.
Michael came back in, wagging his finger at them.
"I see you two whispering. Resistance will not be tolerated. Hot tub is all set. Too late to back out now!"
"I don't have a bathing suit," Lori said.
Michael stopped. He considered for just a second and said, "Well, you probably have a warm sweater or something in your bag, right?"
She thought for a minute and said, "Yeah, I have my turtleneck."
Michael said, "Then you're all set. You can change into the warm clothes after."
He stepped out onto the patio. Through the door John and Lori saw him pull off his shirt, and drop his pants. He climbed into the hot tub in his boxers. He lowered himself into the steaming water with an exaggerated "Ahhhhhhh..."
"You guys are gonna love this. All the soreness just melts away."
"What should we do?" John asked again.
Lori was looking out at the hot tub. At Michael. "Not too often we get a chance to smoke a joint and drink tequila in a hot tub under the stars..."
He raised his eyebrows. "You'd actually do it?"
She opened her eyes wide, made an excited face and nodded.
She jumped up. "We're coming in!"
She reached out her hand to John and pulled him off the couch.
They walked outside into the cold air.
"Oh my God it's cold out here!" Lori yelled, jumping up and down.
"Hurry up and get in before you freeze to death," Michael said.
Lori looked at John. She shrugged. She unbuttoned her pants and unzipped. She peeled them down, wriggled them over her hips and stepped out of them.
"Woot Woot!" yelled Michael from the hottub.
"You shut up," she said.
"Now you turn around," she said.
"All right, here it comes!" Michael yelled.
"Sorry to disappoint you, but this is all you get," she said. She pulled off her sweater and reached underneath her T-shirt. She unhooked her bra, and leaving the shirt on she unhooked it and peeled it off.
"Booo," yelled Michael. "Take it off."
John had his shirt off, and was slowly taking off his pants. He wasn't sure how he felt about all this. But Michael's reactions were making him laugh. "Yeah, take it off!" he yelled.
Lori turned to him. John thought she looked incredibly sexy, standing in the moonlight, next to the hottub, in just her panties, her breasts hanging loose under the T-shirt.
"Not you too!" she yelled looking at John. "You better shut up or I will take it off."
"Yes, take it off," yelled Michael.
John just stared at her, smiling.
"Tell her John, tell her!" Michael yelled.
John grinned. "Take it off," he said.
"You little perverts" she said.
She struck a pose. Her hands holding the bottom of the shirt, her butt sticking out to the side showing her white panties.
She did a tiny little dance as she peeled the shirt up slowly, and then suddenly pulled it over her head and off. Her beautiful breasts bounced free. She covered them with her arms and jumped into the hot tub, sinking in the bubbling water to cover up.
"Woo hoo!" yelled Michael. He slid over and held up his hand for a high five. Lori fived him back.
She sat back against the side. "Oh my God John get in here right now. It feels so amazing."
--
They watched as John climbed the steps and lowered himself in.
John sank down until the water lapped at his chin. "Ohhh... this feels so good."
"Makes you wonder what the poor people are doing tonight," Michael said, grinning.
They all laughed.
"You're terrible," Lori said, splashing a little water at him.
Michael splashed her back. "Guilty as charged."
They all settled in, letting the jets thrum against their backs. Michael reached over to the ledge and handed each of them a heavy glass with tequila over ice. Then he lit a joint, took a drag, and held it out to Lori.
She slid closer to grab it, inhaled, and passed it across to John.
"This is so nice," Lori said, exhaling toward the night sky.
John tilted his head back. "Look at the stars."
"It's so clear," Lori said.
"I bet we'll see satellites," John added. "Maybe even shooting stars."
"Yeah," Michael said. "I sit out here and stargaze all the time. Love it."
They leaned back against the smooth walls, sipping the tequila, passing the joint in slow, lazy turns.
Once, as Lori reached to take the joint back from John, her foot brushed against Michael's under the water.
"Hey, watch it," Michael said.
She smirked. "You watch it."
He gave her calf a playful nudge with his knee. She kicked lightly back.
The joint made another pass, and when she leaned in to take it, she felt his foot press lightly against hers, then move up and down her foot and ankle.
She shot him a look, brows raised.
Michael only shrugged and said, "Don't bogart the joint," as he took it from her fingers.
When he leaned back this time, he was closer than before, their shoulders almost brushing. She sat back, eyes on the stars, but felt his foot again--this time sliding higher, gently up and down her calf.
She turned her head, found John gazing upward, glass in hand, oblivious. She mouthed, Stop! at Michael.
He just gave a tiny shrug and a smile.
The foot retreated... then returned seconds later.
"Shooting star!" John suddenly called, pointing skyward.
They both looked up, but it was gone.
"Missed it," Lori said, sinking lower in the water.
They all leaned back again, the night quiet except for the bubbling jets. Michael pressed his leg against hers under the water. She closed her eyes, and despite herself, enjoyed the feel of the warm contact.
They sat like that for a long time, spotting two satellites gliding across the black sky.
"This is nice," Lori said at last.
"Yeah," John agreed. "This is nice."
Michael tipped his glass toward them. "It is nice. The three of us here."
His words lingered a moment. Then: "Can I ask you two a question?"
Lori chuckled. "Oh-oh, here it comes."
John grinned. "Sure. Ask away."
Michael's gaze flicked between them. "Have you two ever had a ménage à trois?"
There was a beat of silence before John and Lori both laughed.
"No, of course not," Lori said, still laughing. "Have you?"
"Yes," Michael said simply.
"No way," Lori replied.
John shook his head. "No, I believe him. A single guy with money, a house in Florida... I can see how he'd get two girls back to his place for an "evening swim." He held up air quotes.
Michael chuckled. "Yes, that's happened. But that's not what I mean."
"What do you mean?" Lori asked.
"I mean... you two. And another guy."
Lori blinked, then splashed him. "Oh, just shut up and drink your tequila."
Michael held her gaze. "No, I'm serious. I was dating this girl--Kristi--right before Kara. She told me it was her thing. Freaked me out at first, but she was... unbelievably hot and absolutely crazy in bed. Finally, I said, 'If that's what you want, fine.'"
Lori raised an eyebrow. "So you did it?"
Michael nodded. "So I did it."
"What was it like?" Lori asked.
Michael grinned. "It was fucking hot. I told you how hot she was. It was like watching real life porn while she gave me a blowjob."
Lori laughed and splashed him again. "Oh my God, you're gross!"
"It was absolutely not gross," Michael protested. "It was the hottest thing I've ever done."
"How did it happen?" she asked.
Michael smirked. "Well, the other dude took his penis and inserted it..."
"Shut up. I mean, like, how did it come about?"
He leaned back. "Kristi loved clubbing, loved to dance. Guys were always hitting on her. One night, she just... picked one."
"What did she do?"
Michael chuckled. "You really want to know?"
"Yes," Lori said.
"She kissed him right there on the dance floor--tongue halfway down his throat--and invited him back to my place."
Lori gasped. "Oh my God! What did he say?"
Michael laughed. "What do you think he said? He said yes."
"And then you just all went back to your place?" Lori asked.
"Yep. Shared an Uber home. He sat in front. We got there, went inside. Me and the guy sat on the couch. Kristi opened a bottle of wine, grabbed us beers. When she came back, she sat next to him. Ten minutes later, they were making out, and... it was on."
"Oh my God," Lori said again, shaking her head.
For a moment, the only sound was the hot tub bubbling.
"So," Michael said, his voice lower now, "what do you think?"
Lori's mouth dropped slightly. "What do you mean... you mean?" She gestured to the three of them.
Michael took a slow sip of tequila. "Of course that's what I mean."
Lori laughed nervously.
"You're not serious," she said.
"I'm dead serious. You're way hotter than Kristi."
"We can't... I mean..." She glanced at John. "John?"
John's head spun. Did he just...?
Michael had looked right at them--right at Lori--and asked if they wanted to have a threesome. And now here they were, with Lori looking at him, waiting for his reaction.
John knew what the "right" reaction was supposed to be. He should be pissed. He should be telling Michael to knock it off. He should be pulling Lori out of the water and leaving.
But he wasn't.
Instead, there was this heat building in his chest, a flicker of something he knew all too well. For as long as he could remember, he'd been turned on by the thought of Lori with someone else. It had always been a fantasy, something he'd read about or watched online--never something real, never something right in front of him.
Now it was real.
And Lori was asking him.
"Are you asking me?" he said. "Would you actually do it?"
She shook her head slightly. "No... err... I don't know."
"But you're not saying no," he said.
She shrugged, a little smile tugging at her lips.
"Oh my God, you would," John said, half in disbelief.
She didn't answer.
John leaned back against the warm tile, looking between her and Michael. He put his head back against the ledge and looked up at the stars. He didn't say anything for a while. They waited, looking at him. Finally he looked back, and saw them both still gazing at him.
"Michael, why don't you re-light that joint," he said. "Let's just sit here for a while and watch the stars and see what happens."
Michael grinned. "You got it."
He sparked the joint, the flame flickering in the night air, and handed it to John.
John took a long, deep hit. The smoke curled hot in his lungs. He held it, exhaled, and then--without passing it--brought it back to his lips for another. Only then did he hand it to Michael.
Michael took a slow drag, eyes on John, and then turned toward Lori. As he passed it to her, he slid closer, the water sloshing softly between them. When she reached for it, he didn't move back. She felt the solid heat of his body against hers.



She took a hit, her lips closing around the joint, and exhaled slowly. She didn't move away. She placed the joint carefully on the ledge, the ember glowing faintly.
Then she leaned back, settling against the side of the hot tub, feeling Michael still pressed beside her.
The three of them sat there like that for a long time--steam curling up into the cold night air, the water pulsing gently around them, the stars wheeling silently overhead.
Under the water, Michael's hand found her thigh.
Lori nearly jumped at the sudden warmth and firmness of his touch, but she caught herself, forcing her body to stay still. She looked at John. He was leaning back against the side of the tub, eyes closed, head tipped slightly toward the stars.
She leaned back too.
Michael had been watching for her reaction, and now a faint, knowing smile tugged at his lips. His hand began to move--slowly, almost lazily--on her leg. She didn't stop him.
Both of them glanced at John, who still hadn't moved.
Michael's hand wandered further, fingertips drawing subtle paths across her skin beneath the bubbling water. Lori closed her eyes, letting the sensation wash over her. The hum of the jets, the tequila's burn in her chest, the cool night air on her face, his firm hand on her leg--it all blurred together in a perfect moment.
His hand climbed up her thigh. He reached her side, gently massaging her skin. He moved his fingers, up and down, feeling her firm flesh. Lori almost jumped. The back of his hand brushed the bottom of her bare breast. At first he seemed to ignore it, he just continued moving his hand up and down he side, back and stomach. But then he went back higher and made contact again. This time he hesitated and pushed the back of his hand against her breast. Lori laid her head back and closed her eyes.
She exhaled deeply when he turned his hand around and held her breast in his palm. She opened her eyes. She looked at John, who hadn't moved. She looked down and decided the bubbling water was hiding what was happening anyway.
It felt amazing. Michael's hands where thick and strong. They felt much different than John's, which were longer and thinner.
She was lost in the sensation when she heard the sound of water shifting and felt Michael moving closer.
She opened her eyes and saw him right above her. Before she could think, his mouth was on hers.
Lori's head spun. The kiss was firm and hungry, tasting faintly of smoke and tequila. Her pulse thudded in her ears.
And then panic cut through the haze--John.
She pushed Michael back, her eyes darting to her husband. He was still leaned back, eyes closed, the picture of someone lost in the quiet.
Relief hit her in a rush.
And then something else.
She reached up, hooked her hand around the back of Michael's neck, and kissed him again. This time, deeply.
John was watching.
His eyes had never really been closed.
He'd decided that the best way forward was to let her choose. Pretend to relax, even appear half-asleep, and see what happened, what she decided to do.
He'd seen the flicker in Lori's eyes when Michael first touched her under the bubbling water. He saw the quick glance she'd thrown in John's direction to gauge his reaction. He'd watched her settle back, lids lowering, lips parting slightly in unspoken pleasure, Michael's hand moving beneath the surface where they thought John couldn't see. Then, after a while, he'd seen her shift slightly, and saw his hand on her breast.
He hadn't moved. He'd just waited.
Then came the splash--Michael shifting closer. John had cracked his eyes the barest amount, just enough to see him lean in and kiss her.
He saw her push him away and look straight at him.
And then--confirming his "sleep"--she turned back, pulled Michael in, and kissed him like she meant it.
Lori closed her eyes and kissed Michael deeply. His arms came around her, strong and sure, pulling her against the heat of his chest. The solid weight of him, the strength in his torso under the slick skin, was intoxicating.
She opened her eyes, feeling the press of his lips--
And saw John.
He was looking right at them.
Her breath caught. She pushed Michael back, water rippling between them. "John... is this okay?"
John didn't speak. His eyes stayed on hers for a long, charged second. Then he nodded once, reached for his glass of tequila, and took a long, deliberate sip.
Michael's mouth curved into a small smile. He kissed her again--slow, unhurried--before moving behind her, the water swirling around their bodies as he shifted. He leaned back against the side of the hot tub, positioning her in front of him. His arm slid easily around her waist, drawing her against him, his warmth surrounding her.
Michael reached for his own glass, took a sip, and then held it out to her.
Her hands trembled as she took it, the cut-glass heavy and cold in her fingers. She raised it to her lips, the tequila's sharp burn chasing the knot in her throat, and handed it back.
"John... are you sure?" she asked again, her voice softer now, almost uncertain.
He met her eyes, his expression unreadable, and nodded. Another sip from his glass.
Lori gave a small nod in return. Then, slowly, she let herself lean back into Michael's chest. His arm tightened slightly around her, steady and possessive.
She closed her eyes, breathing in the faint mix of tequila, smoke, and the cool alpine air, and let the sensation take over.
The three of them sat in silence, the night air cool against their faces while the water churned quietly around their shoulders.
Lori stayed pressed against Michael's chest, her head tilted slightly back, eyes closed. Michael's arm remained snug around her waist, his hand resting just above the surface.
John held his glass and watched them, feeling the weight of the moment settle over him. He'd nodded--given her permission--and now there was nothing to do but see where it went.
The firepit on the far balcony flickered faintly in his peripheral vision. A breeze rustled the pine trees below. The stars hung clear and cold above them. Every sound seemed sharper in the stillness--the clink of ice in a glass, the soft shift of water, the faint, even rhythm of Lori's breathing.
John felt his heart pounding from the sheer strangeness of watching this unfold in real life. All the times he'd imagined this sort of scene had been behind a screen, a controlled fantasy. Now it was flesh and blood, heat and breath.
For a while, nothing changed. Then the stillness began to erode.
It was subtle at first--Michael's arm shifting slightly, Lori's body adjusting against his. In the bubbling water and low light, John couldn't see details clearly. The movement was small, contained, almost masked by the natural sway of the water.
But then he heard something--soft, low--Lori exhaling in a way that was different from casual relaxation. A faint hum in her throat, barely audible over the jets.
John's grip tightened on his glass.
The water rippled again, this time with a sound that told him Michael's other hand had found the surface and slid back under. Lori made another faint sound, a catch of breath she tried to swallow.
John's mind raced. What's happening? In the shifting water, in the shadow, he couldn't tell exactly. But he didn't need to see--it was in her voice, her little involuntary sounds, the slight change in her breathing pattern.
His pulse was steady but strong, each beat a reminder that he was not stopping this. That he was letting it happen.
He leaned back against the hot tub wall, eyes fixed on them now, no longer pretending to look away. Lori's head tipped faintly to the side, resting more against Michael's shoulder, her lips parting as the water hissed around them.
Every shift of Lori's body told him something--an angle of her shoulder, the slow roll of her hips under the surface, the way her knees drew in ever so slightly.
The water moved differently now, in a rhythm that didn't belong to the jets.
Another soft sound from her--a quiet exhale that caught halfway, then turned into a slow breath out. Michael's head dipped toward hers, his mouth close to her ear. John couldn't hear the words, if there were any, but he saw the way Lori's lips curved faintly, into a smile.
Then the waterline caught the light just right, and John saw it.
Michael's free hand--low, under the surface, moving with deliberate slowness against her body.
It was only a glimpse, a shadowed motion made visible in the flicker of the balcony lights and the shimmer of disturbed water, but it was unmistakable.
John froze. His mind screamed This is it. This was the point where, in any other reality, he would speak up, stop it, draw the line.
Instead, he didn't move.
He took another slow sip of tequila, the cold bite on his tongue grounding him, even as his pulse thudded in his ears.
Lori's head tilted back just a fraction more against Michael's shoulder, her lips parting slightly. She didn't look at John now--didn't check for his reaction. Whatever Michael was doing had pulled her completely into that moment.
John kept his eyes on them, letting the sound of the water fill the silence inside his head, the choice hanging heavy in his chest.
And then he made it--he didn't stop them.
He let it keep going.
The rhythm of the water changed again--less subtle now, the movement more pronounced against the steady hiss of the jets. Lori shifted, her hips angling slightly forward, her back pressing more fully into Michael's chest.
John saw her mouth part again, this time with a sound that wasn't masked--a quiet, breathy note that carried just enough to reach him.
Michael's head dipped closer, his lips brushing the side of her neck. She didn't flinch. In fact, her hand lifted, slow and languid, to rest on his forearm, almost as if to anchor him there.
John's fingers tightened around his glass. His mind scrambled to name what he was feeling--this electric tangle of disbelief, heat, and a strange sense of detachment, like he was both in the moment and watching from outside of it.
Every nerve was tuned to her--the way her breathing had deepened, the faint arch of her spine, the way her knees seemed to drift wider under the water.
He swallowed, his throat dry despite the tequila.
Michael's hand disappeared completely beneath the bubbling surface now, his movements hidden, but John didn't need to see to know. Lori's next exhale was sharper, her chin tilting up slightly, her lips pressing together for a moment before parting again.
John's heart was pounding. Part of him still couldn't believe he was letting this happen--sitting just feet away while another man touched his wife like that--but another part, deeper and darker, was almost thrumming with anticipation.
Lori's head turned slightly toward Michael's, her eyes still closed. Her lips moved just enough for John to see that she was whispering something. Michael smiled at whatever it was, his hand never stopping.
John leaned back against the side, his grip on the glass loosening, his focus narrowing to the two of them. He wasn't sure what was going to happen next--only that he couldn't look away.
The steam curled higher into the night air, blurring the edges of the scene but sharpening John's focus on the two of them.
Lori was melting into Michael's chest now, her head tipped back enough that her hair brushed the water's surface. Michael's lips moved lazily along the curve of her jaw, his eyes half-closed, but his hand--hidden from sight--was still working under the water in that slow, deliberate rhythm.
John's breathing matched hers without meaning to--slow, deep, catching now and then when hers did. He wasn't imagining it; every subtle change in her breath told him exactly where Michael's hand was and what it was doing.
The rest of the world seemed to have dropped away. No other sounds but the water and the faint clink of ice in his glass. The scent of tequila and smoke hung heavy in the air.
Michael murmured something in her ear. She didn't respond in words--only a small shift of her hips, a sound low in her throat.
John's fingers tightened against the side of the tub. The disbelief was still there, but it was braided now with something sharper--an undeniable pull to stay right where he was and see all of it.
And then Lori's eyes opened.
She didn't look at Michael.
She turned her head just enough to find John through the steam and dim light. Their gazes locked.
Michael's hand was still on her, still moving, but now there was no pretending, no illusion.
For a long moment, neither of them looked away.
Lori held his gaze, frozen for a heartbeat.
The sight of John watching her--really watching--sent a jolt through her. For just a moment, she faltered. Her breath caught, her shoulders stiffened ever so slightly, and Michael's steady movement under the water slowed as if he felt it too.
She could have pulled away then. She could have laughed it off, splashed him, broken the spell. But she didn't, she just stared into John's eyes and let her body sink back more firmly against Michael's chest. Her knees shifted under the water, a subtle widening that sent another ripple through the hot tub.
Michael's hand resumed its rhythm, this time with a little more pressure. Lori's eyes never left John's.
She tilted her head slightly, a faint, almost defiant smile playing at the corners of her mouth. She closed her eyes. She breathed in deeply, and then gave a little gasp. John could see her body moving now, up and down. She gave a deep moan and then opened her eyes. Smiling, now looked up at Michael. She gave a big smile and reached up for him. She put her arms around him and pulled him down into a deep kiss.
They kissed. John watched. Finally, Lori pushed Michael back. She leaned against the edge and reached behind her. She found the glass on the ledge, and took a sip. She offered it to Michael who took a deep sip and handed it back.
They stayed like that for a while--Michael's arms wrapped securely around her, the water bubbling lazily around them, the night air cool against their skin.
Lori's turned her head toward John. "Are you okay?"
He nodded once, steady. "Yeah." He took a sip of his own drink, holding her gaze over the rim.
Michael's voice broke the moment. "It's time to get out of this tub. Let's go inside."
Lori nodded. She sat forward, and Michael stood, water streaming off his broad frame. He reached a hand down to her. She took it, letting him lift her easily up and out of the hot tub.
Lori reached for her shirt, but didn't put it on--just draped it loosely over her arm. She stood there, her breasts looking magnificent glistening in the lights from inside. Michael slid a hand around her waist as they looked back at John.
"John," she said, her voice calm but direct, "let's go inside."
John stood, the night air cool against his skin as he stepped out. He reached for a towel and began drying off, watching as Michael--now holding Lori's hand--walked with her toward the house.
They didn't pause in the living room. Michael's stride was unbroken as he led her straight to the staircase.
From the doorway, John saw Lori turn back. Her eyes found his in the dim light.
"Come on," she said, giving him a small wave before following Michael up the stairs. She looked amazing, still dripping, her breasts bouncing with her step, her firm ass encased in her wet panties.
John stood in the doorway for a moment longer than he meant to, towel loose in his hand, water still trickling down his arms.
The house was warm after the cool night air.
Upstairs, he heard the muted thump of footsteps, then the faint creak of a door opening.
He draped the towel over his shoulders and stepped forward. His bare feet made almost no sound on the polished wood as he crossed the living room and reached the base of the stairs.
He hesitated.
Part of him wanted to move quickly, close the gap, see exactly what was happening. Another part wanted to keep this slow--let the anticipation build until it almost hurt.
He took the first step, the old wood groaning under his weight.
As he climbed, he caught brief sounds--low voices, indistinct, one of them Michael's deeper tone, the other Lori's, lighter, closer to a laugh.
The banister was smooth and cool under his fingertips. Each step carried him closer to seeing what was going on upstairs.
He reached the landing. The hallway stretched ahead, lit only by a soft pool of light spilling from an open doorway at the far end. Their shadows moved inside, shifting on the wall--just shapes, but his mind filled in the rest.
He started forward again, heart steady but heavy, the air thick enough to taste.
With each step, the sounds grew clearer--Lori's voice, warm and low, Michael's answering in a rumble.
When he was close enough to the doorway to see inside, he slowed, almost holding his breath. He reached the doorway and stopped just short of stepping in, his shoulder against the frame.
The room was warm with low lamplight, the air faintly scented with cedar and something sweet.
Lori stood near the foot of the bed, her damp hair falling in loose waves over her shoulders, the shirt she'd carried from the hot tub still draped in her hand, forgotten.
Michael was in front of her, close--close enough that their bare skin brushed when either of them shifted. His hand rested lightly at her waist, his thumb tracing slow circles against her side.
They weren't speaking now. They were just looking at each other, the way people do when words aren't necessary, when both already know what's about to happen.
John's chest tightened. The heat that had been simmering all evening surged higher--not just arousal, not just disbelief, but the dizzying awareness that the boundary he'd always kept this fantasy behind had already been crossed.
Neither of them had seen him yet. He stayed in the doorway, absorbing every detail--the contrast of Michael's solid frame against Lori's smaller form, the way her toes curled slightly on the carpet, the almost imperceptible lift of her chin toward him.
Lori turned her head. When she saw him, her lips parted slightly--not in surprise, exactly, but in acknowledgment, like she'd been expecting him.
"John..." she said softly.
There was no question in her tone, no request for permission this time. It was an invitation.
Michael's hand stayed at her waist, his thumb still moving in slow, idle circles.
They were both looking at John in the doorway. Slowly, Michael's other hand made its way up Lori's side. He held her breast. Michael pulled her toward him. She was still facing the door, looking at John.
Michael leaned down and kissed the back of her neck. His other hand came up to her other breast. He kneaded the flesh.
Lori maintained eye contact with John. Then Michael ran his fingers over her bare nipples. Her eyes closed. Her head leaned back against his chest. A low moan escaped her mouth.
They stood like that, Michael feeling her breasts, Lori nestled in against him, John, open mouthed in the doorway.
Finally Michael stepped back. He grabbed Lori by the waist and moved her to the bed. He tossed her, playfully. She landed with a bounce and a giggle. Micheal climbed onto the bed next to her.
"Come sit," Lori said to John.
As if in a trance, John entered the room. He walked across the floor and paused, looking down at his nearly naked wife laying with this brute of a man.
--
They settled into the bed, the low light from the nightstand spilling across the room in a warm, amber glow.
Lori lay close to Michael, their bodies angled toward each other, knees brushing. John sat on the edge of the bed, one hand resting on his thigh, the other loose at his side.



Lori reached out, her fingers finding his.
He took her hand without hesitation, squeezing gently, feeling the familiar warmth of her skin against his palm. For a few moments, they simply held that connection--her hand in his.
Then Michael leaned in and kissed her. Lori let it happen. John watched, transfixed.
Lori squeezed John's hand. Their fingers stayed wrapped together as Michael wrapped Lori in his arms and kissed her deeply.
As John looked on, Lori began responding to his kiss. She reached her hand up to Michael's cheek.
His hand closed on her bare breast. She let out a little moan. John felt a tug, and Lori pulled her hand away, resting it on Michael's shoulder as they kissed.
Michael's lips left her mouth. Lori looked to the ceiling as he kissed down her neck and took one of her nipples into his mouth. As Michael licked and sucked her breasts, Lori opened her eyes and looked at John.
"OK?" she mouthed.
He nodded.
Michael grabbed her face with his hand and pulled her lips to his. John was stunned by the aggressiveness, but Lori seemed to like it. She kissed him and reached down and pulled his T-shirt over his head.
John's stomach sank when he say Michael's torso. He was thick, with muscles protruding from his shoulders, chest and arms. Lori brushed her one hand across his chest and held onto his knot of muscles in his shoulder with the other. John saw the way she looked at his body, hungrily.
Michael pulled off his shorts. He sat back against the pillows. He looked at John. "You wife wants to suck my cock," he said.
He reached out and put his hands on Lori's shoulders. He pulled her toward him. He put one hand on the back of her head and guided it toward his crotch. Just before she reached it, he said, "Do you want to you suck my cock, Lori?" Looking up into his eyes, she nodded. He removed his hands and moved them to the side.
Lori leaned forward. She took his cock into her hand. It was big and thick. Much bigger than John's. She sat there for a moment, kneading his meaty cock and looking at it. She moved her hand slowly up, and then slowly down. She did it again. She looked back at John.
John had his own dick out. It was in his hands. With her eyes still on John, she kissed the tip of Michael's cock. She closed her eyes and took him into her mouth.
John started stroking his cock. Lori's attention was now fully on Michael's cock. One hand was wrapped around the base as she sucked him. Her ass, still inside the tight damp panties, stuck up in the air. Her breasts dangled below her. He couldn't believe what he was seeing.
John watched as Michaels hands came up from the sides, cupping each of her breasts. Michael was looking down at Lori's lips on his cock, and his hands on her voluptuous breasts, a look of acute pleasure on his face.
Lori speeded up. John could hear sucking sounds as she moved up and down his cock. She started jerking her hand on his base as she sucked.
John jerked himself off. All this lasted only a few moments before Michael reached down suddenly and pulled Lori off. "Wait...," he said, gasping. "I can't cum before I fuck you."
He pushed Lori onto her back. He was about to climb on top of her, and seemed to think twice. He grabbed her by her hips and flipped her over. Lori gasped in surprise. Michael reached down between her legs from behind. He rubbed her pussy. Lori put her face down into the sheets and moaned. Michael slid a finger inside her. She gasped. Then two. She gasped again. He fingered her from behind, drawing quick, almost surprised moans.
As Michael fingered Lori, he looked at John. John was jerking off, watching. Michael smiled at him.
Lori reached over and grabbed a pillow. She slid it beneath her hips.
"I think your wife wants me to fuck her," Michael said.
He fingered her harder. He leaned down over her, still fingering her roughly, and kissed her back and shoulders. "Lori, do you want me to fuck you?"
"Yes. Yes, fuck me."
Michael leaned back and took his cock into his hand. He guided the tip to the lips of Lori's pussy. He closed his eyes and pushed.
"Ohhhhhhh..." Lori groaned.
Michael pushed all the way inside her. She groaned as he advanced, almost a scream.
She buried her head in the mattress.
Michael gained a rhythm. He was fucking her from behind now, in and out, in and out.
And then John saw it--Lori began moving her own hips, back and forth, back and forth, meeting him stroke for stroke.
After a few seconds, Michael stopped moving entirely. Lori was fucking him, slamming her pussy and flexing her hips in a frenzy.
"Oh my God," she yelled. She stopped moving, gasping for breath. Michael took up the slack, leaning down on his forearms and fucking her pussy from the back.
Lori rolled her head. She opened her eyes and looked at John. Her head was bouncing with every thrust from Michael. She was gasping for breath.
She reached out her hand. John scooted forward, close enough for her to reach him. She grabbed his dick.
At that moment, Michael moaned. He grabbed her hips violently, jerking her ass tight against him. The movement pulled her hand away from John. She braced herself on the bed with both arms as Michael came inside her.
John jerked his dick and exploded in his hand.
--
Michael collapsed next to Lori, his arm sprawled across her back. The way he dropped onto the bed placed him between John and Lori. John's knee was almost touching Michael's side.
John pulled himself away, sliding off the bed. He walked into the bathroom. He cleaned up his mess. He took a piss. He splashed water on his face. He fixed his hair. He stood for a few minutes looking at himself in the mirror, catching his breath and trying to collect his thoughts. He decided this was enough. He would walk back out into the bedroom, collect Lori, and get out of there.
Those plans evaporated when he stepped back into the bedroom. Lori and Michael had shifted. They laid now, under the covers, with their heads on the pillows. Their eyes were closed. They both breathed deeply. Lori was spooned into Michael. Michael's arm draped over her.
They seemed to be asleep. John didn't know what to do. He didn't want to approach the bed. He couldn't just stand there in the bathroom door. He looked around and spotting the couch along the wall by the window. He walked over and sat down. He sat there for a long time, expecting Lori to stir. Eventually, it all caught up to him--the excitement of the night, the stress, the orgasm, the pot, the tequila--and his eyes started drooping. He drifted off. When he came too a few seconds later he reached for the blanket on the back of the couch, laid down, wrapped himself up and went to sleep.



A sound woke him.
It was still dark, the faintest silver glow from the moon spilling through the blinds. The room was hushed except for the faint, distinct rhythm of breathing--two sets, close together, uneven enough to tell they weren't asleep.
He turned his head toward the bed.
In the shadows, he could see movement--subtle, slow, but deliberate. He couldn't see detail, but he could just make out Michael's shoulders and the back of his head. They were perched over Lori.
Lori's breathing was different now--shallower, quicker. John heard a faint sigh, barely audible over the low hum of the night.
Michael's breathing was heavier, slower but deeper, like he was fully in control of its pace.
John lay still, the blanket warm around him, his mind turning over everything at once.
The jealousy was there again, sharper now in the quiet. The anger, too, simmering low. But threaded through it was that same dangerous, magnetic pull--an arousal he couldn't quite make himself push away, no matter how much part of him thought he should.
He stared into the darkness, listening, every sound sharpening the picture in his head.
The shift of the bedsheets. Lori's breath catching briefly. Michael's low murmur, too quiet to make out.
John didn't move, didn't speak.
He just lay there, watching the movement on the bed, feeling the heat of the moment burn through the confusion in his chest.
The movements intensified. Now he could hear the bouncing of the mattress. Lori gasped. Michael emitted a low moan.
He listened. His stomach dropped when, barely audible above the rustling of the bed he heard, "Oh god, oh God, Oh God, Oh God." He could hear Lori trying to keep her voice to a whisper as she came. Michael was not so controlled. He let out a grunt, and from across the room John saw his form collapse on top of his wife under the blanket.
John curled up in his own blanket and closed his eyes.
"Oh my God," he heard Michael say, his voice loud in the night.
"Shhhhh..." It was Lori. She giggled. "Oh my God is right" she whispered.
--
The light in the room was pale and thin, the kind of soft gray that comes just before sunrise.
John stirred on the couch, the blanket still pulled up around his shoulders, his body stiff from the night's sleep. He was just beginning to drift toward waking when the cushion beside him dipped.
Lori slid under the blanket, the warmth of her body immediately chasing away the cool morning air.
Before he could fully open his eyes, her mouth was on his--kissing him deeply, urgently, with a heat that startled him awake.
She pressed into him, her body molding to his. Her arms looped tightly around his neck, her legs hooking over his, pulling herself closer until there was no space left between them.
"I love you," she whispered against his lips. "I love you. I love you."
Over and over again.
His head was cloudy from sleep. At first, a flash of anger sparked--Now she comes to him. Now, the morning after. It felt almost too late. Too little. Too much like her taking pity on him, making up for her night with Michael.
But then her skin shifted against his under the covers, her warmth soaking into him, and the thought broke apart. The sensation of her--the heat of her body, her breasts pressed against his chest, the curve of her hip against his, her breath against his cheek--pushed everything else out.
He kissed her back, still groggy, the world narrowing to just the taste and feel of her.
The closeness deepened, his hands finding her waist, pulling her in even tighter. At first, he was lost in the pure sensation--her heartbeat against his chest, her breath in his mouth--but then something bigger hit him, flooding through his brain and body all at once.
Love.
Not just want, not just need, but an overwhelming rush of love for her, fierce and absolute.
It made his chest ache, made his arms tighten around her as he kissed her with more passion than he ever had in his life--urgent, consuming, the kind of kiss that left no room for doubt about what she meant to him.
She reached down and pulled his erect cock inside her. John was stunned by her wetness. It dripped onto his thighs and engulfed his dick. He plunged into the warmth. She put her hands on his chest and sat back. She threw off the cover and started slowly lifting her hips, and lowering herself back onto him. Her head lolled back, her closed eyes. "I love you I love you I love you," she said. John took her in. Her beautiful face pointing to the ceiling as she rode him. Her thick blond hair, the cut of her jaw. He luscious breasts bouncing above him. His thoughts were broken. He saw movement out of the corner of his eye. Michael was awake. The blanket was off. He was watching Lori ride him, cock in hand jerking off. The two men made eye contact. Lori gyrated on, oblivious. John's head spun. He closed his eyes.
He exploded inside her.
After they caught their breath, Lori curled up beside him, nestling her rear against his damp, limp dick. She took his arm and pulled it over her, grabbing his forearm with both hands and hugging it to her chest. They drifted off to sleep.
--
The sound of footsteps and cabinet doors drifting up from the kitchen pulled John from sleep.
Lori stirred beside him, her bare leg brushing his under the blanket. She opened her eyes, found his, and pulled his head close until their foreheads touched.
"Let's get out of here," she whispered.
They got up quietly. Lori was completely naked, her hair mussed from the night. As they searched for her clothes, they found her damp panties tangled in the bedding but no sign of her shirt. Michael's shirt was draped over a chair; she pulled it on, the hem hanging low.
"I think my pants are down at the hot tub," she murmured.
"I'll get them," John said.
He went downstairs. Michael was in the kitchen, hair still damp from a shower, moving around easily.
"Good morning," Michael said brightly.
John hesitated. "...Morning."
He stepped toward the patio door.
"Lori's pants are in the dryer," Michael called after him. "They were damp, so I threw them in. Let me get them."
Michael disappeared down a hallway and returned a minute later, holding the folded pants. He handed them over with a knowing smile.
"Great night," he said, locking eyes with John.
John didn't break the stare. "Yeah." He turned and walked back upstairs.
In the bedroom, Lori looked up from gathering her things. "Everything okay?"
"Everything's fine." He handed her the pants.
She pulled them on and disappeared into the bathroom. John stood by the window, staring at the sunlit slopes. Skiers were already carving down the fresh snow.
His thoughts twisted and collided. Anger at Lori for letting herself get swept into Michael's orbit. Jealousy for the way she'd responded to him. Hurt and a dull ache of betrayal that settled low in his chest. Fury at Michael for being so bold.
And yet... something else lingered--a faint, unwelcome pulse of the same thrill that had gripped him the night before. The images replayed in his head with an edge that wasn't entirely pain.
The bathroom door opened. Lori stepped out, looking more presentable.
"Let's get our stuff and go," John said.
She nodded.
Downstairs, Michael stood in the kitchen, coffee mug in hand. He walked over to Lori and offered it to her.
"Thanks," she said, taking a sip.
"I think we're just going to grab our stuff and go," she added.
Michael's brow rose. "Really? I thought we were all going skiing today." He sounded upbeat, casual--like nothing unusual had happened at all.
"No," Lori said, "I think we're going to head back."
John was already in the mudroom, gathering their bags and boots. From the far room, he could hear them.
"Well," Michael said, "at least tell me if you had a good time."
"Yeah, it was... something," Lori replied.
"Really? You can't leave it like that. Tell me if you had a good time."
Her voice dropped. "...Yes, I had a good time."
Michael's voice was normal volume--maybe even a little louder, enough for John to catch the words. "I knew you did. You were wild. I had fun too. You're really gonna go?"
"Yeah," Lori said, her voice back to normal. "We're gonna get back."
Michael paused. "At least take my card. Who knows, maybe we can do this again sometime."
"Who knows?" she said lightly.
John came back into the living room with their gear.
"John," Michael said, "are we good?"
John looked at him for a moment before smiling faintly and shaking his head. "Yeah, Michael--we're good."
Michael grinned, stepping in for a handshake that turned into a quick arm-around-the-shoulder bro hug.
Then he turned to Lori. He pulled her in for a hug and kissed her on the lips. For just a moment, she kissed him. John's heart sank. Lori pulled back and broke away.
"Goodbye, Michael."
She joined John in the mudroom, picked up her ski gear, and they walked out into the crisp morning air.
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Dinner and After
This story is the third part of a series. The first two parts were Ski Weekend, First Threesome and Ski Weekend: The Aftermath. So check those out first if you want the background.
Michael's name lit up both their phones: In New York for a few days. Want to meet for dinner?
Lori was in the middle of a checkout line at the grocery store with their daughter when she saw it.
Her breath caught. The memory of that night at the ski lodge came rushing back. The hot tub, the bedroom looking out at the mountain, the thrill of John watching her and Michael together. She thought of how many times since then she and John had revisited the memory, playing out the night, teasing, bringing each other to near ecstasy.
And now he was texting. She flushed at the realization that Michael was still thinking of her, still wanted to see her. It gave her goosebumps. But what about John? He was probably angry that Michael reached out, since they'd both assumed that weekend had been a one-time event. On the other hand, maybe he wouldn't be. Maybe he'd be intrigued, even excited. Hadn't he admitted--again and again--that the night had thrilled him?
Lori's heart pounded. She fumbled her credit card as she handed it to the cashier. "Mom, are you okay?" her daughter asked. Lori forced a smile, but she was flustered by the sudden realization: She absolutely wanted to see Michael again.
Across town, John was sitting at his desk at work when his phone buzzed. He glanced at the screen and froze. Michael.
He had never expected to hear from him again. In fact, one of the main reasons John been able to accept everything that happened that weekend was because he and Lori would never hear from Michael again.
He leaned back in his chair, staring at the message. His first reaction was annoyance. Why doesn't he just leave us alone? But then another thought intruded: Would Lori want to do this again? As soon as he asked himself the question the answer was obvious. Yes she would want to do it again. She had enjoyed it so much. She had enjoyed the months since, also, talking about it, weaving the shared memory into their nights. If he was honest, he had too. The thought of seeing Michael again filled him with dread and thrill in equal measure.
He shook his head. Michael wasn't some random stranger anymore. It was too dangerous to meet him again. It was too much. What if Lori started to have feelings for him? The thought tightened his chest.
But then he thought of how much closer he and Lori had become recently. And he had to admit it was because of that weekend. It was like that weekend brought them back 20 years into their relationship, to when it was still new and exciting. Since then, they had become more affectionate and more passionate. It was great.
Alongside all this rational thought, he felt something else. The dark thrill--the one that had made his heart race in the hot tub--was already building again now.
His assistant tapped on the doorframe, pulling him back to reality. "Everything all right?" she asked. John nodded quickly, pocketing his phone.
--
When they both got home that night, the tension was palpable. Neither brought up the text during the evening, each caught up in the chores of dinner, cleanup, homework and bedtime--and their own swirl of thoughts as they tried to keep their minds in the present.
When they finally sat down together in the quiet of their room, Lori broke the silence.
"So," she said softly. "Michael's in New York."
John gave a humorless laugh and leaned back in his chair. "Yeah. I saw."
For a moment they just looked at each other. Lori tilted her head, studying him, trying to gauge which way he was leaning. "I didn't expect this," she said. "Did you?"
"Not in a million years," John said, running his hand through his hair. "Honestly, one of the only reasons I was okay with what happened... was because I knew it didn't really mean anything. It was just one crazy night, never to be repeated."
"I know," Lori said. Her voice was soft, careful, but underneath was a note of longing. "It was fun, but it was a one-time thing, right?"
John leaned forward, elbows on his knees, wrestling with himself. "Yes... I mean, yes. But..."
"But what?"
"I don't know, would you want to do it again?"
I don't know, John..."
"I know you would."
There was a beat of silence.
"You loved it," he said.
Lori looked at him. She smiled. "We did have fun, John. It..."
"It what?"
"It changed things. You have to admit, it changed things between us. Made things... better."
John thought. "Yeah... I guess."
"No, don't do that. It's been great since then. You know it."
"I know it.... But this is different."
"I know," she said, nodding.
"So do you think we should meet him?" he asked.
She looked at him again. "It has to be your choice."
"I mean, is this gonna be like a regular thing now?" John asked.
She smiled at him. "You're asking like I planned this. I'm as surprised as you. And I just said, it's up to you."
John thought. "It's just a totally different thing. You know him now. What if..." He stopped himself.
"What if I fall for him?" Lori finished for him, her tone half-teasing.
John's jaw tightened, but he nodded. "Yeah."
Lori reached across and took his hand. "I don't want Michael. I want you."
John didn't argue. He swallowed. "But you do want to see him again."
"I mean... would I want to do it again? Yes..." Lori said. "But only if you want to. Only as something we do together. If you tell me no, I'll delete the text right now and we'll never talk about it again."
John sat back, staring at her. He thought of the thrill, the fear, the way his heart had pounded when he'd watched her that night. He thought of how, afterward, they had made love with such intensity. How nice it had been between them since.
Finally, he nodded. "Okay. We'll go."
Lori smiled softly. After a long silence, she asked the question that had been circling in her mind all day. "Just to be totally clear," she said. "What does that mean? Going to dinner with Michael?"
John sighed, shaking his head. "I don't know."
Her eyes searched his.
Lori leaned closer, her voice dropping into that teasing, vulnerable tone he knew so well.
"For dinner, or for dinner and after?"
"I don't know," he said with a sigh.
"No. It has to be clear or we can't do it. Dinner, or dinner and after?"
He looked into her eyes. He saw the anticipation.
"Let's see what happens. If we're both good, maybe dinner and after."
John saw a mix of relief and excitement in Lori's smile.
--
Once the decision was made, they both fell silent again.
John lay on the bed staring at the ceiling, the weight of what he'd just agreed to pressing down on him. He wanted this. God, the more he thought about it, the more excited he became. The possibility of seeing Lori with Michael again sent a rush of adrenaline through him--just the thought of her, the way she had looked that night, the way she had responded, it made his pulse race. But right behind that thrill was a cold streak of fear.
What if they'd crossed into something they couldn't control? What if, after this, she told him she wanted to see Michael again, not just this once, but regularly? John's stomach twisted at the thought. Maybe he had made a huge mistake.
Lori's mind was spinning in a completely different direction. Excitement bubbled through her. She kept thinking about what she would wear. What would make the right impression--seductive but not too obvious, sexy but not slutty?
She thought about Michael. He was younger. He dated women who were younger, women who didn't have teenagers and a mortgage. Lori felt a flicker of insecurity, but she pushed it aside, focusing instead on how good she'd felt that night. Michael had wanted her. And he wanted her again.
She mentally sorted through outfits, thinking about what would catch Michael's eye. She wanted to look good for him. Not just for him--also for John. He was part of this too, after all.
--
John came back into the quiet house. He'd just dropped the kids off at Lori's parents' place. They were there for the night, maybe even the weekend.
He went upstairs. Lori was in front of the bathroom mirror, wrapped in a towel, brushing her damp hair, the blow dryer humming faintly in her hand. John stopped in the doorway and just watched for a moment, struck by how beautiful she looked.
He walked over to his closet and opened the door. He was looking through his shirts when Lori stepped out of the bathroom and opened her own closet door. She pulled a dress from the closet, held it against herself in the mirror, smiled slightly at what she saw, and hung it neatly on the closet door. Then she crossed to her dresser, tugging open the drawer.
John watched out of the corner of his eye.
She slipped a pair of panties from the drawer, holding them lightly between her fingers. As she did, she noticed John was watching. She smiled faintly to herself, pretending not to see. She lingered, combing through her lingerie drawer, pulling out delicate pieces, holding them up in the mirror as if weighing each one.
Finally, she chose.
It was the set he had given her two Valentine's Days ago, during their weekend in the city--a daring red lace bra with a low cut that framed her perfectly, and the matching panties with sheer panels. She hadn't worn them often, but when she did, they felt amazing. Tonight, she laid them carefully on the bed and began to slip them on.
He's watching. Of course he is. The knowledge sent a thrill through her. She drew out every motion, knowing the effect it was having.
She turned back to the drawers, selecting a pair of black stockings. Sitting on the edge of the bed, she began to slide them up, one long, smooth motion at a time. The nylon hugged her legs, making every line of her thigh look longer, sleeker. When she got the second one all the way up to her thigh, she leaned forward, knowing exactly what the view must be like for John.
The reality of it hit John like a brick. She wasn't putting on lingerie for him. She was preparing herself for Michael. It was torture, sharp and exquisite, to watch her take such care. He couldn't look away.
Lori rose, the stockings smooth against her thighs as she walked--unhurried, swaying slightly--back to the closet. She didn't acknowledge him, just strutted in her lingerie to the next step of her preparation.
In the bathroom again, she leaned toward the mirror, painting her cheeks with a deliberate hand. This time, she did turn, catching his reflection.
"How do I look?" she asked, her voice casual.
John swallowed hard, overcome. "Great," he managed, softly, almost hoarse.
She smiled faintly, then turned back to finish her makeup.
At last, she returned to the closet and pulled the dress she had chosen earlier from its hanger. It was a deep, midnight blue cocktail dress, cut to hug her figure--low enough at the neckline to draw the eye, short enough to show the length of her stockings. She slipped it on, zipped it up with a practiced motion, then slid her feet into a pair of black heels with a slender, stiletto point.
She stood tall in the mirror, gave herself one last look, then turned to him with a playful smirk. "You better get ready," she said, "I don't want to be late." She strode out of the room, her heels clicking sharply on the floor.
--
The restaurant was buzzing--white tablecloths, tall glass windows looking out over the street, the hum of cutlery and conversation. John held the door for Lori, and she stepped in, scanning the room until she spotted him.
Michael was perched casually at the bar a drink already in hand. He wore slacks and a sport coat. He rose when he saw them, flashing that effortless smile. He wrapped Lori in a hug, kissed her cheek lightly, then clasped John's hand with a firm shake.
John had forgotten how tall Michael was.
"Great to see you guys," Michael said easily. His voice was warm, but as John met his eyes, he thought he caught something else there--something sharp. John pushed the thought aside.
They settled at the table. Michael took over--flirting smoothly with the waitress, teasing her about the specials, then turning back to the wine list. He ordered a bottle without asking the price, requested oysters to start, and slid the menus across to Lori and John.
As the first glasses were poured and the appetizers arrived, Michael asked how they were. Lori answered, telling him about life, the kids, the start of school. Michael listened attentively, and when Lori asked what was up with him, he told stories--about business trips, clients, places he'd been. He had a way of making every anecdote entertaining. Lori laughed a lot, and John felt it twist in his chest.
Michael raised his glass. "To old friends and unexpected reunions," he said. Lori clinked her glass to his, smiling wide. John followed suit.
As they settled into the meal the rhythm of conversation was set by Michael and Lori--his jokes, her laughter, their back-and-forth. John answered questions when asked, but quickly started feeling himself relegated to the sidelines, bringing back the same mix of annoyance and arousal he remembered from the ski trip.
The dessert plates were cleared and they all ordered after-dinner drinks. Michael swirled his glass slowly, his gaze lingering on Lori before he set it down.
"This has been fun," he said, voice steady. "So... back up to my hotel room for a nightcap?"
John's stomach dropped. This was it. He looked at Lori. She didn't speak, just turned toward him, her eyes bright.
The silence stretched. John felt like the whole restaurant could hear his heartbeat. He should say no. He should stand up and walk them both out. Instead, his lips parted and the word escaped:
"Sure."
Michael grinned. "Great." He stood, placing his napkin neatly on the table.
John blinked. "We haven't paid--"
"Already taken care of. Got it when I went to the restroom."
He stepped around the table, extending his hand toward Lori. She hesitated only for a breath before slipping her fingers into his. He helped her up. He didn't release her hand, and a stunned John watched as Michael lightly held Lori's fingers in his own and led her toward the front of the restaurant.
Lori glanced back, her eyes meeting John's with surprised smile and an apologetic flicker, as is to say, what can I do?
John rose slowly. He glanced around the restaurant, heart thudding with a new fear: what if someone sees us? Lori, walking out hand in hand with another man. Him, trailing behind like a shadow.
On the sidewalk, Michael's Uber was waiting. He opened the door smoothly, helping Lori inside before sliding in next to her. John's pulse roared in his ears. He walked stiffly around the car and climbed in on the other side beside Lori. The car pulled away.
Michael was talking already, pointing out a building they passed. "I used to have a client there. Closed one of the biggest deals of my career in that office."
John wasn't listening. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Michael's hand slide onto Lori's thigh. Lori didn't pull away. This was happening.
John's chest clenched. He stared out the window, the city lights blurring, but he couldn't block out the sight. His wife, sitting inches away, another man's hand on her leg.
Lori leaned toward him, her voice soft. "You okay?"
He turned, caught between anger and thrill, unable to form words.
Her hand found his leg, gave a quick squeeze. She leaned closer. "You okay?"
He nodded.
She smiled.
She turned and looked a Michael. She placed her hand on Michael's hand, which was now gently rubbing her thigh through her dress. He reached his hand up to her cheek and kissed her, slow and deliberate.
Lori responded. John watched as his wife kissed Michael. Michael wrapped his arm around her, his hand holding her shoulder. His other hand rubbed her thigh through her dress. She pulled her head back and looked into his face. She opened her lips and slid the tip of her tongue into his mouth, her hand falling down onto his chest as she kissed him.
John watched as Michael's hand rose from Lori's leg to her waist. Lori willingly shifted into his embrace.
John's dick pushed against his pants as he watched them.
As the blocks sped by, Michael's hand left Lori's waist. It rose to her breasts. He cupped her boob through her dress and squeezed. John herd her gasp. She put her head back and closed her eyes. Michael kissed her neck and massaged her breasts.
The car stopped. They looked up, surprised. They giggled and separated.
Michael stepped out first. He held his hand out to Lori. Lori looked at John. "Are you OK?" she asked again.
John nodded. Lori took Michael's hand and allowed him to help her out of the car. He held her hand in his as he led her toward the hotel entrance.
John climbed out of the car, his heart pounding.
The Uber door thumped shut behind him. Michael was still holding Lori's hand, guiding her across the sidewalk and through the doors, his tall frame cutting an easy line through the crowd.
The lobby was bright and polished, a rush of sound and motion: the low hum of conversations, the roll of suitcase wheels on marble, the faint echo of laughter from the bar near the entrance. For everyone else, it was an ordinary night. For John, it felt like everyone's eyes were them, like they could all see what was happening.
He couldn't take his eyes off their joined hands. It occurred to John that everyone in the lobby who saw them thought they were a couple. And he was some guy walking behind them. Lori glanced back at John once, her expression soft--half apology, half reassurance.
John's heart was pounding so hard it almost hurt. He wanted to turn around, to call her back, to say this was too far. But his legs kept moving. He thought about how much he'd wanted this, how often he'd replayed the ski lodge in his mind. And yet now, walking behind them through the lobby, the whole thing seemed insane.
But beneath that terror was something else--an undeniable thrum of arousal. It was wrong, but it was there: The sight of Lori, lit up, strolling across the hotel lobby, hand in hand with another man turned him on more than anything he'd ever seen.
He swallowed. His palms were damp, his throat tight.
The elevator doors opened ahead of them. Michael stepped in, guiding Lori inside. Lori turned to John as she entered, her eyes locking with his.
John's feet carried him forward.
The doors closed, sealing the three of them inside. The lobby noise fell away.
Michael stood tall, relaxed, Lori at his side. Their joined hands hung loosely between them. Lori glanced up at Michael with a half-smile, then let her gaze drift to John's reflection in the mirrored wall.
No one spoke.
Lori's expression softened. The corner of her mouth lifted into a little smile.
The elevator slowed. The door slid open with a soft chime, and Michael stepped out first, still holding Lori's hand as though it was the most natural thing in the world. She followed. John brought up the rear.
He told himself again he could stop this at any moment. That all he had to do was say the word and lead her out of the hotel. But he didn't. His legs carried him forward, one step at a time down the hallway.
Ahead of him, Michael slowed, pulling a key card from his pocket. He said something quiet to Lori, and she laughed softly in reply.
They stepped inside.
Michael let go of Lori's hand. He slipped off his jacket and tossed it onto the back of a chair.
"Make yourselves comfortable," he said. He crossed to the minibar, pulled out a small bottle of wine. He twisted the cap and poured into a glass on the desk. He gave it to Lori.



She took it and sat on the edge of the bed.
Michael held up the bottle to John. John shook his head.
Michael put the bottle down. He walked over and stood beside the bed.
He reached out and brushed a strand of hair back from Lori's cheek, tucking it gently behind her ear. Lori's shoulders softened; she tilted her face slightly toward his touch before lowering her eyes with a quick, nervous smile.
From his place by the door, John felt the familiar surge: the sharp sting of jealousy in his chest, and the hot rush of arousal that followed it.
Lori glanced at John, just for an instant. Her eyes were wide, questioning--not asking permission exactly, but checking in.
John didn't move. He couldn't.
Michael, watching the small exchange, seemed to understand. His hand stayed lightly against Lori's cheek for another second before sliding down, resting warmly against the back of her neck. He smiled. To John, it looked like Michael was taking in the night unfolding exactly the way he planned.
John stood frozen by the door.
Michael's hand, still warm against the back of Lori's neck, guided her ever so slightly toward him. He leaned down and kissed her.
Lori's breath caught. Her lips parted as she kissed him back, her hand coming up to his chest.
From his place by the door, John felt the world tilt.
This was the line. He stopped this now, or it would be too late. His first instinct was to move, but his feet were rooted to the carpet. He wanted to tell them to stop, but no words came.
Michael, still standing in front of Lori, deepened the kiss, taking her head in both hands.
Then Lori opened her eyes. She pushed Michael away. She turned to John across the room.
Her chest was rising and falling. Her eyes held his.
"John, is this OK?" Her voice cut through the quiet, low but steady.
John panicked. He shook his head in confusion and didn't say anything.
"No John," she said, never looking away from him. "I need you to say this is okay. You have to say it, or we stop right now and go home."
Michael froze, his eyes flicking between them.
"Is this okay?" she asked again.
The silence stretched. John's chest rose and fell, his mind a storm of jealousy, fear, and desire. He couldn't speak. Words wouldn't come. For what felt like forever, they only stared at each other across the space of the room.
Finally, John nodded.
Lori's lips curved into a small, almost sorrowful smile.
She stood and put the glass down on the nightstand. She reached up and wrapped her arms around Michael and kissed him deeply. Then she stepped back and guided him onto the bed.
He sat on the edge, anticipation on face.
Lori turned and walked toward the door. She reached out and took John's hand. She led him to the bed. He followed, as if in a trance.
She sat him down beside Michael. She stood in front of him. She loosened the top of her dress and pulled it down over her shoulders. Her breasts emerged, encased in the lacy lingerie. She pulled the dress down, past her waist, over her hips. She stepped out of it, her long stockinged legs rising up, and then down, her long heels coming up off the floor and sinking back down into the carpet. The motion revealed a flash of red silk between her legs.
She stood there above them, letting them take in the sight. Then, she slowly dropped to her knees in front of John.
She put her arms on his thighs and reached for his belt. She unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped. She yanked his pants down. His erection pushed against his boxers. She reached inside and took him out. She stroked him slowly, looking up into his eyes.
Then she lowered her head, slowly, intentionally, deliberately. Her lips reached the tip of his cock and she slid him inside.
John groaned.
She sucked him, slowly at first, tonguing the head of his dick, and reaching down to play with his balls. Then, suddenly, she accelerated. Her mouth made sucking sounds as her head moved up and down. He moaned and grabbed her head with both hands.
She stopped with a pop. She raised her head, gasping. John tried to pull her back down, but she brushed him off. "Not yet," she said, wiping her mouth and smiling.
She stood.
John saw her heel lift off the carpet and step toward Michael. His chest tightened. She took another step, her stocking legs looking majestic.
Michael's dick was already out--and hard. He'd been playing with himself watching Lori suck John.
Lori looked down at Michael. Slowly, she dropped to her knees. When she reached out and took hold of his cock, her hand barely fit around it.
John couldn't breathe. He watched her start to stroke Michael. He heard Michael give a little moan of pleasure and saw Lori smile up at him. And then he saw his wife slowly lower her head. Her tongue emerged and brushed the tip of his cock. She circled the top of his dick with it, looking up into Michael's eyes the whole time. Then she pulled his dick close into her face and kissed it, up and down.
When she reached the top, she encircled it with her lips and took him fully into her mouth. He grabbed the back of her head and fucked her mouth loudly. Finally, when she needed air, she broke his hold and lifted her head. She gasped, her chest heaving. As she recovered, she looked at John. She smiled at him. She held his gaze as she lowered her mouth back onto Michael's cock and began sucking him again.
John jerked himself off. The sight of Lori sucking Michael's dick almost pushed him over the edge. But he stopped, gasping. He couldn't finish yet.
Lori sucked Michael's dick until she felt his body start to tense. Then she stopped. She wiped her mouth and stood. She looked down at the two men, their purple throbbing cocks sticking up into the air.
She smiled. She strutted, lifting each heel high and wiggling her ass, around the bed. She climbed on and nestled herself onto the pillows. With both men staring, she reached down and pushed her hand into her panties. She slid a finger up and down. With her other hand, she pulled her bra to the side and pinched her nipple. She closed her eyes, pleasuring herself.
She felt strong hands grab her thighs. She looked down to see Michael's face, looking up at her. He pulled her legs apart. He yanked off her panties. Lori raised her hips to allow them to slide off. He pulled them down her stockinged legs and over the high heels.
He knelt over her. He peeled off his shirt and threw it to the floor. He dropped down onto his stomach and buried his face in her pussy.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhh..." Lori leaned back into the pillows and closed her eyes.
Michael had done this before. He was patient. He starting slow and on the surface. Only gradually did he push his tongue deeper. He brought up one finger, and then two. Her chest started heaving and her breathing because shallower. He moved higher, sucking on her clit and moving his tongue in a tight circle.
She buried her hands into his hair. Her hips bucked against his lips. Her stomach muscles contracted. "Oh God, Oh God, Oh, God..."
John was in another world. His wife was cumming. It was the fastest orgasm he'd ever seen her have.
Her body contorted. She screamed. Her knees came up and she clamped her thighs around Michael's head. "Oh God, Oh God, Oh God, Oh God..." She finished and collapsed back on the bed.
As John watched, she reached down and grabbed Michael's arm. She pulled him up, until he was sprawled out next to her. She wrapped her arms around him and kissed him.
John started stroking himself again. He knew what was coming.
He watched Lori's hand travel down, pushing between their bodies. John watched her arm start to move slowly up and down.
Michael sat up. He climbed on top of her. He spread her legs, looking down at her luscious body.
Lori's hand guided Michael's cock. She pushed the tip of it against her pussy. She jerked the base of it, up and down. She used two fingers to spread her lips and pushed it inside.
Michael pushed hard. They both moaned. Lori wrapped her arms around him and pulled him down onto her. His lips found hers, and they kissed while he fucked her.
John watched them fuck. He heard Michael grunting as he pounded his wife. He heard Lori gasp and moan. He heard their flesh slapping together, and the mattress squeaking and, barely audible, he heard Lori breathing "Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God..."
Then Lori spoke. "Wait," she pushed up at Michael. He stopped. She squirmed beneath his weight, freeing up her arm. She looked at John. Her hair was mussed, sweat streaked down her face, her cheeks were flush. She reached out. John scooted closer. She stretched and encircled his dick with her fingers. She stroked slowly. She leaned up and kissed Michael. John saw her hips grind into him and relax. And again, and again.
She stoked John and fucked Michael. John could hear the wetness of their sex. They were both groaning.
Michael thrust harder and squeezed Lori. The impact jolted her. Her hand came free of John's dick. Her arm remained on his lap, her palm facing the ceiling, as her body bounced.
"Oh my god..." she breathed.
John was ready to erupt. He took her hand and put it back on his cock.
She squeezed but her mind was entirely on Michael and the cock pounding inside her. John sat in sudden agony. Michael slammed into Lori. John felt the jolt in her hand. Again, and again and again.
Michael moaned and thrust into Lori even harder. The last impact sent John over the edge. At that moment, Lori let go of his cock. She clamped her arms around Michael's back and clutched his body with her legs as Michael came inside her.
John gasped at the sudden release. He exploded, his dick bopping up and down in cool hotel room air.
--
The hotel room was quiet. John could hear only the fait hum of the city faint through the window and the sound of deep breathing from the bed. Michael and Lori lay together, arms entwined, chests heaving, sweat glistening under the hotel light.
John sat on the side of the bed. Looking at the two of them, he felt a surge of anger. Lori had forgotten him. He looked down. His thighs were splattered with cum. The bedspread soaked.
He wondered what he should do. He couldn't just sit here, next to them on the bed. But it would kill him to get up and leave them there together.
Lori stirred. She slid out from Michael's side. "Bathroom," she said lightly. John watched her stand. The heels had come off her feet, her stockinged feet landed on the carpet. Her bra was still half on. She grabbed it and pulled it back up over her breast as she walked around the bed. She pretended to be caught up in that adjustment and didn't make eye contract with John. The door clicked shut behind her, and for a brief moment John was left alone with Michael on the bed.
Michael didn't stir. He laid sprawled on his side, facing away from John. John didn't know what to do. In the end, he just sat there. It seemed like eternity.
When Lori came back out, John blinked in surprise. She was dressed. Her dress was on, her hair was smoothed, her face composed.
"It's time to go," she said.
John stood quickly. His body was moving, but his mind was sluggish. He forget his pants were pulled down around his thighs. He almost fell.
He watched Lori walk back to the bed and sit on the edge beside Michael.
She leaned in and kissed him. It wasn't hurried, or playful. It was tender. Michael reached up, his hand sliding into her hair. Lori let it linger, and John felt something tighten painfully in his chest.
The kiss broke. Lori straightened, gave Michael the faintest smile, then stood. "Goodbye, Michael," she said softly.
Then she turned to John, took his hand firmly in hers, and guided him toward the door. Her grip was warm, her steps steady.
John's head was spinning as the door shut behind them.
--
The door closed with a heavy click. They were alone in the hallway.
For a moment neither of them moved.
John felt the warmth of Lori's palm in his. She led him down the hallway.
Inside his head, the images replayed--her kiss with Michael, the way his hand lingered in her hair, the softness in her smile as she said goodbye. John's chest ached with it. He wanted to ask why did you kiss him like that? But the words lodged in his throat.
They walked slowly, their footsteps muted in the carpet. Why did she kiss him like that?
At the far end of the hallway, Lori pressed the button on the wall. The elevator dinged softly, and the doors opened. She led him forward without a word, her heels clicking lightly. John followed.
The elevator doors closed. John and Lori stood side by side, facing forward, not speaking, but still holding hands. The silence was thick.
John stared at the closed doors, his heart pounding. Then he felt it--her eyes on him in the reflection. Slowly, he lifted his gaze to the mirror and met hers.
Lori mouthed the words, I love you.
The breath caught in John's throat. Before he could react, she reached up and grabbed his arm, squeezing tight. He felt the urgency in her grip. He didn't move away. Neither of them spoke.
They reached the ground floor and the doors slid open. A family stood waiting: a middle-aged couple with two teenagers in tow. For some reason, It popped into John's mind that they could tell. They could see what they'd done, what he'd allowed. His stomach lurched.
They stepped out. Lori guided him through the lobby. John's eyes darted around the room, fearing, irrationally, that he might see a familiar face. What would he say if someone asked why they were leaving a hotel at 10:30 at night? How could he ever explain? What would he say? What if they told everyone in town?
Outside, the night air hit them--cool, crisp, tinged with the smell of the city. The streets hummed with life: the chatter of people on sidewalks, the distant blare of a horn, the rush of tires on asphalt.
"It's ten blocks to the garage," Lori said. "Let's walk."
So they did.
They moved together through the city, hand in hand, neither speaking. The air felt sharp in John's lungs. He couldn't look at her; he didn't dare.
At the garage, they waited for the car in silence, still holding hands, eyes fixed forward. When it arrived, they climbed in without a word.
The drive through the city was quiet. The streetlights passed in blurs of white and gold across the windshield. John stared out at the traffic, his mind racing, while beside him Lori leaned back into her seat. As they pulled onto the parkway, Lori closed her eyes.
By the time the skyline gave way to the dark stretch of highway, she was asleep.
--
John pulled the car into the driveway. He shut off the engine, sat for a beat in the silence, then leaned over to Lori. She stirred when he touched her arm gently.
"We're home," he said softly.
She blinked and murmured something indistinct. They got out of the car. They walked up the steps together without speaking. John unlocked the door, pushed it open, and flicked on the entry light.
Inside, the house felt still, like it always did when the kids were away. John slipped off his jacket, hanging it on the hook by the door. Lori brushed past him without a word, moving straight for the stairs. He watched her go, her hair falling loose over her shoulders, her heels clicking on the hardwood as she disappeared upstairs.
John stood in the quiet for a long moment. A dull ache sat in his chest.
He walked into the kitchen, set down his keys, and began tidying almost mechanically--moving a few glasses from the sink into the dishwasher, shutting the door, pressing the button until the low whir of water filled the silence. He moved through the downstairs in a circuit, checking locks, turning off lamps one by one, until the house was dark except for the glow of the stairwell light.
Upstairs, the bedroom was dim. Lori was already in bed, under the covers, her back to him. Her breathing was slow and regular.
A surge of anger rose in John, hot and sudden. How can she just fall asleep like that? Without even saying anything? After everything? He clenched his jaw, swallowing the urge to wake her, to demand something--words, some acknowledgment, anything.
Instead, he retreated to the bathroom, brushed his teeth, pulled off his clothes and tugged on a clean T-shirt and boxers. He stood at the sink for a moment, staring at his own reflection. His eyes were tired, lined and shadowed.
Finally, he walked out to the bed and slid under the covers.
The instant his weight hit the mattress, Lori moved. She reached for him urgently, wrapping her arms around him, pressing her body against him. She was naked. Her legs hooked around his, her face burrowed against his chest, her grip unyielding.
John lay still, overwhelmed, his anger colliding with something else entirely as her warmth enveloped him. Lori's arms were firm around him, her legs hugged him tightly.
Inside him, the storm raged. Anger raged hot in his chest--anger that she could fall asleep, anger at how tenderly she'd kissed Michael goodbye. Jealousy twisted through his soul as images of the night replayed vividly in his mind. And under it all was the gnawing accusation: He had let this go too far. He had allowed something he couldn't take back.
He stared at the ceiling, rigid, his arms at his side. But Lori didn't move, didn't let him go. She held tighter, her breath steady against his chest. She kissed his neck, nuzzling her cheek against his skin.
He felt her warmth seeping into him, the familiar shape of her body pressed to his. He felt her heartbeat, steady and insistent--and the press of her bare breasts against his side. He felt something else--the wetness between her legs against his skin.
He almost jumped when she touched his crotch. She reached inside the boxers.
"You're so hard," she whispered in his ear.
She let go of him and rolled away onto her back. She clutched his shoulders and pulled him closer, on top of her.
The rush of arousal pushed everything else from John's mind. He heaved himself onto her. He reached his hand down between her legs. She was soaked. John knew where the wetness came from. The thought sent him into a frenzy. Without any prelude, he guided his dick inside her and thrust in to the base.
She was warm and wet in a way he'd never before felt. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders. Wrapped her legs around his hips, pinning his body tightly between her knees. As he fucked her, Lori's grasp reminded him of how she had wrapped herself around Michael as he came inside of her.
The thought ruined him. He thrust again and exploded inside of her.
He collapsed on top of her. Her hand came up to his head and gently stroked his hair as he gasped for breath. They laid like that--his dick still inside her, her fingers caressing the back of his head, both breathing hard--until they fell asleep.
--
Lori was already up when John awoke the next morning. He got out of bed, cleaned himself up and went downstairs.
Lori was in the kitchen, sitting at the table with a cup of coffee and the morning paper.
She stood up when he came in and walked over to him, bare feet padding on the tile. She reached up and gave him a kiss. "Good morning," she said.
"Good morning," he replied.
She walked to the counter, opened the cupboard and pulled out a mug. She filled it with coffee, added some milk and carried it over to the table. She put it in front of him and they both sat.
The newspaper lay folded between them. Lori reached for it, flipping it open, scanning the headlines. After a sip of coffee, she looked up. She looked at him. "Are you good?" she asked.
John nodded. "Yeah."
She studied him for a moment, then nodded. "Good." She looked for a few more seconds, and then lowered her head toward the paper again.



The silence wasn't tense, not exactly. But it was palpable, something hanging between them.
Lori pretended to read the newspaper. Her thoughts spun. Was he OK? Was he angry? Had this all gone too far?
She knew it was up to her to make everything right. She needed to show him affection. To make him feel the love of his wife.
She got up and went back to the counter. She grabbed the coffee pot and walked back to the table. Coming up behind John, she put her hand on his shoulder. "Refill?"
"Yes, thanks." He thought about reaching up and taking her hand, but decided against it. She refilled the mugs and he watched her walk back into the kitchen.
She looked beautiful. It was amazing how good she looked at this age. He saw her legs encased in her leggings, her pert ass sticking out from the bottom of the hoodie. He was so lucky. She was so sexy. The images from last night intruded on his thoughts. He watched her, waiting by the toaster, and thought of her, kissing Michael in the cab, taking his dick in her mouth, wrapping herself around him.
"I'm going out to mow the back," he said.
"Oh, I thought we'd sit on the porch and drink coffee and read the paper," she said.
"Maybe later. I gotta get this mowed. I won't have time this week."
He walked out.
--
He came inside. The house was quiet. The kitchen was clean. He chugged a glass of water and wondered where she was.
He went upstairs to clean up. Lori was laying on the bed, looking at her phone. She had taken off the sweatshirt and was now in a white T-shirt and leggings.
"All done?" she asked.
"Yeah all done," he said. He stripped off his shirt. "I'm gonna take a shower."
"OK," she said. "But I was thinking..."
"What?"
"Well, the kids won't be home for a couple hours and... I was wondering if you had any... questions about last night?"
She smiled.
He looked at her, uncertain.
"Let me take a shower and I'll be right out."
"No, come here," she said, gesturing him closer with her finger.
"I'm sweaty from the yard..."
"That's all right, come here," she said.
He walked to the bed. She got up on her knees and kissed him. She put her hands on his shoulders and slid her tongue into his mouth.
"Now lay down," she said, pushing him down onto the bed.
She plopped down next to him. "Do you have any questions about last night?"
He looked at her and considered.
"Yeah, I guess I do."
"OK, so ask me."
He thought for another few seconds. He sighed.
"At the restaurant. When Michael took your hand. And you just went with it and walked away with him out of the restaurant? Did you even think about how I would feel?"
Lori leaned back against the pillows, exhaling slowly. That was not what she was expecting. She was expecting playfulness, not real hurt. She thought for a long time before she replied. "Honestly? I was just swept up in the moment. He just grabbed my hand and started walking. I didn't even realize what was happening until we were halfway to the door."
"That's all?" John asked.
She paused, searching his eyes. "Take off your pants," she said.
"Lori, I'm serious."
"I am too. Take off your pants."
She sat up and peeled off her shirt, letting her breasts fall free.
She waited. He unbuttoned his pants and pulled them off.
He lay back on the bed. She nestled against him. She reached down and put her hand on his dick.
"When I realized what was happening, I just went with it."
His dick was already hard. She rubbed it and looked him in the eye.
"It was exciting, I guess. It was like everything was starting. We agreed to go back with him, and he just... took control and did it."
She rubbed him harder.
"It was sexy." She wrapped her hand around him and squeezed.
She added, softer now, "I remember looking back at you, still sitting in the booth, and I remember thinking, this is really happening."
She stroked him, not saying anything more.
"What about in the car? You couldn't even wait until we got to the hotel? Why did you kiss him like that?"
She sat up. She peeled off the leggings. She climbed on top of him, with his cock right in front of her. She reached down and held him with both hands.
She looked right into his face as she spoke. "After dinner, knowing what was coming. I was just so... turned on. I couldn't wait for him to kiss me." She moved one hand down to his balls gave him a sudden squeeze.
"And then he was kissing me. And I was kissing him."
She stroked his cock and massaged his balls.
"And his hands were on me. Rubbing my leg. Holding me."
John was breathing hard.
"And then he reached up and grabbed my breasts. He was playing with my tits. It felt so good."
She leaned forward. "Touch them now. Play with my tits."
He reached up. He felt their weight. He cupped and squeezed with both hands.
"Mmmmmm... yes... just like that."
He massaged her bare breasts.
"And then he moved his hand between my legs. Oh my God John, I wanted him to push my panties to the side and finger me."
She rolled off him. Laying beside him, she spread her legs.
"Finger me."
He reached out to her. He moved his index finger up and down her pussy. She moaned.
"Deeper," she said.
He went deeper.
"Oh my God, John I was so horny. I wanted him to finger me right there in the cab next to you."
Lori's pelvis was pushing back against his fingers.
"What else, baby? What else do you want to ask?"
"Tell me about the hotel room."
She looked into his eyes.
"I went to you first. I brought you to the bed."
She leaned forward and kissed him.
"I kissed you. And I gave you the best blowjob you've ever had."
She rose. She crawled down the bed and positioned herself between his legs. She kissed his cock, and took him inside her mouth. "Did it feel good, when I sucked your cock?"
John didn't answer. She released him. They made eye contact. She was smiling. He smiled back.
"Yes it felt good,"
"Good," she said, resuming the blowjob. She paused again.
"But then, while I was sucking your dick, I saw him."
She slid his cock in and out of her mouth.
"Michael was jerking off. Watching me suck you."
She sped up, her head bobbing up and down.
"We stared at each other while I sucked your dick." She sucked him, gasping for breath. "And he stroked his thick cock."
John moaned.
"I was so wet John. Not from blowing you, from watching him. His cock was so big. He was jerking off, watching me. He wanted me. I wanted him."
Lori lifted her head.
"So I stood up. I left you and went to him. I kneeled down in front of him, and I took that big beautiful cock in my hands, just like this."
She cradled John's dick in her hands.
"And I started stoking him, slowly and gently, just like this." She let the backs of her fingers and fingernails brush up and down his shaft.
"And then I looked right up into his beautiful eyes. All I wanted was to make him happy, to give him the best blowjob he ever had."
She lowered her face to John's dick.
"So I started kissing it, just like this." She gave the tip of John's dick a wet kiss.
"And then I licked him, like this." Her tongue came out and lapped the top of his dick.
John was moaning. His body was tensing.
"And then I took him all the way into my mouth." Instead of taking him back into her mouth, she pulled back and lifted her head. John gasped.
She sat up, looking at John, in agony below. "He was so rough. He was holding my hair and fucking my mouth."
John reached for his dick but she brushed him away.
"And then I looked up and I saw you jerking off, watching us."
John moaned again. His cock was throbbing.
"I felt him starting to cum," she said, her voice now a whisper. "He wanted to cum in my mouth. I wanted him to. I wanted to make him cum in my mouth. While you watched. But I couldn't. John I couldn't let him."
She climbed up. She straddled him again. His cock bounced in front of her.
"I had to have that cock inside me," she whispered. She lowered himself down onto John's dick. He gasped. He grabbed her ass and thrust into her as hard as he could. Lori moaned, bouncing with the impact, again and again and again. He exploded inside her.
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The Night She Goes
My take on the standard "wife goes out on a date" theme...
The house was quiet.
Mike watched his wife through the open bathroom door.
Jen stood at the mirror. Her reflection was framed by the halo of the ring light. She touched her cheek with the brush, gently applying the blush. She looked into the mirror to check her work.
Mike watched. His chest tightened. He'd seen Jen get ready hundreds of times. Thousands maybe. And he'd never really paid much attention. But he was paying attention tonight.
She put down the blush. She examined her face.
"Hey," she said, catching his reflection in the mirror. "You OK?"
"Yeah," he said. His voice didn't sound like his own.
"You sure?"
He nodded.
She smiled at him.
He wanted to say something, but didn't.
--
It started the prior Sunday night. Jen suggested they turn off the TV early and go to bed.
Mike knew what that meant.
Twenty minutes later they were lying next to each other. Jen's vibrator was buzzing beneath the covers. Mike's hand was on her chest, massaging her breast through her T-shirt.
She closed her eyes and worked the vibrator. Mike slid his hand inside the shirt and squeezed her breast.
"What are you thinking about?" Mike asked.
This was how they always started. He waited until she got going, and then he asked.
He knew what came next. She would say the name of an old boyfriend. Or someone she worked with. Or another husband from town. He would ask her why she was thinking about him. She would tell him something she liked about the man, something that turned her on.
"I was thinking about that time you all played basketball at the park and Max took his shirt off."
Or
"I was thinking about how Jonathan at the office looks at my ass whenever I walk by."
Or, when she was really feeling naughty
"I was thinking about how I used to love sucking Chris' cock."
And they'd be off. Jen would reach over and jerk him off with one hand while she pleasured herself with the vibrator and told him a story about a guy she lusted after, or someone she used to fuck, or someone she wanted to fuck. Sometimes he would climb on top of her and fuck her furiously while she finished her story. More often he couldn't wait that long and came in her hand.
He leaned over and kissed her breast and waited for her to continue.
When she didn't speak, he sat up a bit and looked at her. Her eyes were open. She was looking at him as she moved the vibrator in a slow circle.
"I've got something different to tell you tonight," she said. She pushed him back into the pillows. She got up. She climbed over his leg, positioning her face in front of his dick.
She kissed his cock. She used her lips and tongue to wet it, up and down.
He let out a little groan.
She took him inside her mouth and slid her head up and down.
She released him and looked up at his face.
"A man asked me out on a date today."
She took him back in her mouth and sucked him, still looking up into his eyes.
He closed his eyes at her touch, but opened them again.
"What do you mean? Really?"
She let go of him with a pop of her lips.
"Really," she said with a smile.
"Who?"
"A guy at my gym."
"He asked you out?"
"Yes," she said. She wrapped her fingers around him and slowly stroked. "He asked if I wanted to go get a drink next weekend."
"A drink?"
"Yes a drink."
"And what did you tell him."
She looked up at him. She lowered her lips to the tip of his cock and kissed it.
"I told him I would think about it."
"You said you'd think about it?"
"Yes. And that's what I was thinking about. When you asked."
She sucked him furiously for a few seconds and then again let him go with a pop.
He was breathing hard.
"This guy... he just asked you out? Out of the blue?"
She picked up her vibrator. She placed it onto her pussy while she stroked him.
"No. We've been talking at gym for a while."
"Talking? For how long?"
She paused now. She slid the vibrator into her panties. She inserted the tip into herself and worked it in and out.
She closed her eyes. "A month maybe. He sees me and comes over and chats."
"Really?"
"Yes. I like talking to him. Flirting a little."
She pushed the vibrator deeper.
"Flirting?"
"Yes. I look forward to it all week."
She smiled at him and moved back up on the bed. She lay on her back. She inserted the vibrator and started slowly fucking herself.
Mike watched, his mouth open. "Are you serious? Is this all real?"
She nodded, guiding the vibrator in and out. "Yes. It's real. He asked me out."
"And you said you'd think about it?" Mike asked, looking down at the vibrator.
"Yes. And he gave me his number."
"You took his number?"
She giggled. "Yeah he asked for mine but I said I'd take his instead."
"Jesus, Jen."
She grinned at him. "I know!"
"And you're thinking about saying yes? For real?"
"I don't know. Maybe..." She raised her eyebrows and gave him a little smile.
"What does he look like?"
She paused. She patted the pillow next to her, telling him to lay down.
He did. She put down her vibrator and reached into the drawer of the bedside table. She took out a small tube of lube. She squeezed some onto her hand. She carefully slid back over and nestled against his side. With one hand she picked up the vibrator. With the other she grabbed his cock.
He gave a little moan as her slick hand started stroking him.
"He's cute," she said, sliding the vibrator back inside.
She closed her eyes. She fucked herself and gently stroked him.
"His name is Scott. He's 34."
Mike was breathing hard now. "34?" he gasped.
She opened her eyes and smiled at him. "I know. He's so young."
She pleasured them both.
She looked over at him. He was close. Already.
She leaned over. She put her lips right against his ear.
"Scott is so tall. He's so muscular from working out."
His muscles started to clench. She kissed his ear.
He exploded in her hand.
--
Jen picked up a black eyeliner pen and clicked off the top.
Mike watched from the chair in the bedroom.
She adjusted the ring light. She leaned in close to the mirror and rolled back her eye as she moved in with the pencil. Her black skirt hugged her waist and curved softly over her hips, falling just above the knee. Mike knew she was dressing to make an impression. An impression on Scott. Looking at her ass as she leaned over the counter, Mike knew she would.
Her sweater framed her breasts, showing them off while still looking... Mike thought for the word: Elegant. She looked fucking amazing. He watched her tits move beneath the sweater as she put on the eyeliner. His stomach dropped again. Scott would be looking at them all night.
--
When Mike finished Jen let go of his dick. She cleaned her hand on a tissue. She leaned back into the pillows. She picked up the vibrator and clicked it on. She moved it to her pussy. She closed her eyes.
"Play with my breasts," she said.
He reached over and massaged her tits. She pressed the vibrator onto her clit.
He lifted himself onto his elbow and leaned over above her. He kissed her breasts.
Her hips started gently bucking, meeting her thrusts with the vibrator.
She started breathing hard. "Ohhhhhhhh..."
Mike got rougher. He squeezed her breasts together, and pinched her nipples.
It didn't take long. Mike felt her muscles start to tense. He thought about what was going through her mind. His dick actually started getting hard again.
But before he could react, Jen's stomach clenched.
"Oh my God, oh my God, Oh my God." she yelled.
When she finished she clicked off the vibrator and dropped it on the bed next to her.
They lay next to each other for a long time, breathing hard, recovering.
Finally, Mike spoke.
"Was that all real? Did a guy really ask you out?"
She nodded.
He was quiet for a long while.
"Is this... something you want to do?"
She looked at him. "I don't know," she said. "I guess I haven't gotten that far."
They sat in silence for a few seconds.
"I was surprised when he asked," she said. She looked at Mike and smiled. "I mean... I was flattered that a young guy like that would be interested. And then I thought about how much fun it would be telling you."
She grinned.
He didn't say anything.
"I was right," she said. "It was fun."
She looked at him.
"It was fun, right?" she asked.
He nodded. "Yes, it was fun."
She scooted over in the bed, pulled his arm over her and nestled against him.
"So would you really do it?" Mike asked.
She thought for a while before responding.
"I don't know. I haven't really thought about it. You know, doing it in real life."
There was another pause.
"I mean, we've been talking about this kind of thing for so long. We've both enjoyed... the fantasy..."
"Oh my God, you really want to do this!" Mike said.
"I don't. Or at least... that's not what I'm saying."
"Then what are you saying?"
"You know what I'm saying, Mike."
"No, I really don't. Tell me."
She looked up at him, less playful now.
"All right I'll tell you. How many nights have you asked me to tell you stories, or watch one of your videos, or pretend I was with some other guy?"
He didn't answer.
"I know how much you enjoy it. So when Scott asked me out, the first thing I thought of was how exciting this was going to be for you when I told you that story."
Mike was blushing.
"So that's what I did. And it was great. It was fun."
She saw that he was getting uncomfortable. Her face softened.
"So if I wanted to do anything else, it would only be if we both thought it would make things more fun for us. Does that make sense?"
He thought for a moment, then nodded.
"Good." She nestled back up to him, pulling his arm tighter around her.
"So do you think it would be fun?" she asked.
There was a long stretch of silence as he thought.
"I don't know. Maybe. But it's... it's just such a big step. I mean, I've never really thought about any of this being real."
"I know," she said. "Me either. Let's just think about it for a while."
"You would actually consider it?" he asked.
"Only if we were both into it and we both though it would be fun."
"But you would?"
She thought.
"If you wanted to do it, yes I would."
The room was quiet.
"You know nothing would have to really happen," she said.
"What do you mean?"
"I could just meet him, and have a drink, and come home to you."
He didn't respond.
"I could come home to you and tell you all about it."
He was still silent.
"Does that sound like it could be fun?" she asked.
She reached down to his crotch. His dick was rock hard.
She got up from the pillows. He started to rise also and she pushed himf down.
She peeled off her panties and straddled him.
She stroked his erect cock.
"I think that does sound fun to you," she said.
She looked him in the eyes.
"Think about it," she said.
"Think about me, getting all dressed up."
She lifted herself and guided the tip of his dick to her pussy lips.
She stared into his eyes. "Wearing a skirt and my heels."
She lowered herself onto his cock.
He groaned.
"Leaving here to meet Scott."
She pushed herself up and slid back down slowly. And then again. Down slowly and up.
"Meeting him at a bar."
She leaned down and kissed him.
"Going out on a date."
He exploded inside her.
--
She ran the brush through her hair.
His eyes moved over her body, down to her legs. Her stockings were sheer, almost invisible. But not quite. The bright light caught the faint shimmer on the backs of her thighs.
Mike felt his pulse climb. There was something quietly cinematic about the moment: the bright lights. The soft rhythm of her routine.
She arranged her hair with her fingers. She frowned and mussed it with the brush, starting over.
When she was satisfied, she caught his eye in the mirror again.
"You sure you're OK?
He nodded.
--
"So who it this guy, Scott?"
It was the night after Jen told Mike about Scott. Jen had cooked dinner. They re-opened last night's bottle of wine, poured two glasses, and sat down at the table. They hadn't talked about it since the bedroom the night before. But it had been hanging over them.
"He's just a guy who works out at the gym. He's a real estate agent from Elmsford. Or a developer.
"A developer?"
"Yeah he was telling me about some deal he's trying to put together with some people to buy a lot in Riverside and build a strip mall, or some kind of retail thing."
"What's he look like?"
She grabbed his hand in both of hers. She looked into his eyes, smiling.
"Well, he has brown hair cut really short, and dark eyes."
"OK."
"And... he's tall... like really tall."
"How tall?"
"I don't know. You know I'm terrible at that. He's gotta be like 6'3", taller maybe?"
"OK."
"And I told you, he's not a bodybuilder, but he's really built. Like... very muscular... from working out."
"Are you attracted to him?"
She paused for just a moment.
"Yes." She let it hang. "If I wasn't we wouldn't be having this conversation."
He nodded.
"Do you really want to do this?"
Jen shook her head. "This isn't just me. Do you want to do it?"
He thought. "I don't know. I mean, it's one thing to kind of have a... you know.. a fantasy. But this is a whole different thing."
"I know."
"I mean, this could change things between us."
"I guess it could," she said. "But I... don't think it will."
"Why?"
"Well... I guess it has to do with... him."
"With Scott. What do you mean?"
"OK before I say anything can we agree that we're just talking? We're discussing an idea. This is still just a fantasy. Nothing real?"
He nodded.
She looked at him suspiciously.
She thought for a moment and spoke. "Well I told you Scott is younger."
"Yes..."
"So he's a lot younger and he'd kind of... kind of a gym bro."
"OK He's a gym bro. That's not especially comforting. What are you saying?"
"Well, he's not really the kind of guy I would ever..."
"Ever what?"
"Ever like... fall for. Or develop feelings for." She turned red and covered her eyes, grinning. "Oh my God this is so weird!" she said.
"It is weird," he said. "But I'm still not totally following you..."
"Oh my God, are you really going to make me say it?"
"Say what?"
"He's a hot musclehead!"
The room was silent for a beat.
"Like a guy you'd hook up with, but never actually date," she said.
"Hook up with?"
"You know what I mean. I would never have any interest in like dating a guy like that, but... you know."
"Wow. I guess I do."
"Come on, you know what I'm saying. It's just... if we were ever going to do something like this, this seems like a perfect opportunity."
Mark thought for a moment. "Perfect because he's just a hot gym bro you'd like to sleep with but would never leave me for?"
"Mike!" she said and buried her face in her hands again.
He put his hand on her arm. "I know what you're trying to say. It's all just so strange."
"I know," she said, looking back at him. "Maybe this is all just too weird."
He squeezed her arm, thinking.
"Maybe. But I have been thinking about it."
"You have?"
"I really haven't thought about anything else."
She laughed. "Me either."
"And I was thinking about what you said, that nothing has to happen. You could just go get a drink and come home to me."
She nodded.
He continued. "And I keep thinking about how hot that would be. When you come home and tell me about it."
He looked down at his plate.
"And I was thinking, if we agreed that nothing was going to happen, maybe we could try it."
--
Then came the lipstick.
She twisted the base of the tube and lifted it to her mouth. She parted her lips. The lipstick was deep red. She traced carefully along her bottom lip, then the top, pressing them together once to even the color.
Mike couldn't move. He felt the rush. It was oddly familiar. He'd played out moments like this thousands of times in his head. Jealousy. Anger. Betrayal. Abandonment. Excitement. This time it was 1000% more potent, tinged with disbelief that it was really happening and fear about what was to come.
--
"Are you 100% sure? I'm gonna hit send."
Mike nodded.
They were lying in bed. It was the next night--the night after they'd decided to do it.
"Read what you're saying again," Mike said.
"It's not much," she said, smiling at him. "'Hey, this is Jen from the gym."
"And what are you gonna say when he responds?"
"I don't know something like: "You mentioned grabbing a drink sometime. I'd love to do that next weekend if you're still up for it."
"Are you sure?" Mike asked.
She laughed. "No I'm not sure at all. My heart is beating through my chest."
He launched. He put his hand on her chest. "I feel it."
He didn't remove his hand. Instead, he moved it gently over her T-shirt, lightly stroking her breast.
She looked at him. "It's up to you. You have to be totally OK with this."
He leaned in and kissed her neck. "I'm OK with this," he said, rubbing her breast more firmly.
Still holding her phone in her left hand, she moved her right hand down his leg. "Oh my God I can' believe how hard this makes you."
He blushed.
"It's OK," she said, kissing his cheek.
She moved her mouth up to his ear and whispered. "It turns me on too."
She slid her hand inside his sweatpants. She gave him a playful squeeze. He smiled and she started stroking him gently.
"Send it," he said.
She looked him in the eyes and nodded.
She hit send.
The bedroom was quiet. She stroked him slowly. He massaged her breasts. After a moment, he shifted and rose. He slid off her sweats and tossed them aside. He laid back down next to her. He moved his left hand back to her chest. He rested his right hand on her tummy. He fingered the elastic at the top of her panties.
They waited. She continued stroking him, slowly, not letting things get too out of hand. He slid his fingers into her panties. He took one finger and rubbed it up and down her pussy lips.
"You're already turned on," he said softly.
She nodded.
Her phone buzzed.
They looked at each other.
"Oh. My. God," she mouthed to him.
She pulled her hand from his pants and lifted the phone to her face. She read the text.
"What did he say?" Mike asked.
She read it aloud: Jen from the gym! You just made my day
"I can't believe we're doing this," Jen said. "I can't believe he responded."
"Of course he responded," Mike said.
"I guess," she said. She looked at Mike. "OK, here goes..."
She typed into the phone.
"What are you telling him?" Mike asked.
She read her text aloud:
Glad to hear I made your day! You mentioned grabbing a drink sometime. I'd love to do that this weekend if you're still up for it
"Should I send it?" she asked.
Mike nodded.
She opened her eyes wide and smiled at him. She hit send.
"Oh my God this is so hot," Mike said. He pulled his arm from around her shoulders and sat up. He moved down the bed. He grabbed her leg and lifted it. He slid underneath. He moved his head between her legs. He pulled her panties aside and licked her pussy lips.
Jen let out a little moan and leaned back into the pillows. "Oh God that feels good."
Her phone buzzed. She raised the phone. Mike inserted his tongue as she read the text out loud.
Definitely! Friday?
"He wants to go out on Friday," Jen said. "What should I say?"
"Tell him yes," Mike said. He ate her pussy.
"Oh my God..." Jen gasped.
She typed, reading aloud:



Friday works. What did you have in mind?
She lowered the phone. Mike brought his hand up and inserted a finger alongside his tongue. Jen closed her eyes.
The phone buzzed. She read aloud.
Meet for drinks at Copper Fox on Elm St?
"That's not gonna work," Jen said. They had already talked about it. If this was going to happen, it would have to happen someplace out of town. Someplace where Jen wouldn't know anyone, and no one would know Jen.
How about someplace in downtown Elmsford. I hear it's very cool these days- I've always wanted to check it out.
Her phone buzzed almost instantly.
Perfect! Let's meet at Connely's on Main St- They have music on Fridays
"He wants to meet at a place called Connely's," she said.
Her phone buzzed again.
Maybe walk over to Sophie's for dinner later if you're having fun
She giggled as she typed. She read the text aloud before she sent it:
If I'm having fun?
Mike hesitated for a moment. Something about the way she read the text struck him. It was flirty. He felt uneasy.
He felt her hand on the back of his head. "God Mike, don't stop." She guided him back to her pussy and he resumed.
The phone buzzed.
You'll be having fun- trust me
"Mmmmm," Jen moaned as Mike moved his mouth to her clit.
She read as she typed.
Confidence- I like that
Mike felt a pang of jealously.
He also felt Jen's hand on the back of his head, pushing his face into her pussy. "Oh my God Mike I'm so close!"
Her phone buzzed. She read the text between gasping breaths.
I like you. Can't wait
She dropped the phone. Her thighs clenched against the sides of Mike's face. Her stomach muscles contracted and her knees rose. "Oh Goddddddddd...."
When she finished Mike climbed up, on top of her.
His dicks was as hard as it had ever been. He felt like bursting before it even touched her.
He plunged into her. Jen engulfed him with her arms and legs, squeezing him into her with her whole body.
He thrusted furiously. He exploded inside her.
When he was done he dropped his head onto her chest. She stoked the back of his head.
Her phone buzzed.
She pushed him aside to reach the phone.
She picked it up and read. She immediately started typing a reply.
"What did he say?"
She read the text:
Pick you up at 7?
Jen grinned at Mike. "What do you think, should he pick me up here at 7?"
Mike's face fell. "I don't..."
She laughed. "I'm kidding. Although I might like that. Inviting him in, introducing you..."
"Jen..."
"I'm just kidding." She laughed again. "Here"
She typed and read aloud.
I'll meet you there. 7:30?
She hit send. She wrapped her arm around Mike again.
Her phone buzzed. She read aloud.
Perfect. So psyched you texted- can't wait
Mike wasn't sure how to feel about the grin on her face as she read his last text.
You will have fun
--
She stepped back from the mirror.
She turned toward Mike. She held out her hands. "Too much?" she asked.
He shook his head. "No. You look... perfect."
And she did. Which, somehow, made it worse.
--
"So, I think we should talk about Friday."
It was two days after Jen had texted Scott.
She nodded. "OK Let's talk."
"I guess I want to talk about... what exactly is going to happen."
"That makes sense," she said. "Like, set some ground rules?"
"Yes, ground rules."
"Should I start?" she asked.
"Please."
"Well, since this is such a big step, I was thinking we keep it simple. I will meet Scott at Connely's, but I won't go anywhere else with him. I won't go to a different bar, or a restaurant for dinner, or anywhere else. Sound fair?"
He nodded. "Sounds fair."
He thought for a moment. "What about while you're at the bar?"
She smiled. "I was thinking we'll just have to see how it goes."
He didn't respond.
"I mean, that's kind of the point, right?"
He exhaled. "I guess so."
She laughed. "You've known me long enough to know I'm not going to do very much in public."
"Not very much? That leaves some room."
"Yes Mike. Yes it does."
--
She checked her work in the mirror. She seemed satisfied. She turned and walked out of the bathroom. Her stockinged feet padding across the bathroom tile and then the bedroom hardwood.
She stopped in front of her closet. She reached inside, to her shoe rack. She took out one shoe, then another. They were black strappy high heels.
She carried them to the bed and sat carefully on the edge. She dropped one shoe onto the bed next to her.
She reached out one leg. Her stocking shimmered under the light. She slipped on the shoe.
She saw Mike watching and smiled. She extended her other leg, still looking into his eyes, and slipped on the other shoe. She buckled the strap.
She stood. The heels and the stockings made her legs look so alluring it almost hurt.
She stepped toward him, slowly. Click. Click. Click.
She stopped in front of him.
"So I look OK?"
He nodded.
She leaned down. He watched her come, her hips bending, her breasts hanging down in the sweater, her lips ruby red. She kissed him. He moved to kiss her back but she pulled away. "I don't want to ruin my lip..." She stopped mid-sentence. Her hand had brushed his lap as she moved away.
"Oh my god, you're so hard," she grinned at him.
She thought for a second. "Unbuckle your belt."
He looked up at her.
"What are you waiting for? Unbuckle your belt."
He did.
She knelt in front of him. She looked incredible. Her breasts pushing through the tight sweater. The skirt hugging her hips and ass. Her long legs. The stockings. The heels. Hair perfect. Makeup perfect. Her blue eyes gazing up at him. Her deep red lips.
She pulled his dick through his boxers. She leaned down and gave him a kiss on the tip. She left a ring of red lipstick.
"You're so excited."
She took his dick in his hand and stroked him.
She looked into his eyes.
"I would love to give you a blowjob before I go. Would you like that?"
"Yes. God yes."
"I knew you would..." she stroked him.
"But I can't."
She stroked slowly.
"Why?" he gasped.
"Because I'm late."
She jerked him.
"I can't ruin my hair and lipstick. I don't have time to fix them."
She speeded up.
He groaned.
She stopped.
"So we'll just have to stop now. "
She stood up.
She adjusted her skirt. She looked back into the mirror and fixed her hair.
"And Mike..."
"Yeah?"
"I don't want you to finish that while I'm gone."
"What?"
"Well, I know how turned on you are. How turned on you're going to be while I'm gone. But I don't want you to jerk off."
"What?"
"I want it to be amazing when I get home for both of us."
He just looked up at her.
"I know it's going to be hard, but just wait until I get home. Promise?"
"Ummm..."
"Promise?"
Mike nodded.
"Good."
She stepped back and checked herself in the mirror one last time.
A car horn beeped.
She looked out the window. She looked back down at Mike, sitting in the arm chair, his cock sticking up in the air.
"My Uber is here," she said. I've gotta go."
Her heels clicked on the hardwood as she walked out of the bedroom.
--
He put his dick away and buckled his pants. He jumped up and followed her down the stairs.
She was in the foyer. She took her jacket off the coat rack. She put it on.
She looked back at him, still standing on the first step.
She walked to him, heels clicking across the tile.
She took his hands.
"Are you good?"
He nodded.
She smiled. She leaned in and kissed him. Her hands rose to his head. She pulled him close and ran her fingers through his hair.
She stopped. She pulled back. Mike could feel the smear of lipstick on his face.
"One last thing," she said.
She raised her hand. She held up her wedding ring. She took it off.
"He's never seen me in this," she said. "I don't wear it at the gym."
She set the ring down on the side table.
She looked at him, as if trying to gauge his response.
"OK?" she asked.
"I don't know," he said.
They stood there, facing each other.
Finally, he nodded. "OK."
She smiled. She took his hand one last time. She turned and walked to the door. Click. Click. Click. Click.
She opened the door.
She turned back to him.
"No touching," she said. "You promised."
She grinned at him.
She walked out the door.
--
What was she doing right now?
Jen looks across the table at him. She brings her cosmo up to her lips.
"You need a younger guy," he says."
"Oh really," she raises an eyebrow. "Why's that?" She takes a sip.
"Look at you. You are so fucking hot. You need someone young and strong, just to keep up with that."
"Oh really?"
"Definitely."
"So you know anyone like that you could introduce me to?"
He laughs. She laughs. She puts the drink down.
He leans close. He takes her hand on the table. He looks into her eyes.
"I'm gonna kiss you now," he says.
She gazes into his eyes. She nods.
He kisses her. She kisses him back.
The thought of his wife, sitting across the bar from some other man, laughing, smiling flirting... It was driving Mike wild.
He was insane for ever agreeing to this. Never again. When she got home he was going to tell her that this was a huge mistake.
What if it was too late? What if she had already fallen for him. What if they were sneaking off to fuck someplace. In the bathroom or in his car?
Could she really be kissing him? Right there in the bar? Would she do that?
His cock was pressing against his pants.
The guitar kicks in. The band starts their last set.
Jen cranes her neck to see through the crowd.
He reaches over and puts his hand on her shoulder.
"Slide over," he says. "You can see from here."
She looks at him, uncertain at first, but then she smiles. She gets up. He grabs the back of her chair and pulls it over next to him. As close as he can get it.
She slides in. He puts his arm around her shoulder.
She can't believe how nice it feels. Without thinking she nestles against him. His torso is rock solid, like nothing she's ever felt. When he squeezes her closer, she feels the strength in his arm. She suddenly understands why women want men like this. She feels small. Safe. Under his complete control.
He puts his hand on her cheek. He turns her head and pulls her up toward him. He kisses her.
She reaches out and runs her hand across his chest. It's a ridge of muscle.
They make out, his hand roving down from her shoulder, rubbing across her soft sweater, her hands traveling everywhere, taking in the solidness of his body.
Would he be able to tell when she walked in? Would things be different? Would he be able to tell that their relationship had changed, that she now had feelings for this young hot guy?
He was pissed. She tricked him into this. The said that whole thing about their fantasy and both of them having fun. Really, she just wanted to fuck this guy.
That wasn't fair. It was his fantasy. She'd been playing along for years. Fuck! Why did he do this? Why couldn't he just be normal? Now he had his wife out on a fucking date with another fucking man. Why?
Hi cock throbbed. Fuck it, he thought. He pictured her, nervous, giggling across the table from him, playing with her hair. He pulled his cock out of his sweatpants and stroked it as he thought of his wife flirting with some guy named Scott.
His mind spun in a circle: regret, anger, jealously, sadness and lust. He tried to concentrate on the TV, but the pictures in his head returned: images of Jen being seduced over dinner.
What if Scott really did seduce her? What if she decided she didn't care about their ground rules? What if she was so turned on by him that she went home with him?
What time was it? It was after 11. She should be home by now. He should have heard from her. OMG she went home with him...
In the parking lot. She's in the passenger seat. She waits as he walks around the car and gets in the driver's side. He grins at her. His smile makes her stomach tickle with butterflies.
He starts the car. He turns on music. He turns to her. He rests his hand on her knee.
He gazes at her, smiling, looking like a little kid, trying something out, waiting to see what happens.
She rests her hand on his.
He leans over.
In the dark she can smell him. Musk and cologne. She feels the warmth from his body before he touches her.
He kisses her. Her hand moves up his arm, exploring the muscled forearm.
His tongue enters her mouth. His hand slides to her waist. When she cups his bicep in her hand, she lets out a small, contented moan.
Would she really do that? Would she really get into his car. A week ago he would have said no. But now? She's out on a date with him. She was so excited to meet him. Mike's stomach sank as he realized his wife just might be getting into another man's his car to make out.
And what else? Would she let his hands wander? Would Scott be feeling his wife's breasts tonight? Would she touch him? Would she suck his dick? Would she fuck him? In the car? Back at his apartment?
His cock pressed against his sweatpants. He put his hand inside and stoked himself, making sure he kept it light and slow.
The car was running. Scott was talking.
Jen was smiling. She was laughing.
Scott smiled back. He reached over and placed his hand on her shoulder. He pulled her close and kissed her.
Scott's other arm pushed past the steering wheel and settled on Jen's waist.
She was kissing him. Really kissing him. One hand wrapped around the back of his head. The other pressed against his chest.
They slid closer, their embrace growing tighter.
Scott's hand began to climb from her waist, sliding up the warm fabric of her sweater.
Jen was letting it happen.
Scott's hand cupped Jen's breast. Her head tipped back. Her eyes were closed. She released a soft moan of pleasure.
They kissed. Scott's hands massaged Jen's tits through her sweater.
Scott's hand disappeared up Jen's sweater. He was feeling the soft flesh of Jen's tits under her lacy bra.
Jen's head was back against the headrest. Scott's other hand landed on her stockinged leg. His fingers lingered on the fabric and flesh underneath. His hand started moving, upward, inward.
Jen caught her breath. His hand was moving up her inner thigh. This was the moment of truth. The moment she decided how far this was going to go. His fingers brushed the silk of her panties.
Hey honey
It was her.
Hey
His phone buzzed. It was a photo. Of Jen. She was sitting in a chair at a high-top table. She had a cosmo in her hand. She looked magnificent. Her sweater looked lower cut than Mike remembered. He could see her stockings shimmering on her leg between her knee and the short skirt. She was grinning.
Mike: OMG you look great
Jen: Thanks. Scott went to restroom. Wanted to say hi
Mike: How's it going?
Jen: Great- so much fun!!
His phone buzzed again. It was a another photo. A photo of Jen and Scott. They were sitting close together. He had his arm aound her shoulders. He had a square jaw and broad shoulders and close-cropped hair and a handsome face. They were both smiling into the camera.
Jen: Told him I wanted a selfie to show my friend
Mike: OMG
Mike: You two seem like you're getting along
Jen: Don't be jealous
Jen: I'm coming home to you
Jen: As long as you're keeping your promise
Mike: Haha
Jen: Are you?
Mike: Yes
Jen: Good boy
Jen: I gotta run, he'll be back soon
Jen: Getting Uber soon
Jen: Love you
--
Mike heard the car. He heard her voice thanking the driver. He heard sharp footsteps up the front steps and across the porch.
He heard the door open. He heard her heels clicking on the tile. He heard the door close. He heard the driver put the car in reverse and start backing down the driveway. He heard Jen drop her purse on the side table.
Click. Click. Click. Click. He heard her cross the foyer.
He heard her coming down the hallway.
She appeared in the doorway.
She still looked perfect. Her makeup. Her outfit.
She looked at him, sitting in the chair, in sweatpants and a sweatshirt.
"Hi," she said.
"Hi."
"Were you just sitting there, waiting for me to get home?"
"Yes."
She nodded.
Her voice was a whisper. "Take me upstairs Mike. I need someone to fuck me."
--
She took his hand and led him up the stairs to the bedroom. She sat him in the chair. She knelt in front of him. He watched the skirt hug her ass as she bent, her breasts pushing against the sweater, her stockinged knees gingerly hitting the hardwood.
She pulled down his sweatpants and boxers.
She smiled when his erection popped out.
"You kept your promise," she said. "Good boy."
She leaned in an kissed his cock.
"Was is hard waiting?"
Mike nodded.
"I bet it was. Sitting here, thinking about me out on a date with Scott."
She looked up at him.
"I was thinking about you at first."
She started stroking him.
"I felt so guilty, thinking of you, sitting here alone in your sweatpants while I was out, dressed in this sexy outfit, flirting with another man."
"But you liked it. Look how hard you are."
She stroked him and looked up into his face.
"Are you ready for your reward?"
Mike nodded, barely.
"Are you ready to hear it?"
He nodded again.
She shook her head. "No, you have to ask for it."
He didn't answer.
She stopped stroking and let him go.
"If you want to hear what happened, you have to ask."
He didn't say anything. He was breathing hard. Finally he spoke.
"Tell me what happened on your date."
"That's better," she said. She bent down and took the tip of his cock in her mouth. She encircled it with her tongue, for just a second.
She looked up at him, smiling, with his dick pressed against her cheek.
"Are you sure you're ready to hear this?"
"Yes," he breathed.
She took him inside her mouth. She raised her head, lowered it and repeated. She released him and took him into her hand. She stroked him slowly as she started to speak.
"I almost turned around in the parking lot," she said. "I was so nervous. My heart was beating so fast. I hadn't been on a date in 22 years... except with you."
She looked up at him. "It's so weird to say that. I'm sorry. But it was just so strange, going out on a date with someone else."
He didn't say anything, so she continued.
"And now I'm walking through the door of this bar, thinking what am I doing? Then I see him.
She stroked his dick casually while she thought back to that moment.
"I was so excited. I felt like a teenager or something. He's really tall. He had on a button-down shirt. And just... he's really well built. And very handsome.
"He saw me, and walked over, and just kind of yelled my name."
She smiled at Mike. "Really, that's all he did. He just looked at me and yelled, 'Jen!'"



"But then he like scooped me up. He put his hand on my waist and kissed my cheek. I wasn't expecting it at all. It... caught me off guard. It was... It was kind of thrilling."
Still looking up at him, she lowered her head and pulled his dick against her cheek. She rubbed his cock on her face. "It was thrilling. This tall, strong man, grabbing me right there in front of everyone at the bar."
She took him in her mouth and quickly released him.
"As we were walking over to the table he was just looking me up and down."
She kissed his cock and stroked him.
"I could feel his eyes on me. He wasn't even trying to hide it. He was just staring at my legs, and my ass, and my tits."
She took him in her mouth.
"I liked that."
She blew him.
"So I sit down and he looks me right in the eye and says, 'Jen you look fucking amazing.'"
She stoked as she thought back and told the story.
"I was trying so hard to seem cool. To be witty and charming. So I say something like, "Nice start. Keep going."
She played with Mike's dick, absent-mindedly fingering the tip as she remembered.
"He gave me this really big smile and said, 'Really, you sure?' And I smiled back and told him to go on. So he says, 'All right, here goes. You look incredible in that skirt. You have a perfect ass'.
"I actually laughed. I said something like, "Wow that was direct'."
So now he's laughing and he says, 'I was gonna stop, but you told me to keep going'.
"Then he says, 'Should I keep going?'
"And I'm still laughing and I say, 'Absolutely, compliments will get you everywhere.' And as it's coming out of my mouth I realize what I'm saying."
She looked into Mike's eyes. She stroked his dick
"So he says, 'Really, everywhere?' And I swear to God Mike this is what he did. He looked me up and down, from my head to my chest down to my feet and says, 'There's only one place I'm hoping to get tonight.'"
She jerked Mike faster. She smiled at him.
"I swear to God he said that," she laughed as she stoked him.
"I'm still trying to be cool. So I say something like, 'Whoa, slow down there champ, you're not doing that well yet.' And he laughs and says something like 'Oh really, I thought I was doing pretty well'."
She kissed Mike's cock. "Now we're both laughing and I say something like, 'Well you were on the right track with the compliments.'
"So he grins at me and says 'I don't think you're ready to hear any more of those.' And I say 'Try me.'"
She licked his dick up and down. He groaned and she sucked him hard. When she stopped they were both breathing hard.
"So he says something like, 'Those stocking and heels... fuck! Your legs got me turned on the second you walked in here'."
She sucked him again, slower this time, using her tongue.
"I didn't know what to say to that one," she said. "I think I was blushing. So I told him to go on." She slid her mouth up and down his cock.
"So he says something like, 'Oh you like this, don't you?' And he asks me if I'm sure I want to hear the next one. And I tell him I do."
She pleasured him with her mouth.
"So he says, 'Your tits are absolutely magnificent. I wish I could rip that sweater off you right now'."
She kissed the top of Mike's dick and jerked him off.
"I was blushing. And laughing. I just kept saying, 'Wow, I've been here for like 45 minutes and you've already commented on my ass and tits'. And he says, 'And your legs--don't forget those sexy fucking legs.' And then I just couldn't stop laughing."
She went back to sucking him.
"We were having so much fun, Mike. I liked him. I really did. He was so confident. So funny. So good looking."
She sucked him again.
"So after that we kind of settled in," she said. She raised her head. She lowered her hands and played with his balls.
"He started asking me about myself. At first he was asking where I was from and what I did. But then he asked if I had kids. So I told him yes I had a son. And then he asked how old he was. And, this is so weird, but I really didn't want to tell him."
She jerked him with one hand, cupping his balls with the other.
"I didn't want to let him know how old I was. I was having so much fun, and he was so hot, I just didn't want to ruin it.
"But then I figured what the hell, and I told him that Johnnie was away at college. I must have been like, blushing, because he asked me what was wrong. So I told him I was just kind of embarrassed to have a son that age and he must think that a woman with a kid in college is way too old.
"And that's when he took my hand. He looked me right in the eye and said, 'Don't be crazy. You're the hottest woman in this bar.'
"It was so stupid but I actually almost teared up.
"And then, when we started talking again, he didn't move his hand. He just kept it there, holding mine. Like stroking my fingers. I swear to God, Mike, I started getting turned on just holding his hand.
"And then he says, 'What about the boy's father?'
"Mike, this is like... so weird to tell you... but my stomach dropped. I had thought about this. I figured the topic was going to come up, but I honestly didn't know what I was going to say.
"So I just said, 'It's complicated. Can we just leave it at that?'
"He laughed and said something like, "Absolutely. I'd actually prefer to pretend there aren't any other men in your life.'
"We both laughed at that. It felt good, Mike. I was out on a date. A real date. It was so fucking sexy."
She saw Mike's reaction. He looked like he was in shock. She took his whole shaft into her mouth and down her throat. She came up for air and then sucked him furiously.
When he moaned she knew he was back in a better place. She removed her mouth and took him again in her hands, stroking slowly as she continued her story.
"So this whole time, we were still holding hands. It was nice. Really nice."
She looked him in the eyes and jerked him slowly. "I was so attracted to him. I'm sorry. This must be hard to hear... but after less than an hour I knew that if I was single I would have gone home with him tonight."
Mike groaned.
She let go of him entirely. "And then we danced."
She rose.
She stood in front of him. She peeled off her sweater. She dropped it on the floor. She wore a beautiful red lace bra.
She wiggled out of the skirt, revealing elegant matching panties and the tops of her thigh stockings. She stepped out of the skirt, her heels flashing in the bedroom light.
Looking down into his eyes, she said, "I bought new lingerie, just in case."
She reached down and took his hand. She pulled him up and led him to the bed. She laid down, with her head in the pillows.
He pulled off his sweatpants and shirt. He started to climb on top of her, but she pushed him over onto his back. She crawled onto his legs.
"He was so tall," she whispered. "He put his hand on my waist and I was just like, staring up at him. I put my hand on his shoulder. He was squeezing my waist a little."
She lowered herself onto his throbbing cock. They both groaned with pleasure.
Mike put his hands on her legs, grabbing the sheer stockings and the flesh beneath. She ground her hips into him, her head back and her eyes closed.
"He was looking down into my eyes. It made me nervous so I laughed. He laughed."
She ground a little harder, a little faster, her eyes still closed.
"And then he let go of my hand and just wrapped his arms around me."
She started bouncing.
"It was amazing. It was like... being hugged by a super hero. Like Thor."
He reached up and grabbed her breasts. He pulled down the bra. Her breasts hung free, bouncing with her body.
"His hands were moving over my back and my waist."
She was getting into it now, breathing harder, pounding her pelvis against him.
"I was feeling his muscles, in his arms, in his back."
She lowered herself onto him. She slammed herself onto his dick. She put her mouth up to his ear.
"I just closed my eyes and leaned my head against his chest. It was so nice..."
She was breathing hard now.
"And then he put his hand on my chin. He pulled my face up. And he kissed me."
Her muscles clenched and her body contracted and she yelled out. Mike exploded inside her.
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The Beginning
This is a cuckolding story. It involves a man watching his wife get seduced in front of him. If that's not your thing, you won't like it.
John sat on a barstool, angled so he could see the table without looking obvious. He watched over the rim of his glass.
Erica was laughing.
Her head was tilted slightly, a smile on her face. She was sitting close to him now, one heel hooked around the leg of the chair. The man leaned toward her when he spoke. Her eyes sparkled as she listened.
John felt the familiar tightening in his chest.
This was the game.
Their game.
--
It had started innocently enough, more than a year before, almost as a joke. At the airport. Having a drink before boarding. John went to use the restroom. When he came back, Erica was deep in conversation with some guy. He was younger, good-looking, dressed in a sharp suit. One look at Erica made John chuckle. She was flirting. She had a smile on her face. Her body was leaning toward the man, her eyes locked on his as he spoke.
Grinning, John made an out-of-character decision. Instead of returning to the bar, he sat in a chair at one of the tables in front. It would be funny when she looked up and saw him watching.
When he sat, he assumed it would only take a minute or two before Erica noticed he was gone and looked up and saw him. He was wrong.
John watched them for five minutes, 10 minutes, 15.
At first, John found it humorous. But as he watched, something changed. He had never seen Erica like this. At least, not since they were dating.
Her elbow was on the bar. Her hand toyed with her hair. She never looked away from the man. Never broke eye contact. When he made a joke, she laughed and patted his shoulder as she leaned back and took a drink.
She was obviously attracted to the man, so attracted that she apparently forgot she was at the airport with her husband.
That thought annoyed him. Could his wife really forget about him completely? Apparently, she should.
John was struck by how beautiful Erica was. She was a stunning woman. Forty-six years old and barely a wrinkle on her face. Dazzling blue eyes, long dark blond hair, and a body honed through hard workouts--every morning, no days off.
John saw the man taking in the same thing. He saw the guy, thinking he was subtle, checking out her legs and peeking down at her full breasts pressing against her sweater.
To his shock, John felt himself getting excited. Was it this new vision of his wife, seeing her as the stranger saw her? Or was it simply the fact that another man was eyeing her body?
At that moment Erica glanced up and saw John. He laughed at her reaction. It played out instantly on her face: surprise, confusion, slow realization, embarrassment. She started to turn, to get up from the stool. He shook his head and smiled at her. She gave him a quizzical look. He gestured for her to continue. She didn't know what to do.
John held up a finger, telling her to hold on for a second. He picked up his phone and started typing.
Having fun?
He watched her turn back to the bar when she heard her phone buzz. When she did, she saw the man looking at her. "Sorry, I have to check this," she said. She picked up the phone. John saw the uncertainty in her face. She looked up from the phone, thinking. She typed.
What's going on?
John read. He saw her glancing back at him over her phone. He shook his head and smiled at her.
Just enjoying watching you flirt
He saw surprise on her face. She typed.
Not flirting. Just waiting for you to get back
He was grinning now. She saw it.
Yes flirting
All good
Coming back over now
John got up. He walked over behind Erica and put his hand on her shoulder.
The man flinched.
Erica seemed flustered too, but she recovered quickly.
"Dave, this is my husband, John."
Smiling, John reached out his hand.
Dave stood and took it. They shook. "Nice to meet you John," he said. "And nice to meet you Erica, but I should really be getting over to my gate."
He looked around for his bag and grabbed the handle. Turning back, he held out his hand. A smile spread across Erica's face. She shook his hand. "It was nice meeting you too, Dave."
Dave walked off, pulling his bag behind him.
--
On the plane, Erica broke the silence first.
"So," she said lightly, as if testing the word. "About the bar..."
John didn't take the bait.
She turned slightly toward him. "Why didn't you just come back and sit down when you got back from the bathroom?"
"I don't know," he said. "It just seemed like a fun thing to do."
"Fun?" she said.
"I don't know, it was funny. Watching you flirt," the words came out awkwardly.
"I wasn't flirting."
He made a face. "Did you enjoy talking to him?" he asked.
She shrugged. "Sure. He was nice."
John tilted his head. "Did you think he was attractive?"
She answered quickly. "Don't be stupid John."
"That's not an answer," John said.
She smiled and shook her head. "I don't know. He was good looking, I guess. I hadn't really thought about it."
John looked at her, unconvinced. "I think you were attracted to him."
She frowned. "Why would you say that?"
"I could tell," he said, grinning at her. "The way you were being all flirty. Gazing into his eyes. Playing with your hair. Touching his arm." His voice grew a little sharper despite himself. "You didn't even notice I was gone."
She shook her head. "That's not true."
"Yes it is," he said. "I timed it."
She blinked. "You what?"
"I was gone 20 minutes," he said. "You didn't look up once."
She stared at him, then burst out laughing. "You timed me?"
"I did," he said defensively.
She laughed harder, then finally raised her hands. "Okay, okay. Fine. Maybe he was attractive. Maybe I was flirting a little."
John nodded, relieved and unsettled at the same time.
Then she tilted her head. "If you were so worried about it, why didn't you just come over?"
"I don't know. I just thought it was funny."
She smiled and raised her eyebrows. "Did you think it was hot? Watching that guy hit on me?"
He shook his head too quickly. "It wasn't that. I was just..."
His face betrayed him. A flush crept up his neck.
She laughed, softer this time. "Oh my god," she said. "You did think it was hot."
"No," he said, but now he couldn't meet her eyes.
"Yes you did," she said, delighted. "It turned you on watching me flirt with that guy."
He finally looked up. "Maybe," he admitted. "A little."
She grinned. "I knew it."
--
That might have been the last of it, except for an amazing coincidence the next night.
They ended up at a hotel bar. Again, John got up to use the restroom. Again, when he came back Erica was talking to a guy. Some businessman. John grinned. He settled into a table and watched until the man's co-workers came and dragged him away to dinner.
He texted Erica.
You are such a flirt
He watched her pick up her phone and read. She looked around the bar and saw him.
And you are such a pervert
Later, back in their room, as they were getting into bed, John teased her.
"You're a married woman and you can't go a full day without flirting with some guy at a bar."
"Oh God shut up," she said.
"What was his name?" John asked.
"Ben," she answered.
"What does Ben do?"
"If you really want to know he's a banker. In town to visit a client."
"Does he make a lot of money?"
"I think so. He said they flew in on a private plane."
"A private plane? He just happened to mention that?"
She smiled at him. "Yes it just happened to come up."
"Did that make him more interesting--that he flew in on a private jet?"
She thought for second. "Yes," she said laughing, "actually it did."
"Did you find him attractive?"
She hesitated, thinking, for just a second before responding. "Maybe. Was it hot watching me talk to him?"
"I don't know if it was hot. It was entertaining," he said.
She reached down. "Oh God you're so hard! It did turn you on!"
He grabbed her wrist and moved her hand inside his boxers. She pulled it away.
"Oh no," she said, grinning at him. "You get none of that until you answer." Giggling now as he wrestled with her wrist she said, "Was it hot watching me talk to him?"
He grinned back at her. "So the only way I can get hotel sex with you tonight is if I tell you I thought it was hot watching you flirt with Banker Ben at the bar?" he asked.
She smiled and nodded.
"In that case, it was the hottest thing I've ever seen."
She laughed. She worked her hand back down into his boxers. "You're joking about it but I think you really did think it was hot."
She moved her lips up to his ear and whispered. "I think it made you hard."
He closed his eyes and gave a little moan as she stroked his dick.
He slid his own hand under the covers, down her tummy and into her panties.
He ran a finger down her pussy lips.
He opened his eyes, grinning at her.
"Look at you," he said. "You're raring to go already."
"Shut up," she said, coyly.
He leaned up to her ear and whispered. "I think Ben the Banker made you wet."
She moaned as he slid his fingers inside her.
"Did you like getting hit on by Ben the Banker?" he whispered.
"Mmmmmmmmm," she said. She closed her eyes and nodded.
He fingered her, pressing his knuckle against her clit, the way she liked it.
She jacked him off.
"Did you think he was hot?" John whispered again, his face pressed hard against her ear.
She was breathing hard. Her eyes were closed. She put her head back into the pillows. She stroked his cock.
She didn't answer.
"Did you think Ben was hot?" John whispered again
With her eyes still closed, she nodded and whispered, "Yes."
John exploded in her hand.
--
A few weeks later they did it again.
John hadn't been able to get that night out of his mind. They hadn't talked about it, but for some reason his thoughts kept coming back to the image of Erica, with her head back against the pillows admitting that she found Ben hot. And about how it had made him cum instantly in her hand. And about how hard she had come after, with her eyes closed. And how they'd fucked furiously only an hour later. And how Erica initiated sex again the next morning.
They didn't say anything to each other, but something about the experience had revved them up in a way they hadn't felt in years. John couldn't stop wondering if they should do it again, and thinking about how he could make it happen again. After obsessing about the thought for weeks, he thought, "Fuck it," this has to happen.
On a Friday night, they went out to eat. John picked a restaurant they didn't usually go to. When they got there, John asked Erica if she wanted to get a drink first. She agreed. But as she slid onto a bar stool John stepped back. "I've gotta go to the restroom," he said.
"Ok," she said, nonchalantly looking down at the cocktail menu. "What should I get you?"
"Don't get me anything yet," I want to look at the list. "But order for yourself."
She nodded without looking up.
He went to the restroom. But instead of going back to the bar, he positioned himself at a high-top two-top table against the wall.
He saw the bartender bring Erica her cocktail. It was something brightly colored, probably some gin concoction.
Erica looked so good, he knew it wouldn't take long for someone to approach her.
He picked up his phone. He texted. Have fun
He watched her look down at her phone. He saw puzzled look, and then the realization. She slowly looked around. She spotted him at his table.
She looked at him uncertainly.
She typed:
Seriously doing this?
He replied:
Yep
He saw her eyebrow raise.
She typed:
You sure?
He replied:
Yep
She looked back at him. She smiled. She turned back to the bar. She slid her phone into her purse. She sat for a moment, looking ahead.
Sure enough, within a few minutes a man walked in and asked Erica if the stool on her right was open. John saw her nod yes and the man sat. The man was tall, maybe a few years younger, wearing a black polo tucked into nice jeans. He started reading the menu.
When Erica turned to the man and tapped him on the shoulder, John almost jumped out of his chair and walked over. Holy shit she was actually doing this! He felt real fear.
When the man leaned over and started talking to Erica John's heart started pounding. This was different than before. It wasn't a jokey whim on vacation. He'd left his wife up at the bar to talk to strange men... and here she was, initiating a conversation!
This was too much. Too much for him. Again he almost slid off the chair stool and walked over. But then he thought of that passionate night at the hotel. How turned on they'd both been. How they both finished three times. He wanted all that again so badly. "Screw it," he thought.
As Erica and the man talked, it hit John a way he hadn't expected. He saw Erica's bright smile. Her eyes sparkled as she looked at the guy. John's stomach sank. It suddenly occurred to him: They weren't so far from home. What if someone they knew came in? One of their friends. How would this look?
He finally stood up, ready to call it off. But at that moment Erica glanced around the room, just briefly, and found his eyes. She raised her eyebrows, a small smile on her face. He shrugged at her, asking if she was OK. She nodded, smiling, and turned back to the man.
John sat back down.
Erica flirted like it was second nature. She knew he was watching, so she pushed it. John took it in. He was nervous, almost shaking. When it seemed like Erica was enjoying herself, he felt jealous. Later, when she'd had a drink and it seemed like she was really enjoying it, he felt painfully jealous--and painfully turned on.
That night in bed was explosive.
It became a regular thing. To their kids and the babysitters, they were just enjoying a new hobby, trying new restaurants in surrounding towns. But for them, it became an adventure that gave them both a thrill when they were out and made them feel like teenagers again.
--
Of course, things didn't stay the same and they didn't always go as planned. One night, Erica was talking with an older man and he asked her to dance. There was a band. Couples were up having fun. She hesitated. She glanced back at John, but the man was looking right at her. She felt pressured. She thought. She smiled. She said, "Sure."
John was shocked-- and turned on beyond words. Watching Erica dance with the man was like seeing her in another world. Like she was on a date. It was incredible to see her this way--to see her, again, almost through the man's eyes. Her legs emerging from her long skirt, her full breasts against her shirt, her eyes lit up as she danced.
And the way she looked at the man. They way she kept her eyes on his as she grooved, smiling and laughing with each move.
When the man touched her John felt a stab. The man reached out his hand. Erica took it and allowed him to lead her, to spin her. When Erica spun back to face him his hand rested on her hip and they swayed together, looking into each other's eyes, grinning.
The song ended and they returned to bar. After that, Erica often danced with the men she met at the bar.
--
Things didn't always go as planned. One night, Erica was talking to a younger man. He was burly, with a beard. She was enjoying herself so much that she lost track of time. They didn't dance, but they did drink. And they stayed late. And just when John was thinking of signaling her that it was time to go, the man kissed her.
They had been talking. He said something low, that she couldn't hear. He leaned in and spoke into Erica's ear. He reached up and turned her face toward him and kissed her.
From across the bar John saw her react. She was caught off guard. She raised her hand to his shoulder to push him away. But for just a second she just rested her hand on him and they kissed. She broke away. He saw her apologizing. Shaking her head. She took his hand and patted it. She got up, grabbed her purse, told him she had to go. She hurried outside. John watched the man watch her. Saw him hungrily looking at her ass as she left the bar. Then John got up and met her outside.
After that, they both realized that playing this game had real stakes. If Erica kept flirting with men at bars, drinking with them, laughing with them, dancing with them, eventually they were going to shoot their shots.
--
"What was it like?" John asked later that night.
She was lying next to him in the bed. Her shirt was off. One of John's hands felt her bare breast. The other was inside her panties. He ran two fingers up and down her pussy lips. They were dripping.
"I was so shocked," she smiled at him. "I couldn't believe it."
He laughed. "Me neither."
He pushed his fingers deeper inside, still stroking from top to bottom, bottom to top.
"Mmmm that feels good," she said.
"Did it feel good when he kissed you?"
"I don't know. I was so surprised, I just pushed him off before I could even think."
"Not right away," he said.
"What do you mean?"
"I mean you didn't push him off right away. You kissed him for a second first."
"I did?"
He nodded. "It's OK. Tell me." He slid his two fingers deep inside her.
"Ohhh..." she moaned.
He fingered her slowly. "Tell me," he said.
She let him pleasure her for a few seconds. Then she sat up slightly and reached her hand into his boxers.
"You're so hard," she said. She stroked him.
"When he kissed me I was so shocked. My reflex was to raise my hand and push him off. But..."
She stopped talking. She jerked him off as he fingered her.
"But what?"
She looked into his eyes. She got up and climbed on top of him.
She put her face down right next to his.
"When I put my hand on his shoulder, it was so big. So firm."
She reached down and held his dick and guided it into her pussy. She lowered herself onto him.
"And the way he was holding my head. The way he just turned my face and kissed me."
She ground her hips into him.
"It was so hot," she said. She bounced on his cock.
Finally, she leaned down and kissed him.
"But then I remembered you were watching," she whispered. "And I pushed him away."
They fucked.
"But if you weren't there, I might not have."
He exploded inside her.
--
They never discussed rules. But the kiss set a precedent. A man had kissed Erica. She had, even just for a moment, enjoyed it, and kissed him back. And John hadn't objected. Hadn't gotten mad. Instead, he asked her about it later. He got hard when she spoke about it and exploded when she described how it felt.
In both their minds there was now a distinct possibility that Erica's flirting at the bar could turn into something more. It raised the stakes. It made every night out more tense, exciting and erotic.
That brought them to tonight. John sitting at the bar, sipping his bourbon and watching his wife laugh at something said by a well-dressed man with salt and pepper hair.
Something was going on.
The man leaned in close and said something low into Erica's ear. John watched her face change. The smile fell away. Her eyes widened, then narrowed. She pulled back from him, confusion on her face, and alarm.
The man was smiling.
John's grip tightened on his glass. He watched the man place a hand lightly on Erica's forearm, watched Erica shake her head, watched her lips form words he couldn't hear. She looked shaken--genuinely shaken.


John immediately forgot the game and stood, protective instinct flaring.
He took one step forward.
Then the man laughed softly. Said something else. He leaned back. His posture changed--less aggressive, more reassuring. Erica responded. They spoke back and forth, quietly but intensely. She still looked unsettled, but the panic in her eyes softened. Slowly, cautiously, her shoulders eased.
John stopped where he was, watching.



Erica's stomach dropped.
The man had leaned in, voice low, conspiratorial.
"That man at the bar has been watching us."
The words hit Erica like ice water.
She stared at him, pulse roaring in her ears. "What?" she said too quickly, already turning her head. "Who?"
He nodded casually toward the bar. "That guy. In the sport coat. He was watching us when we were sitting there. And when we came over here, he turned his whole stool around."
Her stomach flipped. The room felt suddenly too bright, too loud. She forced a small laugh. "I'm sure you're imagining things."
But she wasn't convincing--even to herself.
"Is that your husband?"
She shook her head automatically. "No--" she started.
He raised a hand, cutting her off. "Hey. It's okay. You don't have to lie."
She pushed her chair back, instinctively preparing to stand. "I--I should go."
He placed his hand on her forearm. Not forcefully. Almost... reassuringly. "Stay," he said softly. "It's really OK."
She sat, dizzy, her thoughts tumbling. He kept talking, calm and almost unbothered. He told her he understood. Told her it didn't bother him. It was hard for her to focus on the words.
She looked at him like he was speaking another language. "Really?" she asked, barely above a whisper. "You don't... care?"
He smiled. "It is your husband, isn't it?"
Heat flooded her face. She nodded once, mortified.
He laughed. She found herself laughing too, half hysterical.
"So," he said, eyes bright, "he likes watching you flirt with men in bars."
She wanted the floor to open up and swallow her. She nodded again.
"I'm so embarrassed," she said. "I should go."
"No," he said easily. "Don't."
She looked at him, stunned.
He leaned back, studying her. "You got all dressed up for a fun night out," he said. "You're here. You look incredible. Why leave?"
He leaned in again, slower this time. He gave her forearm a gentle squeeze.
"In fact," he murmured, "this could be a chance to really give your husband something to watch."
Her breath caught.
He was grinning.
"Let's give him a show."
He slid a bit closer, still smiling.
She was starting to recover. Her heart was still racing, but she was starting to think more clearly. Maybe this wasn't the end of the world. Maybe this could still be salvaged. Maybe it could still be fun. Maybe it was...an opportunity.
She hesitated, her mind slowly working through the possible scenarios.
Then she nodded.
He smiled.
He leaned forward slowly, deliberately, almost theatrically, and kissed her. It was unhurried and deep. He placed his hand on her shoulder and pulled her close. She kissed him back. He pulled her closer still. One hand went to the back of her head, holding her gently. The other slid around her shoulders, pulling her in.
It was an amazing kiss. Her arms reached out almost involuntarily, reaching around his torso, feeling the firm body beneath his shirt.
Erica's head spun. The boldness of this man. The shock that she and John had been caught. The fear of consequences. The confusion. The thought of John at the bar, clueless, watching them kiss. The feel of the man's hand, as it fell from her shoulder and squeezed her waist and moved up to her...
She blocked him when the hands wandered too far, placing a firm palm against his chest. He respected it instantly, dropping his hand and pulling back, smiling like it was part of the game, and kissing her again.



At the bar, John stood frozen.
He couldn't believe what he was seeing--his wife kissing another man, deeply, openly, confidently, right in the middle of the bar. This wasn't just harmless fun. No drunken peck on the lips at the end of the night. This was his stone sober wife making out with someone. In public.
The fact that she was doing this actually hurt.
He could see her hands, wrapped around the man's waist. He saw the man's hands, gripping her mid-section, rubbing through the dress, moving.
How far is this going to go?
And beneath that thought, inevitable and undeniable:
God, what is tonight going to be like when we get home?
--
The man stroked Erica's cheek, slow and deliberate, then pulled back just enough to look at her.
"That was amazing," she said, a little breathless.
He nodded, smiled. "It was."
He took her hand, threading his fingers through hers. He seemed to be thinking.
"What?" she said.
He hesitated for a moment, looking at her. Then he smiled. "Do you want to give your husband a real show?" he asked quietly. "One he will never, ever forget?"
Her heart thudded. The room felt distant, like she was underwater. "What are you thinking?"
He grinned. "What's his name?"
She blinked. "His name?"
"Yes," he said easily. "Your husband's name."
"Why?" Her voice wavered.
"Don't worry," he said. "It's part of the show."
She swallowed. "John," she said finally. "His name is John."
The man's grin widened. He turned in his chair and raised his voice.
"John!"



The sound of his name hit like a hammer.
For a split second, he was sure he'd imagined it.
He didn't imagine it. Erica had turned in her chair. She was staring straight at him.
His stomach dropped. His vision tunneled. He felt heat rush to his face, then drain away, leaving him cold and unsteady. His first instinct was to stand. His second was to flee. His third was to disappear entirely.
Erica looked stunned--then panicked. She reached for the man's arm. "Stop," she said urgently.
But the man was smiling, unbothered. "It's fine, Erica," he said loudly. "Let's all just have a drink together."
John couldn't move.
Erica turned back to John, eyes searching his face. He could see the question there--the plea. What do we do?
He shook his head slightly, like she'd lost her mind.
"John!" the man was calling loudly now and gesturing.
Erica gave a panicked look... and then a small, helpless shrug. She nodded.
John felt sick.
John's anger flared. How they fuck could she do this to him? As he looked around the room, embarrassment flooded him, thick and suffocating. Every instinct screamed that this was wrong, that he should stop it now. Just bolt.
Almost against his will, he slid off the barstool and walked toward the table. Each step felt unreal, like he was moving through a nightmare.
As he reached them, the man stood.
"Alan," he said cheerfully, holding out his hand.
John stared at it, blank. His mind had gone completely empty.
After a beat that felt endless, he took the hand.
Alan's grip was firm. He squeezed, just enough to make the point unmistakable. John met his eyes, startled.
"You must be Erica's husband," Alan said with a smile. He gripped John's hand for another moment. Finally he released him.
"Let's sit down and have a drink," Alan said.
John looked around. Two chairs. That was it.
Alan glanced around, holding his hands out almost dramatically. "Ah," he said. "Let me get it."
He slid his chair closer to Erica, then grabbed another chair from a nearby table and placed it opposite them. He sat back down beside Erica. Looking right at John, he draped his arm around her shoulders.
John froze.
The image burned--this man's arm around his wife, his body angled toward her, inviting John to sit across from them.
Erica was staring at him. She didn't know what to do. She was watching to see what John did.
"Come on, John," Alan said pleasantly. "Sit down. One drink won't hurt. Right, Erica?"
She looked torn. Then she took a breath. "John... sit down," she said softly. "Let's just have one drink."
John's world tilted.
He nodded. He sat.
The room was spinning. His eyes focused on Alan's hand, resting on Erica's shoulder. John saw Alan's thumb moving, rubbing slow circles through the through the fabric of her dress. John expected Erica to pull away. To move his hand away.
She didn't. She looked flustered. But she didn't' move.
John's chest tightened painfully.
That's my wife, he thought. Erica.
And I'm sitting on the other side of the table while another man holds her.
Alan flagged down the waitress.
"We'll have another martini," he said, nodding toward Erica's glass, "and another Jack and Coke." Then he looked across the table. "John--what can we get you?"
John stared at him, the words taking a second too long to land. His heart was still pounding, his thoughts scattered like papers in the wind. The waitress was glaring at him. "Uh," he said finally. "Bourbon. Rocks."
The waitress nodded and walked away.
Silence settled over the table.
John thought of how it must look to everyone else in the bar. From the outside, Erica and Alan were the couple. An attractive, relaxed, happy couple. Alan's arm was around Erica's shoulders almost casually. His fingers traced slow, absent-minded patterns along her upper arm.
Erica still didn't pull away. She looked uncomfortable, but didn't move. She looked at John.
John sat, opposite them, hands clasped too tightly around his empty glass.
Alan watched the waitress walk away. He looked around the bar, to the band warming up in back. As he did, his hand slid onto Erica's on the table. He glanced around the room, stroking Erica's knuckles, slow and familiar.
Erica made eye contact with John. She raised her eyebrows, questioning, and gave him a small smile.
He saw Alan turn back, looking at her, taking her in. John knew what he was thinking. John was thinking the same thing.
It struck him how beautiful she was. All those early mornings at the gym and afternoons on the treadmill and weekends at the yoga studio had worked magic. She was thin and blonde. Her breasts pushed out against her dress as she sat at the table. She in her 40s and she was still one of the hottest women in the bar.
And the way Alan looked at her, hungrily, lustfully, made her even hotter.
Alan reached down and pulled Erica's chair closer. He leaned his head in toward her and said something that John couldn't hear.
Erica smiled.
The smile cut John. He struggled to catch his breath. Emotions flared: Jealously, hot and instinctive. That's my wife. Anger, sudden and uncontrollable. How dare she sit there and laugh with him? How could she do this to me? Fuck her. Embarrassment. What was he doing? What was wrong with him? Why didn't he stop this? Was anyone looking? Had they noticed?
As he glanced around the bar he felt something else. Something darker, more unsettling. He was hard. His cock was pushing against his trousers. Seeing her allow Alan to hold her. Knowing what Alan must be thinking. Feeling how much Alan desired her--and realizing that she also desired Alan.
He tried to control his breathing.
Alan looked around at the three of them, then smiled. "Awkward!"
Erica nearly spit out her drink.
John didn't react at all.
Erica was laughing hysterically. She punched Alan's arm. "Alan, don't be a dick," she said.
He chuckled. "Hey--this doesn't have to be weird. I don't judge anyone. Whatever anyone's into is fine with me." He shrugged.
"Besides...," he said. He reached down and grabbed the leg of Erica's chair. He pulled her a little closer still. He looked at John. "...isn't this what you came to see?"
He leaned in to kiss her.
She lifted a hand instinctively to his chest and pushed him away.
He laughed. She laughed.
The waitress returned. She handed out the drinks.
As she turned to go, Alan put his hand on her shoulder. "Hey--when you come back, could you bring my girlfriend a glass of water?"
Erica smacked his shoulder. "Alan, I said don't be a jerk."
He laughed. "Sorry. It just seemed funny."
"It's not," she said--but she was smiling.
"Sorry, honey," he said. He leaned in and kissed her cheek. She let him.
She was smiling. She looked at John and rolled her eyes.
"This isn't something we usually do," she said to Alan. "And we've never done anything, like this," gesturing to the three of them.
"No judgements," Alan said. "As long as everyone's having fun."
"As long as everyone's having fun," she repeated.
They both looked at John.
Sweating under their gazes, he took a sip of his drink.
Erica smiled at him.
Alan turned to Erica. "Do you want to dance?"
She didn't answer right away. Instead, she looked at John. "Can I dance with Alan?" she asked.
John didn't say anything.
She smiled--gentle, reassuring. "One dance," she said. "Then we'll leave."
John nodded.
Erica looked at him. A small smile spread across her face.
Alan stood and offered his hand. Erica, still looking at John, took it.
Alan helped her out of her chair. He never let go of her fingers. Still holding her hand, he led her away from the table. They walked toward the back of the bar, where a man sat on a stool playing guitar, the music slow and intimate.
John watched them wind through the tables, his heart pounding in his chest, dread rising.
He watched Erica walk. Her long legs stepping carefully through the room. He ass in her dress. Her breasts, heavy against her dress, showing more skin than John remembered.
Something caught his eye. John wasn't the only one watching. He saw other men, younger men, checking her out as she walked to the dancefloor.
He noticed the music for the first time. It was just one guy, with an acoustic guitar. He was playing that song, Hey Ho, by the Lumineers. There were a handful of people dancing. They all sang together as he hit the refrain: I belong with you, you belong with me, you're my sweetheart.
Erica was singing. She walked, holding Alan's hand. She was smiling and bopping her head slightly, singing the words. Alan watched her, grinning.
Erica and Alan were having fun.
They danced to the song, looking at each other, Erica singing along, Alan shuffling in front of her.
The song ended. The musician strummed his guitar. The first chords of a song. John didn't recognize it at first. But it was slow.
He saw a grin break out on Erica's lips. She said something to Alan. He responded and stepped into her, placing his hands on her waist and pulling her closer. She leaned in.
She was singing again. The song was Fade Into You by Mazzie Star. One of Erica's favorites.
They started cautiously.
Just dancing.
Alan's hands rested at her waist, proper, almost polite. Erica kept a small amount of space between them, her posture upright, careful. John felt a brief, irrational relief at that distance.
The music shifted--slower, warmer. John could see Erica's lips moving.
I want to hold the hand inside you. I want to take the breath that's true.
Alan's hands slid from her waist to her lower back.
Erica stiffened for a beat. John saw it clearly. She reached down and gently caught one of Alan's wrists, guiding it back upward.
Alan said something close to her ear. She listened. She laughed. He let his hand settle again--this time a little lower than it had started. She left it.
John's pulse quickened.
Alan pulled her closer.
Erica's eyes were closed. She was singing, Fade into you.
Their bodies were touching now, chest to chest, moving together. Erica's hands shifted, sliding around his neck. She leaned in, not fully surrendering but no longer resisting.
She looked back to John. She didn't smile. She didn't speak. She just locked eyes and rested her head on Alan's chest. She closed her eyes, dancing contently.
It hit Alan like a wave. Sadness. She was enjoying this. Jealously. How far was she going to go. Anger? I can't believe she's actually doing this.
But seeing her there, swaying to the music, snug in Alan's arms, with her head against his chest, he felt deeper currents as well. It was unsettling and thrilling.
Alan's hands began to roam.
One slid up Erica's back, fingers spreading just below her shoulder blades. The other drifted down again, this time to her hip, resting there with unmistakable intent. John saw Erica tense once more, her hand coming down to stop him when his grip pressed a little too low.
She shook her head.
Alan nodded, accepting the boundary--but he didn't relent. Instead, wrapped her even closer. John saw her hesitate, but slowly, subtly, she softened. Her body molded into his. Her head fell back on his chest.
John felt lightheaded.
He told himself to stand. That's enough. This had all gone far enough. But his feet stayed planted, his hands gripping the edge of the table.
Alan lifted a finger to Erica's chin. John froze, understanding immediately what he was doing.
John felt a jolt of panic--She'll stop him. She'll look back at me--but she didn't.
Alan gently guided her chin upwards, so she was looking right up at him.
He leaned in, slowly, and kissed her.
It was a real kiss. Not a peck. Not a long kiss, but a real kiss. A kiss between lovers.
She didn't resist. Her hands tightened at his neck. She kissed him back.
John couldn't breathe.
The kiss ended.
John watched for Erice to look back to him. To make eye contact. To tell him everything was OK.
She didn't.
Alan did.
Their eyes met across the room. A grin--just for John. A satisfied grin.
Then, deliberately, without breaking eye contact with John, Alan's hand slid again down Erica's waist and onto her ass.
All John could do was sit there, exposed and aching, watching another man cup his wife's ass. And even more powerfully, watching her let it happen. Watching her succumb. Watching her enjoy it.
Alan looked back down at her. He smiled. She looked up and smiled back. They kissed again.
This time, when the kiss broke, Erica did turn back to John.
She leaned her head into Alan and locked eyes with her husband.
She looked back up. She pulled Alan's head down. She kissed him. She was smiling, teasing. They laughed and kissed again. This kiss deepened. Alan's hands responded, pulling her ass into his body.
John was stunned. He took a gulp of the drink. He was angry. He was... hard.
He watched them make out. Alan kissed Eria along her neck, slow, deliberate. Erica looked back at John. Her breath hitched. She held Alan's head, her fingers flexing in his hair. She tried to keep her eyes on John, but the effort showed--her expression tightening, control slipping.
Then she broke.
Her eyes closed. Her head tipped back, exposing her neck as Alan kissed doen below her ear.
John felt sick.
The song wound down, the last chord hanging in the air before dissolving into applause and low chatter. John watched as Erica and Alan slowed, their bodies still close, still moving even after the music had ended.
Alan didn't let go.
He kept his arm around her as they turned and began walking back toward the table, his hand firm at her waist, guiding her through the crowd as if it were the most natural thing in the world. John's chest tightened as he watched them approach, together--a couple returning from the dance floor.
When they reached the table, Alan leaned in and kissed her again before sitting. Not rushed. Not apologetic. John felt heat rush to his face as if everyone around them must be watching.
They sat. Alan slipped one arm back around Erica's shoulders. His other hand settled casually on her knee.


John's body reacted, his pulse quickening, jaw tightening, a sharp spike of jealousy followed immediately by a traitorous rush of excitement.
They all lifted their drinks. John took a sip of bourbon he barely tasted.
Alan spoke easily, as if they were old friends. "I really enjoyed dancing with your wife," he said, looking directly at John. "She's so beautiful."
John nodded stiffly. He wanted to punch Alan. For a second he thought he might.
Alan turned to Erica. "Did you enjoy it?"
She looked at John as she answered. Held his gaze. "Yes," she said softly. "Very much."
That twisted deep in John's chest.
Alan reached over, cupped Erica's chin, and gently turned her face toward his. Never taking her eyes off John, Erica allowed him to kiss her.
They sat quietly after that, sipping their drinks. Alan's hand returning to Erica's knee, thumb moving in slow, absent-minded strokes. John watched every movement, every shift of her body as she subtly accommodated him.
Alan's attention stayed on Erica now. Erica's eyes came back to John.
She held his gaze as Alan's hand moved higher along her leg, slow and deliberate, stopping just short of where her skirt ended. John's breath grew shallow. His thoughts scattered--this is too far... I can't believe she's doing this. When will she stop him?
Alan kissed her neck. Lightly at first. Then more slowly.
Erica didn't break eye contact with John. Not until the sensation clearly overwhelmed her. Her head tipped back again, eyes closing, a breath escaping her lips before she caught herself.
John sat there, helpless.
That was when she stood.
"It's time to go," she said suddenly.
John blinked, disoriented. Alan looked surprised. "What?"
Erica straightened her dress, composed again in an instant. "We have to go."
She turned to Alan. "Thanks for the drinks."
Then she smiled at John. "And the dance."
John pushed his chair back and stood, still trying to catch up. Alan rose as well, smoothing his jacket, recovering quickly.
"Do you have to go?" he asked. "I was hoping for one more dance."
"We really do," Erica said gently.
"I had a wonderful time," Alan said. He stepped in, took her in his arms, and kissed her again--longer this time. She kissed him back with unmistakable enthusiasm.
John felt like the floor had dropped out from under him.
When they finally broke apart, Alan smiled, then said, almost casually, "Would you take my number? In case you ever want to do this again."
Erica looked at John.
The moment stretched. She was searching his face--waiting for something. Permission. Objection. Anything.
John couldn't speak. The realization that his wife was about to get another man's number sent his mind into chaos
Erica turned back to Alan. "Yes," she said. "That would be great."
John felt the words land like a punch.
She took Alan's number.
John stood there, stunned.
Erica stepped around the table. She took his hand. Without another word, she led him out of the bar and into the night.
--
They got into the car and shut the doors. The quiet enclosed them.
Erica turned toward him without a word and kissed him--hard, urgent, her hands sliding into his hair, pulling him close. He kissed her back just as fiercely his hand digging into her sides.
She pulled her lips off his. "That," she said breathlessly, forehead resting against his, "was the hottest thing I've ever done."
She waited for him to say it too. To laugh. To agree.
He didn't.
She pulled back slightly, searching his face. "What's wrong?"
"Nothing," he said quickly. He grabbed her, hard, and kissed her again.
His intensity turned her on even more. She moaned.
They made out. He gipped her firmly.
She put her hand on his chest and pushed him back gently. "Are you mad?"
"Forget it," he said. "Let's just--"
"No," she said. "Tell me."
He tried to kiss her again but she pulled away.
"What do you want?" he asked.
"I want you to talk to me. Are you OK?"
"OK? Should I be OK? After that?"
She looked into his eyes. "You didn't like that?"
He looked back. "Did I like it? Did I like my wife humiliating me in front of a room full of people? Did I like being a third wheel with my own wife? Watching you kiss him in front of me. No. No I didn't like it."
She nodded. "I'm sorry baby," she whispered.
She stared into his eyes. She reached out to him. She put her fingers on his chest. She slowly slid her hand down his shirt, to his lap.
"But you're so hard," she said, still in a whisper. "Let me help. Let me make it up to you."
She unzipped him. She reached inside his pants and pulled out his dick.
She leaned over, resting her head against his, whispering into his ear. "I got you so hard," she whispered. She started stroking him. "You got so hard watching me with Alan. I'm sorry baby."
She lowered her head. She took him inside her mouth.
He groaned.
She pleasured him with her lips. She reached in and squeezed his balls. She jerked the base of his cock.
His legs pushed against the car floor. His hands clamped on her head. He exploded in her mouth.
When he was done. She rose and leaned back over. She grabbed a tissue from her purse while he started the car. She cleaned herself up as he backed out. When he put it in drive, she reached over and took his hand. She held his arm close and slid over, nestling against him. She rested her head against his shoulder. She stayed that way for the entire drive home.
--
The night with Alan and the blowjob in the car became the fuel for their bedroom activities for the next month.
The first time, later that night, Erica started tentatively. She knew John was upset about the way it had gone down. But she also knew that was so turned on that he had blown his load about 5 seconds after her lips touched him in the car.
"Oh my, God, it was so hot dancing with him tonight. Should I tell you about it?"
She took his hand and put it on her panties. He instinctively started rubbing.
"It was so exciting. The whole thing. It was thrilling. I was terrified."
She worked her hand into his boxers and started stroking.
"And then, when he asked me to dance, my head was just spinning. He took my hand and led me away, to the dance floor. And then he held me. John, his hands were so big and strong.
John's cock was straining toward the ceiling. Her pussy was dripping onto the sheets.
"Oh my God John fuck me. Fuck me right now."
John climbed on top of her. She grabbed his dick.
"We don't need any lube tonight," she whispered. She shoved his cock inside her.
"Oh my God," John thrusted, once, twice. On the third time he exploded inside her.
She squeezed him close and kissed his face while he finished.
He rolled off.
"Don't move," she said.
She reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out her vibrator.
She clicked it on. She wrapped John's arm around her shoulder and guided his hand to her breasts.
When she came minutes later, they both knew who she was thinking about.
--
They repeated that scenario, over and over again. Over time, John started asking questions. Asking about what the experience felt like. What Alan felt like. What the kisses were like. Finally, on the fourth of fifth night, he broached the subject.
They had started the way they usually did: with their hands down each other's pants, gently pleasuring each other as they spoke.
"What was it like sitting at the table with him?" John asked.
"The table?" she replied tentatively. "What do you mean?"
"You know," he said. "Sitting there at the table. With him. With me on the other side."
"Oh yeah," she said. She didn't say anything else for a few moments. She just stroked him, looking up at the ceiling.
Finally she got up, climbed over his leg, and positioned her face in front of his throbbing cock. She stroked it. She took the tip of it into her mouth and wrapped it with her tongue. She looked up at him.
"It was the most exciting thing I've ever done," she said with a smile. She engulfed his dock with her lips and sucked him off.
When she released him they were both breathing hard.
"It was thrilling. It was like we were kids and we got caught doing something."
She sucked him again. She stopped. "You know what I mean? It was like... terrifying at first, but that just made it all so... so... I don't know vivid? Like my adrenaline was on overdrive."
She looked up at him now. "Do you know what I mean?"
He thought for a moment. He nodded.
She smiled and took him back into her mouth.
She stopped. "When he called your name it was so... surreal. I mean, it was like the whole world slowed down. Like getting into a car accident or something."
She smiled up at him again. "Do you know what I mean? Was it like that for you too?"
He nodded.
"No," she said. "Tell me," she said
She sucked him aggressively and let him go with a pop.
He didn't say anything.
"Tell me," she repeated. "What was it like for you?"
He didn't say anything. She let go of his dick. She sat back. "I want to hear." She gestured to his dick. "No more of that until you answer."
She smiled at him and waited.
"I was shocked," he said.
She smiled at him and lowered herself toward him. She kissed his cock, all the way up one side, and looked up. She raised her eyebrows, telling him to continue.
"The whole room was spinning," he said.
Erica kissed down the other side of his cock and waited.
"And I was... I was..."
She wrapped her lips around him and took him deep inside her mouth.
"You were what, John?"
He was breathing hard now. "I was... I was so mad. And... embarrassed."
She pleasured him with her mouth.
She stopped to see if he continued. He didn't.
"I know," she said. "It must have been so embarrassing."
She sucked him again.
"It must have been so hard to sit down, across the table from us."
He moaned as she sucked him.
"And watch him put his arm around your wife."
She moved down and massaged and his kissed balls.
"And order me a drink like I was his girlfriend.
He groaned as she moved back up and swallowed his cock.
"Watched him kiss me."
He grabbed the back of her head and fucked her mouth.
She took it, gagging, and then popped her head back.
Catching her breath, she looked up at him.
"Was it hard to watch that? Watch him with your wife?"
He nodded.
"But you liked it, too?"
He tried to pull her head back to his cock but she avoided him.
"Did you like it?" she asked again.
"No. I couldn't believe you were letting him do that," he said. John was almost gasping for breath now. "Right in front of me. Right in front of the whole restaurant."
She held his cock against her face.
"It made you angry? At me?"
He nodded.
She nodded back.
"But did it make you hard? We're you hard, sitting on the other side of the table, watching Alan put his arm around me? Were you hard watching him kiss your wife?"
He didn't answer. She pulled away from him.
"Answer me, John."
He nodded.
She sucked him.
"I knew you were hard, John. I knew it because Alan was right."
He took a hard breath. "What?" he asked.
She could feel him getting close. She slowed the motion of her mouth, up and down.
"He was right," she said. "That moment, of you watching us. Watching him kiss me. That's what we were there for."
She grabbed his balls and sucked him furiously. He exploded in her mouth.
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The Beginning Part 2: Not in My Club
This story is a continuation of The Beginning, so it's best to start there. However, this story does probably include enough background to work as a stand-alone.
This is also a cuckolding story. It involves a man watching his wife get seduced in front of him. If that's not your thing, you won't like it.
Erica was electrified by the change in her life.
For 20 years as a wife and mother Erica had enjoyed the attention of men from a distance, as a mildly pleasant background soundtrack to her daily life. But since she and her husband John had started playing their "game," glances from men carried a new weight. Now, when she caught a man appreciating her appearance, her mind instantly went to the possibility. What if she met him at a bar, while they were playing their game? What would it be like? She found herself looking back at men in a way she never had before--or at least hadn't since she got married. She looked at their eyes and their faces and their hair and their bodies. She imagined what it would be like talking to them, flirting with them, kissing them.
It made every day a thrill. In the morning, as she was getting dressed, she found herself assessing her outfits from a new perspective: Do I look sexy? She remained allergic to trashiness, but she found herself gravitating to the pants and skirts that best showed off her ass and to tops that hugged her chest just a little tighter, or showed just a peek of cleavage. To the outfits that would catch the eyes of the men and maybe fuel a little fantasy to liven up her day.
This new energy felt like waking up after a long sleep. Thinking about it like that made her feel guilty. Her marriage to John was not like being asleep. No, her relationship with John was the best thing in her life. Life with John and their two children brought her more pleasure than she could have ever imagined.
That made it hard to rectify their new hobby with this happy existence. Of course, Erica was enjoying the game. Who wouldn't? It was like getting a pass to act like a young single girl again, with full permission.
But she felt a constant sense of worry. Worry that something would go wrong. That she would make some mistake. Go one step too far. And then John wouldn't be enjoying it. He might be furious. Or hurt. Or lose trust in her. It could put everything she valued most at risk.
Thinking about it in those terms, it made absolutely no sense to keep doing this. The risks were just too high.
But she knew she wasn't going to stop. She was having too much fun. And she knew he was too. She just had to be careful. To always let him know that he was her world. That she wasn't going anywhere, that he was her one and only love, that they were doing this together, for both of their enjoyment.
That meant making sure he was a full participant.
Their recent experience with Alan had changed her perspective. While flirting with Erica, Alan had noticed John at the bar, watching them. Guessing John was Erica's husband, Alan had called him out and loudly asked him to join Alan and Erica at their table for a drink. John had sat across the table as Alan made a show of putting his arm around Erica, holding her hand, and finally kissing her--right in front of her husband.
The whole thing had been traumatic for both John and Erica. But it also revealed something to Erica. Until then, whenever they played their game, John was positioned across the room, watching her. What she realized was that, at that distance, he was a passive observer. Sitting there at the table with Eria and Alan, he was part of it. He was consenting to it. And he was experiencing it, up close, right in his face. Erica didn't quite understand it, but she realized that sitting at that table made it harder and more awkward for John, which somehow made it even more of a turn on for him.
And then, when they left Alan behind and went home, she knew it was her responsibility to close the circle with John, to let him know that it was all just a game, designed to heighten passion between the two of them. To reconnect and let him know how much she loved him.
It was a delicate balance, and possibly a dangerous one. It was always in her thoughts. Was it worth it? Was the risk just too much? When could they do it again?
All those questions rushed into her head when John approached her in the kitchen.
"So, it's your birthday next week," he said. "I thought maybe we could leave the kids with your mother and do an overnight in the city to celebrate. You know, get dinner, have some drinks... do some dancing."
John didn't dance.
Her initial reaction was something close to euphoria. A full night playing the game? With no kids to go home to, no curfew? She was almost shaking with excitement.
But then another thought occurred. No curfew? A night in a hotel room? Could John be telling her something? She felt a wave of fear. Could it be? They had never really talked about... where he saw all this going. Could he really want that?
Even if he did, even if that's what he meant, she wasn't sure she could do it. Wasn't sure she wanted to do it. Of course she fantasized about fucking the men she flirted with. That was the whole point after all, wasn't it? But that was just a fantasy. She had never really thought about it happening, until now.
But maybe that's not what he meant at all. Maybe he just wanted to have a fun night out playing their game without worrying about coming home to the kids.
Should she just come out and ask him?
No, she thought. She couldn't do that. What if that thought had never entered his mind? What if he just wanted to take her into the city for her birthday. If that was the case, bringing up that question would be like just asking him if she could fuck someone else. No, she couldn't introduce that idea. It would have to come from him.
But then her mood brightened again. She didn't have to worry about any of this. John wanted to take her into the city to dance and flirt all night. That's all she had to do. Just go out and enjoy herself, and make sure John enjoyed himself as well. And then take him back to their hotel room and fuck the shit out of him.
She smiled. "That sounds great, John. I'll call my mom."
--
The night at the bar with Alan played on repeat in John's brain.
Watching Erica and Alan flirt. Seeing the connection develop as they got more comfortable. Seeing the sparkle in Erica's eyes after she had a couple drinks. Seeing Alan getting more confident, leaning in, touching her, finally kissing her. Sitting at the bar, watching them make out, right at the table, in the middle of the bar, right in front of everyone.
And then, the shift. The fear in Erica's eye. The terror in the pit of his own stomach when Alan called out: "John!"
The confusion. The embarrassment. The horror at what was happening.
He vaguely remembered stepping across the bar to the table. Alan holding out his hand and introducing himself, inviting John to join them for a drink. Join THEM for a drink. And then, Alan, pulling up a chair for John--on the other side of the table. Alan, sitting back down, his chair close up against Erica's. His arm wrapping around her shoulders. A grin on his face.
John remembered sitting there, across from them. As Alan's hand rubbed Erica's shoulder. As they shared a laugh, a laugh that John thought came at his expense. He remembered the feeling of terror when he realized that someone they knew could walk into the bar and see Erica, on a date with some strange man, her husband sitting submissively across, watching.
He remembered them dancing. Mostly, he remembered how Erica enjoyed herself. How her eyes lit up and the smile spread on her face. How the mood changed and Alan held her, and how she allowed him to do it. How she let him pull her hips into him. How she leaned into him, how she looked John dead in the eye and rested her head on Alan's chest.
How Alan kissed her. And how his wife kissed him back, right on the dance floor, right in front of a crowd of people. How their hands wandered. How she closed her eyes and put her head back with pleasure.
He remembered them coming back to the table. The way Alan locked eyes with him and grinned triumphantly. How Alan snuggled up next to Erica and how she snuggled back into him. He remembered Alan's arm around her shoulder, his other hand starting on her knee, and then casually working its way upward.
He remembered how Erica looked at John, holding eye contact as she reached up and kissed Alan again. He remembered the primal discomfort sitting at the table as his wife made out with another man...
He remembered every moment. Every glance. Every second of humiliation and heat.
He knew it was wrong. He knew that their game put everything he prized in danger. He knew it might change the way Erica saw him, might make her think he was weak, less of a man, broken or perverted.
He knew that every time Erica flirted with some attractive guy, every time she let some man kiss her in a bar, there was a risk, a risk that Erica might develop feelings. That she might start to see one of these men as better or stronger or more desirable than him.
He saw the change in Erica. The way she dressed. The new... confidence? The way she engaged more with men. The way she smiled at them without even realizing she was doing it. The way she held eye contact. She seemed more... alive.
But he kept coming back to one point: Erica wasn't only more alive with others, she was more alive with him too. Their relationship had never been better. They had never been more affectionate, more considerate, more playful. They had never been this close. And the sex. Good God the sex. Replaying scenes from the bars, and fantasies about what Erica could have done next, sent them both to places they'd never been.
Somehow, this dark thing he had set in motion had actually been good for both of them, good for their relationship. At least to this point.
He knew he shouldn't push it. Every day he mentally ticked through a long list of reasons why he should never want to do it again. But he did. It was all he could think about.
That brought him to Erica's birthday weekend. He'd been looking for an opportunity for them to go out for a night and not have to worry about getting home to relieve the babysitter. The opportunity to have some drinks, to stay out late, to see what happened.
He knew he wanted to see Erica go farther. The thought of it made him instantly hard. He just didn't know how much farther. He wasn't thinking about bringing anyone back to the hotel room. He wasn't ready for anything like that. They weren't ready. But he did know that, late at night, after a bunch of cocktails, after hours of hot dancing, Erica might start getting... carried away. That thought, of Erica getting so swept up in the moment that she almost forgot he was there and went for it, pushed him over the edge.
So he suggested the overnight.
--
John planned carefully. He researched. He booked a nice hotel. He made a dinner reservation at a semi-famous place. And he found the bar.
It was perfect.
Loud and bright near the entrance. A younger crowd. Energy. And then, in the back, flickering candles and low couches where sultry couples lounged and listened to electronic music. A place where things could happen.
--
John stood in the window of the hotel room, hands in pockets, staring out at the city lights. He had dressed carefully -- dark slacks, nice shoes, a crisp white shirt open at the collar, sleeves rolled. He looked good. Put together. Confident.
At least, that was the idea.
Inside, he felt anything but confident.
The bathroom door had been closed for nearly twenty minutes. He could hear faint movement--fabric rustling, the click of makeup compacts, the familiar rhythm of his wife getting ready to go out.
When the door finally opened, he turned.
And swallowed.
Erica stepped out of the bathroom.
The dark red dress hugged her waist and hips before falling in a smooth line to just above her knees. The neckline dipped low enough to provide just a glimpse of the flesh pushing against the fabric below. The back was cut low.
Her hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders. Her makeup sharpened her features--eyes darker, lips glossy red.
"How do I look?" she asked, posing with a hand on her hip.
"Incredible," he said. "You look incredible."
She liked that answer. She smiled and looked at herself in the mirror.
He watched her watching herself. He had a sudden realization. She wasn't dressing up for him. She was dressing up for... them. For the men who would be seeing her tonight. For the men she hoped to tantalize, to attract, to... not seduce, but to almost seduce. To pretend to seduce. To start to seduce.
The thought made his pulse jump.
She walked over to the bed and sat down. She picked up her heels from the floor.
She looked up at him as she slipped the first one on slowly, adjusting the strap with deliberate calm.
John felt himself getting hard. Those heels were not for him.
She pulled on the second shoe. She smiled at him and stood.
She checked herself in the mirror.
"So what do you think? Will I'll get any looks tonight?"
There it was. Out in the open.
"Yes."
She smiled at him again. She stepped closer, slow and measured. "Would you like that?"
"Yes," he said softly.
She put her arms on his shoulders.
"What should I do if someone starts talking to me?"
His heart thudded. "What do you want to do?"
She smiled wider. "Maybe I'll talk back. See how charming he is." She paused, watching him carefully. "Would that be OK?"
He paused. He nodded.
She wrapped her arms around him, so their faces were just inches apart.
"What if he's soooo charming?"
He didn't answer. She grinned.
"What if he's so charming that I can't help myself?"
He still said nothing. She moved closer.
"What if I can't resist him," she whispered. "Can I kiss him?"
Her lips were just millimeters from his.
"Tell me I can kiss him, John."
"You can kiss him."
She kissed him.
--
Dinner was unexpectedly romantic.
Electricity flowed between them, unspoken, but undeniable.
They held hands across the table. Looked into each other's eyes. Their conversation flowed easily, fueled by anticipation.
John watched Erica talk. He noticed her laugh, the tilt her head. He felt proud. Incredibly lucky. Nervous.
She watched him too. She noticed the way his foot tapped, the way he quickly knocked back his first drink. She knew what was going through his mind. The doubt. The fear. The eagerness.
After dinner, they walked hand in hand through the city. When they reached the bar, John stopped.
"Well this is it."
She laughed. "This is it."
"You go in first," he said. "I'll come in after a few minutes."
"No," she said. "Let's go in together."
He was surprised. The memory of sitting across the table from Erica and Alan flashed through his mind. "Are you sure?"
"Yes," she said. Calm. Certain.
He nodded, heart pounding.
They stepped inside together.
--
It was loud. It was bright. It was packed. The bar crowed spilled back into the tables to the side, groups of men and woman talking, laughing, balancing expensive cocktails.
Erica squeezed his hand and led him inside.
As they made their way to the bar, it occurred to John that they looked like nothing more than your typical older married couple out on a date night. The thought made his stomach churn, thinking about what they might look like to everyone later.
How is this actually going to work? he wondered.
Until now it had been simple. Erica appeared to be alone and available at the bar. Now, it was obvious she was here with her husband. He started to think they'd made a mistake.
A stool opened up and Erica slid onto it. John couldn't help but notice her legs as she climbed up, the sheer tights gleaming under the lights, and the heels that dangled from her foot when she sat. Damn she was sexy.
Erica leaned against the bar. John saw the way her breasts rested on the dark wood. He was already getting turned on. She ordered a martini. John, standing next to her, ordered bourbon.
As she waited for her drink Erica scanned the bar. A grin spread across her face as she saw a younger guy on the other side of the bar already checking her out. She adjusted a strand of her hair. She could feel the snugness of her dress on her body under the man's eyes.
She turned back and looked at John. It hit her that this might all be a bit harder than she expected. Men don't tend to approach women standing next to their husbands. She was going to have to be proactive. She smiled to herself: One she marshalled up the courage, it would be fun, striking up conversations with men at the bar.
Their drinks came. She turned to John. "Cheers," she said.
He clinked glasses. "Cheers."
They sat for a moment, not really talking, just checking out the crowd. They listened to the music. Erica tapped her hand and sang along. John thought she looked radiant.
"Excuse me," a voice said behind her.
She turned slightly.
A man, mid-thirties and dark hair, reached past her for his drinks resting on the bar.
"Sorry," he said with a quick smile.
"No, you're fine," she replied. This was it, she thought. She smiled at the man, holding his gaze a fraction longer than necessary.
John watched the exchange closely.
The man glanced at her again, noting the eye contact. "Busy tonight," he said.
"It is," she said lightly. "Cool place, though."
He nodded. "It is."
"Good looking crowd," she said, looking right at him.
He blushed. "Yeah... I guess it is."
He didn't know what to say. He looked back to the bartender and collected his drinks.
"Have a great night," he said.
"You too," Erica replied.
As the man secured his drinks he glanced at John. John nodded in acknowledgement.
The man smiled again at Erica and walked back to his table.
Erica turned back to John, a big grin on her face.
John raised an eyebrow. "That was fast," he said.
"I didn't do anything."
"You told him he was good looking!"
She laughed. "Maybe."
John took a sip of bourbon, steadying himself.
--
They sipped their drinks. They chatted occasionally, but mainly they just watched the crowd and listened to the music. To anyone watching, they were just another slightly bored married couple. In reality, they were both busting with excitement, waiting.
About 15 minutes after the first exchange, another man tried to squeeze into a narrow opening between Erica and a couple to her right.
"Sorry," he said. "Didn't realize this was the most popular square foot in the city."
Erica shifted just enough to make space. "It's prime real estate," she replied lightly.
He smiled at that. "It'll get more crowded later."
Erica turned so she was facing him. "Really? Seems like it's already wall-to-wall."
The man leaned an elbow on the bar, waiting for the bartender's attention. "First time here?" he asked casually.
"Yes," Erica said. "We're just trying it out."
"We?" he repeated, glancing briefly at John.
"My husband," she said simply, nodding toward John without breaking her relaxed tone.
The man's eyes flicked to John again -- quick assessment, polite nod. "Well it's a great bar. It's gets a little crazy sometimes. The girls will probably be up dancing soon."
"And I'll be with them," Erica said.
He laughed. "Is that so?"
"Absolutely," she said, smiling. "Don't go anywhere. You don't want to miss it."
He laughed. "I won't." He looked at Erica and John. Thought for half a second. Then spoke. "Maybe I'll have to ask your husband if I can have a dance."
She laughed back. "You don't have to ask my husband anything. I'll dance with you."


He grinned. "You're on," he said.
She tilted her head. "How old are you?"
"Thirty-two," he answered.
She raised her eyebrows.
The man just stood there, the smile still on his face. He looked at Erica. Looked at John. "Too young?"
"Not at all," she said smoothly. "You just.. come off as older."
John felt a tightening in his chest.
"Older good or older bad?" the man asked.
"Older good. Confident. You seem confident for 32," she said.
The man studied her with open curiosity now. "Thanks." He thought for a moment. "So how old are you?"
"Old enough that it is not appropriate for you to ask," she said.
He laughed. "That's not an answer."
"Forty-five," she said evenly.
He blinked again, this time genuinely surprised. "No chance."
She smiled. "I'll take that as a compliment."
The man paused, holding her gaze. The amused smile plastered on his face.
For a moment neither of them said anything.
Then Erica tilted her head slightly and added, almost offhand, "I like compliments. I could do one more."
He laughed again, surprised but clearly pleased. He looked again at John, thinking.
John stared ahead, across the bar, pretending he didn't hear any of this.
The man studied her. He looked her up and down. "Well," he said, choosing his words carefully, "That dress was a very good decision."
John couldn't resist. He turned to watch the exchange.
Erica blushed. "Now that's a compliment," she said, taking a long sip of her drink.
John was stunned by the quick escalation. He felt the urge to stop it, to reassert himself as her husband. But he didn't. Instead he stared across the bar, avoiding the man's gaze, caught between embarrassment and a sharp, undeniable rush.
The bartender arrived, sliding three drinks in front of the man. The spell broke slightly as he reached for them.
"I should probably bring these back before my friends think I got lost," he said.
He looked at John first. "Nice meeting you."
John nodded automatically. "You too."
Then the man turned to Erica.
She spoke first.
"What's your name?" she said.
"Tyler," he said.
"Well Tyler, I'm Erica. Hope to see you later."
The words hung in the air.
John's stomach flipped. She had never been that direct before. Not right in front of him. A flash of self-awareness followed, the sudden realization of how he must look to the man, to anyone watching. And beneath it, unwelcome but unmistakable, came excitement.
The man blinked once, clearly not expecting it. His eyes moved over her again -- appreciative, lingering -- before he smiled.
"Don't worry," he said easily. "You will."
He gave John one last glance, then disappeared back into the crowd.
--
Erica ordered another round of drinks. Their third. This could get wild, John thought.
After a few minutes, the two people sitting beside Erica finished their drinks and stood.
As they put on their coats, John moved for the stool.
He stepped forward, angling toward the seat.
But someone else moved faster.
A young guy slid onto the stool. Late twenties, maybe younger. Tall, wearing a fitted quarter-zip and expensive sneakers.
He smiled at John and shrugged.
"Yo," the guy called over his shoulder, waving toward the entrance. "Over here!"
Three more men pushed through the crowd. They had finance-bro energy, quarter zips and Patagonia vests, voices just a little too loud from drinking.
They crowded around the two stools beside Erica, shoulder to shoulder.
John hesitated, then stepped back to where he'd been standing before.
Erica watched him walk back. She smiled at him.
The guys flagged down the bartender.
They ordered drinks and launched into overlapping conversation -- deals, gym stories, complaints about bosses.
"...I'm telling you, he moved the meeting again," one of them was saying. "Fourth time this week. At this point I think he's fucking with me."
"That's because you keep accepting the invites," another shot back. "You're rewarding bad behavior."
"Bro, it's called professionalism."
"No," a third said, laughing, "it's called being scared of your boss."
They all started talking at once, voices overlapping.
Erica listened, sipping her drink, clearly amused.
They laughed, bumping shoulders, completely absorbed in themselves.
Then the loudest one said, "So that Tinder date I went on Thursday, it was crazy. The chick was pretty hot, but she sat down and started interviewing me. It was like she was HR and I was applying for a job."
"Did you walk her through your resume?" one said, laughing.
"Did you tell her your biggest weakness?" chimed in another.
Erica let out a small laugh before she could stop herself.
All four heads turned toward her at once.
She lifted her glass slightly. "Sorry," she said. "It's just that... you're right. She was probably interviewing you."
Their chatter stopped. They were all listening.
She shrugged. "She was interviewing you to see what category you're in."
"Tell us about these categories," one of them said.
Erica hesitated. "You really want to know?"
"Absolutely," another said. "This is good stuff. Insider information."
She set her glass down.
"Okay. There are.. let's see.. I guess there are four categories," she said. "Women put men in four categories. First there's this one: Absolutely Not, So Let Me Think About How I Can Get Out of Here as Fast as Possible Without Causing A Scene."
They groaned in unison.
"That was definitely your tinder date," said one of the guys. Everyone laughed.
Erica held up her hand to get their attention. "Second is: Kind of Boring But Could Have Some Potential With Some Work.
"That's brutal," one said.
"That's actually the most common," she said. They all laughed.
"Third: Husband Material. That's when the girl is sitting there imagining making out with the guy and introducing him to her parents."
"What's the fourth?" someone asked.
"The fourth is rare, but every girl has run into it. It's: I know This Guy is Horrible and Will Eventually Hurt Me But He's So Fucking Hot I Can't Stop Myself."
"That's me," said one guy, drawing guffaws from the group.
"So, seriously" another asked, leaning closer, "where do we all fall? What category"
She looked down the line slowly, studying each of them with exaggerated seriousness.
"The interview's still in progress."
They burst into laughter.
Names were exchanged quickly -- Mark, Tyler, Chris, and Evan -- though John, watching from behind Erica, barely registered which was which.
Erica introduced herself and shook each of their hands.
"So what brings you out tonight?" one asked.
"Just a fun night in the city," she said lightly.
"Celebrating?"
"Something like that."
One of the guys nodded to John. "That your husband?"
Erica followed his gaze.
"Yes," she said casually, then added with a playful shrug, "but don't worry about him. I'm having more fun talking to you guys."
John felt heat rush into his face. A mix of embarrassment and disbelief surged through him. He knew -- intellectually -- that this was part of the game. But hearing it spoken aloud, casually, publicly, shifted something inside him.
The guys laughed approvingly.
"Respect," one said. "Honesty."
They began competing for her attention-- asking questions, telling stories, teasing each other to make her laugh.
John watched as she became the center of gravity. Their bodies angled toward her. Their jokes aimed at her reactions. Her laughter came easier now, shoulders relaxed, eyes bright.
"We're gonna get you a drink," one guy said. "And one for your husband. What's your husband's name?"
"John," Erica said.
"John what can we get you?"
John turned to the group. He tried to make it look like he was noticing them for the first time. "Makers Mark on the rocks, thanks."
"You got it, John."
John sensed mockery in the guy's voice. He looked at Erica. She gave him a little smile.
The conversation loosened after that. Fueled by alcohol and bravado, the boys competed, trying to outdo each other by making the conversation increasingly suggestive.
The alcohol was affecting Erica as well. She was well into her fourth drink. She was overly animated, playful, sharp, confident.
Buoyed by the drinks, she slipped into the rhythm of the bro conversation. She touched one guy's arm while laughing, rolled her eyes at another, and traded teasing insults like she'd known them all forever.
It culminated in this. One of the guys, John thought his name was Chris, was telling a story about hooking up with a girl. She was giving him head. It ended badly, messily. It was a funny story and they all burst out laughing.
When they caught their breath, another guy, Kyle, turned to Erica. "So Erica, tell me. Honestly. I've always wanted to know. Do girls really like giving blowjobs?"
John, watching out the corner of his eye, saw Erica blush. The guys had finally gotten to her.
Then she looked at him and smiled. "Not all the time," she said. "But if it's a great dick, there's nothing better."
They exploded. People at the bar turned to see what was going on. Chris and Evan almost fell over laughing so hard.
Erica stood.
"I need to find the bathroom," she said.
"I'll guard your seat," one offered immediately.
"You better," she laughed, slipping away into the crowd.
And suddenly John was standing beside an empty stool surrounded by four men who turned toward him almost in unison.
The noise of the bar felt louder now.
He became painfully aware of his posture, his hands, where to look.
"Your wife's cool, man," one of them said.
They laughed.
John forced a smile, unsure if it was friendly or mocking.
"Yeah, thanks for letting her hang out with us," another yelled.
John wasn't sure how to answer that.
He took a sip of his drink just to buy time.
"What do you do?" one asked.
"Consulting," John said.
"Ah," the guy replied, exchanging a look with his friends. "Makes sense."
John couldn't tell what he meant.
They turned back toward each other, conversation restarting.
John stood there beside her empty stool, feeling exposed.
When Erica came back from the bathroom she looked flushed, energized, a loose strand of hair falling across her cheek as she tucked it back behind her ear.
The conversation among the guys faltered when they saw her.
And then the opening chords hit the speakers.
Mr. Brightside.
The reaction in the bar was immediate -- a ripple of recognition, voices rising, people cheering from different corners. A group of girls ran into a corner and started dancing.
Erica turned to John, already slipping her purse from her shoulder and pressing it into his hands.
"I'm dancing," she announced.
She didn't wait for a response. Didn't ask if he was coming or look to the guys at the bar.
She just turned and walked away.
John stood there with her purse, watching as she moved through the crowd. There was a confidence in her stride now. The dress moved with her, snug on her legs, her wiggling ass, her breasts.
He became suddenly aware that the guys beside him had all gone quiet.
They were watching her too.
One of them gave a low whistle under his breath before catching himself.
John felt a strange surge: pride, disrespect, anger, excitement.
Erica didn't look back.
She headed toward the far side of the bar where the cluster of women -- mid-twenties, loud and carefree -- had carved out a makeshift dance floor in the corner. They were already singing along, arms in the air, drinks abandoned nearby.
She slipped into the edge of their circle, welcomed instantly.
From across the room, John watched her bop into motion -- hair bouncing, shoulders loose, completely absorbed in the music.
Around him, the guys shifted, still tracking her with their eyes.
John put her purse down on the stool next to him and watched.
--
John heard one of the guys beside him yell, "Fuck it. I'm going in."
He thought the guy's name was Kyle.
John turned just in time to see him push off the bar, drain the last of his drink and set the glass down with intent. Kyle moved through the crowd with a determined gait.
John watched Kyle reach the edge of the space where Erica was laughing with the group of younger women. For a second she didn't notice him -- then she did.
Her face lit up.
A wide smile spread across her face. John felt it like a physical reaction in his stomach.
Kyle said something and Erica leaned closer, lowering her head so she could catch his words. Kyle bent toward her ear to reply. They both laughed.
They danced.
They started dancing in parallel -- bouncing to the beat, exaggerated movements matching the anthem energy of the song. Everyone around them was singing, jumping, pointing at friends during the chorus.
But after a few seconds Erica's attention locked onto Kyle.
She stopped dancing for a second and just watched him, hands on her hips, putting on an expression of mock amazement -- eyebrows raised, mouth open -- clearly teasing him about his moves. Kyle laughed and doubled down, spinning once dramatically.
She clapped, laughing harder.
John felt the eyes beside him shift.
The other guys at the bar had gone quiet again. He could feel their attention moving -- from Erica and Kyle dancing, to him, then back again. They weren't saying anything, but he could sense the question hanging there:
What's he going to do?
John took a slow sip of his drink just to give himself something to do with his hands.
On the dance floor, Erica was fully in it now. Singing along loudly, hair falling forward as she moved. Kyle mirrored her energy -- athletic, confident, close but not touching.
When the chorus hit again, the crowd screamed it out. Erica threw her head back laughing, then turned back toward Kyle, pointing at him as they shouted the lyrics together.
John felt so lucky. She looked incredible. Sexy. Magnetic. Then came the jealousy. Kyle was easy, carefree, young and good looking, and Erica was loving it. And then anger. Anger that Erica had convinced him to sit with her at the bar, and then left him to dance with this guy, while his friends watched and judged.
Beneath all these feelings was the familiar, unsettling thrill that rose from deep inside him when he saw Erica making eye contact with Kyle on the dance floor.
She was lost in the music -- and in this young man.
As the song built toward its final refrain, John realized his heart was pounding.
The song rolled into its final stretch, louder now, the entire bar singing along, voices crashing together with the music.
Erica's confidence was growing. She mirrored Kyle's movements. When he exaggerated a step, she laughed and challenged him back with one of her own -- a quick hip sway that drew cheers from the nearby girls dancing with them.
Kyle's reaction was immediate -- mock surrender, hands raised -- then he stepped in again, smiling wide.
John's pulse hammered.
The last chorus crashed to an end, voices shouting the final line in ragged unison. For a brief second there was that shared pause -- the collective inhale that follows the end of a great song.
And then the opening beat of Hot in Here dropped.
The mood in the room flipped instantly.
Cheers went up. Someone near the bar yelled, "Let's go!"
Kyle's friends surged forward as one.
They invaded the dance area, the tight energy of the previous song dissolving into something looser and more chaotic. The guys spilled into the space, clapping, pointing at each other, hyping themselves up.
Erica laughed as the four guys surrounded her in exaggerated, ridiculous dancing. One attempted an over-the-top move that made her double over laughing. Another one spun into the younger girls nearby, nearly losing his balance and drawing a burst of laughter from everyone.
They rotated around Erica, each taking a turn dancing beside her for a few seconds before switching off, the whole thing playful and wild.
For two more songs they stayed out there, jumping and laughing, the group expanding as strangers joined in. Erica blended easily into it, hair slightly messy now, cheeks flushed, moving without self-consciousness.
A few minutes later Eric backed away. She slipped away from the group, weaving back through the crowd toward him.
John straightened instinctively as she approached.
"You survived," he said as she reached the bar.
She laughed and reached for her drink. "That was fun."
She leaned against him,-- a small gesture, but unmistakably intimate after the activity of the dance floor.
Behind her, the guys had lost interest. They were dancing with the younger women, laughing loudly.
Only Kyle lingered for a second, glancing back toward the bar as if deciding whether to follow Erica. Then one of his friends pulled him into the circle and he laughed, giving in, disappearing back into the chaos.
John stood and Erica slid onto her stool, slightly breathless, cheeks flushed. She reached for her drink and took a long sip, then leaned her forearms on the bar.
John handed her purse back.
She smiled at him. "You look very serious over here." She sounded tipsy.
"I was observing," he said.
"Observing," she repeated, amused. "Is that what we're calling it?"
He shrugged, trying for casual. "You seemed like you were enjoying yourself."
She laughed. "They were fun. You should've seen your face when Kyle ran out there."
"I didn't make a face."
She leaned closer. "You absolutely did."
He shook his head, but a reluctant smile pulled at the corner of his mouth.
She nudged his arm lightly. "Relax. We were just dancing."
"I know."
"Kyle is cute, though," she said.
John's chuckled, but it came through a tightened jaw.
She caught it instantly and smiled wider. "Oh wow. There it is."
"What?" he asked.
She leaned closer. "Don't pretend you're not enjoying this."
He looked at her -- flushed, alive, clearly enjoying herself -- and shook his head slightly. "I'm actually not sure that I am."
She rolled her eyes. "I saw you. You were having fun watching me dance."
"I don't know how you could have seen me, you never even looked over here," he replied.
"Oh is that it?" she asked. "You're upset because you think I forgot about you?"
He didn't answer.
"To be honest, out there, surrounded by all those hot young guys, I kind of did."
She laughed and kissed him.
He smiled.
She laughed again and studied him. "You're cute when you pretend you don't like this."
He didn't answer.
She softened just a little then, bumping his shoulder gently. "Hey," she said. "I came back, didn't I?"
He nodded.
She laughed and gave him a kiss.
Erica finished her drink and slid off the stool, smoothing her dress.
"I'm going to run to the restroom," she said. "I need straighten up after all that dancing."
John nodded, handing her purse back. "I'll be here."
He watched her walk away, weaving through the crowd, still carrying the loose energy of the dance floor. She looked relaxed, still bopping to the music.
Halfway across the room, someone stepped into her path.
John recognized him immediately -- the man from earlier at the bar, the one she'd joked with, the one she'd told she hoped to see again.
The man reached out lightly, touching her arm to get her attention.
Erica turned.
Her face lit up. It was a broad, genuine smile that made John's stomach tighten. Her hand rose automatically to her hair, smoothing it back as she listened.
They began talking.
John didn't' need to hear them to know what was going on. He watched her laugh -- head tipping slightly forward, eyes locked on the man's face. She touched his arm briefly as she responded to something he said.


The conversation stretched.
Too long.
What are they talking about?
He watched the way Erica listened, leaning in, her expression bright and engaged. The man said something that made her laugh again, softer this time. Her eyes lingered on his.
A warning sensation crept into John's chest.
This felt different.
Not the playfulness of flirting at the bar. Not the group chaos of the dance floor. Just the two of them, absorbed in conversation.
Erica placed her hand briefly on the man's shoulder as she replied, nodding as if agreeing to something. They laughed again. Then she gestured toward the restroom, said something, and slipped inside.
The man turned and walked down a hallway toward the darker back section of the bar.
John watched him go.
A few minutes later Erica returned.
"What happened?" John asked.
Her smile faded slightly. "I'm... a little nervous telling you this."
"Telling me what?"
She lowered her voice. "It's absolutely OK if you don't want to. We don't have to."
"Want to what?" he said, sharper now.
She glanced down, then back up at him. "That guy from earlier. He asked if I wanted to get a drink in the back."
John stared at her.
She rushed to add, "It's totally fine if you're not cool with that. Seriously. We can just stay here."
He searched her face.
"But you want to," he said.
She smiled -- small, almost shy -- and nodded.
A weight crashed down on John.
He looked at his wife. Her cheeks were flush the dancing and excitement. Her eyes seemed slightly glossy from the drinks, and he could smell the alcohol on her breath.
Every instinct told him to say no. To end it. To pull her close and walk out.
Instead, he heard himself say, "OK."
Her smile widened and before he could process it she leaned in, kissed his cheek, and turned.
She was gone almost immediately, moving through the crowd and toward the hallway.
Too fast.
John watched her disappear.
The noise of the bar seemed to dull around him.
And then he noticed Kyle.
Across the room, Kyle stood near the corner with his friends and the girls they'd been dancing with. He was watching.
Watching Erica walk away.
Watching John watching her.
Their eyes met for a brief second.
John looked away, his stomach sinking.
His wife had just walked into the back of a bar with another man, and people were noticing.
People were watching.
And for the first time that night, John didn't feel excited.
He felt alone.
--
John sat at the bar staring into his drink long after the ice had melted.
At first he told himself to wait. Ten minutes. Maybe fifteen. She would come back smiling, energized, ready to tell him about it -- the way she always did. The way the game was supposed to work.
But the minutes stretched.
Every laugh around him felt louder. A reminder he was sitting here alone.
Then he noticed Kyle's group again.
They had migrated to a corner table with the girls from the dance floor, drinks spread everywhere. One of the guys glanced toward John -- then said something to the others.
Kyle turned.
John saw it clearly this time.
A finger pointing in his direction. Heads turning. One of the girls covering her mouth, whispering something back. Another looking toward the hallway Erica had disappeared down.
They were talking about him.
About her.
His face flushed instantly, heat crawling up his neck. He felt exposed.
What am I doing?
Humiliation settled heavily in his chest.
This had gone too far. The fun had drained out somewhere along the way.
Screw this, he thought.
He stood abruptly.
Without looking back, he walked toward the hallway.
The corridor stretched longer than he expected. The noise faded as he moved away from the main room, the bass from the front dissolving into something softer. A heavy curtain hung across the end.
He pushed through.
Everything changed.
The back room was quiet, almost hushed. Electronica music drifted softly through hidden speakers. Candlelight flickered across low tables and worn leather couches. Conversations were muted, bodies leaning close in shadows.
John stopped just inside, eyes adjusting.
He didn't see her. Then, the far corner.
Erica sat on a couch beside the man.
They were kissing.
This wasn't playful. It wasn't a quick peck. It wasn't a show Erica was putting on for John. This was a passionate, long, wet make-out session in the back corner of a dark lounge.
John froze.
The world narrowed to that single image. He felt detached from his own body, watching from somewhere outside himself as seconds stretched unbearably long.
The man glanced up. Saw John. He tapped Erica's arm and pointed.
She turned.
Surprise flashed across her face, quickly replaced by composure. She stood, smoothing her dress, adjusting her hair. Calm.
She walked toward John. She took his hand. "Come on," she said gently, as if nothing were wrong.
She led him back to the table.
"John, this is Tyler. Tyler, John."
Tyler stood quickly, uncertainty all over his face. He shook John's hand, grip tentative.
"Hey," Tyler said.
John nodded automatically, barely hearing himself respond.
"John is going to join us for a drink," Erica said brightly to Tyler, gesturing to the chair across from them.
Before John could process it, she sat back down and pulled Tyler gently by the arm so he sat beside her again. Tyler looked stunned -- confusion flickering across his face as he glanced between them, unsure of what he'd just stepped into.
"It's OK," Erica said softly, patting his arm. "Really. It's OK."
Then she looked at John. "Sit."
He hesitated. She gave him a look. He sat. In the chair across the table. Facing his wife and this young man on the couch.
The candlelight made everything feel unreal.
"So," she said casually, as if hosting guests, "Tyler works in real estate downtown. He just moved here last year."
Tyler nodded awkwardly.
"He lives in Brooklyn, near Prospect Park," Erica added, smiling.
John felt like he was watching a conversation from underwater.
"He just turned 32," she continued lightly.
John blinked.
She smiled at John -- knowingly -- then continued, "And he plays competitive soccer. Like, serious leagues. Multiple nights a week."
Tyler laughed nervously. "It's just--"
"No," she said, squeezing his arm. "Don't be modest."
Her hand lingered there.
Then she looked directly at John.
"John knows that I've always thought that soccer players have the sexiest builds."
Her fingers gave Tyler's arm a squeeze.
John felt panic rise. What is happening? He could feel his heartbeat in his throat.
Tyler looked frozen, eyes flicking to John, looking for either confrontation or permission.
Erica leaned over, put her hand on Tyler's cheek and kissed him. At first Tyler sat, immobile, his eyes open, turning between Erica and John, as her lips touched his face. But when her tongue flicked his lips, he gave in. He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her.
His hands gripped her shoulders, her back. Her hands went up to his head, her fingers brushing though his thick hair.
Across the table, John felt dizzy.
Erica leaned back into the couch, pulling Tyler down with her.
John was transfixed. Erica breathed deeply, hands roaming Tyler's neck and shoulders. John could see her mouth opening, her tongue darting between Tyler's lips, exploring. Tyler's hand slid down to her hip. He gripped and felt her flesh. He slowly slid the hand back, holding and massaging her soft ass.
John's dick pressed against his slacks. The pressure snapped him out of it for a second. He looked down and saw his hard-on. He looked around to see if anyone noticed, if anyone was watching. The room was dark. The music was soft. No one was paying any attention.
When he looked back, Tyler's hand was moving. It climbed up from her ass, past her hip, across her stomach. John watched the man touch his wife's breast. A gentle moan escaped Erica's lips. It was silenced by Tyler's mouth pressing hard against hers. Her hand went back to his head, her fingers through his hair.
John's eyes couldn't move from Tyler's hand, which was now cupping Erica's heavy breast. Watching Tyler's fingers massage her tits, John finally lost control: He felt his own hand slide down onto his crotch.
As he watched them kiss, as he watched Tyler feel his wife's body through her dress, John started rubbing his cock through his slacks.
Erica was breathing hard now, letting out little moans of pleasure.
Tyler's hand moved again. It dropped from Erica's chest. It moved back down across her stomach. It slid across the tops of her legs and came to rest on the side of her thigh. Tyler gripped Erica's leg, feeling the sheerness of her tights, the tautness of the muscle beneath.
They kissed. Erica's body was sinking back into the couch. Tyler's body shifted. He was more on top of her now. After a few seconds of kissing, Tyler's hand moved again, upward, and inward.
John watched, stunned, as it slid under her dress.
John almost gasped.
Tyler's hand disappeared under the fabric.
Erica would stop now. John was certain. She'd push him off and stand up and lead John out of the bar and back to their hotel room.
Erica opened her legs. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, her legs spread, giving Tyler access.
John was rubbing himself now, lost in the moment, lost in his wife's lust.
Erica dropped her head back into the couch and moaned. Tyler's hand had reached its destination. He slowly rubbed her crotch through her tights. As her dress flittered out of the way, John saw Tyler's fingers pushing against the sheer fabric, moving in slow circles over her pussy.
"Oh my God," Erica whispered.
Her eyes opened. They found John. The moment of recognition. Of acknowledgement of what they were doing.
Her eyes still locked on her husband's, her lips formed a tiny O as the sensation of Tyler's fingers pushed air quickly in and out of her lungs. She registered John rubbing himself through his pants and a small smile spread on her face. It disappeared quickly as the pleasure overtook her once again.
Tyler kissed her.
"What the fuck is going on back here?"
All three of them jumped.
The voice was loud.
"What the fuck are you all doing in my lounge?"
The bouncer was huge. Way past six feet tall, bulging with muscle, dressed head to toe in black.
Erica sat up, pulling down her dress. Tyler scrambled to his feet and actually took a few steps away from the couch.
John jerked his hand away from his crotch, praying the bouncer hadn't seen.
The bouncer looked at Erica and Tyler. He moved his gaze over to John. It lingered there.
"I don't know what kind of fucked up kinky shit you people are into, but it is not happening in my club. You have five seconds to get the fuck out of here before I detain you and call the cops."
Erica sprang up. She remembered her purse, reached down and scooped it up. She stepped around the table and reached for John.
John stood. He felt his erection pressing out through his pants. He pushed it down with the back of his hand, hoping no one could see. He grabbed Erica's hand and they hurried around the table and past the bouncer.
"You two are too old for this shit!" He yelled. "You should know better."
John led Erica across the lounge, through the curtain and down the hallway. The lights at the front were bright. John pushed through the crowd, past the bar and out the front door.
The city air was cool on their bright red faces. Still holding hands, they half-walked, half-ran up the street. They didn't stop for four blocks.
"Wait, wait, slow down," Erica gasped.
John stopped. They were both breathing hard.
Erica, bent over trying to catch her breath, looked up at him. "Holy shit!"
"Holy shit!" John replied.
Erica smiled and laughed.
John smiled and laughed.
She stepped up, wrapped her arms around him and kissed him.
--
The door clicked shut behind them. Erica kicked off her heels with a loud sigh and collapsed on the bed. John took his jacket off, watching her.
She turned toward him slowly, a knowing smile already forming.
"Well," she said, loosening her hair with her fingers, "that escalated."
John let out a grunting laugh. "That's one way to put it."
He walked into the bathroom.
When he came out, Erica wasn't on the bed.
On the wall of the room, across from the bed, there was a love seat. It was barely a sofa. More like an oversized chair. Good for putting on shoes or resting a suitcase.
But now, Erica was on it. She was laying diagonally across it, reclining against the back, with her legs spread out in front of her.
She smiled at him. She held up a finger and gestured him over.
He stepped across the room. He stood above her.
Looking into his eyes, she reached down. She pulled up the front of her dress. She ran her fingers across her crotch, brushing the sheer fabric of her tights.
"Sit down," she said, patting the love seat.
He did.
She sat up. She took his hand in both of hers. She moved it onto her lap, sliding it under the fold of her dress. Arranging his fingers, she pushed them down onto the sheer material covering her pussy. She moved them in a tight circle.
The nylon felt exquisite beneath his fingers. He felt the warmth coming from below, through the smooth fabric. He leaned in and kissed her. She wrapped her arms around him and dropped back into the sofa, pulling him down with her--exactly as she pulled Tyler down with her on the couch at the club.
He raised his left hand to her chest. He knew what she wanted. Emulating the movements he had watched earlier, he cupped Erica's breast. It felt magnificent, soft and heavy. With his other hand he pushed, sliding his fingers up and down over her pussy.
She groaned. She kissed him, hard. She slid her tongue in his mouth and wrapped her hands around his head and ran her fingers through his hair. In her mind, he was Tyler. The thought almost made John cum, untouched.
He pressed his two fingers together and bore down on her clit, moving his hand in furious circles over the nylon. Erica's head dropped back, her eyes closed.
He squeezed and massaged her breasts and rubbed her. Her body started writhing beneath him, her pelvis pushing up to meet his fingers. Her breath came in busts, and then gasps, and then moans. She never opened her eyes.
John's dick was painful inside his pants. He removed his hand from Erica's breast and unbuckled his belt. Without unbuttoning his pants he pulled them down. He pulled his cock from his boxers.
She was moaning. She was about to cum.
He couldn't take it anymore. He grabbed the fabric of her tights with both hands. He jerked as hard as he could, tearing the nylon. He pinched each side and pulled them apart.
He reached down and pushed his hand under her panties. He slid his fingers inside her. She was wetter than he had ever felt. "Oh God, yes. Fuck me," she whispered.
He reached down and guided his dick inside her. Her hips thrust up to meet him, hungrily. Her pussy was hot, wet, wonderful.
Erica never opened her eyes. John knew. He knew she was re-living her moment with Tyler, imagining what could have been.
The thought almost sent him over the edge.
She grabbed him by the hips and pulled him into her.
Her eyes were closed. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me."
She wrapped her legs around him, crushing him.
He fucked her. As fast and as hard as he could. His hand slid between their bodies, his fingers found her clit. He rubbed wildly.
He felt her muscles start to contract.
"Oh my God that feels so good," she moaned.
Her eyes were closed.
They exploded, together.
--
John had no idea what time it was. He was in the bed. Erica was snuggled next to him. The lights were on.
He looked down. She was still wearing her dress. He was still in his T-shirt and boxers.
He remembered. After their amazing orgasms on the love seat they had kissed and cuddled in silence. Finally, Erica got up. She stepped over and collapsed on the bed.
"Come lay with me," she said.
He did. They instantly fell asleep.
He looked at the clock now. It was 2:35am.
He got up and used the bathroom. He thought about changing but decided it wasn't worth it. He climbed back onto the bed.
"Hey," Erica whispered.
"Hey," he said. "Go back to sleep. I didn't mean to wake you."
"No, I'm up," she said.
She lifted her head. "I can't believe I fell asleep in this dress," she said. "I'm a mess."
He laughed. He moved in. "A very beautiful mess," he said. He kissed her.
She kissed him back, hard. She took him by surprise, opening her mouth, grabbing the back of his head and holding him there while they kissed.
She rested her hand on his chest. He covered it with his own.
"Are you still turned on?" he asked.
She giggled. "Yes."
She reached down. "Oh my god so are you!"
He laughed. "I guess so."
She slid her hand into his boxers. She held him. She fondled him.
He stretched out while she slowly stroked his cock.
"Did you like watching me," she asked.
He didn't answer. She let go of his dick and gave him a dirty look.
"Did you like watching me?"
"Yes," he whispered.
She resumed stroking.
"Yes what?"
"Yes I liked watching you."
"Liked watching me what?"
He hesitated. She stopped. He answered.
"I liked watching you kiss him."
She stroked.
"Kiss who?"
"Kiss Tyler."
"You liked watching me kiss Tyler?"
"Yes."
"What else did you like watching?"
He didn't answer.
She spoke again. "Did you like watching him touch me?"
He was breathing harder now. "Yes."
She was quiet for a moment.
"You know what, John, I liked watching too."
She stroked him and continued. "I liked when I looked over, and you were touching yourself."
John gave out a small groan.
"You couldn't help yourself. You were so hard watching Tyler kiss me, touch me, that you had to start rubbing yourself."
He groaned again.
"When I looked over and saw it, it was so hot. Watching you rubbing yourself while Tyler touched me, it almost made me cum right there."
John moaned.
"Can I watch you now?" she asked, propping her head up on her hand.
John opened his eyes. "What?"
"I want to watch you."
"What are you talking about?"
She smiled at him. It was a mischievous smile.
"Go over there and sit on the sofa."
"What?"
"Just do it."
"Erica can't we just... this is getting weird."
"It's not weird. Just go sit over there for a minute."
She let got of his dick entirely. He looked at her for a moment, almost pleading.
She shook her head and pointed. "Go."
He went. He sat on the love seat.
She got up and went to her suitcase. She pulled out a long pink vibrator.
She tossed it on the bed.
She reached down. She fumbled under her dress. She pulled off the ruined tights. She held them up to John. She showed him the torn crotch and laughed.
He laughed back, but was still confused.
She unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor.
As she stepped out of it, John saw that she was wearing her best lingerie--a lacy white bra that framed her magnificent breasts, and matching white panties. The sight of her body presented in the beautiful underwear made his dick rise even higher inside his boxers.
She walked over and bent down in front of him. She kissed him on the lips. She looked down and saw his cock pushing up against his underwear. She grinned. She reached down and pulled out his dick. It sprang out, vibrating in the air. She gave a little laugh.
John was waiting for her to stroke him. Maybe she would drop to her knees and give him a blowjob.
She did neither. She didn't touch him. Instead, she turned around and walked back to the bed.


She lay down and propped herself up on the pillows facing him.
John was nearly overwhelmed. His wife looked so beautiful, so enticing. Her full breasts almost spilled out the sides of the white bra. Her long legs extended toward him, revealing a glimpse of white panty between.
She picked up the vibrator. She turned it on.
Looking into John's eyes, she brought the toy between her legs. She rested it on the front of her panties.
She reached up and fondled one breast.
"Did you like it when Tyler touched my breasts?" she asked.
After a long delay, he nodded.
"Mmmmmm... me too." She rubbed her tit through the lacy bra.
Letting go of the vibrator for just a second, she used both hands to pull down the cups of her bra, revealing her tits.
"That was the first time any man except you has touched my breasts in 25 years," she said. Looking at him, she squeezed her breasts together, kneading the pale flesh.
"It was so exciting," she said. "It was so thrilling. It felt so good. I saw you watching."
She massaged her breasts, looking into John's eyes.
Suddenly, she released her breasts and dropped her hands down the vibrator. Holding it with two hands, she started moving it over her pussy, through the white panties.
"Did you like it when Tyler touched me here?" she whispered.
After a long delay, he nodded.
"Touch yourself," she said.
He wrapped his hand around his cock.
She slid the vibrator inside her panties. She pushed the very tip inside her pussy and moved the vibrator in a long oval.
She looked again into John's eyes.
"I could feel him, John. When we were kissing on the couch, I could feel Tyler's dick pushing against my leg."
She worked the vibrator.
"He was hard, John. I made him so hard. I could feel it."
John started stroking his dick.
"It felt so good," she said. "Pressing into me. It felt so big."
"Oh my God," he moaned and started jerking furiously.
"No," she said abruptly. "Stop!"
He looked at her. "What?" he said. "Why?"
She smiled at him. "I don't want you to finish before I do. I want to watch you. Like at the club."
He didn't know what to say.
Still smiling, she slid off her panties. She settled herself back into the pillows.
She touched herself. "I'm so wet, John," she said.
She locked eyes with him as she slid the vibrator inside.
Her eyes fluttered and closed. "Ohhhh...." she moaned.
She fucked herself with the vibrator.
"Go now, John. Jerk off."
He did. She opened her eyes and watched.
He tried to go slow. He stopped when he got close, trying to make it last.
But he almost lost it when she spoke again.
Her eyes had closed again. She was fucking herself with a steady rhythm.
She thrust the vibrator inside and out. Finally, when the toy was deep inside her, she pushed it up against her clit. She worked it in and out, pressing against her clit.
She was gasping for breath. She looked at John.
He was jerking off furiously.
She watched him. She pressed down on the vibrator. The muscles in her stomach started to contract. Her legs convulsed. "Ooooooooh" she breathed.
John was on the verge.
She looked right at him. "His dick is so big, John. It feels so good."
He exploded in his hand.
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Division 1
This piece continues the story of John and Erica from The Beginning and The Beginning Part 2. But since those stories are so long, I wrote this entirely as a standalone so readers can jump right in without wading through the first two parts.
This is also a cuckolding story. It involves a man watching his wife get seduced in front of him. If that's not your thing, you won't like it.
John and Erica had been playing what they called their "game" for nearly a year.
For the most part, the game consisted of John watching Erica get hit on by men in bars.
Usually, he sat on the other side of the room, watching anonymously. Occasionally, on their most daring and intense nights, they sat together while she initiated conversations and flirted openly with men. Sometimes it stopped there. A few times it had gone father, dancing, touching, kissing. Once, several months ago, they had pushed the limits of the game when Erica had ducked into the dim back room of a bar and let a young man put his hand up her skirt.
Neither one could explain exactly why this game worked for them, but it did. It scared them and tested them and turned them on, providing real-life fantasies that they replayed night after night in their bedroom.
The game was not on the agenda for this weekend. But when Erica's parents offered to take the kids into the city for a Saturday afternoon show, John had another, less risqué idea: they would drive up into the country to Hammond Falls, a little town they used to visit for hiking and overnight getaways when they were dating. They had returned periodically over the years. It was one of their favorite places.
The drive north was fun. John and Erica sipped their coffees, listened to the radio and caught up on their week. The road wound through the countryside, passing through small towns and villages.
They pulled into Hammond Falls under bright sunshine. The place looked exactly as they remembered. Boutiques and cafés lined the narrow sidewalks. Couples wandered, looking in windows and taking in the scenery.
They parked in a lot and walked down Main Street, turning down a tree-lined side street. And there, exactly where it had always been, sat the old pub.
It was a corner building with wraparound windows. They could see people at the bar inside, under the warm yellow lights, looking back at them on the street.
Inside, the pub smelled the same -- wood, beer, and something fried. They took stools at the bar, ordered cocktails, and settled in comfortably, watching people pass outside.
They were happy. The place brought back memories, and they were both glad it was mostly unchanged. They talked easily, reminiscing, discussing places and events from years ago.
Eventually Erica stepped away to use the restroom.
John looked down the bar. The bartender was talking to a younger guy in a flannel shirt.
"There's a great place called Kate's. It's on Main Street, about four blocks down. Good drinks, the food's pretty good, kind of quiet."
The kid shrugged. "Sounds nice, but, maybe someplace with a bit more of a crowd?"
The bartender thought.
John couldn't resist. "Looking for places in town?"
The kid nodded. "Yeah, just looking for some places to go tonight."
"What are you looking for?" John asked.
"I don't know, I'm here by myself, so maybe some place with a bit of a scene?"
John nodded. He thought. He asked the bartender. "Is Louie's still open?"
The bartender nodded. "Yeah but the new owners kind of suck. The place has gone downhill."
"Too bad," John said, "We used to love that place."
He lobbed out some other suggestions -- places he and Erica had visited over the years. The bartender corrected John about a couple places that had closed or changed, and the two of them started throwing ideas back and forth.
Erica returned.
She paused behind John, taking in the dynamic.
"What's up?" she asked.
John turned. "This guy's in town alone tonight and looking for places to go."
Her eyes lit up. "Oh, that's fun."
She slid back onto her stool. "I'm Erica."
"Michael," the man said, smiling and waving.
John introduced himself, and soon the four of them were trading recommendations and laughing about the town.
As they all chatted, Erica got a closer look at Michael. He was probably a little under six feet tall, but broad through the shoulders, solid and athletic. A short beard framed a genuinely handsome face. He was dressed casually, in tech pants and a flannel shirt. He looked like he was in his mid 20s.
Eventually Michael asked, half-joking, "Alright, serious question. These are great suggestions, but where can a guy to maybe meet some women in this town?"
They all laughed.
"Oh, now we understand the assignment," Erica said.
Suggestions flew back and forth, along with old stories about meetings on dance floors and outside patios.
Erica asked where Michael lived.
"New Jersey."
John asked what he did.
"Investment banking. Capital Bank."
John raised his eyebrows. "That's impressive for someone your age."
Michael shrugged modestly. "Honestly, connections helped. Capital hires a lot of football players. A coach at Colorado made the intro."
John blinked. "Wait -- you played football at Colorado?"
Michael nodded.
"What position?"
"Linebacker."
John let out a low whistle. He unleashed a barrage of questions: the years Michael played, players Michael competed against, games they both remembered. Erica chimed in occasionally, amused by their enthusiasm.
John bought a round of drinks and they continued a quite enjoyable conversation.
After a while, Michael told them he appreciated the company, but he was getting hungry and needed a shower after his afternoon hike.
"So what's your final recommendation," he asked. "Where should I go for dinner?"
The bartender had wandered back over into the conversation. "Go to McMahon's. Get a burger and a pint, and there should be a pretty good crowd."
John leaned forward and waved his hand. "No," he said. "You need to go to Henry's."
John turned to the bartender. "Is Henry's still the same?"
"Absolutely."
John turned back to Michael. "Trust me on this," he said. "It's a total dive. You'll think you're in the wrong place. But it has the best Mexican food anywhere around here."
The bartender nodded approvingly. "He's right."
Michael grinned. "Alright. I'm sold."
The conversation slowed for a moment as the bartender stepped away.
Erica kept it going. "It's kind of cool you're up here exploring alone."
Michael laughed. "That wasn't the plan."
"What do you mean?"
He hesitated, then shrugged. "It was supposed to be a trip with my girlfriend. She broke up with me this week. I couldn't cancel the hotel, so... figured why not."
Erica's expression softened. "Seriously? That's awful. Do you mind me asking what happened?"
Michael smiled faintly. "She took a job in San Francisco. We were gonna do long distance. This week I guess she decided long distance wasn't her thing." He paused. "Honestly... I think there might've been someone else out there already."
Erica winced sympathetically.
John spoke almost impulsively, "We can't abandon you after that story. Come with us to Henry's."
Erica turned toward him, surprised -- and then a slow, bright smile spread across her face.
Michael hesitated. "I don't want to crash your night."
"No it's fine," John said easily. "It's an excuse for us to go back to Henry's. It'll be great."
Miachael looked at Erica. "Am I gonna ruin your date night if I say yes?"
She laughed. "Absolutely not. You're coming. It'll be fun."
After a little persuasion, Michael agreed. He told them he needed a quick shower and change of clothes and would meet them there.
When he left, Erica and John ordered another round.
John shook his head, smiling. "Pretty cool kid. D1 linebacker."
Erica said nothing, just watched him for a moment.
John caught the look. "What?"
"Nothing."
He grinned. "What do you think of Michael?"
She tilted her head innocently. "What do you mean?"
"You know exactly what I mean."
She leaned closer, lowering her voice.
"Oh," she said. "You mean the darkly handsome twenty-six-year-old stud linebacker investment banker we're apparently having dinner with tonight? I hadn't really thought about it," she added, deadpan.
They both laughed.
They sipped their drinks, enjoying the surprise anticipation.
--
Henry's was exactly the way they remembered.
The place was narrow, barely wider than the long wooden bar that ran nearly the full length of the room. Barstools pressed close, every one occupied. Behind them was just enough space for servers and customers to squeeze past each other sideways. The lighting was dim and uneven, coming mostly from old beer signs and a flickering neon clock near the back wall.
It was dingy in the best possible way.
A single long communal table sat in front of the bar, already packed with locals leaning over plates and pints. Two small tables hugged the front window, one taken, the other miraculously empty.
They squeezed in. It was barely a two-top.
John asked the table next to them if they could use a chair. They said yes and he pulled it up to their little table. He slid into the inside seat automatically.
Erica noticed.
So Michael will sit next to me, she realized, feeling a small, unexpected flutter.
John headed to the bar for drinks while Erica watched people pass outside the fogged windows.
Michael arrived a few minutes later, smiling and waving when he spotted her.
He was cleaned up -- dark jeans, fitted sweater, hair still slightly damp.
Her face lit up.
"Hey!" she said, standing and stepping forward. She surprised him by giving him a warm hug hello.
"Wow," he laughed. "This place is... authentic."
"That's polite," she said, smiling as he sat beside her.
John called over from the bar. "What are you drinking?"
"An IPA," Michael called back.
When John turned back again, Erica turned toward Michael.
"That sweater looks really good on you," she said.
He smiled. "Thanks."
She reached out instinctively, rubbing the fabric. "Cashmere."
As she did, she felt the firmness of his arm beneath it. Solid muscle.
Her eyebrows lifted before she could stop herself.
"Well," she said, laughing lightly as she pulled her hand back, "that tracks."
He laughed uncomfortably.
She changed subjects quickly. "So how was the Uber?"
"Easy," he said, though his attention lingered on her. "Driver talked the entire way."
They chatted easily -- small things, travel, the town -- until John returned balancing drinks.
John couldn't wait to dive back into football talk. Michael loved the topic.
After a few minutes Erica groaned. "Okay, enough football. Let's talk about something interesting."
Michael laughed.
She tilted her head. "Tell me about this girlfriend who clearly lost her mind."
Michael shook his head. "I don't know about that."
"She must be crazy," Erica said. "Handsome, athletic, successful... women must go crazy for you."
He flushed slightly. "Not really. I mean I did OK in college, but this is the first time I've been single since I was out of school."
"You won't have any trouble," she said.
The statement hung in the air.
"Is it true girls throw themselves at football players?" she asked.
He hesitated. "Not really. I mean, that's all kind of blown out of proportion."
Erica looked at him. "Come on, you don't have to hold back. We want to hear."
He laughed. "All right, then. If you really want to hear. It was fucking awesome. We were like celebrities and every girl on campus was lined up to sleep with us."
He told a couple stories about campus parties and the strange bubble athletes lived in.
When he finished, Erica leaned back laughing. "Oh my God. I miss college. I absolutely would have been one of those girls in that line."
Michael laughed awkwardly -- but glanced quickly at John.
John was laughing too.
Michael smiled, seeing everything was cool. He was starting to enjoy this.
He asked John about his story.
John told him about his job as a consultant, how he sometimes worked with Capital Bank. They talked shop for a bit. When there was a lull, Michael asked about Erica.
She told him she left her job when she had her first kid, but now that they were older she was back working part time as an independent contractor in corporate marketing. She closed with an off-hand comment: "Thank God for work-from-home. I can't imagine trying to commute to an office and raise two kids at 45 years old."
Michael blinked. "No way."
Erica was confused. "No way what?"
"There is no way you're 45."
"Why is there no way I'm 45?" she teased. "Explain."
He struggled. "Your face looks like you could be thirty and your--"
She laughed, lightly punching his arm. "And my what?"
He looked helplessly at John, who only shrugged, smiling.
Michael laughed nervously. "Okay -- I'll say it. Your body is... smoking."
They all laughed.
Erica reached out, resting her hand on his arm again. "Well, at least someone appreciates my body," she said, glancing at John.
John shook his head, amused.
She gave Michael's forearm a quick squeeze before pulling away. He glanced down at where her hand had been, then briefly toward John.
The night rolled on like that -- stories, teasing, shared plates, drinks refilled. By the time they finished eating, they were laughing like old friends.
John paid despite Michael's protests.
"Seriously," Michael said. "Thank you guys. For dinner, but mostly for letting me tag along with you on your date night instead of wandering around alone."
Erica smiled warmly. "We wouldn't have dreamed of leaving you alone. It was fun."
She stepped forward and hugged him again -- longer this time, her head resting briefly against his shoulder. He hesitated before settling his hands lightly on her back.
Outside, cool night air hit them.
Michael said he was calling an Uber to go back to the hotel. Erica waved it off. "We'll take you back."
Michael protested, but John cut him off. "It's on our way. We insist."
Michael finally agreed.
As they started back to the car, Erica took John's hand. She gave a squeeze and smiled at him. It was her mischievous grin.
At the car, John unlocked the doors and moved toward the driver's side.
Michael opened the rear door.
Erica leaned close to John, lowering her voice.
"Would it be okay if I sat in the back?"
John blinked, thrown completely off balance.
"It'll be OK," she said softly. "It'll be fun."
For a second his mind spun -- surprise, nerves, curiosity colliding.
He nodded.
She gave him a kiss. She looked him in the eye.
"It'll be OK, right?"
He nodded.
She let go of his hand. Still looking back at him, she stepped around the back of the car. She opened the rear passenger door and slipped into the back seat.
John got behind the wheel.
"I decided to sit back here with you," Erica told Michael lightly. "John can chauffeur us."
Michael looked confused but nodded. "Okay..."
The car pulled away into the quiet streets. John turned on the radio. Jackson Browne.
For a few minutes, no one spoke.
Then Erica shifted slightly closer beside Michael, resting her hand gently on his leg as the town lights slid past the windows.
The silence inside the car felt charged.
Erica leaned over more and rested her head on Michael's shoulder. She took his wrist and moved his hand to her leg.
The lights streamed slowly by the windows as the car moved down the blocks.
Erica lifted her face toward Michael. She put her lips by his ear. She whispered: "It's OK, you can kiss me."
He didn't respond. He looked at her. He looked at John's eyes, watching them in the rearview mirror.
She whispered again. "It's OK." She kissed him.
Through the mirror, John watched her stretch up and kiss him.
He saw Michael look up, panic and confusion in his eyes.
He saw Erica's hand go to Michael's chest. He saw her tongue slip between his lips.
Watching the reflection, he watched Michael's resistance break. He reached his arm around Erica, pulled her tight, and kissed her back.
It only took a few seconds of kissing for Michael to take control.
His right arm curled over her shoulder and pulled their bodies together. His left hand went to her chest.
John heard her moan as Michael's hand closed around her breast.
Michael kissed her and played with her tits through her sweater. Through the mirror, John saw Erica's hands pressing against his chest, feeling his muscles.
There was a rush of movement. Michael took her by the shoulders and pushed her hard back against the seat. "Ohhh," Erica gasped.
Michael moved his body over her. He leaned in and kissed her. His hands came up, grabbing both of her breasts. He handled them roughly, squeezing them, enjoying the feeling of her soft, heavy tits.
He kissed her hard on the mouth. His hands moved down. They grabbed the bottom of her sweater and pulled it up, exposing her stomach and her black bra. He cupped her tit through the bra. He kissed her mouth hard. He reached up with the other hand and pulled down on her bra. Her breast spilled out. He massaged the flesh and rubbed her pointing nipple.
"Oh my god..." she moaned.
In the reflection, John saw the sweater fall back down, covering Erica's breasts and Michael's hands.
But as Erica's head fell back against the seat and her eyes rolled closed, it was clear to John that Michael had freed both of her breasts from her bra, and was feeling her up under the sweater.
Then Michael's body moved on top of her and blocked John's view entirely.
All he could see was Michael's back. He heard his wife. Little moans escaping her mouth.
He moved his head but his view was completely blocked.
And then Michael shifted again. He saw Erica, sprawled against the seat. Her stomach was exposed, her sweater bunched up around her chest.
She was looking up at Michael.
He loomed above her.
He grabbed the top of her pants. He roughly undid the button.
John saw Erica's eyes open wide.
Michael reached inside her pants.
John almost hit a parked car. He jerked the wheel. No one else in the car noticed. But he couldn't take any more. He turned right down a side road and pulled the car over to the curb. He put it in park and looked into the back seat.
Erica was sprawled across the seat, eyes closed, face toward the roof. Her hands roamed Michael's muscular shoulders. Michael's left hand was down her pants. His arm was moving rapidly up and down. Erica gasped. She inhaled. She exhaled with a groan.
Erica's hand reached down and grabbed Michael's wrist. John thought she was stopping this. Pulling him away. But she didn't. She held his wrist, feeling his motion and, after a few seconds, guiding him, slowing the action, directing his hand. John saw her other hand, up Michael's shirt, exploring the ridges of his chest and lats.
John saw Erica's breasts appear as Michael's other hand lifted her sweater and grabbed at her tits. Michael leaned in and kissed her.
She slowed the movement of his hand, positioning his fingers where she needed them. Her breathing shallowed and quickened.
For a long time that was all John saw and heard. Michael, with his hand down his wife's pants, fingering her, while she gasped and moaned. John rubbed his dick though his pants.
Suddenly, John saw Erica's hand reach up and grab the back of Michael's head. Erica's face turned away. Her breathing was erratic. "Oh my God, Oh my God, Oh My God!" she yelled.
John saw her knees come up and her head collapse into her chest as her body convulsed. She grabbed Michael's wrist with both hands as she came. She moaned loudly, and again and again, until the moaning fell away into something close to a whimper.


When she was done, John just barely heard her whisper. "Come here," she held Michael's head and pulled it toward her. She opened her mouth and kissed him.
They made out, his body sprawled on top of her.
In the mirror, John saw Michael reach down, lift his body, and unbutton his jeans. Michael unzipped while covering Erica's lips with kisses.
He put his hands on the waistline of her jeans and pulled them down.
"No," John heard her say. "No, we can't do that,"
"Why?" Michael replied. "What do you mean?"
"We can't," she said. John saw Erica in the rearview mirror. She shook her head at Michael. "I can't do that."
Michael flopped loudly back onto the seat next to her. Everyone in the car could see his erection popping up through his boxers. With one hand he sprang it. His dick reached into the air, thick and throbbing.
"You can't just stop," he said, breathing hard. "You can't just leave me like this."
There was a long silence.
Erica's eyes rose. She looked at John.
This was the moment. John knew she was waiting. Waiting for some signal. A firm no. Or maybe the slightest indication of permission.
Michael wasn't waiting. He reached over. He took hold of Erica's wrist. He moved her arm across the seat, toward his lap.
John's thoughts raced. Did she want him to stop this? Would she actually do this?
Before he got any answers Michael placed Erica's hand on his dick.
John watched as Erica's fingers closed around his cock.
Erica looked into John's eyes.
Michael started moving her hand. Holding her wrist, he guided it up and down.
He leaned over and kissed her.
Blocked from Erica's eyes, John's gaze turned to his wife's hand, moving slowly on the first new cock she had touched in more than 20 years.
Michael let go of Erica's wrist. Her hand didn't stop. It moved slowly, gently, up and down. Around the tip, encircling the base. His wife was feeling the new cock, exploring it.
Michael lifted Erica's sweater. Her breasts were out of the bra, exposed in the streetlights. Michael felt them, massaged them, pressing the flesh. He stretched over and kissed them. He took her nipple in his mouth.
The sensation of Michael's lips on her breasts triggered something in Erica. She started jerking him off, fast and hard.
Michael let out a contented moan. He leaned back into the back of the seat, his arm still stretched over, his hand still fondling her breasts.
Erica was looking at his dick. She watched it as she stoked. She looked up and watched Michael's face, watching the pleasure she was giving him.
John saw her head start to move forward.
Before either of them could react, Michael moaned. His back arched, his legs kicked out and he covered Erica's hand in a spurt of warm cum. He grabbed her tit tightly as he finished, grunting and writhing.
Erica yelled out in pain. He removed his hand quickly. She kept hers in place. As the cum flowed over her fingers and onto her wrist, she rubbed him gently, massaging the head of his dick and then stroking the shaft, finally gripping it tight at the base near his balls.
"Sorry," he said softly. "Sorry if I hurt you."
"It's OK," she said. She leaned over to where he was laying back on the headrest. She hovered over him and smiled. She kissed him, for just a couple seconds. Then she slid back to her side of the car. She reached into her purse for a tissue. She pulled down her sweater and zipped her jeans. She buttoned them up.
As Michael took the hint and started to do the same, John averted his eyes and turned back to the front of the car.
The silence in the car quickly was oppressive. John couldn't sit there anymore.
He started the car. He was only a few blocks from Michael's hotel. He turned up the radio and pulled out.
No one spoke as he drove. In the rear-view mirror he saw Erica, leaning against the far side of the car, her eyes closed. She looked like she could be sleeping.
Turning to the other side, he made eye contact with Michael. They looked at each other awkwardly. Neither spoke.
John pulled up in front of the hotel.
In the rear view mirror he saw Erica open her eyes. Saw her smile at Michael. Saw her lean over and reach out for a hug. They hugged. She kissed him once, quickly on the lips.
"Nice meeting you," she said.
He laughed. "Same here."
He got out of the car.
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San Diego: It Happens
This story continues the adventures of John and Erica, a couple first introduced in The Beginning. There's no need to go back and read their earlier stories--this was written to stand alone.
Note: This is a cuckold story. If you aren't into a story of a man watching his wife get seduced in front of him, this probably isn't for you.
"Hey, can you pass the water?"
John turned. The guy next to him was holding his water glass, gesturing to the pitcher in front of John. "Sure," he said, hanging it over.
The guy poured himself a glass and John turned his attention back to the speaker. But within a few seconds his mind started wandering. Why did he bother coming to these conferences, he asked himself. It's always the same stuff.
His eyes started roaming the room and he again noticed the guy next to him. The guy was tapping furiously on a tablet, trying to take down everything the speaker said.
John grinned. He took another look. The guy was really a kid. Late 20s, early 30s maybe. Young to get the invite to this conference, John thought. Scanning the room again he decided that the kid was probably the youngest person at the conference by maybe a decade. John watched him type. He laughed to himself, knowing that soon, very soon, that kid would be as bored as the rest of them.
The session ended and John made a bee line for the coffee stand. He needed a caffeine boost to make it through the next session. There was already a line. He stepped up to wait.
The kid was standing in front of him. They made eye contact.
"Hey," the kid said.
"Hey," said John.
John held out his hand. "John Fitzgerald."
The kid smiled and shook his hand. "Mike Ryan."
John looked at Mike's name tag. "Earnest Partners," John said. "Where are you guys out of?"
Mike grinned. "Atlanta."
"How long have you been there?" John asked.
"Less than a year," Mike answered.
"Less than a year and they're already paying for you to come here. You must be doing something right," John said.
The kid laughed. "Yes, I guess so. Or at least I hope so."
Mike asked about John's job. As they stepped up and poured their coffee, John gave him the short version. Before they took their first sip a young conference attendant announced that the next session was starting and everyone should take their seats.
They walked back in together and settled in for what John knew would be a long and boring mid-morning session.
When the speaker finally finished, John leaned over to Mike. "Wanna grab some lunch?"
Mike seemed thrilled by the offer. They collected their things and walked into the lobby and across the hall and onto the terrace, where lunch was being served. They found an unoccupied table and sat.
They were about 20 minutes into lunch when it hit him. Mike had just told John that he was the only one from his firm at the conference, and he didn't know anyone else, so he was solo in San Diego.
John looked at Mike. He was a handsome kid. He was tall, well over six feet. He was whip-smart and kind of funny. He was here by himself, with nothing to do, and he had a broad, athletic build that John knew would appeal to a certain someone.
Erica was landing that afternoon.
He heard himself say it before he had fully decided. His wife was flying in. They had a dinner reservation. Mike should join them. No reason to spend the night in San Diego alone.
Mike hesitated, then smiled and said yes.
John caught almost nothing from the presentations for the rest of the day. His mind kept sliding back. Hammond Falls. The pub. The car. The rearview mirror and the sound Erica made when she orgasmed from another man's hand between her legs. The way her fingers had closed around the kid's cock afterward, curious, then sure.
Although John had been shaken up by the experience at the time, since then he had thought about almost nothing else. The image of his wife lustily jerking off another man, of her cumming on the back seat while he fingered her, was driving John crazy. It was the hottest and most exciting and erotic thing he'd ever experienced. And he wanted to do it again.
Erica, apparently, did not.
In the weeks that followed, John had suggested several times that they go out and play their game. The first couple of times Erica had reasons they couldn't go out: the kids had birthday parties or practice, she had already made plans, she wasn't feeling well. But as time went by the excuses ran out. One night, when they had the entire evening to themselves, John suggested they go out and play.
Erica took a deep breath and told him why she didn't want to do it. She told John that she was scared, because she had lost control that night. When John asked what she meant, she hesitated before confessing to him that she wanted to fuck Michael that night. She had been so overcome with lust and alcohol that she would have let the young football player take her.
She told John that the lack of control terrified her. She loved John. She loved their life. She loved their family more than anything in the world. She knew he loved playing their game. She loved it too--probably more than him, she joked. But she would never do anything to jeopardize their relationship, their family. And she just wasn't sure what the consequences would be if she crossed that line.
John said he understood. John did understand. But that didn't change what he wanted. He told her they would take it slow and see what happened.
Sitting in a ballroom in San Diego, knowing that this handsome, athletic young man would be joining he and Erica for dinner, John felt the old stirring.
--
John met Erica at the hotel after the conference. She had gotten there around midday and went to the pool to do some work and catch some sun. John went to the room, changed and headed to the pool. Before walking to her chair he stopped at the pool bar and got two pina coladas.
He greeted his wife, handed her the cocktail and settled in on the lounge chair for a relaxing late afternoon. It was about 45 minutes later that Erica asked him what the plan was for that night.
"I got us a dinner reservation at Kingfisher," he said.
"Is that the place you were telling me about?" she said. "I'm legitimately excited."
"And that's not even the exciting part," John said.
She waited.
"We're not dining alone," he said. "We're being joined by a handsome young man."
She looked at him.
"What do you mean?"
"I met a guy at the conference. A younger kid from Atlanta. He's here alone for the conference. Doesn't know a soul in San Diego. So, I invited him to join us."
"You seem awfully excited about that," she said suspiciously.
John made a show of innocence. Mike was just a nice kid from Atlanta with nothing to do. They were taking him under their wing. Mike was grinning the whole time he said it.
"And that's it, huh?"
"Well," he said, "if we all hit it off maybe we'll just see where the night takes us."
She looked at him for a long second. Then she laughed. "You're relentless."
"You should be happy I'm doing this."
"Why?"
He unlocked his phone and handed it over. It was open to a Facebook feed. John pointed to a photo. A group of men after a pickup football game, soaked, grinning. "That's Mike. The guy in the middle."
She took the phone and started scrolling. John watched her face.
"Getting more interested?"
She didn't answer right away. Then she looked up, eyebrows raised, and nodded. "He's cute."
"Uh-oh," John laughed. "I might end up regretting this."
"Who knows, John," she said. "You might."
They finished their drinks and went upstairs.
--
She made her decision in the shower. Mike was young and hot. If this was what John thought he wanted, maybe it was time he got it.
She stepped out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel and looked at what she had packed. She pulled a dress from the closet. She had packed it not really sure if she would wear it or not. It was long and emerald colored and form-fitting and low cut. She knew she'd be self-conscious wearing it. But in the back of her mind she'd been thinking about how John would react to it, and to the attention she was sure to attract if she wore it.
She took it off the hanger and held it up in front of the mirror. In the glass she caught John watching her from the bed.
She smiled to herself. He was getting turned on. Just thinking about it. Watching her think about it.
That sealed it. If her husband wanted this, why was she resisting? Why not give him what he wants? Especially if what he wanted was for her to hook up with that handsome young boy?
She reached into her suitcase and took out the lingerie she had packed for their nights in the room: a matching set in black lace. The bra was scalloped lace. The panties were tiny and cut high at the hip. Pretty. Expensive.
She held them up. She saw his face change and pretended not to notice.
She dropped the towel.
Naked in the mirror, she stepped into the panties, drew them up, and looked at herself in the mirror. She smoothed the front with both hands, then turned the other way, checking the back, standing a little taller than she needed to. She ran a finger under the waistband, thinking.
"What do you think?"
"They look great," he said. His voice had gone quieter. "Are you wearing those out tonight?"
She considered it as if the question had only just occurred to her.
"Yes. I think I will."
She took her time putting on the bra: fastening it, settling the straps, leaning forward slightly so the cups filled, then straightening and looking at herself in the glass. She let him see all of it.
In the mirror she met his eyes.
"You like?"
"I like."
She turned to him. He was sitting on the edge of the bed. She walked over, put her arms over his shoulders, and brought her face close to his.
"I brought this lingerie to wear here in the room for you," she said. "But since you seem determined to push me off onto some other guy, I think I'll wear it to dinner tonight. It will make me feel sexy."
He looked startled.
"You sound like you've had a change of heart."
"Maybe I have."
She held his gaze.
"Maybe tonight you get what you want. But remember--you asked for this."
--
John texted Mike to meet them in the lobby at seven. Erica had spent the last twenty minutes in front of the mirror getting ready. John fought off the urge to touch himself while he watched her.
Finally she checked herself in the mirror one last time. Satisfied, she smiled and said, "Ready?" He nodded.
Mike was already there, standing in the lobby in a dark button-down and jeans, looking at his phone. He glanced up when the elevator doors opened.
For a second he didn't place them. Then he did, and his face opened into a smile.
"John. Hey."
His eyes went to Erica. He smiled. John knew what he was thinking: he was expecting John's wife to be one thing, and she was something else entirely.
"This is Erica," John said.
"Hi," she said, and held out her hand.
Mike took it. His hand was warm and solid. "Mike. Thanks for letting me crash your night."
"Don't thank us yet," Erica said. "We might be terrible company."
"I doubt that." He said it simply, still looking at her, and then seemed to catch himself and looked at John. "Kingfisher, right? I looked it up. Looks great."
"I'll get us an Uber," John said.
Erica was talking. Asking Mike how the afternoon sessions had been, whether he had been to San Diego before. She was good at this. Light. Warm.
John knew Erica was self-conscious about her dress, which clung to her hips and revealed much more cleavage than usual. But you'd never know it by looking at her, he thought. She seemed poised, confident, and sexy.
Mike was noticing.
"First time here," Mike said, answering her question. "It's ridiculous. I get why people stay."
"We used to come to California a lot," Erica said. "Before the kids. Now it's just conferences and we pretend it's a vacation."
Mike laughed. "How old?"
"Eight and eleven."
"Those are fun ages," he said, and then, almost to himself, "You don't look like you have an eleven-year-old."
Erica laughed. She turned to John and said, "I like this one already."
The three of them laughed.
A black SUV pulled up.
"After you," John said.
Erica slid in first. Mike walked around to the far side. John got in last and pulled the door closed. The three of them settled, with Erica in the middle. Shoulders. Thighs. The clean smell of Erica's perfume in the enclosed space.
The car pulled into traffic.
Erica's heart was racing. Up close Mike was better than the photo. Taller than she had pictured. Broader in the shoulders. He was handsome. He had beautiful blue eyes and a little sunburn across the nose that made him seem younger than he was.
She had made her decision in the shower. Now that she'd actually met Mike, she was less certain. Would he be interested? Could she do this? But even more powerful was the building excitement and nervousness about hooking up with this beautiful man.
"So, two kids, huh? Do you stay home or work?" Mike asked.
Erica gave him a warm smile and started telling him about her marketing job and juggling the kids and work. As she spoke, turned her body to Mike. She could feel John over her shoulder, quiet, watching them.
John tried to say cool, watching the road slide past. But he was a bundle of energy. His palms were sweaty. He pressed them flat so they wouldn't shake. The nervousness he felt made him think of Hammond Falls and his wife in the rearview mirror.
He stole a glance at Erica, looking intently at Mike as they spoke and his mind flashed back to the hotel room, to the image of her slipping on the lace panties.
He thought that he should contribute. Say something. But he couldn't think of anything to day. He just sat, casually stealing glances of his wife chatting up this kid. His pulse was in his ears. Erica seemed into this. Her hesitation was gone. John was nervous. And he was already hard.
--
Kingfisher sat on a corner with the windows open to the water. It was loud in front near the bar, but the din faded as they walked into the dining room. They got a table in the back, with a view.
The server left menus and water. There was a moment of silence while they took in the scene and glanced at the menu. John looked up and got conversation started by asking Mike how the late sessions had gone. Mike said the last panel had been useful and the one before it had been a waste of time. They laughed. John asked about Mike's firm, about how he liked Atlanta. Erica commented on how beautiful the view was, and they both agreed.
The drinks came. They had all ordered Martinis. Erica raised her glass. "To our new friend Mike," she said. They toasted.
Erica took a gulp large enough to make John raise his eyebrows.
"So, Mike" Erica said, turning to Mike. "Let's hear about you. You're not married. Are you single, engaged, seeing someone?"
Mike laughed. "It's been all work since I started at the firm, so not much time for a social life. I've been single for a while."
"How long is a while?" Erica asked.
"Nearly a year. Ten months I guess."
"That's a while. What happened?"
Mike shifted. "She had a job in New York when I got the offer in Atlanta. We tried the long-distance thing. It didn't work."
"Were you serious?"
"I thought so."
Erica nodded. "What's her name?" she asked.
"Carrie," Mike said.
"How long did you date?"
"Two years."
"Two years," Erica said. "Wow, that's a long time."
Mike agreed and said it was tough when it ended.
Erica nodded. "Do you have a photo? Can I see her?"
Mike blinked. "What?"
"A picture. I'm curious."
He hesitated and looked at John. John smiled and shrugged.
Mike shook his head, smiling, while he unlocked his phone and scrolled. He found one and turned the screen toward Erica. Erica reached across and grabbed his wrist, pulling the phone close so she could see.
"She's pretty," Erica said.
John's eyes were stuck on Erica's hand, which was now on the back of Mike's hand as they held the phone together.
Erica studied the photo. "Nice smile. But you're much better looking than she is."
Mike laughed, uncomfortable. "I don't know about that."
"I do. Is there one of the two of you together?"
He pulled the phone back, found another, and turned it again. Erica resumed the same position, fingers resting on the back of his hand while they both looked.
"OK," she said. "She's cute. I'll give her that. And she has a really hot body. But look at you. She might be a eight but you're a nine."
Mike's ears were pink. "She was great."
"I'm sure she was. But you're not so bad yourself."
Mike laughed uncomfortably. "I don't know, I used to be in shape, but I feel like I've fallen off a ton since I started this job."
Erica tilted her head. "Really? You look like you're in great shape? How often do you work out?"
He told her. Four days a week.
She asked for details. He hesitated. She insisted. He told her his gym routine.
When he finished Erica make a joke of looking him up and down and said, "Well it's working."
"Wait until you're past 40," she said. "That's when it really gets hard."
She talked about how hard she had to work just to stay in even decent shape. How she had to get up early to get her runs in, how she never missed a Pilates class, the way she had started lifting heavier after the second kid. Mike nodded in the right places. He didn't offer anything back.
Erica looked at him.
"Mike. This is the part where you're supposed to tell me you can tell how much I work out and give me a compliment."
He laughed, caught. "Yes. I can tell. You're in great shape. You look great."
"Thank you." She smiled, satisfied. "That wasn't so hard."
She put down her napkin and stood. "I'll be right back."
John watched Mike's eyes as Erica got out of her chair and walked off. John could see that Erica was putting some extra wiggle in her walk. John caught Mike watching.
Mike felt John's gaze and looked back down to his drink.
John smiled. "Don't worry," he said. "She can be a lot when she's had a couple martinis, but she's harmless."
Mike exhaled. "Good. Because I was starting to get scared."
They laughed.
The check came. John paid. Erica returned a few minutes later, lipstick freshened, and sat back down between them.
"So I talked to one of the servers," she said. There's a place just a few blocks from here with good cocktails and a band. What do you think?"
She looked at Mike.
John looked at him too. "You up for it?"
Mike nodded. "Yeah. I'm up for it."
Eric smiled at both of them. "Let's go!"
--
They walked the three blocks. The bar was dark with a low ceiling and seemed to stretch back into the building forever. Music was pumping loud for a Thursday. Most of the high-tops in front were taken. They found one not too far from the bar, three stools, a single candle in a glass.
The guys sat down and Erica excused herself again to freshen up after the walk.
"Do we stick to martinis?" John asked.
Mike nodded. "At this point I'm thinking about skipping the morning session tomorrow anyway, so why not?"
The waitress came and they ordered drinks.
Erica returned from the ladies' room. She put her purse on the table and slid into the chair next to Mike. Across the table, John's heart started beating fast.
They settled in, enjoying the music and watching the crowd. The band was tight. A few people were already dancing. Erica sipped her drink and let her eyes move across the room. She tapped Mike's arm and nodded toward a blonde near the bar in a short dress and very high heels. "She kind of looks like your Carrie, don't you think?"


Mike glanced over and laughed, trying to wave it off. "I don't know. Maybe a little bit."
Erica looked at the girl, thinking. "I think she really does. Is that your type, blonde and tiny?"
Mike blushed. He looked at John. John smiled and shrugged.
Mike looked back at Erica. "I don't know if I really have a type," he said.
"Fair enough," Erica said. "Let me ask this. If you were over there alone, would you hit on her?"
Mike laughed again. He took a big sip of his drink and looked back at the girl.
He lowered his drink. "No, probably not."
"Why not?" Erica asked.
"Do you really want to know?"
"I really want to know."
He lowered his voice a little. "All that makeup, and the miniskirt... she looks kind of trashy. It's not my thing."
Erica's smile widened. "Oh. I see. You like classy women."
"I guess so."
Erica scanned the room again. Her eyes stopped on a brunette a few tables over--fitted black dress, good heels, hair done, sitting with a drink and looking at her phone. Pretty. Put-together.
"How about her?"
Mike followed her gaze. He smiled. "Yeah. That's much better."
"What do you like about her?"
"I guess I like her classiness."
Erica hit his arm lightly. "Don't be a jerk. Answer the question."
Mike shook his head, laughing. "Okay. If you really want to know--look at those tits."
All three of them broke out laughing.
"That's not very classy of you, Mike," Erica said, still laughing.
"You asked."
"I did." She glanced at the woman again. "And I can't argue with you. She has great tits."
They laughed again. Erica leaned in and looked at John, for what John thought was the first time in an hour.
"Should I go over and tell her that Mike thinks she's hot?"
Before Mike could answer, a man came back from the direction of the bathrooms, put his hand on the brunette's shoulder, and kissed her. She smiled up at him.
"Awww," Erica said. "I feel so bad for her. She has a husband. I guess she's just stuck with him. She'll never know what she missed out on."
Mike and Erica laughed. John smiled but didn't laugh. He was trying to process what she said, to figure out if it was a dig at him. They both looked at him and saw his uncertain face and started laughing even harder.
Erica reached over and squeezed John's arm. "I'm just kidding honey. I love having a husband."
They all chuckled.
Erica looked around the bar again. "Well Mike, I think you're officially stuck with us tonight. There's not another girl attractive enough for you in this bar."
Mike gave her a look. To John it looked like he was thinking of saying something, but he decided not to. "That's not so bad," Mike finally responded. "I'm having a great time."
They sat for a minute, sipping their drinks and listening to the music.
Erica turned toward to Mike.
"Since you're stuck with us," she said, "you might as well dance with me."
Mike laughed and shook his head. "No. I don't think so."
"It's just a dance." She said, standing up.
"No seriously, I'm good here," he said.
Erica glanced back at Mike. She looked across the table at John. "Don't worry about John," she said. "He doesn't mind."
John felt both of them waiting. His mouth was dry. He nodded.
"It's fine," he said. "Go ahead."
Mike still looked uncertain. Erica reached across and took his hand.
"Come on," she said. "One song."
She pulled. He got up. She kept his hand in hers and led him toward the small dance floor, leaving John sitting alone with the drinks.
--
John watched Erica's hand stay locked around Mike's as she led him onto the dance floor. The opening bars of "Yeah" by Usher kicked in. The bass hit. Erica stepped into the open space, rolled her shoulders once, and started to move.
The martinis had loosened her. The emerald dress clung when she rolled her hips, the silk clinging to her ass. She danced with her eyes half-closed at first, one hand drifting up her own side, the other keeping time low near her hip. The neckline shifted with every sway of her chest.
John was almost overwhelmed. She looked so sexy. She was so into the music. So into dancing with Mike. John felt the heat rising inside him.
Mike stood a few feet away, moving more carefully. He had rhythm. His shoulders and feet found the beat, but he kept a polite distance. Erica opened her eyes and found him. She grinned and held the look. Still watching him, she bent her knees and ground down in a slow, controlled drop until she was almost squatting, the dress tightening across her hips and ass, then rose again in one smooth line, never breaking eye contact.
John felt his cock push against the seam of his pants.
Erica lifted both arms over her head as she came up. She swayed, then turned in a slow circle, eyes closed again. Moving like that, with her arms up, pulled the fabric of the dress taut across her chest. Her breasts moved as she turned.
Mike stopped dancing for a second. He just watched. John saw him glance toward the table--quick, checking.
Erica opened her eyes, saw him there, smiled, and crooked her index finger. Come here. Mike hesitated. She did it again, still looking right into his eyes. He closed the distance. She danced right up to him, chest nearly brushing his shirt, eyes locked on his. Then she spun so her back was to him. For a few bars John couldn't tell if they were touching. Then he saw Mike's face change--shock first, then a grin he couldn't quite kill as they sang the lyrics together. They were touching.
Erica spun back around. She was close enough now that Mike's arms had nowhere polite to go. They settled on her waist. She again raised her hand above her head, swaying to the music, smiling at Mike. They danced like that until the last notes faded.
When the song ended Mike started to step back toward the table, laughing a little, already retreating. Erica caught his arm and didn't let go.
"One more," she said.
"I think that's enough," he said, still smiling, trying to ease his arm free.
She pulled him in instead. The next song started. It was Nelly, "Ride Wit Me," slower, with a more of a groove. Erica took his hand and placed it on her waist again. She put both of her hands on his shoulders and looked up into his face, mouthing the words. She started to grind down, slow, her hands sliding down, steadying herself against his chest as she went. She dropped as low as the dress and her heels would allow, still swaying, still looking up at him, then rose in one motion and spun so her back was against his front.
This time there was no question. She reached back, took both of his hands, and set them on her hips. Mike's palms settled on the silk. Erica rolled her hips, her body fitted against his.
Mike's face had gone serious. He wasn't checking the table anymore. Erica tipped her head back until it touched his shoulder. She said something and he laughed. She laughed.
She didn't move her head back. Instead, she rested it back against him and kept dancing, eyes closed.
John knew Mike was feeling every shift of her body. He was feeling the softness of her hips under her dress. And there was no doubt, he was feeling the flesh of her ass rubbing against the front of his jeans.
The room started spinning. John grabbed the back of his chair and took a drink. She was really doing this, he thought. He was so fucking turned on.
John saw Mike's hands tighten on her hips. The fingers flexed, then started to move--up an inch, down an inch, getting bolder in the face of what sure seemed like encouragement from Erica.
Mike's face leaned closer to Erica's head. John imagined what the young man was experiencing: the feeling her hair against his cheek. The smell of the perfume she had put on in the hotel room. The warmth of her body.
The image of that intimacy between Erica and another man mad John's dick move. But alongside the arousal, John felt something else: The first feelings of anxiety about this, and maybe regret.
He had pushed for this. For weeks he had hinted, asked, cajoled. He had so badly wanted to once again feel the heat of watching her play with someone else. But now that it was playing out, it was different than he had envisioned. It was happening faster. It was slipping out of his control.
The song ended. The opening bars of a song came through the speakers. John recognized it. "How to Save a Life." Couples and singles who had been dancing drifted back to tables as the slower song kicked in. Erica and Mike stayed. She turned in his arms. She took his hands and put them on her waist again, but this time Mike drew her in himself, palms settling on the small of her back, pulling her close. Her arms went to his shoulders. Then, looking at him and smiling, she wrapped them around his neck. They slow danced.
John was overcome by the sight. He moved his hand to his lap. Almost against his will he started moving his hand across his pants, watching his wife in a romantic slow dance with another man.
Then Erica moved. She tipped her face up. She looked into her eyes. She said something. She rose onto her toes. She kissed him.
John's world spun. He felt the blood rush to his face. He watched his wife's lips touch Mike's, her mouth open against his, her arms squeezing him close.
Mike pulled back. Not far. Just enough to break the kiss. His eyes went straight to John. He said something to Erica. Erica answered, their faces still close. They went back and forth, two or three exchanges, her arms still around his neck, his still wrapped around his waist.
Erica said something else and nodded toward the table. Both of them looked at John.
John looked back. Panic and embarrassment hit, hot and sick. What did Mike see when he looked at him? A husband who had just watched another man kiss his wife and done nothing. A husband who was an active participant, allowing, or even encouraging his wife to flirt and make out with another man? What was Mike thinking?
John was thinking that maybe this had gone too far, maybe he should get up and stop it, when Erica placed her fingers on Mike's cheek, turned Mike's face away from John, and kissed him again.
This time Mike didn't hesitate.
John just sat and watched it happen. Mike's hand sliding up her back. Erica's fingers in his hair. The way she pressed closer, chest to chest, and opened her mouth and slid her tongue inside his lips. Mike kissed her deeper. One of his hands dropped low on her hip and stayed there, fingers gripping into the flesh, thumb moving against the silk. Erica's shoulders softened as she melted into him. They stayed like that through the rest of the song--kissing, swaying, her body fitted to his--while the people left on the floor either pretended not to stare or looked on and giggled.
As John watched from the table it hit him: They were all staying at the same hotel. There were no kids, no nosy neighbors, no bedtime, no obstacles. If Erica decided she wanted to go farther with this, there was nothing to stop it. If Erica wanted to Mike up to their room, he was coming up to their room.
John felt the last of the fun drain out of the old game. The flirting, the role-playing, the kissing in cars and bars--those had been contained. This was not. Tonight, another man was going to fuck his wife. The realization hit him like a sledgehammer. He felt regret so sharp it tasted like metal. He had started this. He had asked for it. And now he was watching it become real.
The song ended and Erica stayed in Mike's arms, her mouth still close to his, both of them laughing easily like they had already decided what came next.
--
They walked off the dance floor hand in hand. When they reached the table Mike took his seat against the wall, across from John. He had an uncertain smile on his face as he looked at John and settled in. Erica sat next to him and slid the chair closer. She smiled at John, with her knee pushing against Mike's thigh under the table.
Erica picked up her martini and held it up to Mike, and then to John. "To a great dancer," she said. She was a little breathless. She put her hand on Mike's forearm and left it there.
"I do all right," Mike said. His voice was lower than it had been an hour ago.
"No," she said. "It was great."
John watched her hand stay on Mike's arm. He couldn't believe she was doing all this right in front of him. The audacity of it. The almost intentional cruelness.
Erica flagged the server without looking at John.
"One more round," she said. "Same thing."
The server nodded and left. Erica turned back to Mike.
One of Mike's hands was resting on the table. She put her own hand down next to it.
"You're hands are huge," she said, grinning at him. "Look. Look at the difference."
She placed her hand on his to compare. He grinned back at her and turned his hand around so they were palm to palm. "It's not much of a comparison," he said. "Your hand are tiny," he said.
"Still," she said. "Your hand is like twice the size as mine." She glanced over at John. "Hell, it's twice the size of John's."
The words hit John like a punch. As Erica chuckled at her joke, his face dropped down to the table, to his drink. He felt Mike look over. He took a gulp of the cocktail.
As he sipped, he noticed that Erica hadn't removed her hand. Instead, she intertwined her fingers with Mike's, both resting right on the table. Right in front of John.
As they sipped their drinks, Erica bopped in her chair to the music. John watched her breasts bouncing in the dress as she moved. He watched Mike watching them also. His erection was painful in his pants.
Erica took a sip of her drink and set it down, still angled toward Mike. "I can't remember the last time I danced like that," she said.
"You should come to Chicago," Erica said to Mike with a grin. "Take me out dancing."
Mike laughed once, short. Erica turned to John then--finally--and the look was bright and steady and meant for him.
"You wouldn't mind, would you?" she said. "Mike taking me out dancing so you can stay home and watch the Cubs?"
John's face went hot. Erica was playing with him now in front of Mike.
"What?" She smiled. "I'm just teasing. We know Mike isn't coming to Chicago." She locked her eyes on John's. "I'm mean really, after tonight we'll probably never even see him again."
The words hung over the table. No one spoke for a moment. The music had dropped into something more mellow.
Erica kept her eyes on John's, as if waiting for some response, some pushback or assent. All he did was take a sip of his Martini. She gave him a little smile and turned to Mike.
"I should probably tell you something, Mike" she said. Her voice was lower. "Before this goes any further."
John's stomach sank. He knew what was coming and he couldn't believe she was going to say it out loud. He tried to piece together what he was seeing. He saw Mike holding his wife's hand on the table, right next to the paid check. He knew there was nothing left to stop this.
Erica began. "John and I... we have a thing we do sometimes. We go out. To bars. To clubs. I flirt with men. Sometimes it goes a little further than flirting. Dancing. Kissing. Touching. We've never gone farther than that, but we've talked about it. A lot."
She paused. She picked up Mike's hand and gave it a squeeze.
"So I was wondering if you'd like to back up to our room with us. For a nightcap."
Mike was very still. John watched his eyes flick to John and then back to Erica.
As he watched, John felt the blood drain out of his face. This whole things had been his fantasy, but he realized then that he was not even the least bit prepared for the moment his wife invited another man up to a hotel room to have sex.
Mike's throat moved. He looked at John again, longer this time.
"You're serious," he said. It wasn't quite a question.
Erica nodded. "We're serious."
The silence stretched. John could hear his own pulse. He wanted to speak and he had no idea what he would say if he did. Part of him was still waiting for Erica to laugh and take it back. She didn't. She just waited, calm, her hand steady on Mike's.
Mike exhaled. He looked at Erica. Smiling, he looked her up and down.
"Yeah," he said. "Okay. Yeah. I'll come up."
John heard the answer. It was hard to breathe. The room spun. Mike was coming up to their room to fuck Erica.
Erica smiled. She pulled Mike's hand toward her. She leaned down and gave it a little kiss. "Good," she said.
She looked at John. "Do you want to get us an Uber, honey?"
--
Erica stood. She led Mike toward the door by the hand. She didn't look back to see if John was following. Watching them go, John was amazed at how quickly it had happened. They were the couple. He was trailing behind alone.
The Uber was waiting outside. Not an SUV, a Tesla sedan. Erica opened the rear door and slid in. She looked up at John.
"It's not big enough," she said, looking up at John. "You should sit up front, honey."
Mike grinned at John and slid into the back seat.
John felt heat crawl up his neck. He wanted to say no. He wanted to open the other door and force himself in. But then he thought of Hammond Falls, and his view from the driver's seat. He could have cum in his pants, right there on the sidewalk in front of the bar.
He got in the front seat. The driver glanced at John, nodded, and pulled away from the curb.
John adjusted his position util he had a clear view of them in the rearview mirror.
They were sitting apart as the car pulled into traffic. Erica met John's eyes in the mirror and smiled.
She slid across, her arms reaching up to encircle Mik's neck. She kissed him.
It was soft at first. John watched the mirror: her mouth reaching up to his, her eyes closing, the small shift of her body toward him. Mike's hand came down on her waist. The kiss deepened. Erica made a quiet sound of pleasure as Mike's other hand rose to her head and slid into her hair.
In the front seat, John's hands were gripping his own knees and his cock was agony against his pants. His pulse was loud in his ears. He could hear the wet sound of their mouths when the silent car idled at a light. He could hear Erica's breath catch when Mike's hand moved from her waist to her ribs.
Mike gained confidence fast.
He kissed her harder. John watched his hand travel up, over the silk of the dress, and settle on her breast. She didn't stop him. Mike's fingers curved, squeezing, feeling her for the first time, and she moaned into his mouth--soft, but clear enough that John heard it over the radio. Mike's other hand was on her thigh now, pushing the dress higher. Erica's hand had found the back of Mike's neck.
John knew that at that moment Erica had forgotten he was in the car at all.
He watched Mike's hands roughly squeeze his wife's breasts through the dress. He saw Erica's head tip back for a second, mouth open, before Mike closed in and kissed her again.
Mike moved down to her neck, nuzzling and kissing. John heard it: Erica's quiet "yes."
John's cock was hard against his zipper. His stomach was a knot.
John's eyes met the driver's. The driver was watching them too. John wondered what the man was thinking. He thought back to when they were getting into the car. When Erica told him to get into the front seat and John had meekly complied. John's face flushed red.
Then John forgot about the driver. Mike's hand slid inside the neckline of the dress. John saw Mike's fingers disappear under the fabric. Erica gasped and her hand clutched at Mike's shoulder. They were fully making out now, his weight on her, his mouth on her lips, his hand working under the dress while Erica's fingers dug into his arm,
John watched, stunned as Mike kissed her, deep and wet, his hand exploring her breasts under the dress.
Light flashed into the backseat. The car slowed. Erica's eyes popped open. She pulled back, composing herself as the car rolled up to the hotel.


She looked at the mirror. She found John's eyes. She gave him a little smile. To John, it seemed almost sad.
--
Mike got out first. He turned and offered Erica his hand. She took it and didn't let go. As she stepped onto the curb she drew his arm around her waist and left it there, her body settling against his side. That was how they were standing when John came around the front of the car.
Both of them looked at him. Waiting.
John didn't speak. He stood on the sidewalk with the hotel lights behind them and the sound of traffic at his back, and said nothing.
Erica smiled.
"Well then," she said in an almost resigned voice. "Let's go up."
She and Mike turned together. His arm stayed around her waist. They walked toward the doors. John watched them go, then followed.
The silk dress pulled tight across Erica's ass with every step. Her long legs flashed out from the dress, her heels clicking on the sidewalk. John thought about what Mike was seeing. What he was thinking. He was walking into the hotel to fuck this gorgeous woman. To fuck John's wife.
They passed a man coming out of the hotel, rolling a suitcase. The man glanced at Mike and Erica--arm in arm, close, heading inside--and nodded the small, automatic nod people give a couple. Then his eyes reached John, a few steps behind, alone. He nodded again, polite, and kept walking. To that man, Mike and Erica were together. Returning to their room. For a night of passion. John felt sick.
His heart was racing. This was a mistake. This was going too far. They were putting their marriage at risk. And Erica was doing it so... casually. Like she wasn't even worried, wasn't even thinking of John and their 20 years together. She wasn't looking back at John. She wasn't checking in to make sure he was OK. Instead, she wrapped her arm around Mike and laughed at something he said.
They reached the elevators. Mike pressed the button. The doors opened. Erica stepped in, holding Mike's hand. John followed. The doors closed.
For a moment no one moved. The three of them stood in the bright light. Erica looked at the panel, then at John.
"John, we're on four. Can you hit the button?"
John reached out and pressed it. His face was hot. In the brushed metal of the doors he could see the reflection: Mike's arm reached around his wife, Erica leaned into him, a small smile on her mouth, both of them looking up, watching the numbers as they got closer to the hotel room where they would soon fuck.
The doors opened on four. John stepped aside. Erica took Mike's hand and led him into the hallway. John followed. Their room was halfway down. They stopped in front of the door. Erica laughed again, soft.
She turned back to John.
"I don't have a key, honey. Can you let us in?"
John took the key from his pocket. He held it to the lock. The light turned green. He pushed the door open and stood aside.
Erica smiled at him once more, then led Mike inside by the hand. John watched them cross the threshold--his wife and another man, their fingers still linked--and stepped in after them.
-
They stood just inside the door, the three of them, no one speaking. Erica's lipstick was smudged. Mike's shirt was untucked on one side.
Erica broke the awkward silence.
"John," she said, "can you check the minibar? Get us something."
He moved because moving was easier than standing there. The minibar had a small bottle of whiskey. He poured three short glasses, hands unsteady, and carried them over.
Erica had sat on the corner of the bed. Mike stood beside her, one hand on her shoulder, thumb moving in a slow circle against her skin. John stopped in front of them. He held the first glass out to Erica. She took it.
"Thanks, honey."
He turned to Mike. Their eyes met. John felt the weight of the glass in his hand and the much heavier weight of what he was doing--serving a drink to the man who was about to fuck his wife.
He tried to read Mike's face and couldn't. He saw nervousness. Maybe even shock about what was happening. And also, John thought, maybe pity. Pity for John, for the man who was about to watch his wife fuck someone else.
John gave him the glass. Mike took it without looking away.
They drank. The whiskey burned.
Erica set her glass on the nightstand. "Sit," she said to Mike, patting the bed beside her.
He sat. The mattress dipped. John stayed where he was, glass in hand, no idea what his body was supposed to do next.
Erica leaned in and kissed Mike. He kissed her back immediately, harder than he had in the car. His hands came up and closed over her breasts through the dress, squeezing. Erica moaned into his mouth--low, involuntary. The sound went straight through John. Mike's mouth moved to her neck. Erica's head tipped back. Her eyes opened and found John standing there.
"John," she said. "Why don't you sit in that chair?"
She pointed at the armchair by the window.
John's vision grayed at the edges. Mike and Erica had both gone still, watching him. The room felt airless.
"Are you sure?" he managed.
Neither of them answered right away. They just looked at him. Seconds stretched. Erica nodded.
John walked to the chair. He sat.
Erica stood. She crossed the small space and climbed onto John's lap, knees on either side of his thighs. The dress hung low. Her breasts swayed underneath it, circled in lace. She kissed him. Soft. Brief. She stayed there, mouth an inch from his.
"I love you," she whispered.
She sat up. Her eyes were clear. "Are you OK with this?"
He couldn't get air into his lungs. The question hung. She waited. The room was silent.
"John. I need to hear it. Are you OK with this?"
He forced himself to nod.
She smiled. She kissed him once more, quick, then climbed off his lap. She turned and walked back toward the bed.
John watched her go. The dress clung to her ass and hips with every step. Her legs looked long and sleek in the heels. She looked gorgeous, and somehow, like someone different. Someone not his.
She stopped in front of Mike.
"Can you help me out of this dress?"
Mike stood. Erica turned her back to him. He stepped in close. His arms came around her. John watched his hands move--over her hips, up the toned line of her stomach, higher, until they covered her breasts through the silk. One hand slid up to gather her hair and move it aside. Mike kissed the side of her neck while his other hand kept roaming, across her chest. Erica's eyes found John's across the room and stayed there. She didn't look away. She let him watch Mike's mouth on her skin and Mike's hands on her body until her eyelids fluttered and she couldn't hold it anymore. Her head dropped back against Mike's shoulder. A soft sound left her throat.
She stepped forward half a pace and reached behind her neck, showing him the clasp. Mike's fingers found it. He unhooked it. The zipper came down. The dress opened. He peeled the silk off her shoulders and down her arms.
The fabric fell to her waist.
John saw her breasts, encased in black lace. The skin above the cups was flushed. Mike's hands stayed on her, one sliding up to cup her, thumb brushing the lace. Erica's eyes were still half-closed, mouth parted, body leaning back into the man behind her while her husband sat in the chair six feet away and watched the dress settle at her hips.
John felt the room close in around him. There was no air. He was sweating.
Across from him, Mike's mouth was on Erica's neck and his hands were moving over her--hips, stomach, breasts--while the dress hung open at her waist. Erica's eyes had found John again and stayed there, staring directly into his eyes. She was letting him see all of it.
John stared into his wife's eyes. He had wanted this. He had asked for it, pushed for it, fought through her reluctance. Now it was here, and it was not the version he had rehearsed in his head. In the rehearsed version she was hesitant, nervous. She was always checking with him, almost asking for his permission every step of the way.
This was nothing like that. Here, in reality, she was taking control. She wanted to fuck Mike and she was making it happen.
Despite his growing reservations, John's cock was rock hard. He was watching his wife get undressed by another man and he was as turned on as he'd ever been. Every time Mike's hand tightened on her breast or Erica made that small sound in her throat, the heat spiked--along with a lingering sense of shame that he was letting this happen--and his cock throbbed. He couldn't stop it.
Erica was breathing hard. But she still didn't look away. John knew what she was doing. She was playing the game. She was letting him see that she wanted this, she wanted Mike. She knew that fact would make John feel jealous and even a little humiliated, and that this toxic mix would somehow fuel his arousal.
He suddenly thought about what it would be like after. In the room after Mike left. In the car on the way to the airport tomorrow. How the silence between them would be different.
Mike's hand slid under the bra. Erica's eyelids fluttered. Her head again dropped back against his shoulder. A soft sound left her throat, and John felt the last of any hesitancy on her part give way.
Erica's eyes were closed now, taking in the sensation of Mike fondling both of her breasts beneath the bra. John sat in the chair with his heart trying to climb out of his chest and understood, with a clarity that made him dizzy, that there was no stopping this now.
Erica stepped away from Mike. She turned so she was facing him, the open dress still hanging at her waist. She hooked her thumbs under the silk. She pushed it down over her hips in a slow motion, letting it pool at her feet. Then she stepped out of it, one heel at a time, the click of each shoe sharp on the hardwood. She was left in the black lace bra, the matching panties, and the heels. She ran her hands down her own sides, watching Mike watch her, and gave him a small, private smile before she turned.
John watched with his mouth hanging open. The lace sat high on her hips. Her stomach was flat and tight. The bra lifted her breasts so the tops of them swelled above the cups. Her ass looked round and firm in the panties. She was teasing Mike--angling her body, showing if off. His wife was seducing a man right in front of him.
He braced for her to go step back into Mike's arms.
She didn't.
She crossed the room toward the chair instead. Her hips moved. John watched her breasts sway, the line of her stomach, the way the panties clung when she walked. His mind was a mess. He knew she was ready to fuck another man for the first time since they had been married. He knew Mike was standing by the bed, watching both of them. Embarrassment and confusion moved through him in waves. And still she was coming toward him--gorgeous, half-naked, the click of her heels filling the quiet room--and he was as hard as he had ever been in his life.
She leaned over him. Her breasts hung forward in the lace, close enough that he could smell her perfume and the faint salt of her skin. She kissed him. Deep. Her tongue found his. Then she took his hands and put them on her ass, pressing his palms against the lace and the firm curve underneath. She kissed him harder, driving it, the way she used to when they were younger and couldn't wait. John's hands tightened. For a few seconds the rest of the room disappeared.
She pulled back.
She slowly lowered herself, falling to her knees between his legs, the heels tucked under her. She unzipped his pants, reached inside, and took him out. The relief was immediate and overwhelming--her hand warm, the air cool, the relief. She looked up at him. The lace, the heels, her mouth slightly open, her eyes steady. He had never felt this much at once. Arousal so sharp it hurt. Love. Terror. The absurd, dizzying fact of his wife on her knees in lingerie while another man watched from across the room.
Then he saw Mike.
Mike was standing with his arms at his sides, watching. There was a small smile on his face. John couldn't tell if it was amusement or something else. The possibility that Mike was laughing at him--at his dick--flashed through him and stuck.
Before the thought could settle, Erica took him into her mouth.
The sensation wiped everything else out. Warm. Wet. Her tongue moving under the head, her hand stroking what her mouth didn't cover. John's hips jerked. He was already close--too close--the whole night coiled in his stomach, ready to break.
She pulled off.
She looked up at him and giggled, softly, shaking her head.
"You can't finish yet, baby."
She rose until she was leaning over him again, breasts close, mouth near his.
"I'm going to go fuck Mike now," she said. "You sit here and watch."
She kissed him once, quick, on the lips. Then she stood.
John's chest locked. The words were still in the air. He watched her turn. She faced Mike. For a moment she just stood there in the lace and heels, and John felt every emotion he had been carrying--arousal, dread, humiliation, love--crash together so hard he couldn't separate them. She was really going to do it. She had told him. She had kissed him. And now she was walking away.
She crossed to Mike. She wrapped her arms around his neck. He kissed her, deep and unhurried, hands sliding down to her ass. Then he scooped her up--easy, like she weighed nothing--and tossed her onto the bed. She squealed and landed laughing, the sound full of pleasure. The mattress bounced. She pushed up on her elbows, still giggling, looking at Mike submissively.
Mike stood over her at the edge of the bed and pulled his shirt off. The lamplight caught the lines of his chest and shoulders, the muscle across his stomach. Erica made a low, appreciative sound and John's heart sank. He sat in the chair with his cock out, his wife on the bed in lace, and another man's body on display between them. He was reeling from her reactions. The yelp when Mike through her on the bed. The purr she gave when he took off his shirt. John knew that, at the moment, he was completely forgotten. At that moment, his wife belonged to Mike.
John didn't throw Erica onto hotel room beds--at least not in the last 20 years. Mike was stronger, younger. John was both aroused by the sight of his wife responding to another man's strength and diminished by it at the same time.
And now, Erica was laying on the bed, looking up hungrily at Mike's body, while John sat in a chair, watching, his cock bouncing in the air conditioning.
Mike had smiled at him earlier. John still didn't know what the smile meant, but his mind supplied the worst version anyway: amusement, pity, the quiet satisfaction of a man who had just been handed another man's wife and was now watching the husband watch.
John wanted to zip his pants. He wanted to stand up. He wanted to say they were done.
But now he felt an even more powerful urge: He needed see Erica's face when Mike touched her without the dress in the way.
Mike's hands moved to his belt. Erica's eyes followed. John gripped the arms of the chair.
Mike pushed his pants down and climbed out of them. He knelt on the bed over Erica and looked down at her body. Through the thin fabric of his boxers John could see the thick outline of him, heavy and already hard. Erica saw it too. She shifted closer. She reached up. As she touched Mike's cock through his boxers, her head turned slightly and her eyes found John's. The smile that crossed her mouth was small and sharp--later John would remember it as almost cruel. She hooked her fingers in the waistband and pulled Mike free.
He sprang out, thick and flushed. Erica gasped, a short, involuntary sound. The noise went through John like a blade. Mike was bigger, and Erica was thrilled.
She looked at John one last time, still smiling, then turned her face fully toward Mike. The smile faded. A more serious look settled over her features. John felt it register in his chest as his wife turned away from him to give her full attention to the man in front of her.
Her hand closed around Mike. She stroked him slowly, feeling the weight and the heat, then with more purpose. John watched her fingers move. His own cock twitched against his thigh.
Erica's lips were parted, her eyes looking up at Mike.
"Does that feel good?" she asked.
"Amazing," Mike said. He reached down and cupped her breast through the lace. Erica's breath caught. She glanced at John and smiled. Then she looked back at Mike.
"And how does this feel?"
She leaned in and took him into her mouth.
John's mind was blank. He saw his wife's lips stretch around Mike's cock. He saw her head begin to move, slow and deliberate. He heard the wet sound. Mike's hand stayed on her breast, squeezing. John's stomach dropped and his pulse roared. Arousal and something close to grief hit at the same time. She looked beautiful. She was sucking another man's cock. He couldn't reconcile how he felt.
Erica pulled off. A thin strand of saliva connected her lower lip to the head for a second before it broke. She looked toward John as she reached behind her back and unhooked the bra. It fell away. Her breasts spilled free, nipples tight.
Mike stared. "Oh my God," he said. "Your breasts are amazing."
Erica glowed under the words. She took him into her mouth again. This time she didn't glance back to John. Mike's hands came down and covered both breasts, kneading, thumbs working her nipples while she sucked him. Her eyes stayed closed. Her focus was total. John watched her disappear into it--into the taste, the weight, the praise--and felt a hollow in his soul.
Mike groaned. Both of his hands moved to the back of her head. He held her there and thrust shallowly into her mouth. Erica took it. John couldn't stay still. His hand found his cock. He stroked once, twice. The pressure that had been building all night broke without warning. He came hard, spilling over his fingers and onto his lap and the chair, a low groan tearing out of him before he could stop it.
Erica heard. She pulled off Mike and turned, lips wet, eyes bright.
"Oh baby," she said, laughing softly. "You finished already."
Mike looked at John, then down at her.
"Now you'll just have to sit and watch me fuck your wife," he said.
He pushed her back onto the bed. She squealed, delighted, and landed with her hair spread across the pillow. Still looking toward John, she lifted her hips, hooked her thumbs in the panties, and slid them down her legs and over the heels. She grinned and tossed them in John's direction. They landed near his feet.
Mike descended onto her. He braced his arms on either side of her head and kissed her mouth as he lowered his weight onto her body. Erica responded passionately, one hand running through his thick hair, the other grasping at the muscles in his arm.
John watched in horror as Mike shifted his weight and moved his arm. John couldn't see, but when Erica threw her head back and let out a long moan, he knew Mike's fingers were inside her. Mike didn't wait. John saw his weight shift again. He saw Mike positioning himself. Then, he saw his wife's face flinch as the tip of his cock made first contact. Mike fumbled and pushed. Erica took over. With her husband watching from a chair across the room, she reached down and guided Mike inside her.
Erica's mouth opened. A sound left her--half gasp, half moan. Her hands flew to his shoulders. Mike kissed her, deep, and started to move. John watched her legs wrap around Mike's waist. He watched her hips rise to meet each thrust. The sounds she made were nothing like the tame moans she made at home, when she made love to John with the kids asleep down the hall. They were raw. Loud. Involuntary. Every time Mike drove in she answered with a cry that went straight through John's chest.


John was hard again. The realization stunned him. He hadn't recovered that fast since he was a teenager. His hand moved without thinking. On the bed, Erica turned her head. From under Mike's shoulder, her eyes found her husband's. They fluttered shut when Mike thrust deep, then opened again. They locked on John, but John wasn't sure she was really seeing him. Erica's eyes were vacant.
As he watched his wife buckle beneath Mike's every thrust, John realized he was matching their movements. His fist was moving up and down his cock in time with Mike's hips as he slammed into Erica.
Erica's moans climbed. Her fingers dug into Mike's back and triceps. Mike grunted, low and rough. Erica's legs tightened. She cried out, high and shrill, and Mike followed a second later, hips stuttering as he buried himself and came.
John felt his come spilling again across his fingers while his wife shook and screamed under the weight another man.
--
For the next ten minutes they stayed in the bed.
Mike lay on his back. Erica curled against his side, one leg draped over his, her hand moving slowly across his chest and stomach. They kissed--lazy, open-mouthed kisses. Mike's hand rested on her hip, then slid lower, tracing the curve of her ass. Every so often one of them said something too quiet for John to hear. Erica laughed, soft, and pressed her face into Mike's neck. Mike smiled at the ceiling and pulled her closer. Their bodies stayed fitted together. Skin on skin. No rush.
John watched from the chair.
It was worse than the sex. Erica's fingers were exploring Mike's body, feeling his muscles, tracing a line across his firm chest. Mike turned his head and kissed her temple, and she made a small pleased sound and settled deeper against him. John felt the intimacy, like neither of them remembered he was in the room. It entered his heart like a dagger. His cock was soft now. The arousal had drained out and left him with a hollow feeling that was plunging toward depression as he watched his naked wife tucked against another man, laughing at something private, her hand resting low on his stomach. He kept waiting for her to look over. She didn't.
As they lounged in the bed, John's sadness started to deepen into anger. This was too much. It was just cruel. What the fuck did Erica think she was doing?
Suddenly Erica sat up. She swung her legs off the far side of the bed, stood, and walked to the bathroom without glancing at the chair. The door closed. John was almost sure she had avoided his eyes on purpose.
Mike stayed where he was, one arm behind his head. That was when it hit John: he was still sitting in the armchair with his cock out and his semen on his hand, his lap, and the cushion. The realization arrived all at once. Embarrasment flooded him, hot and immediate.
Mike turned his head and looked over.
John moved fast. He tucked himself away, zipped up, wiped his hand on his pants because there was nowhere else. When he finished and looked up, Mike was still watching him. The silence stretched.
"Are we good?" Mike asked.
John tried to get a full breath. "Yeah," he said. "We're good."
Mike nodded. "I guess I should get dressed and go."
"Yeah," John said. "I guess so."
Mike sat up. He found his boxers and pants on the floor. As he pulled them on, John got a clear view of the fat cock that had been inside his wife minutes before.
Mike was reaching for his shirt when the bathroom door opened.
Erica stepped out in a hotel robe. She stopped in the doorway, one shoulder against the frame, and watched Mike button the shirt. There was a long silence as they looked at each other.
"So..." he said.
The pause was awkward. Then they both laughed.
Erica crossed to him. She put her arms around his neck and kissed him, deep and unhurried. Mike kissed her back. After a moment's hesitation he pushed his hands inside the robe and hugged her naked body.
Finally, Erica ended the kiss and stepped back. She pulled the robe closed, modestly.
"Thanks for a great night," she said. "That was wonderful."
Mike laughed once. "Thanks. But trust me--it was my pleasure."
They laughed again. Mike stepped toward the door. He paused and looked at John.
"Uh... thanks, man. See you around."
He left. The door clicked shut.
Silence filled the room.
Erica walked over to the chair. She sat on John's lap and pulled his head against her chest. The robe was soft and warm. Her breasts were soft beneath the fabric. She held him tight and ran her fingers through his hair.
"I love you, baby," she whispered. "I love you. I love you. I love you."
John didn't move. His hands stayed on the arms of the chair. He let her hold him and said nothing.
She lifted her head and looked at his face.
"Are we okay, baby? Are you good?"
He hesitated. He nodded.
"Are you sure? You're just sitting there. It's making me nervous."
He started to speak. "It's just..." He stopped.
"It's just what, honey?" she said. "I need to know."
"I need a tissue," he said.
He held up his hand. The evidence was still there, half-dried. Erica laughed, surprised and bright. John didn't. She tilted her head, still smiling.
"Come on, John. That's kind of funny."
He gave her a small, rueful look. "If you say so."
"Well, I do." She kissed him quickly. "Now go get cleaned up so we can go to bed."
She slid off his lap. John stood and went into the bathroom.
He closed the door and stood at the sink. The light was harsh. He washed his hands, then his face, then stood with his palms on the counter and tried to put the night in order.
Images kept arriving in his mind: Erica looking at him while she took Mike into her mouth. The sound she made when Mike pushed inside her. The way she had curled against Mike afterward, laughing at something John couldn't hear. Her voice saying I'm going to go fuck Mike now. He felt hollowed out and strangely calm at the same time. He also felt nervous about opening the door. He didn't know what version of her would be waiting, or what version of their relationship would emerge.
He dried his hands. He brushed his teeth. He opened the door.
Erica was already in bed, under the covers, the robe discarded on the chair. John crossed the room and climbed in beside her. She turned immediately and wrapped herself around him--arms, legs, her face against his neck. Her body felt warm and soft against his skin. She kissed his mouth, then his cheek, then his jaw, then the side of his throat, over and over, small urgent kisses.
"I love you, baby," she kept saying. "I love you."
She held him tighter and guided his head down against her breasts. Her fingers moved through his hair. John lay there and let her comfort him. The room was dark. Her heartbeat was steady under his ear. After a while her breathing slowed. His did too. That was how they fell asleep--her body curled around his, her mouth still close to his skin, the words "I love you" trailing off into silence.
--
John woke to light coming through the curtains and the immediate, aching of his hard cock. The memories were already rushing through his mind--Erica's mouth, Mike's hands, the sound she made when he pushed inside her--and his dick throbbed against the sheet. It actually hurt.
Erica stirred beside him. The covers had slipped. She was on her back, one arm above her head, wearing nothing but a pair of plain cotton panties. Her breasts were bare. Soft in the morning light. Nipples relaxed. He stared at them and his breath went shallow. He saw Mike's mouth on the left one. He saw Mike's hands covering both while she sucked him.
His eyes moved lower. Her stomach. The waistband of the panties. He remembered her lifting her hips on the bed, sliding the lace down her legs and over the heels, grinning as she tossed them toward the chair. His chair. His cock jumped. He made a low sound without meaning to.
"Are you okay?" Erica's voice was rough with sleep. She was looking at him.
He nodded. He couldn't speak yet.
He reached over and cupped her breast. The weight of it filled his palm. She moaned, quiet, and arched a little into his hand.
"That feels good," she said.
He leaned down and took her nipple into his mouth. He sucked, gentle at first, then harder. She moaned again, fingers sliding into his hair. His mind flashed to Mike doing the same thing while she stroked him. The memory made him suck harder. Erica's back curved off the mattress.
He slid his hand down her stomach and under the waistband of the panties. She was soaked. His fingers slipped through it--hot, slick, more than he had felt from her in years. It hit him suddenly: Was this all her, or Mike? The question should have gutted him. Instead, it went straight to his cock. He pushed a finger deep inside her and she groaned.
"I need you to fuck me," she said.
He pushed the panties down her thighs. She kicked them off. He moved over her, lined himself up, and sank in. She was so wet he slid in without effort. Erica gasped and wrapped her legs around him. John braced on his forearms and started to move.
Every thrust brought a different picture. Erica's eyes locking on his as she took Mike's cock into her mouth. The delighted sound she made when Mike threw her onto the bed. The moment Mike's shirt came off and she purred.
John drove into her harder. Erica met him, hips rising, nails digging into his shoulders. He felt her wetness and knew what it was and the thought crashed through him and made his blood pump harder.
Erica's arms locked around his neck. Her legs tightened. She buried her face against his throat and scratched at his back, fingers digging in like she needed to hold him there.
John looked at her face. Here eyes were closed tight. Was she thinking of Mike? Was she imagining that it was him, not her husband, fucking her?
John exploded--sudden, almost violent. He buried himself in her and came, pulsing deep inside her while she clutched him with every limb she had, her breath hot against his skin, her body shaking under his.
He stayed there, shaking, until the last of it left him and the only sound in the room was their heavy breath.


        