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  Chapter one

"Mm-hmm," Claire said, eyes glued to her computer screen, the dim blue light box reflected in the lenses of her over-sized reading glasses. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, frowned at the screen, and then let her fingers hover over the keyboard. 
"So I said that sounds great," I ventured. 
"Yeah, well..." Claire said. She moved her fingers over the mousepad. "Wait." Her eyes peeled away from the screen and she blinked at me. "What? Oh, god, I wasn't even listening, honey, I'm sorry."
"I know."
I knew. Of course I knew. Claire hadn't been listening to me for weeks, ever since she started her new - additional - job. And this was something I couldn't complain about, because Claire was only doing this new, additional job because I was a financial failure at the moment. 
I didn't really need to be talking to Claire about this anyway. I didn't even know what I was talking about; all I knew was that if I kept droning on like I was talking about car repairs, Claire would half-ignore me. And if she half-ignored me, she wouldn't feel me inching closer to her, and she would feel bad, and then I could initiate sex with her with a 50/50 chance she'd respond. 
She was sitting up in bed, a white cotton camisole with alluringly thin fabric clinging to her supple breasts, her flat stomach, and the small pouch of (thankfully) unalterable belly fat that appeared only when she wasn't standing up. (Now. Before, she had an attractive belly pouch at all moments, but she'd been going to the gym hard every since she started teaching this course). 
She smiled down at me. "Oh you do, do you?" 
I liked that she was wearing her glasses. It turned me on. She didn't wear them at home very often before this class, and now she wore them all the time. They slid down her nose of their own accord, so if I just waited long enough on any given evening, I would get a look from her with glasses halfway down the bridge of her nose. 
Disapproval, librarian-style. It was hot. 
"Are you imagining me as a strict librarian?" she said. 
Strictly. Disapprovingly. Like a librarian would. 
I had edged closer and closer to her, so now I was within inches of her arm, and I could smell her skin and faintly, her pussy - but this was probably my imagination. My sex-starved, wild imagination. My fingers were so close to her thigh; I could reach and wrap my hand around it, pull it my direction, and start to slide my hand beneath the thin pajama shorts she was wearing and then to her panties, and then to her cunt. 
"Yes," I answered, even though I had forgotten the question.
"James," she said, in her strictest librarian voice. 
"Claire," I said, in an uncooperative voice. 
She smiled, but her eyes returned to her screen. "Don't start, I have work to do and these are technically my office hours." She waved me away with one hand, and then clicked on the mousepad. "Seriously," she added. 
"Office hours, hmm?" I was making a move anyway. She didn't really resist, so I kept going, my hand sliding over her thigh and toward the interior. But I didn't make the move I'd imagined originally - I changed course and brought my head closer to her thigh. 
"James."
"Hmm..."
She pulled her thigh away, but she was still playful. Then she shifted her laptop. "Do I have to go in another room?" 
"Are your students calling in for this?"
She rolled her eyes. "Yes. I'm answering their calls with this shirt on." 
Claire had a small but very shapely rack, and her nipples were often hard pebbles no matter what she was doing. So this was obviously a joke. Although I liked it - I liked the idea of Claire answering the calls of her students with her tits showing through a thin PJ t-shirt.
I murmured something and started moving on on her. 
"Hey. Seriously. Look. Here's one now."
She turned the screen toward me. I spotted an unfamiliar messenger app, which was nothing new to me: I had long ago fallen behind the times with these things. 

Syd LADDER214: 
ms monroe are you there?

"Okay?" Claire said. "So for real, I have to be available right now."
"Mizz Monroe?" I joked.
Claire shook her head and turned her attention to her chat. "You know, at least he's trying. Most of the kids his age are like, 'yo whatup c-dog.'" She did a very silly impression of younger guys, in her dorky way, and then laughed at herself. 
"They are not," I said. 
"You'd be surprised. Now, get outta my hair or I have to go somewhere else, and I really, really don't want to get out of bed. I'm feeling so lazy."
"I will be good," I said. 
For me, this was a little bit of a sexual game - the only one Claire had time for these days, and that was because she wasn't aware I was playing a sexual game. I will be a good boy, I thought. For my strict, strict librarian. A rush of blood made my cock even harder than it already was. Which was not rock-hard, because I'm a middle-aged man and it was a Tuesday night and my wife was not going to have sex with me, so my body was preemptively not wasting too much energy. 
Not too much. It pulsed with a suggestion for me, though. To use it. Especially with those glasses and that snobby attitude, and the insistence that I behave. 
Claire was typing, deep in thought, brow furrowed. 
A full minute passed.
She stared at the screen, a smile forming on her lips. "Good," she said, distracted. "Uh..." More typing. "Thank you." 
But I could tell she was miles away, and probably wouldn't have been able to repeat what I said for a million dollars. I rolled over and made myself comfortable on my side.
"You can watch TV," she said, after a few minutes of typing. "Just keep it kinda low." 
I turned it on, switching to a sports channel, and stared at the screen turned on my side away from her. Her fingers clacked on the keys occasionally. I started to doze off after thinking about sex for a bit. Claire kept typing, which was becoming a little therapeutic and somnolent. 
I'm not sure what woke me up: her leaving the bed, the removal of her weight bouncing the mattress ever-so-slightly? Or just her absence, or the sound of the shower turning on and the water splashing on the tiles, which sounded like it was morning. 
I rolled over, a little groggy. Her laptop was open, resting on the bed. The messenger app was open. The water was running. 
So: I took a look. 
I don't know what I was expecting to find, or hoping to find. I can't remember anymore. The entirety of the message wasn't there, but this is what I saw that made me scroll backward and read the whole thing:

Claire:
People usually find me terrifying before I smile.
Tyler Dawson:
Not my experience.
Claire:
You should probably stop texting your instructor at midnight.
Tyler Dawson:
You responded pretty fast for someone concerned about professionalism.
Claire:
…and... go to sleep, Dawson.
That's an order
Tyler Dawson:
Yes ma’am.
Claire:
Don’t call me that.
Tyler Dawson:
You literally outrank me in three different ways.
Claire:
Goodnight.
Tyler Dawson:
night, Claire.

The water was still running. Running and running and running. All of the unusual things that were happening started to sew themselves together into a picture of sexual "something" in my mind. I couldn't leave it there, and not see the beginning of the conversation. I scrolled up.

Tyler Dawson:
You were right, by the way.
Claire:
Is this how you open all conversations, Dawson? 
Tyler Dawson:
Loaded question
Claire:
Also, you know that it's almost midnight
Tyler Dawson:
I can see that you're still online
Claire:
I'll make sure to change that. But since you're here, you were saying I was right about something?
Tyler Dawson:
That I was overcommitting resources too early in the simulation.
Claire:
Careful. That almost sounded like you admitting I know what I’m talking about.
Tyler Dawson:
Let’s not get carried away.
Claire:
I’ll document this rare moment for quality assurance.
Tyler Dawson:
Honestly though. Thanks.Most instructors would’ve just lit me up in front of everyone.
Claire:
You didn’t deserve it.You recover well under pressure.
Tyler Dawson:
That sounded almost complimentary.
Claire:
Don’t fish for praise, Dawson.
Tyler Dawson:
Too late. Already framed it mentally.
Claire:
You are good, though.You just stop listening once your adrenaline kicks in.
Tyler Dawson:
That’s probably true in more areas of my life than incident command.
Claire:
I had guessed.
Tyler Dawson:
Wow. Okay.So this course really is hostile.
Claire:
Only toward the cocky ones.
Tyler Dawson:
And yet you keep making eye contact with me during scenarios.
Claire:
That’s called supervision.
Tyler Dawson:
Sure it is.
Claire:
You missed a secondary triage sweep because you were watching me argue with Fire.
Tyler Dawson:
Not really my job. And you looked very committed to winning that argument.
Claire:
I did win that argument.
Tyler Dawson:
That little smile afterward was honestly terrifying.
Claire:
People usually find me terrifying before I smile.
Tyler Dawson:
Not my experience.
Claire:
You should probably stop texting your instructor at midnight.
Tyler Dawson:
You responded pretty fast for someone concerned about professionalism.
Claire:
…and, go to sleep, Dawson.
That's an order.
Tyler Dawson:
Yes ma’am.
Claire:
Don’t call me that.
Tyler Dawson:
You literally outrank me in three different ways.
Claire:
Goodnight.
Tyler Dawson:
Night, Claire.

My heart was pounding. I read and re-read.
I rolled over to look at the alarm clock. It was, indeed, past midnight. The TV had been turned off. 
The water shut off. 
I felt a surge of panic, scrolled back to the way things had been, and rolled over to appear asleep. 
Why was my wife taking a shower this late at night? 
And who was Tyler Dawson? And why was he flirting with my wife? 
I wanted to re-read the conversation, all the way back to its very beginnings. When had this guy written to her? What else had they discussed? Had Claire been flirting back? I couldn't remember the details anymore; they were slipping through my mind like sand. 
And something more unusual: my cock was getting hard. 
A jolt of adrenaline surged through me when I realized that the computer would not go to the screen saver now, because of my meddling. 
I could leave it. Then Claire would know I'd seen the messages. I could ask her about them. 
That would be the appropriate, mature, typical thing to do. 
The safe thing to do: let my wife know I knew she was flirting with a student. 
She was coming, approaching from the bathroom. Lights going out all over. If she knew I had looked at her computer, and read these messages, then she'd... what?
Be more careful about them.
The next few seconds ticked by. In my own mind, they stretched out forever, each one filled with millions of thoughts.
When she entered the room I rolled over, as though in my sleep, and threw my arm on the computer, pretended to wake up, and, in a false daze, close the laptop. 
"Oh, honey," Claire said, as I did this. But when it was closed, she seemed relieved. 
I pretended to be very sleepy, not even fully awake.
"What is...?" I murmured.
Claire took the laptop away, ruffled my hair and patted me on the shoulder. "Go to sleep," she said. "I left that here, don't worry, sorry." 

      ***"So you were up awfully late," I ventured, the next morning. 
I'd dreamed about the text messages, and in my dreams an entire affair had blossomed. In the dream, Claire wasn't even teaching an actual course, and she'd been carrying on an affair for years. None of that made sense, of course - Claire was most definitely teaching a course, and the reason she was doing so was because of me and my financial flaccidity at the moment. But my dreams had a way of working themselves into my thoughts, so my body felt suspicious, and that was driving my mind. 
"Huh? Oh, yeah," Claire said. She rolled her eyes. "Kids these days honestly have no boundaries."
Well. That was much more blunt than I had expected. 
"No boundaries, huh?" I said. There was a lecherousness in my voice that took me a little by surprise. What did I want her to say? What had a I wanted her to say, when I made that statement? Had I wanted her to lie? Maybe. Now she seemed to be putting a very tiny hole in my inflated, paranoid mind, and all the air was slowly seeping out. I suppose my tone was meant to breathe some sexual life back into it.
Claire was looking at me. "Not like that," she said, smiling to herself. 
I had been married to Claire for a long time. I knew the difference between a smile for me and a smile for herself. And this was a smile to herself. 
"I just mean, they have no time boundaries whatsoever. Like, I'm not crazy, right? We used to have rules about this kind of thing: don't call after 9pm? Or am I crazy?" 
What she was, in my opinion in that moment, was a little too talkative about the kind of thing Claire wouldn't ordinarily have dedicated a speech about. It wasn't like she was unaccustomed to the ways of "kids these days:" she worked in a youth-dominated (and male-dominated) field, and she had two grown children. She knew perfectly well that everyone under the age of 35 texted whenever the fuck they felt like it, and the onus was on you to turn your notifications off. 
"Hmm," I said. I wasn't sure which way I was hoping this conversation would go. But I knew I wanted it to go back, toward Tyler Dawson, whoever he was, and the barely-hidden sexual innuendo in his messages. "Is that the only way they're inappropriate?" 
She paused what she was doing, adopting a vacant look for a moment. Like she was thinking very, very hard about it. Blink. "You know," she said, another wry smile on her lips. "I really do not know how to answer that question." 
I stared at her. 
You have to understand that this type of answer was far outside of Claire's ordinary responses. Claire was the type of woman to give straight answers to anything you asked: I had learned not to ask unless I wanted the real answer.
She laughed. "Yeah, it is like... I whole different world out there, of... casual." She shook her head. "I feel really old." 
As dumbfounding as Claire's answer might have been, I was no idiot. I knew what I needed to say next.
"You don't look really old," I said, approaching her. I was horny suddenly. It looked like Claire was about to spill the tea on young "Dawson," and she didn't look really old, because Claire, in spite of being over forty and having had two kids, was really, really hot. Full lips, high cheekbones, a slender nose, and two olive-brown eyes in almond shapes remained defiant against gravity and seemed to only improve with age: Claire only looked more sophisticated as time went by, never frumpier. She kept her hair long, and it was fine and silky, a hazelnut brown that turned blond in the summer months in streaks that gave her serious and elegant countenance a dusting of beachy, surfer-girl vibes. She was slender and toned (she worked out all the time to stay strong for her job, which required a lot of lifting and had kept Claire doing squats all her life, so her ass was almost perfect in shape and size despite her age. She didn't look super-young: too much confidence and seriousness beamed from her gaze. But she looked hot. 
She shrugged, giving me a slightly strange look as I slid my hand over her backside to stealthily wrap my arm around her waist. 
She bit her lip and smiled again. She was looking at a piece of paper as though she were suddenly very interested in it, but I could see plainly that she was not. She was thinking about something.
Maybe someone. Maybe "the whole new world of casual" of a certain someone. 
"Hmm," I said, very turned on. I moved behind her, registering the smile and the flush of her skin. I wanted her to feel my cock against her ass, so she'd know it was coming to life. "What does that mean?"
I was pressed against her, and my cock was hard, and I could tell that she registered it.
A word of fairness here: due to my age, and financial limpness of late, I did not get erections spontaneously much anymore. I had no idea how Claire would react to this: we'd been married a long time, and before I had this trouble, she usually responded to an erection in the morning on her way out the door with annoyance. 
We were in the kitchen. There was hot coffee on the counter next to her. She was dressed for work, which meant, in athleisure that she could change out of easily to get into the uniform of her primary job as a supervisory paramedic, one of the fast response, solo-working, advanced paramedics who was dispatched to complex scenes. 
Claire responded to my erection all right. But not the way she usually did. 
"Meaning..." she said, in a sultry voice, her lips turning up in a secretive smile. "You might be right about that."
I had almost completely forgotten what I'd said at that point, because of the way Claire was reacting. I wasn't even really thinking about our conversation anymore. Now I was thinking about sex, because Claire's ass seemed to be pressing back against me.
Or was I imagining this? It had been so long since this kind of interaction - a spontaneous erection, Claire doing something unusual in response to it - had happened, that I wasn't even sure of what to do next. I was out of practice. I had the brief thought that I was almost certainly misreading the situation, but I had never been one to listen to that voice in my head. 
So I didn't say anything, but my hands went to her waist and my fingers ventured under the fabric of her shirt.
This was where, under ordinary circumstances, Claire would have ordinarily resisted. She would have giggled, squirmed away, or slapped playfully at my hand and told me, sharply, "I have to go to work." After all, working in emergency services trumped all things: this was not a job she could arrive to late.
But she was softening against me. Pushing her ass back into my cock. 
Since I wasn't saying anything, Claire very dramatically flipped the paper she was reading (a handout, not a newspaper) and smiled again. 
"Would you believe that women my age are actually in very hot demand from these young guys?"
This felt like a kick to my chest, of sweet and delicious sexual jealousy. My cock was already hard: it pulsed with an uncertain arousal. She hadn't really just that, had she? 
Was she joking? Did she think this was actually news? 
"Maybe it's just you," I said, nuzzling her neck. "You're very hot." 
She laughed. "I'm like, twice their... some of these guys are like, the same age as the kids. So..."
"So you are a MILF," I said. 
"Oh my god," Claire said, swatting at me. 
"Anyone in particular?" I asked, moving my hands up, beneath her shirt, feeling for the soft hem of her sports bra. 
She let me. 
She laughed at my question. Her eyes fixated, glazed, on a point ahead of her, and she was quiet for a moment as I slipped my hand into the bra and found her taut nipples with my fingertips.
"What had gotten into you?" she breathed. But it was a breathless, interested question. She wasn't trying to peel away from me: quite the opposite. She was bumping into me. Squirming sexually. "James," she said, in a low, shocked whisper that ran along my shaft like fingernails against it through my boxers. 
"I know," I said, into her neck. She felt very warm, like sweat was beginning to gather at her nape. Her hair was up in an elaborate, impenetrable bun-type, braided thing that kept her long tresses out of reach and out of gross things. Her hairline was damp. My fingers rolled her nipples between them and I felt her muscles stiffen along her legs and her back when I did. 
"I can't be late," she said, but for once this wasn't a rejection. She leaned forward without trying to get away, and her hands came behind her, to her hips. She hooked her thumbs in her pants and started to shimmy out of them. 
I leaned back to make sure I was seeing what I was seeing, and then there wasn't any need for more evidence. Or convincing. She pulled her pants down, along with her panties, and bumped against me. "If you're quick, I can do it." 
This was the sort of thing that would have ordinarily caused an erection disaster for me, but I was so turned on by the scalding dream and the scalding reality before me, that I only got harder. 
"Yes, ma'am," I said, and the pleasure that twitched in Claire's features made my cock throb. 
By the time I freed myself from my boxers and had my cock in my hand, precum was oozing onto my crown. 
But I didn't need it: as I guided myself to her slit, I encountered her hot, sticky juices with the crown of my dick, and I slipped and slid around in the folds of her pussy with almost no friction until I found her hole and pushed inside her. 
Claire's mouth fell open and she gasped as I filled her with my hard cock, and started to hammer her like it was twenty years earlier. She leaned until she was lying on the counter. The coffee mug got knocked over and nobody cared. 
It was difficult, waiting for Claire's gasping to turn into the breathless mewls of an impending orgasm. When she came, with surprised shriek and the clenching of her cunt, I was right behind her, my cum spurting deep into her pussy. My pussy, I thought, with a ferocious flicker of jealous rage and the pleasure of taking it for myself. 
I remained inside her as the final spasms of her cunt and the jerking spurts of my cock subsided in violent waves. My hand was on her back, pressing her down, and she was on her tiptoes to fling herself onto the counter. We were both panting. 
"What was -" I began.
"Oh, shit," Claire said, looking at her watch. She sat up suddenly, almost knocking into my face with her head. Her bun-braid thing hit me in my mouth, though, and hard. Some of her hair caught in my teeth and pulled from it, dangling messily as she stood up straight and pulled up her pants. 
She was smiling, her hand in her hair trying to stuff the strands back in. Cheeks flushed. She pecked me on the cheek. "Okay. Wow. That was hot. I have to go." 
And then she bopped quickly and efficiently around - gentlemen, if you want to have a wife who doesn't dawdle, marry a first responder - and out the door, giggling a little.
Me, of course I was happy, but I stood there with my still-hard cock, and as soon as she was gone I wondered: why was my wife so wet? And why did she want to fuck in the morning like this? 
And:
Was I being cuckolded?
And if I was, did I care?






  
  Chapter two


There had been a time when I had fantasized more seriously about my wife having an affair. But that was years ago, and I'd mostly abandoned the fantasy. In attempts to introduce the idea to Claire, I'd pissed her off rather than aroused her, which had left me with blue balls enough times that I'd written it off as one more thing that would never, ever happen. 
"What are you even talking about?" Claire had responded, when I asked her if she ever thought about having an affair. "Are you having an affair?" 
This had been when Claire was in her late twenties and dealing with small children and a busy career at which she was an underling with no seniority. "How would I even have the time?" she had scoffed. 
And then, devastatingly, because I kept trying to talk about the topic with her, she had finally shot me down in flames of exasperation: "Why would I want to have one more man pestering me for sex?"
To be fair to Claire, she was working 12 hour shifts at all hours, and overtime, and juggling our two - then - very young children. In retrospect, I had been insane to approach her with a sexual fantasy that would be seen from her perspective as "one more man" pestering her, but I was also young then and I simply couldn't understand the concept of anyone in the world preferring sleep, a bath, or just time alone in a closet with a can of Pringles, more than sex. I really thought the problem was me, and I really wanted her to be happy and fulfilled. 
At any rate, a sentence like that can cut the dick off of any fantasy, so I had buried it deep in my psyche and only took it out occasionally. And alone. 
After Claire left for work (after this interlude on the counter), though, I found that I had left a smoldering fire trapped in a box, and now it had fresh air blowing on it. It came roaring back to life, hungrier than I had left it. It quickly consumed my thoughts, and because I was employed in a much less tasking job than before, one which took up almost no time at all compared to my previous career - there was a lot of free time for me to ponder my newly awakened fantasy.
Sure, I tried to stay away from it that morning. And then I saw Claire's laptop, ordinarily neatly closed and put away like she did with everything (in Claire's world, everything needed to be ready for its next deployment, so she was a tidy and fastidious person by habit). But there was the laptop: charging, still on, plugged in and resting on a small footstool in the bedroom. 
My first instinct was to pass it by and get in the shower, which is what I did. I had a good talk with myself in there. If Claire was up to anything she didn't want me to know about, like an affair, she would not leave her laptop there, turned on, not put away. Claire knew how to guard private information. That was 75% of her job, really. 
Of course, this wasn't a computer with access to HIPPA-protected info. It was a computer she'd purchased in order to manage the online components of these classes, which had to be done with a Microsoft OS for some reason. So she might have been careless.
In the shower, I harrumphed at the idea of Claire being careless. 
And if she had been, I reasoned, it was because she wasn't actually up to anything she didn't want me to know about. 
My dick was hard just thinking about it again, though. 
I suppose I justified this initial step this way: if Claire had left her laptop there, and if she hadn't used some elaborate password, and if I could locate the messenger service she was using (it was not one I was familiar with), then she obviously had nothing to hide. 
And if she had nothing to hide, then it was just my own fantasy that I was indulging in. I could just get a little fix, re-read the conversation from last night, and get off on it privately. Claire didn't care that much about it - she'd left it open last night, she'd left the laptop out this morning. I wouldn't dig, I would just... see if I could find this delicious thing I had enjoyed the night before. 
Also, I reasoned, it wasn't like Claire hadn't enjoyed the ultimate result of this accidental spying on her: I had been a pretty inconsistent performer in bed lately, and this morning had been hot. Surely she wouldn't mind if I was able to do it again, if I was reinvigorated by this fantasy? 
If anything, she would probably want me to do it. 
By the time I was settled on the bed with her laptop on my lap, I had talked myself into a fantasy world in which Claire had done all of this purpose, with the intention of winding up my libido. She would be disappointed in me if I didn't do this. 
I looked at her login prompt. If she really didn't want me in this laptop, she would have changed her password, I told myself. Claire was pretty loosy-goosy with her own computers, because the passwords for her work were so lengthy and complex that she claimed she just couldn't be bothered at home. 
Also, Claire had very little to hide on her own computers for personal use: she looked up recipes and gym schedules, shopped for vacations we would never be able to take, and browsed home decor and social media - but she hardly ever had time for any of that. 
My fingers hovered over the keyboard as I stared at the screen. I knew what I was doing was wrong, but I wanted it. I craved it. It had been a long time since I'd had a craving like this, and I was helpless against it. 
The password worked. Her same old password as always. Her desktop showed up: Spartan, like always. Claire was not one to have a bunch of clutter on her desktop. An icon for OFM, the fire services running the summer course she was teaching in. Icons that seemed to belong to the equivalent of the OFM from police and EMS, a lot of medically-related icons, and then, in the corner, something I didn't recognize: a purple game consol icon. 
I clicked on it. 
Discord. Ah yes. Not long ago, the kids had tried to get me on this app, but it had been too wild for me. It was geared, I had been told, toward gamers. So this was unlikely to -
I stared at the screen before me. 
Having never been on this app before, I wasn't immediately sure what I was looking at (but since then, I've done research, so to avoid confusion I'll just use the vocabulary I have since acquired from Discord spying). 
There was a server with an OFM badge as its avatar, called OFM MUTUALOPS2026, which I opened to find a cacophony of entirely professional-related chatter. "Link here to video from Sat hostage scenario," "don't forget to sign up for time slots for the range" and banter of the kind you would expect on what seemed to be a main channel for the class and the instructors. 
A list of "friends" and private chats. 
At the top of which was: Tyler Dawson. No picture, just a blank icon and the name, Tyler Dawson. 
At this point, I was planning to re-read the conversation from last night and jerk off to it. Perhaps delve back through any previous conversation. Get my fix. And then get off the server and never, ever, come back here again. 
I was being a very, very bad boy. Maybe I would confess that to Claire and get punished. 
I had the cursor hovering over the conversation, savoring the tension and the angst of doing this very bad thing and pretending to not have actually made my mind up to do it (also running in the background of my mind, whether or not I should get a towel before I started, so I could just jerk off into it and keep it clean) - when next to Tyler Dawson's name what should appear but... Tyler Dawson is typing. And the familiar bouncing dots to confirm this.

 
Tyler Dawson: 
Are you working today?

I stared. A surge of excited, strangling, suffocating cold reached out of my groin to grip my throat and tighten it. My cock was instantly hard. Beneath all of this, I had the sensation that I had been caught, caught doing something very terrible. 
I froze, not sure what to do. I hadn't clicked on the actual set of messages yet... this was just sitting there, unannounced. I could close the laptop now and Claire might not ever notice that this had happened. 
Although one did have to be suspicious of this young man's intentions, contacting Claire about whether or not she was working. I could feel my desire clawing in my fingertips: I wanted to look at the messages, all of them, the whole string, however far back it went. 
As I sat there, undecided, heart racing, a new bobbling set of dots appeared. Next to "Claire is typing:"
I was flummoxed for a moment. And then this appeared:

Claire: 
I'm always working, Dawson.

I stared and stared, trying to figure out what was happening. And then I realized: Claire had this app on her phone. But Tyler Dawson was typing again. 
Would something happen if I were to click on this string of messages? Obviously, this app being open on her computer wasn't doing anything to the communication. 

Tyler Dawson: 
Yes you did mention that. The reason I'm ask....

My heart was pounding. There was more to that message and the only way I would see it was by clicking on this direct message thread. There was a danger that I would get caught, somehow, though. I didn't know enough about this app to -
Claire had begun typing. 
That was all I needed to convince me to take the risk of opening the DMs. After all, my presence here on her laptop didn't seem to be interfering with anything. Didn't seem to be interfering with Claire typing on her phone... while driving? This was exquisitely unlike her: Claire shrieked about people using their phones in their cars while driving. It was an extreme risk, professionally, for her. 
And she was taking it.
To talk to a student. 
A younger, male student. 
I clicked on the message thread. And for the next twenty minutes, watched the following unfold in real time, with excruciating pauses between texts:

Tyler Dawson:
Yes you did mention that. The reason I'm asking is because I'm in your area today
Claire: 
Is that a fact Dawson
Tyler Dawson: 
Yes ma’am.
Claire: 
Hmm. How did something like that happen?
Tyler Dawson: 
Unknown.
Claire: 
What are the chances?
Tyler Dawson: 
that's above my pay grade
Tyler Dawson: 
Ma’am.
Claire: 
I never should have told you how much that irritates me
Claire: 
Well, thanks for the warning Dawson. Really. 
Tyler Dawson: 
you work sprint right? you're the field sup?
Claire: 
you know that I am
Tyler Dawson: 
so you could have some time on your hands
Claire: 
I'm not fire Dawson
Tyler Dawson: 
right, right, the endless nonstop work of the noble medics 
Tyler Dawson: 
but say you did have some time 
Claire: 
Oh, it's a fantasyland where medics have time on their hands! I'll bite. Let's say I did?
Tyler Dawson: 
well say you did. And say all of the other agencies are solving their own problems for the day so I also have some time on my hands. I could save you some of your precious teaching time
Claire: 
mm-hmm. tell me more about this
Tyler Dawson: 
I could buy you lunch and you could explain these triage algos to me 
Claire: 
aha. and would we park side by side like cops for this?
Tyler Dawson: 
What would people say, ma'am?
Claire: 
Exactly Dawson. I'm glad you're using your head
Tyler Dawson: 
I think the public would like to see interagency cooperation
Claire: 
I think the public hates cops and likes us, so this could go either way
Tyler Dawson: 
and yet everybody calls us when there's nothing else they can do  
Claire: 
lol, okay that's fair
Claire: 
where would this strictly professional exchange of operational information only take place, in fantasyland?
Tyler Dawson: 
Amigos on 76th
Claire:
ah. clever. this way we're located right where the next shooting will be
Tyler Dawson: 
your scene would be instantly code 4 tho ma'am. I'm saving you time in more ways than one
Claire: 
and this is about triage algos.
Tyler Dawson:
Correct. I'm a cop, ma'am. It's a struggle for me to understand the complexity. You're my only hope. 
Claire: 
well, if I'm in fantasyland today I'll stop by 
Tyler Dawson: 
just hit me up if you're in the area. 
I have a hookup there, we get our food in like two minutes
Claire: 
hit you up is send you a message?
Tyler Dawson: 
affirmative ma'am
Claire: 
you know that it's 92 out today and nobody is going to be eating lunch 
Tyler Dawson: 
except fire
Claire: 
except fire. btw they have a barbecue at 237, what's my motive for hanging out with you in gangland?
Tyler Dawson: 
I'm better looking, I'm armed, C shift can't cook, the list goes on
Claire: 
proceed with caution Dawson
Tyler Dawson: 
standing back. it's this kind of professional mentoring I'm in need of, ma'am
Claire: 
you could use some work in this area
Tyler Dawson: 
please put me through the grinder 
Claire: 
okay this is reaching a gray area
Tyler Dawson: 
I was speaking educationally. What were you thinking? 
Claire: 
(needs more work) 
Claire: 
I'll think about it Dawson. If I'm free. what's your shift anyway?
Tyler Dawson: 
7
Claire: 
I'm 11 so... fat chance 
Tyler Dawson: 
I can eat anytime
Claire: 
don't you have some peace to keep right now Dawson?
Tyler Dawson: 
Any. Time. 
Claire: 
I'm at work Dawson. I'll hot you up or whatever
Tyler Dawson: 
hot me up anytime. Ma'am 
Claire: 
omfg. typo
Tyler Dawson: 
I repeat: hot me up anytime 
Claire: 
inappropriate
Tyler Dawson: 
okay okay. but I still need help with these algos, so...
Tyler Dawson: 
hot me up
Tyler Dawson: 
(typo)

And then, as abruptly as this exchange appeared to have begun, it ended. I waited, breathlessly, for more dots to appear, but none did for over ten minutes, and I started to worry that Claire would somehow detect that I was on her computer. So I closed the app down, left everything just as I had found it, and staggered into the shower to ponder what I had just read. 
One thing was for sure, and I knew this because I'm a man: that Dawson kid was after my wife. How old was this guy? He was cocky, and he knew how to press Claire's buttons (apparently).
I wasn't foolish enough to think that my wife, who worked with disproportionately large numbers of men, was never the object of anyone's flirtations and/or propositions. She was, after all, insanely beautiful. I'd spent the first half of our marriage wallowing in constant jealousy and fear of this exact situation, but for some reason, I'd assumed that men stopped hitting on her like that as she got older. 
But this guy, whoever he was, was hitting on her, hard. He was hitting on her in the way that only a young man who had aspirations for banging a  hot MILF could be hitting on her, too. He liked calling her ma'am. He liked the power differential. He liked pressing her buttons. 
And my wife? She wasn't exactly shutting it down. In fact, my wife was decidedly not shutting it down. The same wife who had seemed so unusually randy that morning, who let me fuck her bent over the kitchen counter. 
My dick was hard again, so I jerked off in the shower, and found it surprisingly easy to come. I imagined Claire ordering a faceless, jacked cop to his knees and then straddling him while he licked her pussy and said "yes, ma'am," to whatever she asked him to do. My cum splattered all over the tiled wall, suddenly and violently, and then I was alone with my thoughts again, panting slightly, my cock still mysteriously turgid. The fantasy I had buried for so long was back, resurfacing, glittering and shiny and just within my reach. But it was disfigured and fearsome, because this time I had not asked Claire to take a lover at my behest and let me watch: no, she was letting herself be reeled in by another man, and I was not in her thoughts at all. 
I forced myself to attempt some work and some job-hunting, focus on my trades, attempt to go on like a normal man. And I did. But the laptop called to me like a siren, and if I let my grip on my thoughts slip for even a moment, I was right back to wanting to jerk off in the bedroom with the DMs open, thinking of my wife smiling as she typed her flirtatious messages to a younger man. 






  
  Chapter three

Ididn't usually pay attention to the exact hours that Claire worked, because her schedule was confusing and impossible to remember, and because she hardly ever left her shift on time. Especially since she had become the field supervisor. But now that I knew, for certain, that Claire's shift ended at eleven, and that it was 37 minutes to our home from the Armory Road base station, and so when midnight rolled around and she wasn't home, I began to lose my shit. 
I had opened the app again, once in the afternoon and once in the evening, to find no messages exchanged between the two of them. But that didn't mean anything. Not in my imagination, which had gone from drifting thoughts in the morning to uncontrolled paranoia and fantasy by the evening. I wasn't supposed to be drinking, but I did, to put myself to sleep and settle down my thoughts. This allowed to me ignore all of this until midnight, at which point I had to sit up, and then pace a little. 
Opening the laptop now carried risk: sure, Claire was half an hour late, more or less, but that really wasn't that unusual. She could come through the door any moment, and if she did, I wouldn't want to be caught somehow, snooping around on her laptop.
I knew what I was doing was technically wrong. But I thirsted for it. It was so easy to tell myself that I hadn't snooped on her to begin with - I had discovered her activities with this "Dawson" character on accident. And those were not entirely appropriate conversations. I had a right to be concerned, as her husband. 
Except that I wasn't. Concerned. I was just interested. Hopeful, maybe. 
Palms sweating, I moved over to her side of the bed and debated what I was doing. I opened the door to the bedroom to better hear for her arrival. I contorted myself on the bed so that I could carefully open the laptop, and close it, quickly and without disturbing it. I entered her password, and as I did, I felt a delicious thrill swell in my groin. 
Fuck. Updates. "Fuck. Fuck, fuck fuck," I said. What to do? I slapped the screen back down. 
Which ended up being a good thing, because Claire showed up about two minutes later. I got back onto my side of the bed and prayed for the light on the computer to stop glowing, return to its resting state... Claire didn't typically notice this kind of detail, but Claire also didn't typically (as far as I knew) flirt with cops on Discord. 
Discord. She wasn't even a gamer. 
I listened to her come home, walking gently through the house as she always did when she returned at odd hours. Opening cupboards. The fridge. Soft little murmurs on the floorboards of our old, Victorian house as she did things in the kitchen. Oddly long pauses between movements. 
She wasn't really that late, I reasoned. Only a little over half an hour. Definitely not enough time to rendezvous with some police officer. But my heart was racing, and the rhythm only beat faster the longer it took her to move around in the house according to her usual ways. Typically, she showered at work but did so again (who could blame her, her job was disgusting) in another bathroom so as not to wake me. Sometimes she was wound up and watched TV in one of the boys' old rooms, now guest rooms, storage, and office space all combined. So there was nothing unusual about what she was doing, nothing at all -
Except that she didn't have her laptop. And she wasn't taking a shower. And this went on for a very long time. 
In our house there was no real way to creep around without being heard. I'd tried: I'd tried myself to fix to the floorboards, and hired countless workers to tackle the problem, but short of tearing it all up, we were stuck with the creaks. If one of us was asleep, the other could move quietly enough not wake the other person, walking more to the left or the right in an elaborate minefield - but she was awake. 
Still. It was eating at me. What was she doing? 
My eyes shifted to the laptop, its slowly winking light. If she was texting her new cop friend, I could watch it unfold in real time. I would hear her approaching. I'd have time to close down the laptop...
I squeezed my eyes shut. Insanity. 
I lay there for quite a while, maybe half an hour, torturing myself with the thought of all of it. And then I cracked, easing myself off the bed. I could creep out as far as the stairs without making too much noise, if I did it slowly, and then I could jump scare her and head to the kitchen, pretending to get a snack. 
I would at least see what she was doing if I moved quickly enough. 
So I did. I crept, moving slowly, shaking on the inside with anticipation, my heart starting to beat faster with every step, a jolt of senseless fear spiking inside my chest whenever I made the slightest noise. I could hear myself breathing and my chest was cold with that nauseating feeling of sneaking, hunting, tension. 
I reached the stairs and could see that she was in the living room, lying on the couch. The blue glow of her phone illuminated her shape and her hair: she was, curiously, lying beneath a blanket even though it was warm in the house. 
Her screen was on dark mode, and she was holding it and typing, but that was the only thing I could discern. She hadn't even bothered to turn on the TV. She was alone in the dark with her phone. 
It certainly looked like she was texting.
I moved backwards, creeping along the wall, and into the bedroom. I stared at Claire's laptop as I moved slowly enough to avoid the creaking of the floorboards. I didn't want Claire to know I was awake. 
I felt like slime mold, oozing into bed and across the length of it to reach her laptop without disturbing its location. Opening it, waiting for the updates with my heart pounding viciously in my chest. Clicking open her Discord, straining in that uncomfortable position to read her messages. But the pull of it was too strong for me to do anything else: only a day had passed since I'd made this discovery (which wasn't even really much of a discovery, more a fantasy), and I was already addicted to it. I knew this was a bad sign (I have addictive personality traits - I struggle with booze, I did with cigarettes, I used to gamble). My brain was hoovering up this habit like it was my first cigarette. 
And worse, I was rewarded. Bouncing dots along the bottom of the chat window. Tyler Dawson was writing. I scanned upward to find an ongoing conversation, which I devoured, even going back to the conversations I'd already read. Holding and burnishing each word as though it were an object of great value. 

Claire: 
omfg. typo
Tyler Dawson: 
I repeat: hot me up anytime 
Claire: 
inappropriate
Tyler Dawson: 
okay okay. but I still need help with these algos, so...
Tyler Dawson: 
hot me up
Tyler Dawson: 
(typo)
Tyler Dawson: 
Swing and a miss, and now I'm off duty. But tell me where you loiter and I'll come to you. I still need your expertise.
Claire:
Don't you need to be in bed Dawson?
Tyler Dawson: 
We can absolutely meet there if that is your wish.
Claire: 
I feel like even you know that is not what I meant
Tyler Dawson: 
Are you suggesting that I am stupid, ma'am?  
Claire: 
Just hard-headed. You also seem determined to get me a record
Tyler Dawson: 
okayokay over the line. 
Claire: 
a common problem it seems
Tyler Dawson: 
give me an opening and I'll take it
Claire: 
noted. it's a hot summer night Dawson I will be all over the place running traumas
Tyler Dawson: 
oh perfect. I could put my radio on and come find you then
Claire: 
oh no. medics actually have to do things at a scene Dawson
Tyler Dawson: 
ouch
Claire: 
why don't you go out and lure in some ladies your own age 
Tyler Dawson: 
Oh my generation doesn't do that
Claire: 
Right. well, swipe right or something. or go to bed 
Claire: 
and sleep 
Tyler Dawson: 
when are your next office hours?
Claire: 
read the syllabus
Tyler Dawson: 
I do not know what this is
Claire: 
reading? or a syllabus?
Tyler Dawson: 
Ma'am, I'm starting to think that you have the wrong impression of me
Claire: 
oh I think I have a pretty clear picture
Tyler Dawson: 
Mmhm tell me more. About myself.
Claire: 
okay I'm just going to get back to work. Your assignment for the evening is to find out for yourself when my office hours are
Tyler Dawson: 
yes ma'am

Hours later – something I only noticed when I looked at the time stamps in confusion:

Tyler Dawson: 
I'm not being funny rn: did you get called to that shitshow on 85th
Claire: 
I was there but I never got in the hot zone
Tyler Dawson: 
good. it sounded like a shitshow on our end
Claire: 
no comment in writing
Tyler Dawson: 
ha none needed. I'm glad you weren't in the shit  
Tyler Dawson: 
maybe you need a drink after something like that?
Claire: 
Are you even old enough to be in a bar?
Tyler Dawson: 
you see, you think you're insulting me, but... I'm a fine youthful specimen and I'm just taking it as a compliment. Also I am 28
Claire: 
omfg
Tyler Dawson: 
is that a yes? I can meet you at Harrys
Claire: 
shoot me first that place is crawling with cops I hear
Tyler Dawson: 
they'll let you in if you're with me
Claire: 
I hear they are all very good about not spreading rumors too
Tyler Dawson: 
What rumors would they spread Claire?
Claire: 
going home...
Tyler Dawson: 
Okay I will wait patiently for you to make yourself a drink and then, if you have any time and any pity in your heart, you'll get on with me again and explain this stuff to me
Claire: 
once again, I have to ask: don't you need to be in bed? 
Tyler Dawson: 
I would love to be in bed
Claire: 
by yourself Dawson, Sleeping. 
Tyler Dawson: 
oh. Like a good boy. 
Claire: 
good night Dawson
Tyler Dawson: 
Well I'll be here, playing COD and hoping my teacher will take my academic success seriously. 
Tyler Dawson: 
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Claire: 
wtf is this Dawson?
Tyler Dawson: 
what?
Claire: 
this. pablo escobar. ????
Tyler Dawson: 
Ma'am that is what we young people call a meme
Claire: 
uh huh. what does it mean?
Tyler Dawson: 
do you mean what does it meme?
Claire:
if that amuses you
Tyler Dawson: 
it's just for when someone is waiting. Sadly. 
Claire: 
are you people capable of just using words? 
Tyler Dawson: 
um, I think the meme got the job done Claire, tbh. 
You're talking to me, after all.
Claire: 
clever boy. 
Tyler Dawson: 
(shudders)
Tyler Dawson: 
okay sorry. Sorry Claire that was inappropriate. I'm a little drunk.
Claire: 
okay well, I'm up and I'm here writing like you wanted. I'm too jazzed to sleep so if you have a question, I'm all ears
Tyler Dawson: 
question: does this have to be related to class?
Claire:
answer: absolutely it does 
Tyler Dawson: 
Who is your favorite student? 
Claire: 
oooooooooookay. and, that's a wrap
Tyler Dawson:
mm-hmm. So it is me
Claire: 
how much have you had to drink there, Dawson?
Tyler Dawson: 
not nearly enough. you?
Claire: 
nothing. I'm too old.
Tyler Dawson: 
how old are you, if you don't mind me asking?
Claire: 
old enough not to answer that question 
Tyler Dawson: 
class consensus is you look thirty but are actually forty
Claire: 
wow everyone is 100% correct
Tyler Dawson: 
you are forty?
Claire: 
sure
Tyler Dawson: 
hmm
Tyler Dawson: 
i dont believe you
Claire: 
no? 
Tyler Dawson: 
No. 
Claire: 
if this is about to be some kind of glazing or whatever you kids call it... don't
Tyler Dawson: 
I think you're older than that.
Claire: 
that's... unexpectedly rude
Tyler Dawson: 
you don't look it
Tyler Dawson: 
but it's the sense I get
Tyler Dawson: 
I'm on track to make detective Claire
Claire: 
god help us all. but I'll play along: detect. How old am I really?
Tyler Dawson: 
I'm going with 45-46
Claire: 
ha. walk me through that
Tyler Dawson: 
I'm right, aren't I?
Claire: 
patience grasshopper, I want to see how you think
Tyler Dawson: 
you can't possibly be fifty. but you won't actually say your age. your kids are out of the house, one of them is twenty, I heard you say... you don't seem like the type to have kids before, say, 25. I'm leaning toward 46 honestly. 
Claire: 
hmm. I mean, don't give up your day job, but you have some potential I guess
Tyler Dawson: 
I have more potential than anyone you've ever met 
Claire: 
wow, do you need me to send an ambulance your way?
Tyler Dawson: 
why do I feel like this is the first line of a joke
Claire: 
for your encephalitis. ba-da-ding 
Tyler Dawson: 
that word's too big for me Claire
Claire: 
for your giant...
Claire: 
bulbous...
Tyler Dawson: 
whoa. look out
Claire: 
...encephalon
Tyler Dawson: 
Pretty accurate description ngl
Claire: 
this is the one on your shoulders
Tyler Dawson: 
Claire. I'm shocked. What other head could I have? 
Claire: 
okay Dawson I think I better back out of this one 
Tyler Dawson: 
typical medics
Tyler Dawson: 
things get heated and they back out...
Tyler Dawson: 
and call the cops in 
Tyler Dawson: 
do you need the police, ma'am?
Claire: 
very funny
Tyler Dawson: 
because I could be there at the drop of a hat
Claire: 
okay it is tomorrow and this has gone way, way off the rails.
Tyler Dawson: 
I am more than happy to assist you ma'am
Claire: 
I'm going to bed now
Tyler Dawson: 
I repeat, I am more than happy...
Claire: 
Dawson you can be of assistance actually
Tyler Dawson: 
yes Claire? Whatever you ask of me
Claire: 
Go to bed
Tyler Dawson: 
assist you getting to bed?
Claire: 
Good night Dawson
Tyler Dawson: 
okay okay lesson learned. Good night Claire ma'am

      ***I stared at the unchanging screen for several minutes before I felt a stab of fear: Claire had stopped talking and really seemed to want to go to bed. She didn't usually come up here, but what if she did? I started to shut the laptop, and the momentum carried me through the motion - but just as the screen began to fold down, I saw a final message from Tyler Dawson was being typed out. 
And then I saw the message, right before I closed the laptop.
 
Tyler Dawson: 
Are you still there?



Fuck.
Fuck. There was almost undoubtedly a way for Dawson to see whether or not Claire was online - and my snooping was registering with him. I didn't have any idea how Discord worked (but I was going to find out tomorrow), but this seemed pretty obvious.
I turned on my side and tried very hard to look like I was sleeping, while my heart raced inside my chest and my head swarmed with thoughts. I re-envisioned the conversation over and over and over again, distorting it and contorting it, I was sure. This made me feel so awake that I couldn't close my eyes.
And still no Claire. No sounds from downstairs. 
My brain was on fire, my cock was hard. There was no doubt in my mind that Claire was flirting back at this Tyler Dawson (28 years old!), or that he wanted to get in her pants. He was very bold, talking to an instructor like that. 
And Claire: what the hell was she doing? 
In fact, I thought, trying to squint my eyes shut and then letting them pop open to stare at the sheer curtain softening the glow of the outdoor light: what the hell was Claire doing right now?
I opened the laptop, without being very careful. Nothing further from Claire, just Tyler Dawson's final question. I closed it again. I would have to figure out how Discord worked tomorrow, I decided. 
Again, I crept out to the stairs. It took forever to do it soundlessly. Again, I saw the shape of Claire beneath the blanket on the couch. No phone glow. God, what an idiot I was, she had gone to sleep -
Just then I saw the blanket move, and I heard a distinct sound. 
The sound of a sexual mewl. 
I strained to see into the dimness  - light filtered through the windows from outside, but it was difficult to make out exactly what was happening. Why she was moving.
I knew, of course: she was fingering herself. 
But I stared until I couldn't deny it. Claire panted, and mewled into the pillow, and her finger worked so hard on her clit - and she was so wet that I could hear it. 
A gasp, breathy and wet. Her figure rolled to the side, and then Claire seemed to be asleep. 
I was frozen solid on the steps, clutching the banister so fiercely that when I finally released it, my hand was indented and the mark was purple-hued, and a crap stretched into my carpal tunnel. 
My wife had just masturbated after flirting with a much younger man. And she was going to sleep on the couch. 
The pain throbbed beneath the wave of excitement that forced all of my hair to stand on edge, alert, and my vision to narrow and even see more clearly in the darkness. I was, indeed, it appeared, on track to be cuckolded. 






  
  Chapter four

Claire breezed through in the morning on her way to a shower. I groggily blinked at the clock. 
Seven am. I sat up, rubbing my eyes. Claire laughed casually at me as she sped by, peeling off her sports bra and tossing it in my direction with a grin. She knew I liked bra sweat, but this was the kind of bone she never threw me. 
Shower water again. 
"Why are you up so early?" I called out, sniffing the bra. Her scent was worked into it, not very hard - like she had sweated briefly before going to sleep. Sweated while masturbating. After talking to another man. 
"Huh?" she called. The shower water was apparently very loud. 
"Why are you -"
"Oh, yeah. I'm going in early today," she called out. And evidently this was true. She shut off the water and came out of the bathroom with a towel that she was using to dry herself efficiently, not wrapped around her body at all. 
My eyes had gone to the laptop, my mind to suspicions, and I had to shake myself free of both things to look at her as she passed through the room and into the closet.
"I thought you couldn't work any more overtime because of -"
"It's not OT, I moved my shift around." She was back out of the closet and pulling a shirt on. She crawled onto the bed very quickly, kissed me, snatched her laptop, and swatted my wandering hand away. "I have to run."
I scratched my head as I watched her steam out of the room. How convenient for Claire, not to have to answer any questions about this. She knew I didn't understand her schedule, or how it could be moved around, or why. And because she was now making all the dough (temporarily), I really didn't have the right to ask. 
I wandered out to the kitchen to make it look like I had more stuff to do for the day than it looked like if I stayed in bed. "So you''re going in for a different shift?" I asked. 
"Yeah it's for the class, it's... I had to switch with Alex Tasseron so that I could switch next week with..." She looked at me, amid her flurries of activity gathering up her laptop and gym bag. "Like, it's not really worth explaining. I gotta run. I'm going to the gym after work." 
She approached me, hand out, to keep me at arm's length. "No funny business," she said. "Not today, I mean it. I'm already dangerously late."
"What time di you get home yesterday?" I asked, trying to be casual. 
"Oh, shit," she said, looking into her gym bag before running out of the room. 
She came back through the kitchen, flying. "Bye!" she said, blowing me a kiss. 
She took her laptop with her. 

      ***I sent her a few messages throughout the day. I had to look hard and think hard about reasons for sending them: we had been married so long that we were well past the cute notes just because part of our marriage. And the kids no longer needed anything from us that required a text message mid-shift. 
I settled on asking a very basic question that I thought I could back up: 

Do you want anything special for dinner?



I could support the theory of my having sent this question that I already knew the answer to (no, Claire did not want anything special for dinner because she would not be home until very late, if she worked her twelve hour shift and then went to the gym).
I did not get an answer. And there was nothing unusual about that: the woman's job, after all, was all about actual emergencies all the time. 
In order to stop myself from going crazy, I got to work on household chores. The lawn needed mowing, the hedges trimming, the edges edged. I parlayed some of these tasks into questions for Claire: Keep this bush? Do you need this plant? 
But she didn't respond. And there was nothing unusual about that, either.
Except in my mind. Except in my mind now, in my mind where the context was all Tyler Dawson sniffing around my wife, all the time. And what was my wife doing in response? She certainly wasn't sending him packing.
All day long, no matter how I tried to distract myself, I couldn't stop thinking about Claire, masturbating under the blanket on the couch after chatting with young Tyler Dawson. And now her laptop - my only line to that delicious addiction - was gone.
I knew where her gym was. It's something I thought about all day: driving there, spying on her from beneath the canopy of trees in the adjacent parking lot for a fast food restaurant I didn't know the name of.  Claire never showing, sending me messages like she was there. Jealousy curdling in my abdomen, tightening up like a fist. My balls aching. 
I thought about it so much that I was in the car, driving there, and nothing told me to stop. I knew I was physically in the car, but my fantasies had become so visceral by the end of the day that I barely registered the difference between real life and what I had imagined. 
It was only after I parked the car, and the skeeziness of my reality began to creep into the scene in the form of sweat, logistical problems like how to keep the car from being too hot, a need to piss, hunger, and more sweat rolling down my back and balls, that I realized what I was doing. Fully, consciously, I was spying on my wife at her gym. Where she said she would be. And now was not.
I went there for eight o'clock, which was silly. It was the earliest she could possibly have gotten off, and that was very unlikely. I waited almost an hour, the last half of which I was berating myself for being a psycho as I did. But my obsessional lust was driving me to wait just one more minute. One more minute to... what? 
What the fuck was I actually hoping to see? My wife walking into the gym? Like she said she would? And then what?
Disgusted with myself, I left. I went home, I paced, I sent her another message (When will you be home?), I became infuriated, I went to the shower to jerk off, when I came out, I heard her downstairs. It was 1045 pm. 
Claire, coming up the stairs. Sweaty, smelling like sweat. Genuine sweat: she was in shorts and a tank top that was damp near her arm pits and at the neckline, in a line that spread across her stomach where she must have folded the shirt into her tummy pouch doing a sit-up, her hair damp and swinging in a ponytail. Flushed cheeks, makeup gone, looking hot and smelling like sweat and her own scent, my favorite smell from the gym: pussy sweat. 
But now I regarded it with suspicion, and Claire seemed jumpy to see me. "Oh, wow... I thought you would be asleep," she said. She was smiling. "Well... this is great, I'm going to use the good shower." 
She walked past me, her eyes falling to my dick. She smiled. She continued on her way. 
"So you went to the gym?" I asked. I was adding things up in my mind: I knew I hadn't missed the parking lot, or a single detail from it. Claire had not been there between 8-930. Of this I was certain. Was it possible that she had arrived immediately after I left? Yes. But then, she would have done a half hour workout max, and had to leave to get home by now. 
Claire wetly snorted her reply to this question. She had quite obviously been to the gym, her snort said. One thing that drove me at times crazy and other times made me feel like the luckiest man on earth, was that Claire had been in a male-dominated profession for so long that she had adopted the communication style of men. She had developed the dislike of pointless questions that didn't need to be answered – something men seemed to have more than women.
My mind, though, was still on the way she had glanced, with a smile, at my cock. Which was now getting hard, not just from that look but also from the endless slop of fantastical, sweaty, sexualized nonsense pouring out of my imagination. 
I wandered into the bathroom and started to open drawers. Claire was closing herself into the shower with one hand over the top of the glass door, and she looked at me like I had three heads. Turned on the water. Held her hands at the back of her neck, still watching me. "Having trouble sleeping, or what?" she said, finally. 
I started to apply toothpaste to my toothbrush and shrugged, looking at her. She was still watching me, with an amused expression, but her hands were doing decidedly seductive things on her skin. She moved one hand down to her breast and made a circle around the nipple. Then she slid it down, over the crease of her thigh, one finger sliding toward the gash, into the folds. 
I was standing with the toothbrush in my hand, hovering in place, stunned. 
She smiled and turned to get her hair wet. Her hands went to her hair and shampoo bottles, and she grinned but it wasn't directed at me. 
I gave my teeth some half-assed swipes left to right: I'd already brushed them. 
"I went to the gym, actually," I said. I watched her carefully. I hadn't been planning to say that, and I didn't even know I was going to say it until the words were out of my mouth. 
No reaction from Claire. Not a ripple, not a change in her expression. No alarm that popped her eyelids open or made her lose her cool. 
But that could be anything, I reasoned with myself. Claire was a fucking paramedic: she had nerves of steel. She was trained to be non-reactive, she was, in fact, non-reactive to everything. Once an actual fire had started on the barbecue at a neighbor's party, and the fire had caught the host's glove on fire, traveled to the line of the gas tank, and the host had yelled loudly and tossed the glove off, setting fire to a tray of grease, splashing some it (on fire) onto himself and the porch, before running around wildly screaming as he got burned. 
Everyone had panicked, scrambled, started yelling or doing something. But not Claire, who had been sipping a beer on her day off. She stood, eyes moving around the whole scene, her body still and relaxed like she was watching dogs wrestle in the yard for a few minutes. The neighbor had finally shoved his hand into the pool. Claire had nodded slightly, then set her beer down, picked up another oven mitt, turned off the gas, covered the grease tray, tapped out the splotches of fire on the porch with her shoe, and then taken the host by the arm calmly to the sink where she wordlessly put him under tepid water and glared at him calmly as she asked him what medical insurance he carried so she could decide if it was worth it for him to go to the hospital in an ambulance. 
"I don't know!" he had screamed. "Do I need to?"
"I would, personally. For the drugs," Claire shrugged. "But I have great insurance." 
So watching my wife have no reaction to my statement that I had gone to the gym was not exactly a confirmation of anything for me. But my mind was on two things at once: Claire's wandering fingers and the look she'd given me when she did it, and this question of the gym.
The gym was receding into a dark corner, as Claire massaged her body with some soap. I leaned against the counter. She seemed to know I was watching her, and she seemed to be performing for me. 
"Hmm," she said, turning in the shower, still grinning, still touching herself in a way that was more sexual than strictly necessary. The toothbrush was hanging idly between my lips with my hand sort of glued to it. "Turning over a new leaf?" It took me a beat to realize she was talking about the gym. Her eyes opened. "That's good," she said, turning to look at me. 
"I must have just missed you," I said, my voice flat. 
Claire was still looking at me. She did not react to this statement at all, it was as if I hadn't said it. She put a leg up on the neck at the back of the shower and started to lather it up with soap, still staring at me. "It's too bad you already took a shower," she said. 
And then she just stood there, hands moving on her leg, nothing being accomplished by that, no further info for me. The expression on her face was challenging. 
Sexually, challenging.  
There was a tense moment - for me, anyway; Claire looked perfectly content to just stroke the inside of her thigh more than it needed to get stroked, and let my eyes settle on the open gash between her legs and the water pouring into and glistening on her obviously engorged pussy - as I stood there. My heart was pulsing in my right ear and I could feel the squeeze and the pressure of my increased heart rate. My eyes flicked to the green lights on the alarm clock in the distance of the bedroom: It was, indeed, eleven o'clock at night. 
My cock was hard. I had the towel tied around my waist. I tossed the toothbrush onto the counter, the inconsistencies of Claire's schedule and gym visit totally forgotten. She smiled, tipping her head up in victory the way I would have done if I could have ever managed to lure my wife into the shower by just standing there touching my leg. 
I expected her to giggle and reject the whole idea as soon as I neared the door, but she didn't. She dropped her leg to the floor and made room for me, turning to face me with her back to the cascading water, her eyes inviting me in. 
I was still uncertain for a moment, but I didn't have to worry. Claire put a hand out and shoved me into the tile wall. It was cold against my upper back and made me shudder, but that faded like everything else as Claire grinned again, and put both hands on my chest, and then slowly slid to her knees. 
Her hands had not followed her: they lingered on my torso, palms against my abdomen. She was looking up at me, smiling as my bobbing cock pulsed and struck her lip, then her cheek, then her lips again as she dragged them across the crown. Smiling, she opened her mouth and flicked her tongue at my cock in passing. I tried to steer it toward her, but she was playing games with me, grinning, pretending that she was going to bite down on it but then just letting my skin graze the edges of her teeth before it spasmed away. 
My body was, of course, responding properly to the fact that a woman's mouth was dancing dangerously with a dangerous smile full of clean white teeth so near the swollen contours of the ridge, the crown, the now-oozing center of my dick. The wet laps of her tongue, her hands on my lower abdomen, her eyes mischievous and lusty staring up at me. 
But this was not my wife: not the kneeling, not the sex after a shift, not the taking the lead, not the gleam in her eyes. That burned in the background of my mind - secondary to my arousal. All of the facts - that she was behaving strangely now, on her knees in the shower trying to get my cock in her mouth, that she was flirting with Tyler Dawson, that she was telling me a lie about going to the gym without batting an eye - were there in the ether of my mind, but they were fading away to oblivion, pushed out by my hard cock. 
She enclosed the tip of my dick in her wet mouth, and inside her own her tongue swirled wildly around. These were not moves my wife made. Not just now, after twenty years of marriage; they seemed new, experimental, possibly learned. 
Until then, I'd been standing against the wall with my hands floating and clenched in a strange non-grip in front of me - there was no muscle memory, no pattern, for what I was supposed to do when my wife attacked me in the shower like this, at eleven at night. Looking at me. 
She took me in deeper, and that was when the look in her eyes seemed to change: was it my imagination, or were her thoughts very clearly somewhere else? And then deeper, a spasm of soft tissue near the end of her hard palate warning that she was close to gagging, and her eyes closed. 
I hesitated: I had already thought about what I would do next and was willing my muscles to do it, but she didn't wait for me. Her  right hand went to my left wrist and guided my hand to her head, placing it at the back of her now wet hair, encouraging me to grasp her hair in my fingertips. She held onto my wrist and pushed it toward my pelvis, instructing me wordlessly to push her face toward me, and my cock further into her throat. 
Now I was openly staring, frozen in action except for my dwelling dick, which was somehow getting even harder in her mouth. She was the one who was pushing and pulling my wrist, and therefore my hand in her hair, back and forth along my shaft.
I was no idiot: she was telling me to push her head around while my cock was in her mouth. So I did, and it was hot, and I could feel an orgasm building up inside me in spite of the twisted psychic background noise. Who was this woman? Why was my wife making me fuck her face in the shower, late at night, when she hadn't done anything like this in years, maybe decades? 
"Claire," I said, shakily, gripping her hair hard. I wanted to come in her mouth, and I was close, but I was starting to feel a danger in it all: she didn't like that, and what the hell was she doing? 
She released me, tipping her head back, gripping my cock in her fist and sliding my dick all over her lips. She made an unseeming, sexual blubbering noise and stuck her tongue out to lick my shaft as she smeared it all over her wet face. "I want you to come inside me," she said. 
I must have looked perplexed, because I was: I very much wanted to do what she wanted me to do and for once in a long while I was certain I could do it in short order, but did she want me to come inside her mouth or her pussy or what? I didn't know, because Claire was simply never like this. 
She stood up, solving the problem, and turned around to face the side of the shower with the ledge. She put her hands on the wall and looked back at me, jutting her ass out.
I stared at her. You have to understand, Claire saw enough accidents at her job that most things were strictly verboten in our house, and shower sex was one of them. My cock, though, was aching, because she'd abandoned me very close to orgasm. "Claire," I tried again, painfully confused. My hand went to her pussy, found it slick and slippery between the folds, and so I started to do what she claimed to want me to do, even as I protested. "I thought..." 
She jutted her ass toward me. "Oh God, James, just fuck me. Just fuck your cum into me, shut up and just fuck me." 
Well, I wasn't going to argue. It took some doing, and water started splashing on both of us and into my eyes, but her pussy was so hot and wet that as soon as I touched my dick to her folds my orgasm was boiling again in my balls. I thrust into her, deep, and she moaned and started to buck against me. 
"Fuck me," she hissed, looking over her shoulder. "Fuck me really, really hard." 
"Claire, I..." I did what she asked and bit into my tongue to cause a distracting pain so I could last long enough to bring her to orgasm. 
"Yeah, like that," she said, turning her cheek to the tile wall. Her palms were flat against the tile and she was clawing at the wall, her pussy tensing around my dick. "Just like that," she mewled, her eyes squinting. I stared at the back of her head, trying to avert any of the delicious visuals that would send me over the edge, because I could feel that she was very, very close and I did not want to leave her unsatisfied, but Jesus. 
Her mouth fell open and her eyes did too, vacant suddenly. I felt a burst of very hot liquid surrounding my cock, a squeeze, and a horrible sound left her mouth: it was uncontrolled, like a sucking, wet, almost kennel cough that she made no effort to hide or soften. "Ohhhh," she squealed. Her arms went limp, her fingers flattened, unresponsive, and her hands began to slide down the wet wall. Her body, once tense and clawing and squeezing me, turned to a loose, rubbery, barely animate mound of wet flesh, and it was that vacant, mewling mess that I rammed my cum into, while she panted, whispering: "yes, yes, yes, just like that." 
When I came it was dizzying. I tipped my head down to the top of hers and had to wrap a hand under her abdomen to hold her, and myself, in place. I was disembodied temporarily: the splash of the water, which had become unreasonably hot on my bent back, was like a distant waterfall in my throbbing ears, and the sensations of her pussy on my dick, of her soft wet abdomen under my palm, or her ass against my thighs, of her damp sweet-smelling hair on my lips, made their way to me through a thick syrup of thoughts.
We remained like that for a long time. At last, I straightened up - finding the invoice for these calisthenics in my lower back. Claire remained, smiling against the tiles, eyes closed, even as my cock slid out of her. 
"What was that?" I asked. My hand was on her ass, which looked very, very appealing in this position, which I hadn't seen for a long time. 
Claire swiveled, lusciously. She was grinning. She shrugged and wormed her way under the water, ignoring my question with nothing more than a shrug and a mysterious smile for me, before she turned around. 
She rinsed herself off, kissed me, and left the shower. "I'm beat," she said. "I'm getting up early tomorrow to deal with school so if you're going to be up, can you watch TV somewhere else?" 
"Uh..." I said. It was now eleven thirty. 
But Claire was gone, and by the time I got into the bedroom, she was on her side with her earplugs and eye covering on, which meant no talking to or disturbing Claire unless you wanted your throat slit. 
So I went downstairs, and stared at the TV without watching anything, thinking about what my wife was up to, and whether or not she had lied about the gym, and the text messages she sent to one Tyler Dawson.






  
  Chapter five

Whenever Claire was home and "doing something for class," I tried to make myself scarce. It had been impossible for me to understand her work schedule before she took on this class, and it was even less comprehensible to me now. This was a big problem, I realized, for me figuring out if she was having an affair or not. 
But suddenly being super interested in her schedule - for the purposes of detecting whether or not she was somewhere she shouldn't be - was going to be a big red flag for Claire. The kind of red flag that I just didn't want to send up. 
She was locked in "the office," which was really just our eldest son's room with the wall in front of the desktop camera cleared of anything messy or incriminating and the rest of the room as it had been on its cleanest days when he lived there. I could hear the sounds of a Teams meeting: the tone, the repeating, the tinny voices, the sounds of people cutting themselves off for laggy blips, through the door - and it all sounded very benign. 
I couldn't make noise or she'd get mad, so I actually went to the gym. Where I decided to check on Claire's gym claim. I told the guy at the front desk that I was looking to see how often we used our membership, which made him refer me to membership services, which resulted in me walking on a treadmill on hold for about half an hour, only to find out that Claire wasn't using her membership at all.
"Aha," I said. "So the last time anyone came in was...?"
"Well, it was today," the cheerful girl told me. And then she launched seamlessly into a retention pitch, which I allowed her to recite and then, because she was nice, I agreed to not cancel the membership and consider setting goals with a personal trainer. 
After all, it wasn't Ashley's fault that I didn't give a shit about any of that. 
The feeling that trilled in my chest was unexpected: I wasn't angry, I wasn't horrified. I was actually... excited? My heart was beating fast, and I felt sick to my stomach, but the sensation of raw jealousy was going down more gently than I would have expected. Even the fact that Claire was lying to me was something I knew I should hate - and I did, in a way - but I was also feeling thrilled. Invigorated. 
I turned up the speed and ran for a bit. Then I lifted some weights to make sure I didn't blow up at her. As I did, I considered all of the possible paths I could take now: confronting her, accusing her, hinting that I knew something was up and seeing what she did about it, or...
...or just continuing to watch it unfold. 
This final option felt sleazy. It was not the action of man in a good marriage with a wife he loved, which I certainly was. It was not mature, or "right," - it was the kind of thing our old therapist Linda would strongly suggest I didn't do. It was playing games. It was bad.
But I wanted to do it. That was something I also couldn't make much sense of. I wanted to watch Claire's affair unfold, to see it with my own eyes, to read her messages and think about what she was doing with another man. When I thought about it, it enraged me and it fanned jealousy - all of that was true. And I didn't want to lose Claire, that was also true. 
But thinking about Claire fucking some other guy was actually turning me on. It was giving me intense feelings, and I hadn't felt anything intense for a long, long time. I worked out for a long time, enjoying the renewed energy, the surge of testosterone, the interest in getting something done for once. 
I was there for almost three hours. 


      ***Not that Claire noticed. She emerged from the office right after I got home, stretched her arms, yawning, and looked me up and down. I thought this would lead to her saying something about my gym clothes, or maybe even something like yesterday, but she just rubbed her nose. "I have to try and take a nap before shift," she informed me, stretching an arm again. 
"You have shift tonight?" I asked. It was a genuine question, but this had long been a joke between us. I always asked with a tone - as Claire put it - that suggested I was just then learning that my wife was a paramedic by vocation. Claire smiled at me and rolled her eyes, before walking off to the bedroom. I heard the door lock, and the sound of the blackout blinds lowering.
This all meant "shut the hell up," so I didn't even want to take a shower, on the off chance I would accidentally cut the water off too fast and she would hear it in the walls. 
But what it also meant was that I had an opportunity, and I was going to take it. 
"The office" was also my "office," in the sense that Claire only used it when she needed to be online to teach a class or be in a meeting, and the rest of the time it was implicated as my office. The desktop was "everyone's" but Claire didn't use it because she needed Microsoft for the courses. Her laptop was closed on the desk.
I locked the door, just in case, and then opened the laptop. I keyed in her password, and went straight to the Discord app, where I discovered that she and Tyler Dawson had exchanged a few messages during class today - but they were (mostly) benign.

Tyler Dawson: 
Do I detect trouble in paradise?
Claire: 
no comment
Tyler Dawson: 
He's being a dick you should call him out on it
Claire: 
okay, you didn't hear it from me, but thanks
Tyler Dawson: 
m I your knight in shining armor?
Claire: 
eghem. no comment
Tyler Dawson: 
I am. It's okay. I understand you can't tell me
Claire: 
where did you find a helmet big enough for you
Tyler Dawson: 
you love it

And that was it. Flirtatious. Long periods of time between texts. Some unknown occurrence that Tyler Dawson had initiated, and apparently believed he was gallant for having done. Claire, flattering him a little, disguised as a jab. 
It was unprofessional, and it was over the line, but not nearly as much as I'd hoped to see. 
I also didn't know very much, I was realizing, about this course Claire was teaching. I knew she'd told me all about it, and that I had done my very best impression of paying attention, but Claire and by now knew that neither one of us really cared that much what the other was doing at work. It was an agreement that all married couples eventually arrived at, spoken or not. 
I knew it was some kind of multi-agency team-building, training for something. I knew it was a hard post to get, that it would help Claire move up the ladder, that she hadn't expected to enjoy it but had been pleasantly surprised (although I wondered now if that was because of the course content or the student body). I knew it was a scheduling nightmare for all involved. I knew she hated somebody on the PD, that she had changed her opinion about Fire and liked their hierarchical structure and the way they adhered to it, and she really thought she could bring some good ideas to whatever it was they were trying to accomplish. Beyond that, I knew nothing, and I was kicking myself for tuning her out. 
Now I wanted to know everything: when did they meet, what went on during these three-day exercises where they all stayed overnight at some place with dorms, what did she eat, who did she eat with, did they go out for drinks, was she doing physical training or just observing? 
Somewhere in the middle of all these thoughts I had a terrible idea. 
I'm not even sure how it took root: one minute I was thinking about all of this, and the next I was researching Discord - how it worked, why it could be open on multiple devices, whether or not anyone would notice such a thing. And then I was downloading it. And then I was applying my intimate knowledge of my wife, and the years of irritation I had endured about her haplessness with passwords. "I have a system," Claire whined, when I told her they were shitty passwords. 
But now, this was coming in handy.
And then, voila: I had installed it on the desktop computer and logged in as Claire and was now privy to whatever she was writing to Tyler Dawson, without having to engage in subterfuge to get at her laptop. Hopefully. 
I knew that this was a violation of trust. But it was so easy to justify it, with my wife flirting with her student. And it was very easy - for me, as a man - to read into those texts as much flirting and innuendo as I wanted to. I was just being a diligent husband, watching over my wife. 
This accomplished, I was unsatisfied, because nothing was going on between those two at the moment. 
But there would be. I was sure of it. 
I then applied myself to digging into her teaching gig. I couldn't very well ask her about it - not now. She was several weeks into it and she had talked to me about it quite a bit. I hadn't really listened, because I was so caught up in my own economic and career woes - and honestly, my wife taking on more work because I was a loser was not a topic I wanted the details about.
But now I did. Which is how I found myself rifling through her laptop files: course outlines, student assignments, plans, schedules, important notices, her emails. I dug and dug and got in so deep that I almost didn't hear Claire wake up - I registered the sound of the door opening but was so engrossed that I very nearly didn't react to it. 
"Honey?" she called out, walking down the hall past the door to the office. Terror struck me. I closed her laptop and tossed it on the bed - something I would do, in real life, under normal circumstances. And then I brought up my email and several random tabs (LinkedIn, a news source) to make it look like I was in there hard at work on my own shit. 
She was coming back, after sweeping the house. "James?" she called. She was annoyed now, because she'd seen that my car was still there. 
"Sorry, in here!" I called out, reaching for my headphones and hanging them around my neck. Claire was almost instantaneously in the room, looking a little harried. 
She swept her eyes over the scene, resting last on the laptop on the bed. She scoffed, picking it up, following the cord to an outlet, and unplugging it. "These things catch fire all the time," she admonished me. "Don't set it on the bed. You're working?" A smile. She kissed me on the cheek. Everything seemed to be checking out for Claire, as her eyes went briefly to the screen (Claire did not understand my line of work any better than I did hers), and, satisfied with what she saw, she trotted away, laptop in hand. "I gotta run, I woke up late." 
And she was off. 
"Claire, what's your shift tonight?" I called out, pushing the rolling chair away from the desk and into the doorway, to lean out and look at her. Her ass looked amazing in the tight pants she was wearing, which I noted I hadn't seen before. 
She looked over her shoulder and snorted, grinning. "Seriously," she said, and this was not a question. This was also part of our running banter: if I did ask, she usually said something like this, because I became vexed if she tried to explain it to me. 
"I am serious," I said.
Claire walked quickly past the doorway of the bedroom and looked at me strangely. She had something in her hands that she was twisting around. "Babe, what? Do you have something planned? Oh, shit!" Her voice disappeared. 
"Maybe I do," I said. 
I did not, but I could come up with something. 
Claire walked past the doorway again, pulling a different shirt over her very attractive frame. She did not respond to me, just spit out another epithet I couldn't hear clearly. 
Then she was rushing out of the bedroom, a duffel bag and the laptop bag in hand, yoga pants and loose, transparent t-shirt over a sports bra. I could see the shape of her stomach and the dark color of her bra in the swell of her still-pert breasts through the shirt. 
"Pretty sexy get-up," I commented, as she walked by me. "Is it new?" 
"Babe... what? Look, I am running so late, I'm sorry, I have to get down to the Armory for six and I need to... oh, shit." She stopped, dug into a bag, then continued toward the kitchen. Her phone audibly buzzed and she took it out of a secret pocket somewhere to look at it, mumbling incoherent things about going somewhere first, obviously distracted. 
By the phone. My hopes surged. 
"I have to uh... look," she sighed, looking up at me, shifting the bags. Her eyes kept going back to the phone, even as she tried to do some other things - look for something in a bag, run a mental checklist, answer me. "This is so complicated to explain. I'm not sure when I'll be home. So, if you're planning something, this is... just not a good time, there's class and this fitness thing, ugh it's so complicated to explain, I'll text you!" 
She was typing on her phone as she went out the door: I know because I followed her. I gave her a kiss as she squeezed into the garage door with all her bags and she smiled sweetly at me. 
A glance at her phone showed me the now-familiar chat screen of Discord.
"Bye," I said. 
"Bye, sweetie, I promise, I'll..." she waved the phone at me.
"It's fine," I said sweetly.
And it was, because soon I would be seeing for myself what it was that Claire was so busy with on Discord. 


      ***Not a personal message to Tyler Dawson. Rather, the group chat was alive with activity about whether or not people were going to be at training that night. What type of training, and what time, and where... no one contributed that information. A lot of the banter was private jokes and quips that went way over my head. Claire participated minimally, and Tyler not at all. I recognized instructors' names from the files I'd perused: evidently this was a much more informal type of instructorship, because the instructors at times appeared to be on the very same playing field as the students.
Which made sense, given what I'd gleaned from the course outlines: this was, more than anything, a pilot program in interagency cooperation, and the instructors were mostly just leading the students through the basics of their arm of emergency services where the agencies interacted. Claire, I discovered, was sometimes a student in some of these sessions. 
So what were they up to tonight? What kind of training, and where? It seemed to be optional, because people were saying they had shift and couldn't go, or that they would try, or that they could stop by and watch as long as they didn't get a call. 
Claire: "I'll try to trade out, might be late." 
Nothing from Tyler. Nothing between Tyler and Claire. 
I wanted to dig back into her course materials, but she had taken them with her laptop.
Well. There wasn't much I could do with any of this. I moved on to the internet with the intention of trying to "work" - which meant trying to find some other line of work or hustle, and gently press some of my contacts.
Instead I ended up on Reddit and PornHub, looking through the cuckolding and hotwife lifestyle posts and pages, going down a rabbit hole -
The Discord app was a constant background noise, signaling a new message every ten or twenty minutes for a while. Then it died down. I sank into my fantasy world. Around eight o'clock, though, a PM came from Tyler Dawson to Claire.

Tyler Dawson: 
Are you able to make it tonight?
Claire: 
Working on it. You?
Tyler Dawson: 
Hm
Claire:
Mysterious
Tyler Dawson: 
Well, it's kind of last-minute
Claire: 
ya
Tyler Dawson: 
I was going to see if you were going before committing
Claire: 
Hm
Tyler Dawson: 
now who's mysterious
Tyler Dawson: 
so, are you?
Claire: 
don't you think your should be making these decisions for professional reasons?
Tyler Dawson: 
no, and I am, and it's optional so not really
Claire: 
wtf does any of that mean lol
Tyler Dawson: 
I'm making the decision based on your attendance, ma'am
Claire: 
you should go
Tyler Dawson: 
because you're going?
Claire: 
because it's a good exercise
Tyler Dawson: 
um, I kind of already know how to shoot
Tyler Dawson: 
I'm actually kind of hot shit
Claire: 
That's the rumor. you should share your skills, then. Teamwork
Tyler Dawson: 
my skills can't be taught
Claire: 
and the size of your head cannot be matched
Tyler Dawson: 
this isn't a case of ego. I am actually hot shit
Claire: 
uh-huh. 
Tyler Dawson: 
I will share my skills if you tell me to. 
Tyler Dawson: 
But only with you.
Claire: 
we are still talking about shooting, correct?
Tyler Dawson: 
ma'am I am shocked. of course we are talking about professional instruction at a shooting range. It's a once in a lifetime opportunity for you, really.
Claire: 
I thought your skills couldn't be taught
Tyler Dawson: 
they cant. but I can teach you the basics and set you up right. 
Claire: 
call tbc

It took me a few moments of staring at the screen to realize that Claire was going out on a call. Tyler responded to Claire's final message with a thumbs-up. I pondered the "tbc" fro much longer than I probably should have needed to and finally decided it meant "to be continued." 
Well, whatever Claire was doing, Tyler Dawson was very much trying to get in her pants. So I started some sleuthing, with half my attention attuned to the Discord app and any future messages between Tyler and Claire. 
I wondered why I had never done an internet search on this guy. He came up right away, with a simple search for his name and the police department tagged on. Tyler Dawson: tall, young, very good-looking, not especially meat-headed in appearance. Sergeant, and three-time winner of the Humber County sharpshooter award. A brief bio in a police Facebook post: born in Indiana, military school, sharpshooter, fast rise through the ranks. 
I glared at his photo. So young, obviously very hot shit. He seemed charming in his own way, I had to admit - begrudgingly.  
And Claire was falling for it all. 
This guy looked only marginally older than our kids.
But so did everyone Claire worked with. There were very few people her age left in EMS, I reminded myself.
I had a horrifying thought: what if Claire was just a superslut MILF, all this time? Young men obviously found her attractive, and they were everywhere around her, working long hours together under intense circumstances...
I really had no way of knowing, I realized. I had no way of knowing if Claire really did get caught up in a call in the final minutes of a shift and wind up working an extra two or three hours. Or what she did in the dull hours at work, when there were no calls. 
I waited, but Claire never returned to the Discord chat. I dig for more info on Tyler Dawson, and did not get much. 
However, somewhere in the middle of all that, I realized that Claire's birthday was coming up. So I planned a good date: that much, I was not going to fail at.  






  
  Chapter six

"So tell me about this course," I ventured, once we were settled in for dinner and Claire had finished her glass of wine. I watched her reaction carefully. Even if I was unsure of what I was hoping for or expecting to see in her face, I wanted to see it clearly. 
She swallowed the wine in her mouth, rather theatrically, widening her eyes, and then set the glass down with a ponderous expression on her face. She dabbed at her mouth with a napkin without looking at me. These were all signs - to me, anyway - that Claire was choosing her words. 
"Well," she began, and then she looked at me and cocked her head to one side. Then she rolled her eyes and grinned. "Ha, very funny."
"Wait... why is that funny?"
Claire rolled her eyes again and spread her napkin out on her lap with great care and attention to detail, her jaw rolling a little, as she seemed to be choosing her words - and her humor - very carefully. 
Was that true? Or was I just seeing things? As I stared at her and observed and weighted each tiny detail of her reaction, I had to admit that it had been a very long time since I'd paid this much attention to Claire, and her gestures, and the way she responded to questions (which I was starting to realize, I also didn't ask her very much anymore, either). 
"You do not have to act interested in work just because it's my birthday," she told me. Then she put her elbow on the table and picked up the wine glass again, to swirl the final mouthful and playfully tip the glass in my direction. "But I do appreciate the effort."
The waiter came by and refilled her glass for her. Claire did nothing to stop him, but she did cast me a look. "I'm going to have a headache tomorrow," she said dryly, before picking up the wine glass again. 
"I really am interested," I said, returning to the topic of "the course." Claire was looking at me skeptically, a wry grin on her lips. She leaned back in her chair and folded her arm across her delightful stomach to cradle the elbow of the arm suspending the wine glass. 
"Mm-hmm," she commented. 
"I don't get out enough," I said, deploying my boyish grin. "I'm curious." 
Claire shook her head and sipped her wine. "Okay... what do you want to know?"
"Well..." I pretended to be thinking, but I had already planned this out more or less in my mind. "I just realized I don't even know what you're up to. Like these training weekends. What are you doing, exactly?"
Claire was now looking at me differently. I was sure of it. There was a keen, sparkling interest in her eyes and what looked like caution or suspicion. She didn't know this about herself, but her whole face changed dramatically when she was incredulous and set out to figure something out, and she was wearing that expression now. 
"They're scenarios," she said, a mild scold in the fringes of her voice. 
I raised my eyebrows and put apiece of steak in my mouth. I know I shouldn't need an explanation, my face said. But I require it. 
She shrugged and smiled at me. "So like... scenarios, whew, what to say? You know: situations in which all agencies would be required to cooperate with each other."
"Like...?"
"Like... a MCI, terrorism, biological hazard, uh... you know, that kind of thing." She smiled at me. "Why the sudden interest?"
I didn't know what an MCI was but I didn't actually care that much: I was probing for different information about these weekends entirely. "So, are you actually staging these scenarios?"  
She looked at me like I'd just asked her how many heads she had. A slow blink. "I mean... yes, that's the whole point of the whole thing," she laughed. "Of me being paid for this."
"I can't believe you haven't told me anything about this," I said.
"I can't believe you're actually asking me," she quipped, smiling and taking another large sip of wine. 
"So this upcoming weekend.... what are you doing?" 
"Mmm," she said, with a mysterious, close-lipped grin. "I can't tell you."
"Come on Claire. Why? Is it top-secret?"
"Because EMS isn't planning this event," she said, smiling back. "So I don't actually know what's in store for me." 
"Hmm," I said, mirroring her mysterious tone. "Well, what have you done on the other weekends?"
She pointed a finger at me. "Now that, I can't tell you, because it's top-secret." 
"Claire," I said. 
She smiled and shrugged, tipping her head again. "I'm serious." 
"So you can't even tell me, like, ballpark?"
"They were emergencies," she laughed. "That required interagency cooperation." 
"Hmm," I said. "And how can I be sure this isn't all just some elaborate plot to, I don't know..."
"...spend some quality time at a Travelodge and inflatable shelters in a shit part of town? You got me." She held her hands up like she was being caught in a robbery. 
"Well," I said. "There are a lot of young, heroic men milling around at these things, I presume." 
I was looking right at her, scrutinizing her face with renewed microscopic attention to detail. I was rewarded with an unexpected expression, a playful glint in her eye, a slight upturning of the corner of her mouth. Her next words seemed to roll around luxuriously in her mouth before leaving her parted lips: "Well, that's not something I can deny."
And then her lips formed an even more sultry smile. 
My heart started to beat faster immediately, and I could feel it in my chest. My cock also reacted. 
"Hmm. And are any of these men good-looking?" I ventured. 
Claire's eyes twinkled and she shrugged. "I wouldn't know. I only have eyes for you." But her tone was almost... teasing.
"Right, right, but say you didn't... surely some of these guys are good-looking." I was really laying it on thick.
Another shrug from Claire, with a suggestive smile. 
"I bet they all have a crush on you," I said, when it seemed like Claire might try to change the subject. 
"Oh my God," Claire said quickly, shaking her head. "I am way, way too old for these little punks."  But she did a bunch of other things that gave away her pleasure - or discomfort - with this line of questioning. She reached impulsively for the wine menu, looked at it, tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear, and blushed, all in a disorderly succession of jumpy movements that were very unlike her. 
"I wouldn't be so sure about that," I was quick to say - because this was secretly where I had hoped this conversation might go all along. "I mean, you're a MILF, Claire. That's a very hot commodity these days."
"Uh-huh," she said, dripping with sarcasm. "I'm thinking of getting a dessert, actually," she said. "Do you want to split something?"
There was no universe in which Claire ordered, or thought about ordering, desserts. 
"No," I said quietly. Claire looked up at me because my tone was so solemn. I lightened it a little. "I want to talk about all these hot men, actually, hitting on my wife."
"They are boys," Claire said, but she was grinning, and putting the wine menu aside, "and they are not hitting on your wife." 
That is not strictly true, Claire.
"So there are some hot guys at your school," I said, a note of triumph in my voice. 
Claire pressed her lips together and her eyes fluttered around: looking at me, looking away, looking back at me. 
"Any particular guy?" I asked. 
"Where are you getting this from?" she asked, laughing. 
I shrugged. "I mean, Claire: you're a hot, older woman, you're a teacher...their teacher."
"I feel like these guys are probably pretty busy trying to get laid by a much younger cohort," Claire said quickly, waving a dismissive hand at the whole conversation. 
"You'd be surprised."
Claire held up her hand with the back toward me, showing off her ring finger. "Also, I'm married. Remember?"
Do you, Claire? I wondered inside my head. But my cock had a much different reaction to this than she probably would have expected: staring at the ring on her finger and thinking about her getting fucked by one of these young men was making me hard as a rock.
"I doubt that ring has quite the warding-off effect you think it does," I pointed out.
"What?!" she said, and I couldn't tell if she was mocking me or not. "Come on."
"I think a lot of young guys are after a hot, married older woman," I said. 
"A lot of guys are after whatever women will talk to them," she said dryly. "And anyway... I think most of these guys, in my classes, do all right with the ladies." She looked momentarily flustered, brushing a non-existent stray lock of hair from her forehead before smiling, over-generously, at me. 
Then she picked up her wine.
"So there's not a single guy flirting with you at this thing?" 
Claire sipped her wine and grinned. "Well, I didn't say that." 
I cocked an eyebrow. "Oh really?" 
Claire made a flirtatious face before rolling her eyes. 
"So there is? Or there isn't?" 
Claire looked at me through slightly squinted eyes. "You almost sound like you want there to be."
This literally took my breath away. In all the scenarios I'd played out in my own mind, the conversation hadn't taken this kind of turn. Especially not at Claire's whim. She was looking at me with a coy, coquettish expression that made me want to be almost reckless. 
"Hmm," I said. Mostly to buy myself some time. I couldn't be sure what was going on here - I was in uncharted waters. Claire and I hadn't talked about sexual fantasies in such a long time that it felt a little strange. I could feel nerves tingling everywhere in my body, electrified with possibility. "And what if I did?"
Claire blushed. I saw it very distinctly. She looked down at her silverware and turned the fork over a few times. "This is so silly." 
"Why?"
She put her hands in her lap and looked up, fidgeting a little. "Okay, we should probably change the subject before this turns into... a whole thing." She waved her hand. "No one is flirting with me at Ops." 
I stared back at her, to let her know I didn't want to leave the vicinity of this topic, if it was possible. "If someone was... what would you do?"
A nervous laugh. She put her thumb between her teeth and looked at me, like she wanted to say something but couldn't quite trust that I wasn't baiting her.
"I think this is what the cops call entrapment, by the way," she said. 
"You think so, but what if I'm serious?" 
She laughed. More wine. "About what?" 
"About wanting to know what you'd do. If someone was flirting with you."  
"I would say, 'No, you filthy beast, I am married! Happily! Get away, you are a sick bastard!" She laughed again. "Is that what you want to hear?" 
Delicious. 
Because that was not, at all, what Claire was saying to young Tyler Dawson. At all. But of course, I couldn't let on that I knew this, because I was being a shitty husband and spying on her. 
"Not necessarily," I said, as mysteriously as I could manage. 
Claire was momentarily thrown off her guard by this answer. The wine glass tipped into her mouth froze in place, and she almost spilled onto her chin. She recovered quickly and sipped the wine, eyes down. 
"Oh reallllly," she said quietly. She now had the demeanor and tone of a person dipping their toe in some water, the temperature of which they had no idea. "What would you want me to do?" 
I tried to remain calm. I shrugged, meant to convey that this was no big deal to me. I didn't want to spook Claire, no matter what. After all - it was entirely possible that she was just flirting with Tyler Dawson in a benign way that she had no intention of taking any further, and if I said something too crazy at this moment, she might scare off even doing that. 
On the other hand... a fantasy of mine was sort of flitting around in the frame, just within reach...
"Sometimes I have a little bit of a fantasy about it," I said.
She needed time to absorb this, so I gave it to her, letting her turn it around in her mind as I poured myself some wine (that I didn't really want or need) and sipped it. 
"About me... getting hit on by a younger guy?" She smiled. She really seemed to think that might be the end of the fantasy for me. She laughed lightly, tentatively. 
"Well, yes. About you... maybe not shutting that down," I ventured. It gave me a rush to see her blush again and look away. 
She stared back into her wine and squirmed. "You do not," she said. Then she looked up at me and grinned, squinting at me with her head turned slightly to the side. "Is this your way of telling me you want to have an affair with a younger woman?" 
She seemed to have decided this was all a joke. 
I shook my head solemnly. 
She gave me that look of heres, the one that said: "I don't believe you at all, you weirdo."
"It's not," I said, as if she'd actually spoken to me. "I actually, just... I don't know. It's kind of hot. Thinking about you, like... responding. To something like that." 
"Responding..." she murmured. "Responding-responding... or just... flirting-responding?" 
"Either one," I said, trying to sound cheerful and not obsessed. 
She narrowed her eyes and looked at me with disbelief. The amusement in her lips had changed: she now thought I was just messing with her.
"This is something that's like, not really uncommon for men," I said. "Fantasizing about their wives with other men." 
She gave me the slow, disbelieving blink. She looked like she was going to say something for a full, tantalizing moment that I savored. She uncrossed and recrossed her legs, and her eyes became dilated and glistening. It was a moment of superb and delicious sexual tension. She pulled her lower lip toward her teeth, like she was going to bite it... and then the waiter stormed the moment to ask if everything was okay. 
My wife put a hand to her neck and twisted it beneath her palm to look away. She leaned back in her chair and cleared her throat. 
The waiter left after I snapped that everything was fine. 
"Claire?" I said, to make sure she knew I wasn't letting her off the hook. 
She cleared her throat. "Well, nothing like that is happening, soooo..."
There was a tiny frosting of pain that came with this lie - after all, Claire was very much telling a total lie to me in this moment. But mostly it was hot as hell, because the way she left it, the cadence of her tone... she left the door very much open. My heart was racing again. My mind was a blizzard of ideas and I struggled to remain collected enough to take the next step, very carefully. 
"If you say so, Claire," I said, in a serious tone. She had put one hand down on the table. I moved my hand to hers, tracing lazy circles on the back of it, enjoying the way I could almost see them travel up her arm as sexual energy that shuddered inside her and made her twist on her seat. Her eyes went to my fingers, and I was sure she heard in my tone that I didn't believe her. I pounced: "I'm just telling you that... if it were, if it came up... I don't know. It could be kind of fun." 
We boiled for several moments after that, me tracing shapes on the back of her hand, Claire squirming in her chair. Her eyes fluttered up to look at me, uncertainly, but also with increasing lust. And then back down at her hand. 
I've wished, my whole life, that I could know the secret to moments like these: as a guy, I was always experiencing this level of desire, spontaneously, for whatever reason. But it wasn't like that for Claire. When it happened to Claire, I could tell: her face became flushed, she moved a certain way. She was just as turned on as I was, in that moment. The air between us was practically warped with heat. 
"Um..." Claire said, after a long few moments. She pulled her hand back and put it under the table, but her foot went to my calf suggestively. I asked for the check and she nodded silently, smiling, her toes exploring my leg - as far as she could go, which was only up my calf. 


      ***We only made it to the car, in a parking garage, mid-level. We climbed in and Claire very noticeably did not put her seatbelt on right away. She sat, looking ahead, smiling that wry smile. But by not reaching for the seatbelt, she was sending a very loud message. 
"Claire?" I said, letting go of my own seatbelt and letting it snap back into place. I was reaching for the ignition, and she put her hand out to stop me from turning it on. Her eyes were scanning the parking garage.
She dropped her hand to her skirt and then had both hands between her legs, pulling the material up as she caressed her thighs. She leaned her head back into the headrest, eyes closed, mouth open. I stared at her as her fingers slipped under the spaghetti-thin straps of a very hot pair of underwear (black, shiny satin with lace trim, new to my eyes) and she began to slide them down between her thighs. 
Then her eyes were open and she rolled her head to look at me. 
I stared at the scene in front of me in disbelief. Even at our wildest most youthful, lust-filled peak of romance, my wife had never pulled down her panties and arched her back and caressed her spread thighs in the car like this; in a public place it was not even something I thought I'd see in my lifetime. Claire's back was arched, her tits pressed forward against the silky dress fabric, a line of black lace poking out from beneath it. Hunger in her eyes. 
She became impatient after just a second of delay, the delay caused by my confusion. She guided my hand - which was still hovering near the ignition - to her open legs. Right between them, to where the very top of her lithe, muscular thigh was wet with her juices and hot, and then she let my hand go, because I knew what to do from there.
I gave a quick glance to the parking lot, and started to turn toward her. I'm not sure what I thought I would do next, but Claire clarified for me, anyway - I shifted to take some weight off my own groin and reached for my zipper. 
"No," Claire said, in a voice as soft, sexy, and mysteriously commanding as I've ever heard. She put her hands up to the headrest in a sexy pose, and her legs fell further open, stretching her nice new panties. "I want you to make me come. Here. Now. And then you have to drive home with a hard cock because there is no way we can fuck in this very, very public parking lot." Her eyes glinted with mischief for a moment, while my fingers moved toward her pussy, found it wet and turgid, and I began to seek out the sensitive bundle at the tip of her swollen clit.
Then she hit me with:
"That's what I would do, if a young, hot student wanted to fuck me."
"Fuck, Claire." My own voice sounded strange to me, like it had come from someone else. Half of my mind was on my fingers, now sinking into her pussy, my thumb rubbing her clit, her velvety flesh hot and wet on my fingers as they sank into her effortlessly. Claire mewled as I curled my fingers toward the root of her clit, and I was rewarded with a spasm that ran the length of her body. 
As I finger-fucked her, her pussy was so wet it squelched, and Claire's eyes fell closed as she started to pant. It was easy - very easy- to imagine that she'd already done this in a parked car with Tyler Dawson. Maybe in his cop car, maybe with her hands cuffed over the back of the seat the way she was holding them now. Maybe he had finger-fucked her just like this: it was was so easy to imagine because Claire had never ever curled and uncurled and moaned so sexily, and she had never asked me to fuck her in the car like this. 
"Oh," she moaned, throatily, after a few minutes of this. "I'm so close," she whispered. "I'm going to come, don't stop." I didn't; I started to fuck her faster, and she opened her eyes and glared at me. "Don't change anything," she panted. "Fuck me just like you were and don't... change... anything... oh..." her eyes rolled back and her eyelids fell closed. She pushed her head back against the headrest and her pussy squeezed on my fingers. "Oh..." she continued. "Good, that's so good... good... oh... good.. boy..."
My cock slammed to sudden, bursting hardness when she said that: good boy. Her pussy suddenly clenched, and then the sound of her juices became filthy and even wetter. I kept fucking her as her breath turned to panicked squeaks and then she made an utterly grotesque sound, as her pussy juices cascaded over my hand and her limbs started jerking. 
I kept trying to fuck her, but she pushed my hand away. I tired again, and she smiled and held my wrist. I tried again and her eyes snapped open to meet mine. Her mouth was cut in a terrifying smile, and her skin was damp with sweat. I saw a single droplet roll down her neck. The windows were steamed up completely, even though it was cool in the garage. 
"No," she said, grinning. She picked my hand up and put in on my side of the car. "Now you have drive home, thinking about my pussy the whole time."
"Claire..."
"Do it," she said. She was still grinning, still playing a game, but she forcefully meant what she said. 
I started the car. My cock was hard, tenting my pants, and a stain of precum spreading on the dark material. Claire was looking at this, amused, as she put her seatbelt on. "Seatbelt," she reminded me. 
"God Claire," I said, managing a smile in spite of the ache between my legs. "It's really hard to drive like this." 
Claire laughed. Her legs were still spread, her fingers between them, trying to pull up her panties. I looked over to see her dipping a finger into her pussy. "Eyes on the road," she said. 
I exhaled loudly. My balls ached.
Claire giggled and removed her fingers from inside her slit, pushed her dress down to cover herself, and then reached over to put her pussy-soaked fingers into my mouth. I sucked up her sweet juices and my groin cramped violently with sexual pain. She tasted like citrus fruit and honey, and her own unique scent traveled through my bloodstream directly to my balls, where it gnawed at them painfully.
"Concentrate on driving," she admonished me. Her hand traveled from my lips, down my shirt, and flitted over my pants, torturing my cock, before she put her hands back in her lap and smiled to herself, looking out her window. 
I put my mind to doing exactly what she told me to. But it wasn't easy.






  
  Chapter seven

Ididn't get much time to think about any of this on the way home, for the obvious reason that my thoughts were consumed by what had just taken place in the car. By the ache in my balls. By the intense erection that Claire occasionally stoked, reaching over to run her fingernails over the shape in my pants. She did this as if to check that it was still there, then smiled and withdrew her hand. The taste of her pussy juices on my lips. The sex that awaited me at home. 
And then I was fucking her, bent over the back of the couch. I couldn't even remember how we'd gotten into the house. I only remembered following her. That she stepped playfully, sashaying her hips. That she started to remove clothing as she walked in front of me, and that I lost patience as soon as the dress came off. I tore her new panties when I pulled them down, and it was everything I could muster to last long enough inside her swollen, wet cunt for her come again. 
"Happy birthday to me," she said, grinning and kissing me. Then a kiss on the cheek, a pat on the jaw, and just-emptied cock twitched with lust as imagined her saying good boy again. 
"I have to get up early tomorrow," she told me, instead of good boy. Another kiss. "I'm going to take a shower and go to bed." 
I kissed her again, feeling loving, and she let me fondle her a little. But it was obvious she had every intention of wriggling away and going to take a shower. Leaving me in the living room, satiated... and then the details of the evening began to creep into my thoughts. At first, as pleasant memories of a fantastic sexual encounter. 
But they turned into suspicion rapidly: what the hell had gotten into Claire? Claire didn't slip her own fingers into her pussy and feed me her juices. She didn't fuck in cars or take control of things the way she just had, and she certainly never dommed out on me like that. Claire had never once uttered the phrase "good boy" to me in a sexual context (or any context, to my recollection, and I would have remembered: just thinking about it was making hard again).  
Claire did not say shit like: That's what I would do, if a young, hot student wanted to fuck me.
My mind started to race with possibilities. Claire was obviously getting these new ideas from somewhere. Was it purely her imagination? I became agitated, wanting to get on the computer and see what had transpired - or what would transpire - between her and Tyler Dawson. Was it possible that they discussed these things in person, that they somehow kept their Discord banter to a minimum, acceptable level? 
Surely Claire wouldn't risk her career with this? My heart started to beat faster as I thought about it: something about her doing that kind of dangerous things, so unlike her, made it more tantalizing to me. 
Maybe it did for her, too. 
I made myself a drink and pondered my next move. Claire very obviously wanted to go to bed, but now I didn't know what that meant. I could probably get her to have sex with me again, and I felt, for the first time in a long time, like I could manage another round. But even more captivating to me was what Claire would do next, what she was doing right now. Who she was thinking about when I was fucking her tonight. 
I decided to sneak into the bedroom because I was hoping to catch her on her phone. My mind was devising fantasies for me at record pace: fantasies about her already carrying on an affair, or having gotten very close. That she would write to him right now, and tell him her husband seemed into it, so they could do what he wanted. Or that she would actively pursue him now, and she was right at this moment, and I would catch her in the act. Or catch her masturbating again... maybe, I thought, she was faking her orgasms for me, and finishing herself off while thinking of the man she wanted to replace me with. 
But when I entered the master suite, Claire was already out of the shower, wrapped in a towel, and managing something with her hair. She met my eyes in the mirror and raised her eyebrows as she gave me a smile. She did not seem distressed that I was there. "Back for more?" she asked me. 
I couldn't tell if this was a serious offer. Likely it was unserious, because Claire didn't think I could fuck her twice in a row like that. I was fifty-fifty on taking her up on it - the only doubt I had was that I wouldn't perform as well as I thought I was going to, and I didn't want to end the evening by being a disappointment to her. 
Then I noticed that her phone was on the counter in the bathroom. This was unusual: Claire was not a fan of having her phone attached to her at the hip. 
"Actually," I said, "While that sounds... inviting..." I let this linger between us for a bit, to see how she took it. She smiled and paid more attention to her face, so I assessed that it had actually been an empty offer. "...I was going maybe stay up working on things, and I didn't want to wake you up... I might grab some stuff and sleep in the office -"
"Oh, babe, thank you so much," she agreed, before I even finished my sentence. "I really need to get my sleep before tomorrow, I'm feeling so dumb for drinking all that wine." 
"Well," I said, siding up to the dresser as if this really had been my plan all along. "I'm happy to stay out of your way." I removed some socks and underwear and grabbed another random item from inside. Claire moved toward the bed, but not in a sexy, inviting way. She left the phone on the counter. I saw her glance at it as she lifted the covers to slide into bed. 
She snuggled in, I leaned over and kissed her on the forehead. I was reading agitation off her, and I secretly hoped it was about the phone, which happened, at that moment, to buzz lightly on the counter top with a new message alert. Claire's eyes did not move from my face, but I registered a change in her demeanor. The sound was so low and distant that I wouldn't have heard it if not for me paying so much attention to the phone myself. 
I smiled at her and made no mention of it. I tried not to betray that I had even noticed it. "Goodnight, sweetie. Oh, what time are you getting up tomorrow?" 
"Ugh, like 430," she said, fluffing her pillow. "I just got notice that we have to be there earlier than I thought."
"Well, I for one, do not regret all the wine you drank," I told her. 
She grinned. "Me either." The phone buzzed again and she turned on her side to pull the covers up. 
"Maybe you want a glass of water?" I offered. 
"Oh... yeah. No, you know, I drank some water already, I'll be fine," she said.
There was no telling when she thought I'd believe she had done this. 
But I didn't want her spooked or cagey: I wanted her to attend to whatever it was she wanted to attend to, that she didn't want me getting her a glass of water for. So I gave up, and Claire let me. "Okay, well, goodnight then. Do you want me to get up with you in the morning -"
"No, no, god of course not. So early." She closed her eyes. Yawned, holding her hand up to her mouth. "I just need to get sleeping." 
So I left. I stood outside the door for a bit, but realized I would get caught walking away by the creaking floors, so I crept away, looking back at the door. I moved inside the office but peered at it for a few beats. The light came on after a few minutes, and I heard Claire creeping across the floor herself. 
And then back. And then it was out again. Claire had certainly gotten up to retrieve her phone. 
Which was fine by me. Because I was hoping to see what she was up to on Discord. 


      ***
Tyler Dawson: 
I hear it's somebody's birthday.  
Claire: 
You should wish them a happy one. And then identify the person who ratted them out. 
Tyler Dawson: 
you are not very good at safeguarding this information
Tyler Dawson: 
but happy birthday
Claire: 
Are you stalking me Dawson?
Tyler Dawson: 
not in an illegal sense, no. 
I overheard it 
I hope you did something fun?
Claire: 
ohhhhhh I drank too much wine 
Tyler Dawson: 
I sense a bail coming on
Claire: 
no, I never bail because of my own irresponsible behavior 
Tyler Dawson: 
that's good to hear 
Tyler Dawson: 
so you're still on 
Claire: 
still on, but you might not be getting my best skills
Tyler Dawson: 
I can teach anyone
Tyler Dawson: 
did you get any good presents?
Claire: 
hmmm not really a present person
Tyler Dawson: 
that seems right about you.  
Claire: 
oh it does?
Tyler Dawson: 
You're more services oriented
Tyler Dawson: 
tell me you at least got some good services

It took almost half an hour to get to this point, mostly because of delays in Tyler's responses. My cock was at attention as soon as that message came through: mostly because I wanted to see what Claire would do with this open invitation, in the mood she was in. And that mood was drunk and horny. I could barely breathe as I waited, watching the three dots blink in succession on the screen as Claire seemed to type and erase, type and erase. 
The two next messages appeared simultaneously, and Tyler deleted his message about the good services. This was the first time it even occurred to me that more could be going on between these two than just what I was reading: they did, after all, have the option of deleting messages. And why wouldn't they do so? 

 
Tyler Dawson: 
okay that was inappropriate as hell, I'm sorry
Claire: 
so I have a confession to make
Claire: 
okay. omg. yeah you're right
Tyler Dawson: 
Noooooooo no forget I said anything, tell me your confession
Tyler Dawson: 
you can delete it right away
Claire: 
omg no, no way
Tyler Dawson: 
Claire
Claire: 
Dawson
Tyler Dawson: 
Ma'am I explicitly asked you to call me tyler in exchange for not calling you ma'am
Tyler Dawson: 
tell me your confession Claire, please. You can't leave me hanging like this
Tyler Dawson: 
Claire please
Tyler Dawson: 
you're killing me
Tyler Dawson: 
okay just answer yes or no. is it about me
Claire: 
yes
Tyler Dawson: 
ou, and about sex?
Tyler Dawson: 
I'll delete all of this I promise Claire just yes or no 
Claire: 
omg
Tyler Dawson: 
you want to tell me
Claire: 
uhhhhh
Tyler Dawson: 
so yes. YES 
Tyler Dawson: 
please tell me 
Tyler Dawson: 
here you can have me explicitly stating that I want you tell me about your sex thing that has me in it. I am soliciting this from you of my own free will. Like really, really soliciting it. Screen shot this if you want it, because I'm going to delete all of these messages. I promise Claire, I won't put you in any danger.  
Tyler Dawson: 
please tell me 
Claire: 
okay so... I had a lot of wine, and for some reason I started thinking about you, and then I got really, uh, excited, and had sex in the car. 
Claire: 
and it was hot
Tyler Dawson: 
because you were thinking about me
Tyler Dawson: 
Claire come on
Claire: 
you already know the answer to that
Claire: 
also delete these messages first

The messages began to disappear - Tyler's and hers, one by one, changing the screen and confusing me momentarily.

Tyler Dawson: 
I want you to say it 
Tyler Dawson: 
you want to tell me Claire  
Claire: 
okay okay. omg I cant believe this. Yes
Tyler Dawson: 
yes what. you can just flash it here and delete it right away
Claire: 
flash what? what are we even talking about?
Tyler Dawson: 
flash a sentence. in which you tell me that you were thinking about me while having sex

Claire's next message was up and deleted so quickly I barely had time to read it, but it didn't matter - to me or Tyler, I'm sure: my memory became utterly photographic, and the screen was imprinted in my soul. The next messages flashed on the screen the same way, deleted quickly. 

Claire:
I thought about you and it made me horny and I was thinking about you when I had sex and it was hot
Claire: 
I cant believe I just did that
Tyler Dawson: 
Claire that's the hottest thing any woman has ever said to me. 
Tyler Dawson: 
I'm so hard right now 
Claire: 
this is such a bad idea
Tyler Dawson: 
this is such a good idea
Claire: 
Dawson this cant go any further than this
Tyler Dawson: 
why? 
Tyler Dawson: 
okay I can promise you that I would never, ever let anyone find out 
Tyler Dawson: 
Claire I cant just drop it, you understand that? 
Tyler Dawson: 
I've wanted to fuck you since I first saw you 
Tyler Dawson: 
you're obviously thinking about me 
Tyler Dawson: 
we can make sure no one ever finds out
Claire: 
this was a bad idea, I'm so sorry
Tyler Dawson: 
no no no. it's not a bad idea 
Tyler Dawson: 
ookay just tell me Claire would you do it, if you could be sure there's no blowback
Claire: 
there's always blowback
Tyler Dawson: 
but if I could prove to you that there wouldn't be
Tyler Dawson: 
this is a hypothetical
Claire: 
okay hypothetically?
Tyler Dawson: 
sure
Claire:
hypothetically yes
Tyler Dawson: 
yes what
Claire: 
yes I would do something like that
Tyler Dawson: 
you would let me service you?
Tyler Dawson: 
you would let me eat your pussy? 
Tyler Dawson: 
I'm very eager to please 
Tyler Dawson: 
you would let me fuck you? I can go many times, ma'am. I have a very big cock
Claire: 
ha no doubt. it's actually something I've noticed
Tyler Dawson: 
that almost made me cum
Tyler Dawson: 
I do know how to use it. I am also a very eager student. I have a report card that says so
Tyler Dawson: 
i will do anything you tell me to
Claire: 
okay I do not have some super special skills just because I'm older. if that's what you're thinking... I've been married to the same guy forever
Tyler Dawson: 
and you never cheated?
Claire: 
omg...NO
Claire:
i never even thought about it
Tyler Dawson: 
hmmm it was kind of what I was thinking 
Tyler Dawson: 
but this is actually even hotter
Tyler Dawson: 
this is the first time you ever even thought about it? 
Claire: 
oh god your head is going to get even bigger 
Tyler Dawson: 
one of them is
Tyler Dawson: 
one of them already is
Tyler Dawson: 
Claire this is my fantasy 
Claire: 
married old woman? lol 
Tyler Dawson: 
no you. you telling me you want to fuck me
Claire: 
this is so over the line
Tyler Dawson: 
please dont get spooked Claire
Claire:
i am. this is crazy 
Tyler Dawson: 
it isn't
Tyler Dawson: 
i can make this work 
Tyler Dawson: 
i will do anything to make this work Claire
Tyler Dawson: 
i would never let anything happen to you  
Claire: 
okay I think....
Claire:
i better go to bed. now
Tyler Dawson: 
i will see you tomorrow before ops though
Tyler Dawson: 
still? please? I promise not to bring any of this up 
Claire: 
okay
Tyler Dawson: 
unless you want me to
Claire: 
Dawson
Tyler Dawson: 
okay okay. I'm going to take a cold shower now. I promise to be normal. 
Claire: 
okay
Claire: 
delete all of this please
Tyler Dawson: 
I will I promise
Tyler Dawson: 
goodnight Claire

This final message remained on the screen as [comment deleted by user] with my wife's heart emoji beneath it, and most of the preceding messages were deleted one by one, by either her or Tyler, until all that remained was a stilted conversation that made no sense. All of the meat gone. 
I scrolled back up through the conversations I'd already read - or thought I had, and found more of the same. It hit me that my wife had possibly been saying a great deal more to Tyler on Discord than I knew. But tonight's messages seemed to have taken a distinct turn to the carnal, and I couldn't help but think that our dinner conversation must have been the fuel on the fire.
But how to handle it, now? It seemed like Claire would tip over into a full-blown affair any moment. What I couldn't understand was why she wouldn't tell me about it, after that dinner conversation. Did I not leave the door open for her to do just that? 
I stared at the screen for a bit longer, wondering if one of them would do anything more. At last I noticed that there was a feature on Discord that showed whether one of them was online or not: Claire was, which gave me a thrill for a moment before I realized that my own open window would make it seem like Claire was online. 
And then I decided to creep down the hall. It took a long time, in order to keep the floor from creaking too much, and I could only get within five feet or so of the door. But it was a quiet night, and very late, so there was no noise between me and Claire, only the door. 
And from beneath it I could hear the very shallow, gasping breaths of my wife and the slight movement of the bed - a low, rhythmic rumble as she masturbated. The sounds cut off suddenly, and then all was quiet, and I had to creep back to the office as slowly as I had crept to the bedroom door. My lower back ached, and my balls were tight. I walked normally to the hall bathroom - no need to hide that I was a man going to take a piss in the middle of the night. 
I masturbated into the sink, thinking about my wife's pussy getting filled up by Tyler Dawson's enormous cock.  






  
  Chapter eight

Claire was up at 4:30 am, something I knew because I hadn't slept at all. She was very, very quiet as she moved around, and she didn't take her normal multiple trips back to the bedroom for things she'd forgotten. In a way, that stung as much as a slap in the face, because it meant that Claire was planning and scheming down to the very last details in order to go meet Tyler Dawson for something unknown in the wee hours of the morning... 
...after the conversation they'd had last night. Which was after the conversation - and sex - that we had last night. 
I was boiling with jealousy, and my cock was hard nearly all night - something I had not experienced in a long, long time. A large part of me wanted to go downstairs and fuck Claire over the counter top before she went to Tyler, but something told me I would almost certainly get rejected.
And there was the other part of me, the part of me that just wanted to see it all play out. That part was hungrier. It won out.
As soon as she was downstairs, I rose from the bed, where I'd been lying in my clothes, thinking about this exact sequence of events. I was no longer burdened by the thought that I was doing something wrong, violating Claire's trust: she was, after all, violating my trust. And also lust was consuming me. 
I was ready: when I heard the door close I got moving, down the stairs, lifting my keys off the hook, a look out the front door to see that Claire was just getting into her car and backing out. I watched to see which way she went and was glad it was as expected: toward Federal, which meant I wouldn't have to turn my vehicle around. 
This was the diciest time because Claire could, at any moment, turn around because she forgot something or glance in her rear-view mirror and see me getting into my car. There was a lengthy stretch of road before Federal Ave., and Claire, unlike most women, kept an eye on the full 360 degrees around her car - however, she had a tendency to watch everything in front of her like a hawk as she approached an intersection, scanning for movement under trucks and cars as if she was planning to run through the light. All I needed was to see which direction she went and then I could follow her in our boring black sedan that looked like everyone else's car. OR at least, that's how I envisioned it.
Things went well: I got in the car and sped down our street to turn left on Federal like she did: once out on Federal it was very easy to see where she was going. It was Saturday morning, very early, and there weren't many vehicles on the road. I was able to lurk behind her, a full block. 
I followed her to Industry Park, which wasn't especially unexpected. Most of the training for emergency services seemed to happen there, in vast warehouses or junkyards. I was almost disappointed: Claire seemed to just be going to work. 
She pulled into a strip mall, though, unexpectedly. Luckily I was far enough behind her to make a sudden turn into an office park separated from the strip mall by a row of scraggly bushes and pathetic trees. It was convenient: I parked and had a decent view of Claire's parked car through the trees. She remained inside and I squeezed myself down in the car just in case. 
And waited. 
It seemed like an eternity later when the Dodge Charger (of course, but interestingly not black - it was a strange dark hue of twilight blue) pulled in right next to her car. There was little doubt this was him: Tyler Dawson. Stereotypical cop - although I did appreciate his taste in color and vehicle; it subtly showed a shred more intelligence than most cops seemed to have. 
I decided to utilize the under-utlized zoom on my phone to watch the next part unfold. For a few beats, they remained in their cars. Claire leaned her head forward, and it took me a bit to realize that they were probably making faces at each other through the windows. This went on for longer than seemed reasonable, and then at last their brake lights went dark and Tyler Dawson emerged from his vehicle first. 
He was pretty much what I expected from his picture: tall, exceptionally fit and young. Close-cropped sandy brown hair, youthful face. Clean-shaven. Muscular. At least my wife was not slumming it: he carried himself with confidence but not a cocky swagger. Claire got out of her car and put her arms on the roof, door open. She looked very, very pretty: her long, silky, two-toned hair was in a ponytail and she was wearing sunglasses that made her look mysterious, milfy, and plainly glamorous. 
She smiled. He leaned against his own car and they talked to each other like this for about five minutes. It was obvious in its sexual overtones: Claire was flirting, touching her face, turning her head to the side, smiling. The conversation was stilted, with a lot of time between their mouths moving. Claire seemed uncertain about something. Tyler did not: he was casually leaning, relaxed, motionless except for his lips. The car remained between them, the door of Claire's car ajar as if she hadn't decided what to do. 
What the fuck were they doing? I scanned my recollection of their conversation the night before: this was a plan that had been laid before that conversation. Was Claire second-guessing herself here? Were they changing the plan? Did she regret what she'd said and done last night and want to extract herself from this situation?
Tyler at last pushed himself away from his car. He walked toward Claire, around the front of hers, but moved away  as soon as he reached the driver's side. A gesture with his head indicated that he wanted her to follow him - I looked up to see that there was a side entrance to a restaurant behind him, in front of the cars. 
I felt a twitch of disappointment as Claire moved out, closed the door to her car, and walked toward him. Breakfast. She moved to the curb, and they stood next to each other, staring at each other's faces, obvious flirting, before heading in to the restaurant: a hole-in-the-wall diner. Taken all together, not much seemed to be happening here: they were not trying to hide anything, and this was really the kind of place where they might have been seen by any number of people from their respective professions. Tyler's car was not exactly stealthy.
I sat up and peered through the window: they sat at a table. A waitress came and they ordered. They were not talking to each other at all, as far as I could tell - and I zoomed in good. It was evident that they were simmering with desire and staring at each other much in the way that Claire and I had the night before. Except that Claire appeared to be glowing. 
I wondered what was happening below the table, and I let my imagination run wild. I leaned forward over the steering wheel, staring into my phone, lifting my eyes from the screen to the real thing and back again for greater detail. 
The waitress came back and there was some kind of change. Tyler said something while Claire squirmed in her seat. 
The food was taken away, and they stared at each other some more. The food came back in takeout trays. 
A moment as they stared at each other, and I realized that Claire was making a decision. She moved a little, almost jiggling with her indecision. A smile was on her lips, she touched the back of her neck nervously and lowered her eyes. Tyler spoke to her, a confident, puffed-up posture belying the success he felt he was having. Claire looked at her phone. Tyler spoke some more. 
And then, they stood up simultaneously. Claire led the way out, then paused at the door after exiting. She had pulled her hoodie up over her head and seemed slightly uncertain. Tyler walked past her, briefly touching the small of her back, and he strutted to the passenger side of his car and opened the door for her.
My wife, carrying her breakfast order, seemed to sway a little on the sidewalk. And then she walked over to the passenger side and dropped into his vehicle. He closed the door and practically skipped around to get in on his side.
I was in a trance, so I watched as the car backed up and turned toward the road, without even thinking of moving. I sat back in my seat as they disappeared to the left - back toward me, in the direction Tyler had come from. I moved my eyes back to Claire's car, not comprehending fully what I had just seen. 
By the time I thought to get moving myself, they were already out in the street. I saw them pass by on my left. I started to follow them, making it only to the street, when I wavered because it occurred to me that Tyler Dawson was, after all, a cop. Sure, he was trying to fuck my wife and his thoughts might be primarily on that right now, but following Tyler and following my wife were two different things. 
I wanted to know where they were going. But I didn't want them to know I was there. 
I pulled out onto the road, and was somewhat relieved to find that Tyler Dawson's Dodge Charger of unusual color was nowhere in sight.
Feeling ill, I pulled over and endured my panicked sweat and nausea in the parking lot of a Burger King.   
Cold sweat coated my hands and made my phone slippery in them. A roll of it gathered at the base of my neck and then slid down my spine. I composed and recomposed a text message to my wife, at last settling on:

Hey, I heard you get up but it was way too early for me. I hope you have a great day and it's not too rough.



My finger hovered over the send button. I wasn't sure what I was trying to do with this message. Partly, cover up my spying. Maybe I wanted to remind her she had a husband, one final reminder that she belonged to me and not to Tyler Dawson. That sentiment certainly existed, but what I deliberated about was whether or not that would stop her from whatever it was she was doing. 
My thumb had a cramp by the time I made my decision, which was to hold off on sending it. It was only 530am, and that was going to set off an alarm for Claire. 
And I may not have known exactly what I did want, but I knew I didn't want that.


      ***I obsessed all day: staring at the Discord server and pacing. I started to feel like a loser so I went to the gym, but it only made me feel more inadequate than anything: the memory of Tyler Dawson's flat abs, broad shoulders, and obvious youth made wafted over every image of myself in the mirrors, and I ended up more neurotic than before I started working out. 
I sent my message to Claire around 7am, and she read it sometime between then and ten am, when I at last saw a read receipt. She didn't answer me. I tried to put myself to work on items from her list of home improvements she wanted done, and that worked for killing some of the day. 
She responded at last, at 2pm:

Thanks honey. Yeah it's brutal, too much wine. It's def an early night for me tonight



I asked her what time she expected to be home, and got no reply. 
I suppose I was expecting her to tell me the exercise - or whatever she was doing - was running late. It occurred to me that I didn't even know if any of this was real. For all I knew she didn't even have this course, or exercise, this weekend. How would I ever know? Her schedule was too complicated, too potentially all-hours, too often running unavoidably late, for me to ever know if she was really working or just out on the prowl. 
No Discord messages, either. I jerked off in the shower, fantasizing that Tyler had taken her to his apartment to fuck her in the morning, and that she was full of his youthful cum all day as she taught classes or directed exercises. I thought of the smug look of satisfaction that must have been on his face, watching my wife from a desk or a distance in some high-energy mass casualty scenario, thinking about the fact that his semen was inside her, knowing what her pussy looked like and felt like. I came quickly, violently. I decided to make dinner after that, but returned to the office to stare some more at the messages, even though by then it was obvious that they wouldn't exchange any. 
I expected Claire to tell me she would be late, but she never did. Instead, she walked through the door at 630. She looked tired. She was wearing her standard paramedic pants, and a navy t-shirt with a crest on the breast. Her hair was in a tidy ponytail, her makeup was suitably worn off for either a day of operations scenarios or fucking another man. And she glowed somewhat - but she always did, after an exciting day. She was an emergency junkie.
So she was both perfectly normal-looking and perfectly whoreish-looking, all depending on how one chose to look at it.  
"Hey," she said, walking into the kitchen. I scrutinized her appearance as she walked to the fridge, her demeanor calm - if she was a woman who had cheated on her husband this morning, her conscience appeared to be clean. She opened the fridge and scowled, then filled a glass with water. The back of her shirt read EMS COMMAND in enormous letters. 
She gulped the water. I moved closer to her. She smelled like sweet sweat (very arousing) and the strange scent that pervaded her clothing every time she did anything with the fire department: not smoke, but a kind of petrochemical body odor mixture that she insisted was the smell of Kevlar. Beneath these layers was the unmistakable scent of freshly applied male deodorant. 
She turned around and leaned against the fridge, a fresh glass of water in hand. 
"How hungry are you?" I asked. "I got a late start on dinner." 
Claire surveyed the counter, then her eyes moved around the kitchen. She gulped some more water. "We actually ate such a big lunch today," she said. "That I'm not really hungry at all." 
"Oh," I said, with a note of disappointment that was entirely fake: I didn't feel like making a whole meal anyway. 
"But..." she said, pushing away from the fridge and setting down the glass on the counter. She moved right toward me, a grin on her face. It took me a few seconds to realize that I was being sexually propositioned, even as her hand went to mine and she traced a lazy circle on it. "I am feeling a different  kind of hungry, if you know what I mean." 
I stared at her. My cock was already twitching to life - a steady state that it had been in all day, half turgid, sometimes hard. My balls had been aching all day, with the sole exception of the five minutes right after I splattered cum violently all over the shower wall.
She moved closer to me, her eyes playful and definitely filled with lust. This was not always easy to discern, and it hadn't been a regular occurrence in decades, really. But there was no mistaking it. Claire was horny. She got closer to me and batted her eyes, twisting her hips seductively. 
Her hand went to my arm. "How about... I go take a shower... or... you could come help me take a shower? I'm very, very dirty." 
I fell into her game, like a switch had been flipped. All I could feel was the lust in my lower abdomen, a desire to see her pussy for myself, and a faint hope that I would find it red and swollen. "How dirty are you, Claire?" I asked, hoping to maybe just feed her the first line of a confession. 
"Very," she said. 
"Hmm," I said, and something inside me snapped: I felt an alternate personality taking over. Claire, after all, wasn't exactly being herself. "Show me," I said. 
"I will," Claire purred. "Follow me." 
I grabbed her arm as she turned to leave. I pulled her back toward me. "Show me now."
"Show you what?" she laughed, but I could see that she was intrigued. Her hips moved, her eyes glittered with interest. "I really am pretty actually dirty -"
"Show me your pussy," I said. "I'll clean it up for you."
This was a challenge, and it could not have been more direct and to the point. If Claire had fucked Tyler Dawson today, even in the morning - would she show me her pussy and let me eat her out? 
She laughed. "That's going to be, uh..."
I raised my eyebrows and pulled her closer to me. 
"...pretty sweaty," she said, in a whisper. 
"I don't care. I like it," I said. I had my hands on her confusing tactical belt, which I just ripped open once I realized it was Velcro. She looked stunned. 
She shook her head. "Seriously, I think I should -"
"Take off your pants, Claire. And your shirt." 
A slow blink. Claire was considering something, weighing it. Was it the likelihood of me discovering that her pussy was full of another man's cum? Or something else?  
But then, she did it: smirking, she undid her pants and wriggled out of them; they fell to the floor with a thud from the tactical belt and the variety of shit she kept in her pockets. She left her underwear on. She did, indeed, vaguely smell of sweat. The scent of male deodorant was stronger as she lifted her arms to pull her shirt off. I sniffed the air near her armpits, and she laughed, immediately recognizing what I was sensing. 
"I had to borrow someone's deodorant," she said. Fearlessly. 
"Oh, you did?" I growled. "Was this a man's deodorant?" It gave me pleasure to ask this, to see it flit in her eyes and cause a small tremor, then a slightly confused smile. She didn't respond, though. She was about to shake her head before I added, "Maybe one of your students?" 
She caught her jaw mid-twist and paused, her eyes pecking into mine.  
"Maybe," she said, in a challenging tone. A tip of her head. A smile. "What would you do if it was?" 
The things that surged inside me had a brief battle. My intellect wanted to know: were we still playing a game? Was this flirting and foreplay and fantasy, or did Claire really want to know what I would do if her deodorant came from a male student named Tyler Dawson who she had fucked? Was now the moment to tell her I knew she wanted to fuck him, maybe she already had, and I wanted her to but I wanted all the details? Or was what I really wanted to just continue spying on her somehow, so that I could see the real way that she cheated on me, when she thought I didn't know?
And my cock just wanted to answer the question for her by fucking her, right after I explored her pussy with my mouth. These somatic elements won out: I didn't answer Claire's question. I grunted and lifted her to the counter, pulling her panties down as I stood back to look at her pussy and see her reaction to that. 
I suppose I meant to get a read on Claire's facial expression, to analyze it for it worry or lies. I glanced at her face and she still seemed defiant, but in truth I didn't look hard. My eyes were drawn to her pussy, to how wet it was, to the scent rising from her warm skin, to the way she spread her legs and leaned back until she was on her back, her hands to her knees to hold her legs open. 
Claire used to keep her pussy bare but had abandoned the work of it for trimming, but she had done a lot of depil treatments back in the day so the hair that did grow there was fine, downy, short, and pale. This hair was matted to her outer lips by liquid, and her clit was swollen. Everything was engorged, reddened, and glistening, and a creamy patch of something rested at the precipice of her canal. It could have been her own arousal, though usually this thick substance only appeared after Claire had already come. 
I smelled only the sweet tang of her pussy. I observed all of this and then dove in to taste for myself. She jerked when my tongue hit her clit, and the swollen nub darted like a fish in the liquid of her pussy when I pressed against it. It was so swollen that the slightest pressure made it throb and move away, either because Claire trembled or because all of the flesh was slippery in the mess of my mouth and her pussy. I finally managed to get into a position that allowed me to stroke her clit over and over with the blade of my tongue. 
I lifted my eyes to watch her: she put a hand on my hand but it fell to my hair loosely. She arched her back and lifted her chest toward the sky, her fingers clawed at my hair. I inhaled to analyze her scent (sweet, sweaty, inconclusive) as I thought about her reddened skin. It was impossible to say if Claire had fucked someone in the morning: of course it was. But she had certainly done something that turned her on and made her pussy wet and engorged long before she got home to have this brief conversation with me. 
I made her come, and it was glorious: first she panted, her tits bouncing in her sports bra that I shoved up to release them and watch them jiggle with her panicked breaths and the thrusting of her hips toward my mouth. The panting turned to mewls, and then to a strangled squeak and finally a loud, almost barking noise at the same time that her thighs snapped to my ears and a warm, wet cascade of juices ebbed into my open mouth. 
I let my jaw open to receive it all: it tasted simply like her. Her thighs were tight like a vice against my temples and my head started to throb; she pulled hard on my hair and squealed, wriggling. 
"Oh... God, oh God," Claire panted, as I stood up - the position I was in was very uncomfortable. She started to push herself up, and I shoved her back down on her back. 
"No," I said. "I'm not done yet, showing you what I would do." 
I grasped her thighs, while she stared wide-eyed at me, and I pulled her toward me and my very hard cock. I was pleased when she looked down her torso to stare at it and her eyes widened: it was thick, fat, and steadily hard, like I was young again. I was able to pull her pussy onto my cock like sleeve, and shove myself deep inside her.
She squirmed: it was obviously uncomfortable because she had just come. Her head tossed side to side and her breath became panicky again as I fucked her. Very hard. Deeply. It didn't last long - it went longer than I thought I could go because I felt her pussy quivering and then squeezing me tightly as her second orgasm built up inside her. Her eyes were closed and she had her hand on my chest, digging into my pecs (something she never did). 
I hammered her, and then hammered my cum into her in thrusts that made the unmistakable wet slapping noises of hard fucking. I was pretty sure that she came when she shuddered and shrieked, and her heels dug into my lower back like they had been sent here by a reflex she could not control. 
I stared down at her as the final spurts of cum shot inside her and she trembled with the light thrusts. Her legs were shaking: beneath my hands her thigh muscles felt like they were being shocked by a cattle prod near her pussy: electricity flowed beneath my hands and made her muscles contract in spasms. 
A final thrust. She gasped. A small trickle of drool pooled in the corner of her mouth. I leaned over her, and she stared at me, wide-eyed, well-fucked, a little amazed. "That's what I would do, Claire." 
There was more to that sentence. I couldn't remember that the precipitating event was "if you used your student's deodorant." What I meant by that was: "if you fucked Tyler Dawson and used his deodorant afterward." 
From Claire's expression, I couldn't tell if she thought this was just a sexual game about borrowing deodorant, or if she was afraid that I'd found out about her, or if she was about to tell me she wanted to become a cockslut to Tyler Dawson because this game had excited her so much. Maybe she wanted to confess now, take her chances. Maybe she had fucked him, and gambled on me not finding out or not tasting him in her pussy, and she was relieved - or amazed - that I didn't seem to have sensed her betrayal on my tongue. 
I let my cock slide out of her. She sat up and pushed her now very untidy hair from her face. She left the wonky ponytail in place, sagging to the side, hair falling from it messily. 
"O... kay," she said, and then giggled. She slid off the counter and picked up the pants that rested on the floor with a giant "o" where her belt held the shape of her waist. "I am going to go take that shower now." 
This was friendly, dewy, and sweet. She kissed me on the cheek and trotted away. I was left in the kitchen with my cock resting, half-flaccid, in my hand - and still no idea if my wife was having an affair or not. 
I scanned the counter. She had taken her phone with her. 
Nothing was super weird about this, it was probably in her pants and so had gone with her because she picked them up. But anything was a breadcrumb to me now: I would follow any lead, if I thought it might lead me to what she was doing with Tyler. 
I crept up the stairs, hoping to manage to be quiet enough to sneak into our bedroom and then catch her at an angle in the adjacent bathroom, in the mirror - I could see the shower from the floor of our bedroom if I hovered just over the lip of a small dresser.
I only had to get to mid-step to see that Claire was not in the bedroom ensuite. The door to the hallway bathroom was closed and the light was on beneath it: the rainy sound of the shower hissed beneath the door. 
A few things bear mentioning here: the bathroom in our ensuite does not lock. Neither does our bedroom door. But also this: Claire often took showers in this hallway bathroom when she came home from work (often to avoid waking me), and consequently it was entirely possible that she had chosen this hallway bathroom not for the lock but because her soaps and shampoos and whatever other crazy shit she wanted, were already in there. 
She hadn't turned on the dehumidifier (a common fuckup on Claire's part that drove me insane): I was tempted to go knock on the door after stepping there quickly, to pounce on her like a panther and complain about the dehumidifier, in the hopes that she would jump, lose her cool, drop her phone to the floor...what? 
I shook my head. What was Claire going to do on her phone now that would be conclusive? If she had gotten away with anything, she wouldn't hop on the phone first thing to tell Tyler -
- or would she?
It was easy to go to the office without making much noise. Easy to explain what I was doing there if she emerged from the bathroom quickly (unlikely); easy to minimize the Discord screen, easy to hear her coming when the water turned off (she hammered it every. time). It was all so easy, so I found myself doing it. 






  
  Chapter nine

The chat was the same as I had left it before. I leaned back in the chair and stared at it. I was coming to the conclusion that I was insane. I starting to look for an alternative explanation for what I had seen that morning (even began to doubt that I had seen it at all), struggling to remember why I was so convinced that Claire was fucking Tyler, when: 

Tyler Dawson: 
Hi there

I realized that whatever Claire was doing or not doing with her phone, I had made it appear like she was online by opening the app on the computer. 
Panic filled me. The shower continued. I pondered what to do, how much trouble this could cause me. The skitter of panic through my chest revealed to me just how little I wanted to get caught, how much I wanted to continue watching this liaison between my wife and her young student unfold. 
Tyler continued writing. 

Tyler Dawson: 
I just want to thank you for all your help this morning
Tyler Dawson: 
Ma'am

I rubbed my eyes. What should I do? Was this the kind of thing that Claire or Tyler would even notice? I was moving the cursor to shut the app down. And then:

Claire: 
Oh hi
Claire: 
you're very welcome

I listened, and even stood up to move closer to be sure that I was right: the shower was still running. Claire had her phone on hand. It was water-resistant and all that, but she wasn't one to take it with her to the shower. 
Unless she specifically wanted to be in there with it. I sat and let the implications of that roll through me.  

Tyler Dawson: 
everything okay?
Claire: 
yes
Tyler Dawson: 
are you sore?
Claire: 
i'm taking a hot shower for it
Tyler Dawson: 
fuck Claire. Right now? 
Claire: 
yes
Tyler Dawson: 
you should be careful 
Tyler Dawson: 
you could accidentally take a picture of yourself 
Tyler Dawson: 
and accidentally send it to someone
Claire: 
uh... there would have to be some sequence of events lining up for that to happen
Tyler Dawson: 
just letting you know: something like that would be handled with discretion
Tyler Dawson: 
on my end
Claire: 
hmm
Tyler Dawson: 
hmm
Claire:
how do I know for sure?
Tyler Dawson: 
you could obtain an oath
Claire: 
hmm
Tyler Dawson: 
or you could hold something hostage
Claire: 
I'm afraid I'm not an expert on hostage taking, how does that work?
Tyler Dawson: 
I send you a picture, and you send me yours
Claire: 
hmmm
Tyler Dawson: 
is that a yes Claire?
Claire: 
it's a noise

The next message from Tyler was a picture of his cock. Erect, in his hand. It was unfathomably enormous: his hand gripped it at the base and the thickness appeared to be the length of his thumb. It was long, actually monstrous. Veins forked like rivers on its surface. The crown was fatter, the lip of it thick enough to get caught, it seemed apparent, on the lips of a pussy as he pulled out. 
On the lips of my wife's pussy.

Tyler Dawson: 
I'm thinking of you
Claire: 
I actually do not know what to say
Tyler Dawson: 
I told you
Claire: 
you did 
Claire: 
but
Claire: 
i thought it was an exaggeration 
Tyler Dawson: 
OK now you have your hostage
and I want to see what you look like
Tyler Dawson: 
when you're thinking of me
Claire: 
okay I, uh... 
Claire: 
this is maybe too crazy for me
Tyler Dawson: 
no it isn't
Claire: 
we have to delete all of this
Tyler Dawson: 
I will. when you give me what I want
Tyler Dawson: 
you can delete it. right away

A lot of time went by. I stared at Tyler's cock, at the conversation, attempting to parse what all of this meant. His cock was so enormous that my mind (and eyes) kept going back to that: if Claire started fucking this guy, with his huge cock, she would never come back to me. It seemed she hadn't seen it yet, so I took that to mean she hadn't actually fucked him yet... but even that was uncertain. 

Tyler Dawson: 
Claire?
Claire: 
okay you have to hold on
Tyler Dawson: 
i am holding on, i will wait as long as you want
Tyler Dawson: 
i'm staring at the screen
Tyler Dawson: 
waiting...
Claire: 
i can't fucking believe I'm doing this

A lot of time went by, and I pictured us both, two men salivating with our eyes locked on a screen, waiting for a picture of pussy. Even though I had just seen Claire's pussy with my cock in it, it felt like I was seeing it for the first time. Claire had never sent me a picture of it: we had dated before that was even a thing, and never caught up to this generation - until now. 
After an excruciating wait that felt like an eternity but was probably no more than a few minutes, Tyler started to type something, but just as he did, a picture appeared on screen. I recognized the tile of our shower, the wispy, fine landing strip hair, and the swollen slit nestled in Claire's reddened outer lips. Her fingers, with their trim, unpainted nails, held her labia slightly open and suggestively hovered near her clit. 

Claire:
this is the best I can do, i'm too old for this shit 
Tyler Dawson: 
your pussy is perfect Claire
Tyler Dawson: 
it's so perfect 
Tyler Dawson: 
I
want inside you Claire 
when will you let me cum inside you?
Claire: 
okay, I'm deleting it
Tyler Dawson: 
wait! wait wait wait wait 
please Claire let me look at it a little longer
Claire:
no way that was the agreement
Tyler Dawson: 
i won't download it
I swear i'm being a very good boy. 
but I need to look at it 
Tyler Dawson: 
please let me jerk off to it
Tyler Dawson: 
claire im dying
Claire: 
hmm
Claire: 
what do i get in return?

She left the photo up for him, I noted. By now, I had my own erection again, full-on and robust, my balls beginning to ache. Precum made the head slick and it was easy to start stroking myself. 


Tyler Dawson: 
i will literally do anything you tell me to 
Claire: 
anything hmm? 
Tyler Dawson: 
anything
Tyler Dawson: 
just tell me what you want 
Tyler Dawson: 
please tell me what you want 
Claire: 
i've never fucked a guy with such a big cock
Claire: 
i think you'll have to make me cum 
before you put it in  
Tyler Dawson: 
i will do that
Claire: 
but are you good at it?
Tyler Dawson: 
yes ma'am
Claire: 
you're not one of those guys 
who relies on his huge cock and has no skill
Tyler Dawson: 
i have to have skill because of my huge cock
Tyler Dawson: 
i have to get your pussy very wet
Tyler Dawson: 
and i like eating pussy 
it gets the precum flowing 
Claire: 
do you have that going on right now? 
Tyler Dawson: 
its pouring down my shaft
Tyler Dawson: 
do you want to see it?

He didn't wait for an answer: Claire was still typing ("Yes") when he posted the picture. The same enormous cock, a gush of creamy precum - substantially more than mine - oozing down the bulbous crown in small waves that looked like a shoreline. I felt a punch to my gut, a pre-emptive sense of defeat, a painful erotic stabbing, and an ache in my heart as I stared at it. I would lose Claire to this man, I was thinking. It seemed she hadn't fucked him yet, but when she did - and it seemed that she would, and that I would let her - she would never want to return to my cock and my middle-aged lovemaking. 
And then Claire began to do something I could not believe.

Claire: 
if I saw that I might have to lick it off
Tyler Dawson: 
jesus Claire 
Tyler Dawson:
please keep talking to me, can you call me?
Claire: 
no of course not. But I can tell you what I would do
are you going to jerk off while I do it?
Tyler Dawson:
if that's what you want ma'am, yes
Tyler Dawson: 
please boss me around its my fantasy 
Claire: 
hmm. it wasn't mine, but now that you put the idea in my head
Tyler Dawson: 
yes???? 
Claire:
i'm going to sit on the edge of the bed 
and open my legs for you
and you are going to get on your hands and knees 
and lick my pussy
Tyler Dawson: 
kerp gping
Claire: 
i want you to tease me first 
and go very slow
and then you will have to lick me for along time 
right on the front of my clit
lift the hood away 
so you can run your tongue along the most sensitive part
and then do whatever I t
whatever instructions I gie you
if I tell you faster or slower, or to move, then you just do it 
and when I cum you need to leave all that cum there  
so you can put your cock inside me
but only when I tell you you can
Claire: 
before that I might make you do something else for me
Tyler Dawson: 
fuck clear iom so close whqt will ido 
Claire: 
hmm...
Claire: 
my pussy might be too sensitive so 
maybe i'll need you to give me toe job 
Claire: 
and make it really good
standing up, while i lay back on the bed 
and let you look at my pussy 
Tyler Dawson: 
fuck 
Tyler Dawson: 
please Claire keepp going 

At this point, I was so hard that I was masturbating, myself, and about to come as well. Yes Claire, keep going, I thought. Somewhat in disbelief: I could feel my own, second orgasm boiling up, and it would have astonished me if I could have thought about anything but what I was watching unfold on the screen. My wife's dirty mind, her dirty talking, her requests for things she never asked from me - this dominating side of her that she had never possessed with me. 

Claire: 
and you have to just let your cock be there
Claire: 
hard
ready 
oozing cum  
you'll want to fuck me so badly but I won't let you yet
Claire: 
i won't let you until your toe job makes me hot for you again 
so you better do a good job 
Claire: 
and then i'm going to let you fuck me but just the tip 
and very slow
Claire: 
because that's where i like to be fucked and your cock is big enough that you can make me cum again  
maybe i'll make you do that, make me cum again? 
Claire: 
before i let you put your whole cock inside 
Claire: 
did you cum yet Tyler?
Tyler Dawson: 
fuck claire i came all over the sink 
Claire: 
that's very bad, I told you not to
you've been a bad boy  
Tyler Dawson: 
Claire
Claire: 
Tyler 
Tyler Dawson: 
please do that to me when you let me fuck you 
Claire: 
hmm but you came too early
Tyler Dawson: 
the first time
Tyler Dawson: 
i am going to cum fast
Tyler Dawson: 
you are so hot and if you talk like that to me 
i will probably cum just eating you out 
but after that
i will be a very good boy 
and do whatever you tell me to

At this point, somewhere in this exchange, I had to hold my breath and restrain from making too much noise because unbelievably, I was also going to come. 
When I did, it was forceful and violent, followed by a wave of extreme nausea from either the intensity of the orgasm or the psychological pain and torment of what I had just witnessed. The cum splattered all over everything: I was unprepared for the moment in every way. 
The keyboard got knocked off the narrow desk, and I rushed to find a way to clean it all up, making a racket and knocking things around as I did. The desk was a glass drafting table and my cum had splattered all over the underside, also up top. There was nothing handy to clean with, the lights were out, it was a disaster.
By the time I got back to the screen, messages were being deleted, disappearing faster than I could even scan them. The pictures were gone, the conversation disintegrating to nothing but unattached, clean messages like "the first time" and "ready" - messages whose dirty original intentions still lingered for me and cut me to the center of my heart and my balls. 
It was then that I realized how noisy I'd been and that the shower was no longer running. A cold fear developed in my core and a cold sweat set icy droplets running down my back. I hurried to put everything back in place and double check that I'd cleaned everything up. 
The messages had ceased being exchanged. My heart was pounding. My thoughts swam with this new reality: I now had my answer (I thought): Claire had not fucked Tyler Dawson. Yet.
But she certainly seemed primed to, and she had already crossed almost every line that stood between flirting and fucking; all she could really do now was actually fuck him. 
I waited, staring into space, turning all of this over in my mind. What next step I should take, if any. I thought I knew my wife, knew what to expect from her... but I had never imagined her talking dirty like this, or being so dominant and willing to play on a power dynamic, or sending a picture of her pussy to another man. 
Any inroads I'd made in getting her to consider a mutual understanding, where she told me what she was doing and I got to watch, seemed to have dissolved in this alternate personality: if I disturbed this relationship, would Claire be the same with Tyler Dawson? 
And what did I want? This cheating, whorish Claire who would make him eat her pussy on his hands and knees like a dog and then fuck her with his huge cock after giving her a toe job? Or the Claire who let me fuck her on the counter this evening? Were they one and the same? Did I dare unsettle her? 
And then there was, awful and delicately erotic, the thought I did not like to return to: how could Claire lie to me like this? Did I want to see what she was capable of, how far she would go? Find out when she would tell me, what she would risk before she would confess to me? 
It was only then that, thinking back on the whole evening - back to before Claire's sexual chat and pussy pictures: she had left just to go take a shower. And now she was... where? 
I would have heard her leaving the bathroom under normal circumstances. It occurred to me that it would seem very strange - if she was thinking about me at all, which she might not be - that I hadn't come upstairs yet, or to the bedroom, now that she was done. 
And if I didn't know about any of this? Wouldn't I think it was strange that she hadn't come down? Wouldn't I be looking for her?
I decided to walk bravely out of the office room, because there wasn't anything that weird about me being in there. I let the floor creak as I approached the bedroom. The lights were off. I pushed the door open gently and peered into the semi-twilight.  
Claire was in bed, under a sheet, clearly asleep or nearly sleeping. I stepped into the room and approached her. I saw that her phone was in her hand and beneath the pillow she was resting her head on, the glow of it cascading from beneath the rumpled pillowcase. 
She stirred slightly. "Claire?" I whispered, getting closer, my eyes on the light of the phone more than anything. What if I "caught" her right now? It could solve my dilemma...
She stirred again and her eyes moved, like they were very heavy. She made a froggy noise, between a mewl and a groan, and croaked: "Babe, I sent you a message..." But she seemed to drift off to sleep. "I'm just going to bed," she said, after a bit, after I moved to push some of her hair from her face and caress her skin, trailing down to her arm and then her wrist and pulling stealthily on her arm to move the clutched phone into view.
On the screen was her standard messenger, with a message to me typed out (and no read receipt, as I had forgotten my own phone existed). 
I leaned over and kissed her, pulled her phone from her hand and discovered it was plugged in, carefully moved it to the night table and said her name quietly again. 
No response. I was tempted to dig into her phone but did not, and then I went downstairs to where my own phone was still on the kitchen counter and read her message - the one she had sent right after her torrid sexting with Tyler.


Babe wow that made me so tired, and sore ;) I think I'm just going straight to bed, I have an early morning again tomorrow. Come say goodnight if you want, I'll be out soon though xoxoxo



I closed my eyes and pictured her face on the pillow as I had entered the room: her brow smooth, her eyes lightly shut, sleep claiming her completely - her conscience, evidently, unfettered by what she had done. And my heart both soared and broke, and the deep, erotic unease in my groin was set to rising and falling again like a tide. 
I suppose I decided then to simply try to stay afloat in this new situation, and let Claire's choices lead me where they may. 
A feeling of relief, oddly enough, swept through me once I decided that: I became buoyant, a toy that rested on the surface of Claire's sexual temperament that would be used as she saw fit. 
It was, somehow, liberating: now I could just enjoy whatever came of it.
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