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  Chapter one

The morning after Claire's birthday celebration, I found her in the kitchen at 7am. She was up, dressed for work (plain clothes she wore to drive in - her uniform didn't go on until she was on duty). Her hair was styled and she looked well-rested, possibly a little troubled. 
It was strange that she was there at all: she'd gone to bed early the night before, saying she had an early morning. 
"Uh... hey," I said, walking into the kitchen. I gave her a strange look. 
I, myself, was not dressed and ready for work, because I did not have anywhere to go - although I did have some promising leads and a possible interview coming up. I was unemployed at the moment, and Claire was working extra hours in order to make up the slack. "I thought you had an early morning again?"
Claire is a paramedic supervisor, so "early morning" meant something completely different in our house, more on par with a 3am or 4am departure. 
She was looking at me a little strangely. Holding a coffee cup, her whole hand wrapped around it, as Claire tended to do when she had something to talk about. 
"I, um, did..." she responded, about her early morning. "I just decided that I would, you know. Go in a little later." 
"Going in a little later" was not the sort of thing one could do very lightly in Claire's line of work. It needed to be reserved for very serious events only. 
A sensation of danger skittered across my chest: was Claire about to confess to me, about her budding affair? 
But she interrupted herself, her own train of thought, shaking her head abruptly as though ridding herself of a bad thought, and smiled. "Because of last night," she added. With a sexy overtone. 
Last night.
Last night, Claire drank quite a bit of wine at her birthday dinner. And then she became suggestive and sexually playful, and after a really hot scene in our car, we had really hot sex on the counter in the kitchen. There had been a little bit of role-play going on there: Claire, pretending to show me what she would do if one of her students hit on her, me showing Claire what I would do if that were true (which hadn't required much imagination, because it was true, and I knew it).
It had been hot. 
And then Claire had continued her streak of drunken, hot sex - by actually texting with her 28-year-old student. Including sending him a picture of her freshly-fucked, barely washed pussy. And receiving an image of his - very large - cock. And then she had gone to bed early, claiming that she had an early morning. 
I wasn't innocent in all of this. I was spying on Claire and her student, and I had been for a while. Because I got off on it, like I had never gotten off on anything before. 
It was also a violent knife of pain in my heart. Before last night, it had all been fantasy. Now, it seemed very real, and very much like Claire planned to go through with a physical act that she hadn't yet done - but planned to, very seriously. The seriousness of it had hit me in the face last night. 
"How did you sleep?" I said, avoiding all of this. 
I peered at Claire, scrutinizing her facial expressions. It was a small consolation that she did in fact seem troubled by what had happened - she had a line forming in the skin on her forehead. An expression of consternation and troubling thoughts. And her eyes were darting around. She looked nervous. And guilty. 
Good, I thought. It was hard to explain, even to myself, how I felt toward Claire right now. 
I was angry with her, sure - she was cheating on me, planning to cheat on me, and doing it in a professionally dangerous way (and since Claire was the only one making money at the moment, this particular aspect of her liaison hit harder). 
I wanted her to feel guilty and horrible. 
But I also wanted her to keep doing it.
I also, unfortunately for me, was addicted to what she was doing, so much so that I didn't want to risk her stopping what she was doing by telling her I knew about it.
But it seemed my assessment of her behavior was premature. When Claire answered, "Oh, pretty good," and turned away from me, fiddling with the coffee machine, my mind lurched again.
Claire wasn't struggling with any of this. That part was the part I was imagining. 
I reminded myself that I had found Claire blissfully asleep in our bed after all of that: after getting a load of my cum pumped into her, she had gone upstairs and had her sexting fling with Tyler. A series of texts that had convinced me that they hadn't yet fucked - relief - but that they probably would. And soon.
I didn't know for sure. I had started masturbating and missed the last part of the conversation, which the two of them were unfortunately very quick to delete, like all their conversations. The conclusion of their "talk" last night was a mystery to me, one I couldn't keep out of my mind for even half a second. 
"What about you?" she asked, after a long pause that made it seem like this was an afterthought.  
My mind had been wandering. She was turned around, peering over the lip of a full coffee mug. 
I looked back at her, in the eyes. She didn't look away. Something was definitely happening between us at this point. She was staring at me. 
She moved the coffee mug to the counter without taking her eyes off me. I was reeling in my mind, trying to read her and unable to do so. 
"That was hot last night," she said. Her voice was suggestive and had the hard edge of a challenge in her tone. I was caught off-guard: she actually seemed to be very aggressively propositioning me. Her hips shifted and she put her hands on the counter, tapping her fingers along the edge individually, in an expectant roll. Her eyebrows seemed to arch ever-so-slightly and she pushed her breasts out, forward, toward me. 
"Really hot," she said, when I didn't react to any of this. Mostly because I had no idea what was going on. Claire's apparent arousal mingled with my confused feelings and made it impossible for me to understand anything.
Even when she pulled on the zipper of her light workout jacket to expose her breasts, even when she smiled and shrugged the jacket over her shoulders so I could get a great view of her tits in their sports bra, and then, even when she tugged on the sports bra to make her tits spill up and out of the fabric while being crushed together on display by the material that framed them - I still didn't know what was going on. 
She stepped toward me and put her hands on my shoulders, blinking at me with an expression of interest and slight confusion. One arm trailed down to the bathrobe belt and tugged at it, only enough to open it. Her hand slid into my bathrobe and her fingers wound around my cock, which was hard and made her eyes light up.
"Claire I thought you had to... get to... work," I began, but I interrupted myself as she played with my cock, her fingertips finding the precum that betrayed my true state of mind. 
She smiled and just continued forward on her path, almost as if I hadn't spoken at all. "It seems to me, that you liked it, too?" 
Her lips moved closer to mine. A light smile was on her lips that made me slightly uncomfortable: I didn't know what to make of it. The contours of this smile were unfamiliar to me. I didn't know what they signaled, what her intentions were. Claire and I had been married a long time, and in that time it had mostly been me initiating sex, chasing after Claire's pussy, aroused first. I wasn't against this new dynamic (at all), but I had no idea what she expected of me. I felt adrift. 
I nodded my head, my mouth open, my breath - coming raggedly - against her smiling, open mouth. She looked down, between us, at my throbbing cock, and watched her own fingers as she spoke. "Which part did you like the best?" She was tracing a slow circle on the bulb of my crown, with a touch so light it was maddening.
Eyes back to mine as I stammered silently, forming the beginnings of things I suppose I meant to say - but my thoughts were perpetually interrupted. 
What had she even asked me?
She was moving on. "Did you like the part in the car?" 
I nodded. I had very much liked the part in the car. 
"Hmm. And did you like the part in the house?" She was now gripping my cock, squeezing it. My mouth fell open a little wider and I inhaled sharply. Which part?! my mind reeled. The part where I fucked you (yes)? Or the part where you sexted with your boy-toy student afterward? (Also yes).
So I nodded again, a mouth breather paralyzed by my wife's wandering fingers. 
"Mm," she intoned, her lips closed to make the sound and then open and wet and grazing my lips. My cock involuntarily flexed in her hand and she squeezed back. Her mouth wandered away from my lips and over my jaw, to my neck, up to my earlobe, her breath moist and hot against my skin and sending a shudder through me. "Which part did you like best?"
She became very demanding, squeezing my dick and gritting her teeth a little, when she said "best."
"I don - I... Claire..." I mumbled helplessly, as she now started to work on my cock with two hands, squeezing my balls after cupping them with her left hand, her right hand stroking me, using my precum as a lubricant. 
"Was it fucking me here on the counter...?" she asked, and her fingers pushed against my flesh a little harder. She waited, and while she did she took on an aura of danger and domination that was erotic but perplexing. It felt almost like a mirage simmered in the air between us, like we were seconds from disaster. 
"Or was it... the picture of my pussy I sent to Tyler?"
My mind went utterly blank for a moment and I reacted to this viscerally, with the hard impact of extreme arousal but the thought failing to really make its way into my head. I froze inside my chest: it felt, suddenly, like a block of ice. 
...or was it... the picture of my pussy I sent to Tyler?
...or was it... the picture of my pussy I sent to Tyler?
...or was it... the picture of my pussy I sent to Tyler?
Her voice, her fingers, her breath all played on repeat in my mind, that same question, over and over again. 
I still could not will myself to understand, only to want her more. 
So I nodded. Sort of. My mouth open like a mouth-breathing barbarian. 
"Or was it... the conversation?"
"...the conver...sation...?" I managed to say. It was a question, but I hadn't meant it as such (I hadn't meant to say it at all). 
"I thought so," Claire said, her eyes flipping back up to meet mine just as she grinned and squeezed my cock hard. Lips grazed my neck as I stare straight ahead in front me, unable to process. Down to my shoulder, along my clavicle. Fingers in my hair, pulling it tight. "The thing is, that wasn't my favorite part."
I was now completely frozen in place. My mind was working, trying to sort all of this out, and my cock was actively pulsing, getting hard enough to hurt, but the rest of me was paralyzed.
"James," she whispered. "Do you want to know what my favorite part was?" 
"I..." I looked down as she started to slide down my torso, kissing my chest, holding my cock, falling to her knees. "What... part...?" I murmured, still in shock. 
Her tongue against the tip of my cock, swirling around in a circle, precum spreading on the blade of it, her mouth open to show it to me - or so it seemed. Her eyes looking up at me, meeting my gaze. A smile at the corners of her mouth. 
Pursed lips, blowing gently on the wet slick left by her saliva. A squeeze from her fingers to make another bead of precum appear. "My favorite part," she said, and then licked at the new bead of precum before continuing, "was when I got what I wanted."
I made a noise, and she pulled my cock into her mouth fully in response, sucking on my dick, going deep. Looking up at me. Then letting my cock slide out of her mouth and turning her head slightly to run her tongue along the underside of it. "Don't you want to know what that was?" 
She was blinking up at me from the underside of my cock, head twisted, eyes bright and visibly aroused - interest, of a lurid, sexual kind in them. Fingers wrapping around my cock, mouth open but teasing me. I needed to answer, her face said, if I wanted something wet on my cock again. 
"I... yes," I sputtered.
"Do you think it was Tyler's cock?" She smiled, taking the tip of her tongue and running it along the underside of my cock to the oozing tip, scooping up the precum and letting me watch it enter her mouth as a spreading glob on her tongue, that she swallowed before smiling again. "It's very big. I liked that a lot. But that wasn't what I liked the best."
"Claire..."
She was sucking my cock again, and I began to boil. One hand moved to my abdomen and sensed that I was getting close, so she popped my cock out of her mouth and stared at it as she admired her work: it was pulsing and bobbing, turgid and painful, and she knew that she was torturing me. She sank onto her buttocks, spreading her knees apart, and stroked my cock slowly as she looked up at me. Not enough to get me there, to an orgasm, just enough to make me rabid, for my balls to begin to ache. "I got the confirmation that I wanted. That you really, actually want me to fuck some other guy." 
Her hand moved slower, and slower. She blinked up at me, grinning. "Isn't that what you want?" 
"Claire... please..." 
Slowly stroking me. Precum oozing out, Claire looking up at me, amused. 
Her hand moved even slower. She blinked. Answer the question, her face said. 
"Is it what you want, James?" 
I had to bend slightly, the pain was mounting so rapidly in my groin and my lower abdomen. "I... oh god. Claire..."
She rubbed her hand over the end of my cock to lubricate her palm and started to rub faster - but only for a moment. "I need you to say it," she said, a combination of cheer and cruelty in her features that made her seem like another woman, so much so that I felt temporarily lost. Then I considered that this was all just a dream, a dream where I was never going to actually be able to come, only be teased endlessly with it, the goalposts always moving away. 
"Just say it," she said, softly. Her hand moved even slower. "I don't have much time..." 
"I... Claire what the...? I... yes. Yes. It was hot Claire, I want you to fuck him. That's what I want."
She smiled. She was lazily stroking my cock now, and did not increase the speed or the pressure of her grip. "Good," she said, after doing this for a while. "Because I'm going to." I was inside her mouth again, briefly, her tongue and lips hot and full of saliva. Then released, and another wave of pain washing over me. 
Claire rolled onto one hip and stood up before I could even process that she was doing so. She was standing in front of me before I could think to move, to try to keep her down there with her mouth on my cock. She gripped my hand and shoved it into her pants, down to her wet pussy, which was slippery and overflowing. 
My fingers went to work automatically, seeking out her clit, working their way into her hot cunt. I exhaled in pleasure, and started to moved toward her and push her back to the counter, where I intended to lift her up and fuck her, even if the coffee maker and everything else there got smashed to hell. 
"Mmm," she purred. She shook her head slowly. "I have somewhere to be," she said, with a grin and wink of her left eye. She pushed my hand out, out of her pants, and gripped my wrist to bring my fingers to her lips and suck her juices from them. "And I don't want to be full of cum when I get there." 
I kept pushing her backward and she laughed and wriggled out of my grip. 
"Claire, Jesus," I said, looking down at my cock. 
She was amused by this. "I don't have time to take a shower," she said. Her hand went up to my head and her fingers went into my hair, gripping it by the roots. She applied a gentle pressure downward: suggestive, not forceful. "You could eat my pussy, if you can do it quickly and make me come."
I slid down to my knees as she slipped her pants down to her ankles. The floor was hard on my kneecaps, sending a pleasing pain through my legs as I seized her hips and slipped my tongue into the wet folds of her pussy. Wanting to please her, I got to work right away, straight into a steady rhythm. My cock began to stretch against its own skin, violently turgid by the time Claire's legs began to tighten  in my hands and her hips shoved her mound hard against my upper teeth and lip. Her grip tightened and she mewled, pushing my face into her grinding pussy until she gave a sharp gasp. Her juices seemed to actually burst from her pussy. 
"Oh, God, oh..." she moaned. The pleasure in her voice was intense: it poured over me and set fire to my blood. My balls ached, my cock felt like it would rip apart lengthwise with all the pressure building in my shaft. 
"Clean it up," Claire said, making me shudder. I obediently (more than happy to obey) slithered my tongue around in her overflowing pussy, lapping up the juices that seemed to pour from inside. 
She tapped the back of my head after squirming in discomfort as I did this, and then pushed me back so she could shimmy her panties and pants back up. "I have to go," she said. She smiled at me. I was resting on the backs of my heels, wiping my mouth, staring at her with incomprehension. Like, seriously, who was this woman?
"Good boy," she said, patting me on the head. 
Which was fine, it was good, it was what I wanted  - it just wasn't like her. I had never dared to ask her to do such a thing, or spoken that kind of fantasy out loud. Why did she know just what to say? I started to doubt myself, my assessment of Claire... even the conclusion I'd drawn that she hadn't fucked Tyler yet.
She started to gather up her things as I sat there, on my knees, cock and balls throbbing with need. 
Her eyes swept over me one last time, and lingered on my erection. The bathrobe was open, exposing my cock. She wasn't going to actually leave me like this, was she? 
She smiled at my cock, and then turned to leave. "I gotta go." 
"Are you going to fuck him right now?!" I demanded. "Claire. Wait a minute..." I stood up. 
She leaned over from the short side of the island to offer her lips to me, and I leaned in to kiss her but then started to move toward her. "Noooo," she teased, smiling. 
"Claire what the fuck, you aren't really going to leave now, are you?"
"Yes." She grinned and moved quickly without appearing hurried at all, which is something Claire is impressively good at doing. 
"We need to - talk. We need to talk about this. Like, are you going to go fuck him now? Right now?" 
"I don't know," she said, shrugging. "But I want to be ready for it if the chance comes up." 
I stared at her. 
"You love it," she told me, opening the door. "I saw you. Last night."
I stared at her. She paused, blinking at me. 
"Tell me differently." 
I just stared back at her.
She smiled. "I promise to tell you everything that happens. If it happens. But right now... I have to go."
And then she blew me a kiss, and left me, and my cock, and my confusion, standing in the kitchen alone with the worst pain in my groin that I've ever felt. 






  
  Chapter two

It took several minutes for me to recover the powers of breath and movement. I had a long pause while I considered the merits of jerking off, which I desperately felt like I needed to do but for some reason wanted to hold off on - maybe until I found better material, maybe because I was as ill at ease as I was turned on. 
As had happened several times with Claire, since my discovery of her "chats" with her young student, I was left wondering if what I knew had just happened had, in fact, actually happened. 
Once I decided to act, and physically move, I rushed to retrieve my phone from the office, where I'd slept last night because Claire had gone to bed early. I drafted a text to Claire:

Claire we need to talk about this. When are you going to be home?



But before I sent it, I hesitated. Then I got on the computer. Maybe there was something going on, something being exchanged between them that Claire wanted me to see. Or maybe it would at least explain this somehow. 
The Discord chat had been chopped away at last night, with Tyler and Claire deleting the lurid messages and photos they'd shared faster than I could even jerk off. 
At some point in their exchanges, they'd arrived at the conclusion that they needed to delete their messages (which showed sound judgment, if I had to be honest about it). All that remained of any chat, if I didn't witness it in live time, were orphaned, un-sexy replies like "No" or "For sure see you there." Last night, they had cleaned the messages up thoroughly. 
But a new volley of exchanges appeared to have happened - and only Tyler had deleted his messages. 
Claire's replies hinted at something seedy and intimate, if one were inclined to read them that way (and I was):

Claire: oh you did, did you
Claire: i'll try 
can't promise anything 
Claire: dont be reckless
Claire: too late :( try again tomorrow?

This final message had been sent earlier this morning, about ten or fifteen minutes after Claire had departed. What you have to understand about my wife is that she would never, ever text and drive: I was more sure about that than I was about anything about her. So she had pulled over to write this, or she had gone only ten minutes from here - not to work. 
But the texts left very little for me to use to figure out what Claire was up to, and with Tyler's texts deleted, I was left to wonder, yet again, if anything I knew had happened had really happened at all. 
I had not imagined the scene in the kitchen, I told myself. I had not imagined my wife telling me that she had liked finding out that I really did want her to fuck another man, or that she had made me eat her pussy on my knees, or said "good boy," before she left. I had the taste of her cunt in my mouth and the erection to prove all of this.
I went to the shower to jerk off so I could give it all deeper thought than I was capable of at the moment. 
I forgot to send Claire my text, in the end.

      ***"We need to talk," I told her, as soon as she walked through the door. 
She dropped her bag and looked instantly deflated. "I know," she said. And she looked like she was about to burst into tears. 
I hadn't been expecting that. Not after the night before, and this morning. Not after all the confidence she'd shown. 
"Claire... what is... happening?" 
She put a hand to her mouth and shook her head. "I don't... I don't know, I just... oh, I think I made a huge mistake." 
I went cold again in my abdomen as the winds shifted yet again, whisking my ill-defined desires away from me. Possibly. It was hard to know. 
"Claire, what...?" I didn't even know how to finish that question. What the fuck? How was this same woman who had turned her semi-consummated affair into a sexy game with me this morning? 
She looked at me and put a hand nervously to her mouth. "I know, I know. This morning it seemed like..." She looked up at the ceiling and then all around. 
When I saw that she wasn't going to say anything else, I stepped toward her. "Look, Claire. I just thought we needed to talk more this morning. Okay? Not... I'm into this, the same way I said I was. Just, with more... talking." 
She shook her head. "Oh, no. I mean, I don't know."
"What is it?" I asked. I was feeling exasperated. 
She shrugged. "I guess, I don't know... I thought it was a good idea..."
"It seemed like you really liked it Claire, this morning. What happened?"
"I did! I mean, I do... I did, I don't know.... maybe I was just too drunk..."
"Claire you're not making any sense." 
She looked at me, her eyes brimming with tears. "I don't know," she whispered. "I was on my way to meet him, you know, and at first I thought it was good, I was feeling really high. After... you know." She gestured toward the kitchen. "But then... it all got so real, so fast. I guess. Like, I don't know maybe the wine wore off, I got a headache, something changed and it all seemed so dark suddenly." She looked up from the floor, where her gaze had fallen. "Like, what am I doing?"
"Are you worried about me?" I felt like Claire was snatching away a favorite toy right after waving it around in my face. 
"You... work... our marriage... I don't know. All of it."
"Well, first of all: do you trust this guy?" 
She looked at me. One shoulder gave a halfhearted shrug. "Yeah, I do. Like, as far as... he's a cop, you know. He wouldn't want anyone knowing he's doing this, any more than I would. But also he isn't a bad  guy."
"You seem to be able to control him, Claire. Are you?" 
"This conversation is so... weird," she said, laughing nervously. This blew fresh air on the flame of hope in my chest: Claire always laughed like this and said something like that when she was about to tackle something bravely. She met my eyes and then looked away, sighing. 
"Are you still attracted to him?" I probed, when she took too long to say anything.
"I am," she answered, easily - a little more easily than I would have liked, but with an implicit asterisk on the end of the sentence. "I just..." Her voice trailed off. "This is so complicated."
"Do you still want to fuck him?" 
She looked up at me, shocked. "That's so... blunt."
"You were sexting with a student, Claire. You sent him a picture of your pussy -"
"I only did that because - " She cut herself off. 
"Because?"
"Okay," Claire said, closing her eyes. "That's not true, I didn't do it because I knew for certain that you were into it. But because I suspected. And I got carried away. And I was drunk." 
"Walk me through this timeline Claire," I said, my voice a little testy. This was exactly what I had wanted to talk about, anyway. When Claire said she had gotten the confirmation that I was "into this," what exactly had that meant? 
"What timeline?"
"The one where you started flirting with Tyler, up to when you sent him a picture of your pussy and then told me what you were doing, while giving me a blowjob, this morning. That timeline. Tell me when you knew that I knew, tell me when you decided to fuck him, tell me what the hell happened. Now."
She stared at the floor. "I did all that, I flirted with him - it was just a game at the beginning, and I wasn't going to take it this far. I swear." She looked up at me. "Like, I went over the line, for sure. But I wasn't going to - it wasn't going to be anything. I promise." 
"Mm-hmm."
"But then I suspected. I suspected that you knew, somehow. I don't know why, you were just acting funny. And I found Discord on your computer -"
"Seriously?" I laughed. "How did you even get on...?" 
"How did you?"
"Okay this is a story for another day. When did you find that?" 
"A week ago."
I nodded, lips pressed together. "Okay, so..."
"So when, like... I don't know, you said all those things, I got to thinking you wanted me to do this. And then I took the plunge with him, because I was drunk, because we had just... done that... and I don't know, it made sense at the time -"
"Why were you so sure I liked it? This morning? You seemed absolutely sure." 
She smiled. "You were jerking off to the conversation, honey. Instead of stomping in and asking me what the hell I was doing. I took that as approval." She pretty much rolled her eyes at me.  
Oh. 
"Oh," I said. I wasn't sure what else to do with that particular detail, and it wasn't what most interested me right now. "So... you're right, and it's... everything seemed fine this morning, what happened? I'm feeling like you're jerking me around, Claire. Are you?"
"I promise I'm not - I'm not trying to do that. I swear."
"Then what?"  
She looked like she was going to cry again, but she held up a hand with one finger elevated, which was something she did when we were having intense discussions and she wanted to parse her reply. I appreciated, after so many years, that Claire could be reasonable, so I let her have her time. 
"I think... I might have gone too far with him," she said, after giving it a lot of thought. 
My patience evaporated. "What does that mean, Claire?" 
She looked a little helpless as she shrugged. "I mean, it means... I, uh... it was fun, when I thought it was just flirting and it wouldn't lead to anything. That's what it was in the beginning, that's how it started..." She looked at me, almost pleading with her eyes. "And then I found you... you know. Watching. And I thought, okay, this can just be mindless fun, but... now, I don't know. I feel guilty, I feel like I should...stop? I don't know, it just overwhelmed me in the car. Like, really doing it, really doing it... I don't know, maybe it freaks me out too much." 
This sentence ended as more of a question than anything else. I was hung up on the first things she said, though, turning them over in my mind.  
I thought about the first conversations I'd read between her and Tyler. She wasn't lying about how it had started: Tyler had been the first one to crack jokes with a slight edge to them with Claire, and she had resisted a little. But finally relented, allowing the banter to take on a more and more flirtatious tone. 
But I had also caught her masturbating after one of those conversations, I reminded myself. 
A flair of self-righteous anger spiraled through me for a second or two. I knew it wasn't exactly fair: it wasn't as if I had never, ever masturbated to thoughts of someone other than my wife. 
"You're mad at me," she said, when I didn't talk for a long time. 
"I'm deciding what I am," I told her. At least that was true: I was still deciding. 
She closed her eyes and a tear squeezed from under her long lashes and rolled down her cheek. "How long were you reading the messages?" 
"Why does that matter?" 
She shook her head. "It doesn't... not for what I did, but..." She seemed to suddenly realize something. "I  mean, you were also spying on me."
"Yeah, well, Claire... I think of the two of us, you were more in the wrong."
She squinted at me. "Why did you do it?" 
I was caught off-guard. 
"That's why I'm asking how long," she said. "I mean, why did you even start?" 
I sighed. "Okay," I said, holding my hands up. "One night, when you were working in bed, I saw a conversation with you and Tyler. While you were taking a shower."
"Uh-huh," she said. "That still doesn't explain how -"
"I discovered the thing about, like, that Discord can be open on multiple devices on accident. And then I actively loaded it and set it up on my desktop so I could read your messages." I said all of this very quickly, with an air of exasperation. It wasn't any fun talking about what I had done: I wanted to get back to her and what she had done.  
She looked at me, her frown turning a little into a smile. "And why did you do that?" 
I rubbed my face. "Ugh. Claire. Because it was hot. It is... hot. Okay?"
"You aren't mad, then? This is actually something you want? For real?" 
I had to choose my words carefully. By now, the tension between had distinctly morphed into something different than at the outset of the conversation. It was more sexual now, more like a game of seduction. It had changed very rapidly. My cock was starting to get hard, and I could see that Claire's mood had also shifted significantly. 
"Oh, I am mad," I said, but my tone was of the kind that indicated that my "mad" was more of the "stern husband needs to discipline wife" kind than the actual, marital discussion "mad" that Claire was asking about. I could tell that Claire, too, could recognize this. I moved closer to her. "I'm mad because you didn't do this right. Not the way I would have wanted you to." 
As I was talking to her like this, it was very obvious that it had an arousing effect on her. The spark of sexual interest that delighted me so much, that I had believed had been coming entirely from Tyler, flared in her eyes. Her body softened, moving in ways that were almost imperceptible and yet were obvious: she was aroused, she was interested, she wanted to fuck - and that was genuine interest. Not the hard-work kind that had become a staple of our marriage. 
She moved closer to me, putting herself between me and the counter. Her hands went to my biceps and she stroked them, looking at them for once instead of as an afterthought. "And... how can I make that up to you?"
"Well," I said, pushing her into the counter. My fingers found the top of her pants, and slipped into them, and then went to her pussy. She was getting wet - the outer lips were just moistened, somewhat rubbery. But in the center, I found her pussy soaked. I plunged into her wetness and grabbed her pussy, using my hand in it to move her around, shaking her a little to get her into a position that I liked. "You can start by making some rules. And then you can follow them."
She gasped, because I shoved three fingers in when I said this, and hard, punctuating my point. Her breath came in short gulps as she spoke. "What if - uhn - he, what if - he... has rules... for me... too." 
I pulled the fingers inside her toward my thumb, which was resting on her engorging clit, and squeezed. Very hard. Her eyes went wide and her breath ceased temporarily. Our faces were very close: lips, eyes, intense eye contact that she seemed unable to break. 
"Only my rules matter, Claire. Do you understand?" Another squeeze, making her whimper a little - a pleasured, muted whimper, the kind that was more about what she loved than the mild pain that accompanied it. "Because I am your husband. And this is my pussy. And if you share it with someone, it's because I let you. It's because I want you to. Do you understand?" 
A sexy mewl left her lips, and she nodded, almost frantically. The juices that welled up around my fingers and rolled out of her, hot and sticky, were the true answer to my questions: Claire wanted this. Not just the younger man with the big cock - because that wasn't what she was getting right now, and it wasn't what she was thinking about, not with her eyes locked on mine. She wanted this. I rolled my thumb over her clit to reward her, and she panted and squirmed. 
"So what does it, what does that... mean?"
"It means that you tell me everything, Claire." I was stroking her now, finger-fucking her and moving my thumb over her clit. She clung to my shoulders, her fingers pressing in on my flesh. "You let me read all your messages. Sometimes I tell you what to say. You show me every picture, you tell me what he wants, you ask me if you can give it to him."
Claire mewled and her head tipped forward toward my shoulder just as her pussy squeezed against my fingers. "He doesn't... he wouldn't... want to... oh!" I played forcefully with her clit and she paused for a moment, trembling, her body growing stiff as she absorbed my playing with her clit in her thighs and her pussy. "He wouldn't want to do it," she whispered, as I paused. "If he knew... you... knew....oh, James..." Her eyes closed, and her head tipped back. I put my mouth against the skin of her throat, inhaled her scent, licked her. 
"Then don't tell him," I said. "But you still, in the end, you obey me, you tell me. You show me. If you have to choose between pleasing one of us, you choose me. Do you understand?"
She made a noise. She was close to coming, and I knew this because I knew her: I slowed my attentions and she whined and rolled her eyes open to look at me. Her hips were moving against my hand. 
"I understand," she pleaded. 
I stopped moving entirely. "I need to hear you say it."
She squirmed in disbelief as I played with her pussy but didn't back down. I wasn't moving my fingers fast or rhythmically enough to push her over the edge, and she wanted it now. 
"Ohhhh," she whined. "I won't, I won't... I, if i need to... James.. I can't remember... what..."
"If you have to choose,"
"If I have to choose, I choose to, I'll... I will only... oh..."
"You will please me," I prompted.
"I will please you." Her eyes went black as her pupils consumed them with lust, the same sexy smile returned to her lips. I slid my fingers from inside her and brought them to her mouth, and she licked her pussy juices from them.
"Are we really doing this?" she said quietly, her eyes moving as she searched mine. 
I seized the back of her head and kissed her, the taste of her pussy lingering on her mouth. "I mean it, Claire. I want you to do this, but I have to know everything. Otherwise, you're just a cheating whore." 
"I understand," Claire said, serious at first, then smiling a little. Her mouth turned playful, into a grin. "So. Where do we start?" 
I stood back from her. My cock was painfully hard, and I wanted to fuck her, but I also wanted to enjoy this victory, this attainment of my fantasy. "I want to watch while you write to him. I want to fuck you while you do it, while you write what I tell you to. While you tease him and make a date with him." 
She stared at me, aroused and squirming a little at the hips. "That's all?"
"For now." 






  
  Chapter three

Claire was on her knees, in a pair of light pink and transparently thin PJs, with her phone in her hand. She was at the edge of the bed, typing, and slowly crawling toward me. "Okay he's... on, he's saying..." she looked up at me. Her cheeks reddened slightly. 
I waved her over to me. She crawled on her knees, smiling, but paused when she reached the head of the bed and looked at me. "This is kind of weird," she said. "I mean, I feel a little... weird."
"Bad?" I asked her.
She nodded. "He's a nice -"
"He is trying to fuck, another man's wife," I told her. "And, he's going to get what he wants. Don't feel bad for him." I felt a surge of possessive power. "Remember that you always choose me. What I want."
Claire seemed to love this. She responded to it from head to toe: a glimmer in her eyes, a shudder in her core, a shiver that left gooseflesh in its wake. 
She rolled into a curled position next to me, sharing the screen of her phone with me. This answer seemed to have satisfied her. I looked at the screen as Claire murmured that she had to be online in half an hour for her course. 
I looked over at her, and the thin fabric of her little shirt, with skepticism. I fingered it and she absent-mindedly brought that hand to her lips as she stared at the screen, her brow furrowed a little in concentration.  
"That's not a very professional shirt," I said.
"I'm putting something over it," she said, distracted. "Do you think this is... I don't know how to write to him, now." She looked up at me and grinned helplessly. "Maybe this is too weird for me," she whispered. 
"No," I said. "You're going to do it." I thumbed her nipple through the thin fabric, and she reacted almost instantly. "You want to do it. I want you to do it." She reacted to this just like I wanted her to: she became further aroused, and obediently focused on her texting. 
I looked at the messages. 
Tyler Dawson: you're killing me here Claire 

Claire had typed a message, but not sent it yet:

Claire: I'm sorry.

I stroked her hair and kissed her forehead. "Too serious," I told her. 
"I'm serious," she laughed. "I'm a serious person."
This was true. It was probably what he liked about her. "Okay, you do your thing, I just want to watch." 
"I know," Claire laughed. "It's just a little... it feels strange."
"Okay, tell you what. You have to go in the office, right?"
"Yes."
"So I'll sign on and just hang out in here, watching. And then if I want you to change something, or say something, I'll send you a message." 
She smiled. "Okay, that's better."
"Will that make it easier for you?" 
She nodded. My fingers were on her thigh now, and I was scooting down to get my head between her legs. I wasn't a man with a plan: I was going to do whatever I could get away with. I wanted to push the thin bottoms away and slide my tongue between her legs to see how wet her pussy was. 
"Good," I said, pushing the fabric up to the crease of her thigh. My fingers seemed to take on a life of their own and they dove into her pussy, encountering it wet. Not gushing, but excited enough to be slick. I put my mouth on the fabric, right over her mound, where I knew she would feel the heat of my breath and the movement of my lips. "That's what we'll do for now, then."
"For now?" Her voice was strained. 
I looked up at her. "For now. I have other plans for later." 
And then I pulled away and sat up, fluffing the pillow behind my back. I smiled without looking at her, but I could see she was staring at me with an amused, open mouth. 
"Right now you have a class to take care of. And not in that shirt."
"Wellll...." she said, suddenly coy. She rolled onto her hip and then turned to face me, a grin on her lips. She rose to her knees and held the phone out in front of her, using her other hand to adjust the top. "I'm going to send him a picture," she said. Her eyes went to mine. "This is something we talked about. Him and me. I wear skimpy clothes under my suit jacket and send him the picture so he's the only one who knows... I never actually did it before." 
I sat up, grinning. I loved it, of course. "Let me just make a few adjustments," I told her, lifting her shirt slowly. She let me, still holding her phone, and I kissed her navel and up as I pulled the shirt away from her breasts and then licked her right nipple, circling with my tongue, before biting into it gently and feeling it puff up and swell between my lips. I twisted her left nipple with my hand and it also engorged. Then I let the shirt fall back over them, and admired the view. 
"Send it like that," I said. "Believe me, he'll like it better." My cock was hard now, but I was a man who could appreciate a slow burn. 
She looked at me, her mouth still hanging open from a little gasp she'd emitted when I bit her nipple. I could smell her pussy. I gave an appreciative glance at her skimpy, tight-fitting shorts, the color of her skin bleeding through the thin fabric. "I'd show him that, too," I said. 
I helped her take the pictures, by holding her hand steady and approving the one she finally sent: her ass, from the hem of her short shorts, up to her midriff, bared by her pulling her shirt up slightly, and then her erect nipples showcased just before the top edge of the photo. She twisted so that both could get into the shot along with the side angle of her very luscious ass. 
"And tell him you aren't wearing any panties." 
She snorted. "That's a bit much," she laughed. 
"Tell him," I said, suddenly serious. 
She smiled, acquiescing, in this way that made it evident how much she liked it. "Yes, husband." I watched her get up and scurry into the closet. "I've really got get going," she laughed. She emerged with a gray suit jacket over the shirt, covering her nipples. She looked professional from the waist up - the true nature of the shirt - transparent, braless - was not obvious.
I thought about Tyler Dawson, watching this gorgeous creature on camera with his cock getting painfully hard, knowing that the pink shirt everyone else could see was practically transparent and beneath it her nipples were erect and aching to get out and be played with, and that her tiny little shorts barely covered her ass, and that her pussy was just one impatient tear of thin fabric away from total exposure. 
"Don't forget to tell him you have no panties on," I reminded her.  
Tyler Dawson: You can't send me something like that and then just expect me to think straight 
I need to see you
Claire: you have class sir
Tyler Dawson: Yes ma’am. 
but i need to see you
Tyler Dawson: I need more
Claire: i have no panties on
Tyler Dawson: fuck Claire, fuck that's so hot
send me one picture of it
Tyler Dawson: Claire please

I wondered how poor Claire was making out with whatever it was she was doing with her class, while managing these messages from Tyler, and from me. There were lengthy pauses between her messages to him, during which time Tyler typed away and Claire must have been doing something with the class. I reminded myself that this was a very big deal for her career, that she couldn't be distracted to the point of doing a bad job, and that I needed to help her manage that by not being as distracting as Tyler Dawson... but my feral mind could not help itself. 
My cock was aching. I wanted her class to end so I could get my cock inside her and fuck her while she  had her sexy after-class text exchange with Tyler. (I wanted to fuck her right then, but that was a physical impossibility).
I seized on this last request and sent Claire a message. 
Do you have a break coming up?


Y 


Send it to him then



Claire didn't respond to this. I strolled - casually - into the hall and heard her voice coming from behind the closed door of the office. Her voice was very teacher-esque, authoritative but in a way, nurturing. I could see how a guy like Tyler would jizz just watching her teach and talk about anything in that voice. She was a potent cocktail of all the things that made any man's dick hard: teacher, MILF, hot as fuck, highly competent in a masculine-leaning job, and then dusting it all off with that aftertaste of nurturing "mommyness." 
I went back to the bedroom and tried to focus on something - anything - to keep me from interrupting her class outright or sending as many desperate pleas to her as Tyler was.

Okay we're on break for 15



My cock thickened and my heart soared when she sent this message to me first, before writing to Tyler. I was staring at a laptop I'd fished out of the electronic junk pile and loaded up with Claire's Discord account. I was now free to observe any thing I wanted to on there - not her class, because that would be over the line, but everything else. 

Tyler Dawson: Claire I'm dying 
Send it to me

Claire started to type on Discord, so I sent her a text message:

Make him work for it


She responded: 
!!!!!


But moments later:

Claire: I don't think you want it enough

Hot. So hot. My insides crawled with cool erotic delight and stabs of jealousy. I wished I was Tyler, in some ways. Being told to beg, dragged along by the nuts by this hot older woman. My instructor. 
Fuck Claire that's hot


I smiled when she answered me. 

I know



Her ability to play these games, her naturalness about it, scared me a little, I have to admit. An unease was also brewing inside me. How could it not? Why was my wife so good at this? Why was it so easy for her, coming to her so naturally? What did that mean?  

Tyler Dawson: Ma'am I want it. What do I need to do?

I was about to type to Claire with some suggestions (beg), but she was already on top of that very idea. 

Claire: I want you to beg
Tyler Dawson: ugh fuck 
Claire
fuck
I am on my knees
i will lick your feet and your pussy and do anything you tell me to
i need it 
i need to see it
im begging you 
Claire: good boy

Claire wrote this before I could even think straight to tell her that's what she should write. I fumbled with my phone, because my own blood supply was so thoroughly diverted to my cock. 

Tell him you have something to do


Tell him he has to wait until after class


That's so mean



But seconds after she wrote that, with a sad face next to it, she wrote this in Discord:

Claire: that's very good 
but I don't have time rn, you're going to have to wait
Tyler Dawson: I can beg some more
My cock is so hard Claire
Claire: show me

Claire came walking into the room just then, just as I read this message. She had her phone in her hand and was smiling as she moved her fingers on the screen. The gray jacket had been taken off, so she was in her skimpy pink top and skimpy shorts. She grinned at me. 
"Did you like that?" 
I had the laptop on my thighs, and I pushed it out of the way to show her my engorged cock, pointed up at the ceiling, freed from my boxers, a bead of precum oozing from the tip. A wave of unease as I re-read the conversation, thinking of the ease with which she did all of this. Arousal claimed me again, though, because Claire was grinning with sexual impishness and climbing onto the bed. 
She was on her knees, phone in hand, working her way up my legs, her free hand touching the bottom of her shorts. "I only have like twelve minutes," she said. 
A logjam of partially finished thoughts (that is plenty of time, I only need 30 seconds, I don't care, fuck your class I'm going to fuck you all night) crashed into my mouth and I said: "I can plenty quick come here." 
At that moment, we received Tyler's message: a view of his cock taken as though from his own eyes, one hand gripping the enormous shaft, a considerable amount of precum oozing from the top like an eruption of seafoam. Claire's mouth fell open and she held her phone in her hand as she straddled me.
Her shorts were still on: her pussy dripped into and spread a stain at the crotch of them. "God, his cock is big," she said, almost as absent-mindedly as if she had forgotten I was there. 
"You like that?" I said, both intensely aroused and also a little viciously. I pulled her by the hips and hooked my fingers to shred her shorts at the same time. "Look at it while I fuck you, then." I tore her clothing and slammed her pussy onto my cock in less than a second. She looked at me, open-mouthed, surprised, obviously a little concerned about her shorts. Half of my name left her mouth in surprise, but it was cut off by my dick slamming into her pussy. She gasped. 
"Look at it," I growled. "Think about it inside you." 
She stared at the screen and moaned, then squealed, as I fucked her very quickly. "Oh, oh, oh, oh my god, James, fuck, oh my god..." she howled, bouncing on my dick. I thrust my hips up to get in deep, thinking about how Tyler's monster cock would be even deeper, even thicker, and make her squeal even more. It just turned me on and made my cum boil in my balls. 
"Oh!" Claire shrieked, and I felt her come. Her pussy began to squeeze and spasm, hot liquid started to pour down my shaft and onto my balls. Her eyes closed as she screeched, the phone falling from her limp wrist. My own cum was quick to follow. I slammed it into her and held her to my pelvis, thrusting deep. 
"Fuck!" I yelled. 
Claire laughed, listlessly, and sat on top of me, enjoying the last shudders of her orgasm. 
Then she suddenly snapped out of it and shook herself. "Oh my god," she said. "I have to get back to class." She popped off of me, letting my cock flop out and searching for the phone at the same time. 
"I have to go... fuck, find some pants, and fix my hair..." She scurried to the bathroom and shrieked softly at her own face. She was flushed and her hair sticking out of her hairdo. "Oh my god," she said again. But she laughed. "Find my phone." 
She hurried into the toilet, became exasperated and mumbled that she couldn't pee, then blew past me and dug into the drawers for something, then hurried away, snatching her phone from my hand. "Okay. Okay... god, this is so crazy." She looked down at the phone. "What do I tell him?" 
"That you masturbated to his cock," I said, confidently. "He won't be able to think straight." And my cum, I thought deliciously, is running down your thigh. 
"Fuck it's almost time," she said, tossing the phone on the foot of the bed and hastily putting on a pair of tight black gym shorts that she only wore for workouts at home. Another laugh. "How will I explain the torn shorts? That was a nice PJ set, by the way," she half-scolded. 
Phone in hand, she left the room. 
She liked Tyler's picture, and then wrote:

Claire: I made myself come looking at it
good boy again
Tyler Dawson: Claire
fuck
seriously
and she just starts class again
you look flushed 

Tell him not to jerk off 



I wrote to Claire. And then I had to sit and wait, like Tyler, as she continued on with her class, until she had a spare moment. 

Claire: don't be a bad boy jerking off in class
you have to wait
Tyler Dawson: Claire
Tyler Dawson: Claire my balls are blue
Tyler Dawson: it hurts
Claire: good
get ready because I'm going to call on you
I leaned back on the pillows and marveled at my wife. With unease about her talent for this, the casual way she turned into a cockslut - both mine, but also Tyler Dawson's. With some pride, for the same reasons. With jealousy - for her, for Tyler. But mostly I was getting horny again, and so a great deal of astonishment was woven into all of that.
Claire finished up her class with few messages exchanged between her and Tyler. Nothing that I could make any sense of - they all seemed to be references to whatever was happening in class, or just a declaration from Tyler that he was "dying." I got another erection and stroked it languidly, concocting plans and fantasies for my wife and her first encounter with Tyler. 
Claire came into the room about an hour later, phone in hand, just as Tyler began to write again. 

Tyler Dawson: Claire

Claire looked at me as she waddled onto the bed again and I shifted the laptop away. She was, comically, still wearing her suit jacket. She bit her lower lip and typed as she asked me, without looking up, "Now what do I do?" 
On the screen, I saw her response to Tyler pop up.

Claire:Tyler

She handed me her phone and removed the suit jacket. 
"Are you horny again?" I asked her. She grinned and nodded. I looked at her phone. Tyler was typing away. 

Tyler Dawson: i need you 
i need to see you

I handed Claire the phone and rolled on my side to get my hands on her. I started to pull her shorts down as I talked. "Tell him he can jerk off now."
Claire looked at me, grinning. "You're so mean," she said, but her thumbs were hard at work.
I continued to shimmy her shorts off her legs, delighting in the renewed, powerful scent of her own arousal that drowned out the scent of my cum. The scent made my cock throb, thinking of her sitting in her chair teaching class while getting wet and thinking about cock. 
"What do I say, exactly? I give you permission to jerk off?" She looked over her phone at me. "That doesn't really sound like me."
"Then make it sound like you," I said, brushing my cheek against her calf and moving my hands up her legs to her thighs. She grinned and typed, but swatted at my head when it got close. "Stop, not yet..." I wormed my way next to her and used my left hand to play with her pussy, just delicately massaging her until she squirmed and then backing off, while I watched the conversation unfold. It was intensely erotic: her pussy was swollen and wet and she was jerking under my touch occasionally, and it had elements of voyeurism that were under my control.
  
Claire: you can jerk off now, you've been a good boy
Tyler Dawson: Claire
That's not what I want
I cant take much more of this

Claire shifted her eyes toward me, as if to ask what to respond. I nuzzled her ear and played with her hair. "Tell him that's all he gets," I suggested. "For tonight." 
She typed, shaking her head. "So mean. And what about me?" 

Claire: it's all I can do
Claire: for tonight

That wasn't exactly what I had wanted her to say, but my mind was on to other things. Also, she had a point: it needed to sound like her. 

Tyler Dawson: where are you?
Claire: home
Tyler Dawson: can you get away?

Claire turned to me expectantly. My fingers were inside her, and her soaked pussy easily shifted around them. I noticed that she moved carefully to keep my fingers inside, and she folded her hands under her cheek and blinked at me. It was a slightly theatrical performance from her; Claire was not this type of "act cute to get things" woman. She batted her eyelashes. "Now? What do I tell him?" 
"Hmm," I said. I kissed her, biting gently into her lip. "What do you want?" 
Claire looked upward - toward the headboard, and grinned. She shifted her hips and my fingers grazed the spongy nexus of her g-spot, so she mewled. "I... just want to come again," she said. Her eyes came back to mine. She dropped a hand to feel for my cock, and when she found it, hard as a rock, she smiled. "I'm not sure I want my first time with him to be like, in a car somewhere." 
"Then tell him that," I said, kissing her again. "And I'll fuck you tonight while you text him." I pulled her by the shoulder to roll her onto her stomach, clearing away the pillows, except for one that I stuffed under her chest so she could rest on it while she typed. Claire folded quite nicely into my scheme, smiled, and started to type, even as I moved into position behind her. 

Claire: no way to get away :(
Tyler Dawson: what if i come up there
what if you sneak out in the middle of the night
you said you sleep in separate rooms sometimes

I slipped my fingers into Claire's pussy and leaned over her. "That's a very intimate detail to be sharing Claire," I growled in her ear, as I clawed inside her pussy and made her squirm and mewl. Her mouth fell open. 
"Okay, but... what... do I say?" she panted, as I started to finger-fuck her. I was sure this time that Claire could pick up on the low level aggression in my fingers, in my lust - it had budded from her indiscreet confessions to Tyler that I hadn't known about. The sharing of that intimate detail both turned me on and turned my stomach, made me lustful but also inclined toward a bit of violence. The truly erotic thing was that Claire seemed turned on by this; she seemed to relish it. 
"Do you remember the rules, Claire?" I said, finger-fucking her hard enough that the sound of it was loud, echoing off the walls - a squish and a slap, over and over, at the pace of my choosing. I was irregular with it, because that seemed to make her more aroused. "When you have to choose...?"

Claire: I can't
Tyler Dawson: why not
claire please I am dying

"Then jerk it," I said, bitterness in my voice. "Tell him to jerk off."

Claire: i gave you permission 
Claire: just take care of yourself
I can't get away
Tyler Dawson: fuuuuucccckkkkk
claire
please i am begging you 
okay
okay
but will you send me something
Claire: maybe

Claire typed this and turned her head to look at me, rolling slightly. Her lips parted as I touched a sensitive place. She raised her eyebrows as if to ask, "now what?" 
"See what he wants," I said. 

Tyler Dawson: Jesus claire you are killing me
Claire: what is it you want?
Tyler Dawson: i want

(There was a long pause between each of his replies).

Tyler Dawson: i want
Tyler Dawson: to see
Tyler Dawson: you
Tyler Dawson: but if i can't i want to see your pussy 

"Ask him if he wants to see you make yourself come," I suggested, feeling devious. 
Claire looked at me. "I'm not sending a video of that," she said, her voice hollow, but interest sparkling in her eyes. 
I pushed her onto her back, my fingers still inside her. I started to tease her, stroking her g-spot gently until she started to react, and then stopping. I continued to do this while I spoke to her. "Do it, Claire, it's what I want."
She typed, and then flipped the screen to show me. 

Claire: do you want
to see me make myself my come?

Tyler's reply was on the screen almost instantaneously. 

Tyler Dawson: Yes.

I did not even have to prompt my very devious wife to write the next part. 

Claire:how badly do you want it?
what will you do for it?
Tyler Dawson:fuck Claire
Tyler Dawson: anything
Tyler Dawson: i'm so close just thinking about it
Tyler Dawson: please Claire
Claire shifted her eyes to me. "So now?" 
"Now give the boy what he wants, if you think he's earned it." 
Claire giggled, and then sucked in her breath as I played with her pussy. The hand with the phone went limp as I started to stroke her in earnest. She seemed to forget about Tyler, and the video, which made my cock swell painfully. She lifted her head to watch my fingers. "Oh god, oh, what are you...? James, I ... wait, oh my God... I'm going to... I'm going to..."
I grinned. "Yeah. Come. Come for me, that's good. That's what I want."
If she remembered Tyler at all, it wasn't evident. She stared at me fingering her and her belly rolled grotesquely as she started to panic-pant, and sweat started to roll down the sides of her face. She tried to pull me toward her, and her hands tried to pull at my boxers. I took them and put then on her knees, then pushed her into position to hold her legs open. "Hold yourself open for me."
"Oh god, James, what... about... oh, I'm going to come, don't stop, don't... ohhhh!" She squeaked and then howled, and a gush of hot pussy liquid, streaked with clotted semen, gushed from her pussy with a wet splurt sound and she she shrieked. 
Her head fell back and she lay there, her hands sliding from her knees, her legs slowly collapsing. I grinned at her, stroking my cock slowly. 
"What about...?" she said, at last, turning her head and patting around for her forgotten phone. 
The devious imp that had concocted this plan smiled inside me, and a grin appeared on my face, I could feel it. "Now make the video he wants," I told her. "Make yourself come again." I took the phone from her hand and moved to video, to get it set up for her, as she stared at me in disbelief. It vibrated in my hand as Tyler, presumably, wrote more messages. 
"Hold your hand up here," I suggested. "So it's out of the way, like you're holding your phone. I'll film it, though." 
I got into position and focused the camera on her pussy - oozing, swollen. It looked tender to the touch.
"But I can't," she said, after touching her clit. "It's too tender," she whispered. Her thighs were trembling. 
"Do it," I said, meeting her eyes over the top of the phone. My cock swelled when she smiled back at my idea. "I don't care if it's hard. I'm telling you to do it." 
She mewled and it turned into a sob as she started to touch her clit. She turned her head side to side and her finger moved away. "Oh, I can't," she howled. Her eyes met mine. "Please, James," she panted. 
I held a finger to my lips, but also muted the microphone just in case. "All he can see is your pussy. Just touch it and make it believable for short clip"
"It's too much," she howled, sitting forward to reach for the phone. I slapped her hand away playfully. "Do it and then I'll put a load of cum in you," I growled. "You wanted to be a little slut. This is what it's going to be like. Do it." 
As I had guessed and learned by then, she was very responsive to this attitude. She lay back, and mewling softly, she got on with it: she played with her clit and sniffled and sobbed as the tender flesh made her thighs shake violently, and goose bumps form on her calves and arms. Tears formed in her eyes at first and she was breathing like she was panicking. I captured several small segments, and then I put a hand on her masturbating arm and shook my head quietly as I decided which one to send to Tyler.
She squirmed.
"Tell him you'll delete it," she whispered to me, squirming in agony. "After.. after he... watches it." 
I smiled and typed, and then sent the 15-second clip, which showed my wife's fingers rubbing her clit in the sloshy, swollen mess of her pussy. Tyler had been writing, begging, mostly just resorting to "please, Claire" and "fuck." 
I sent the video, along with Claire's "deletion" warning. Some moving dots appeared at the bottom of the screen, but they failed to produce a text message. I smiled and tossed the phone next to Claire, who was looking at me and writhing on the bed. Never in all our marriage had her eyes been so "fuck-me," her hunger to have my cock inside her so evident. 
I turned her over, and she went willingly into position. "Take your phone, talk to your boy-toy," I said. So she did, but because the next thing I did was start to fuck her, hard enough that she was sliding on the bed, she did not end up typing or reading anything from Tyler Dawson at all. 
She just ended up howling, phone in hand, as I fucked another load of cum into her. A genuine record for me, probably since I had turned 35. 


      ***It was more obvious to me than it was to Claire that the time of teasing and keeping Tyler Dawson at bay - actually out of my wife's pussy, satisfied with videos and text messages - was coming to an end. I was stroking her hair as she lay next to me. She had one arm draped over my chest, and she was fully fucked-out, deliciously reeking of pussy and semen. 
"That was so hot," I said, and that's what got the conversation started. Claire mused, half-asleep, that maybe we should just keep doing "this," and then she wouldn't actually have to go through with "anything." 
"Claire," I said, after the cool shock of this statement wore off. I craned my neck to look at her, and she gazed lazily up at me, still sedated. 
"Mmm?" 
I shook my head and lay my head back down on the pillow. "Honey, is that... actually what you want?"
She kind of shrugged. Her lips moved against my ribs and tickled when she spoke, in a craggy whisper. "May...be. I don't... Maybe I don't..."
I let this go, because it was late and because Claire was half-asleep, but I sensed a danger lurking in this line of thought. There was only so much a man could take of promised pussy, before his energy and adoration, his obsession - would curdle into resentment, or even vindictive hate. 
And Claire had a lot on the line with this affair. 
I fell asleep, telling myself this was just a sleepy-headed musing that she would change her mind about, rather than allow the worry to crowd into my mind. It was there, lurking at the edges of my thoughts, though. It crept into my dreams. The tension was almost unbearable: what if Claire felt the same way tomorrow, in a sober moment? What if she tried to back out of actually fucking him? What would I tell her to do? 
I wanted her to fuck him, and it was bordering on desperation. Was that making me think there was more danger to her backing out than there actually was? Was I too biased to be reasonable?
I didn't think so. We were in very dangerous waters if that was what Claire was actually thinking.






  
  Chapter four

She had the day off the next day, which was unfortunate timing because, at long last, I had things to do, related to becoming employed again. She was up before me, though, because Claire with her insane schedule for more than twenty years was the kind of person who needed exactly six hours of sleep per twenty-four period and she could stuff it into any segment of that time that she chose. 
She was making an elaborate breakfast when I groggily went out to the kitchen. I didn't dare tell her I was headed to a brunch, and instead picked at the bacon, getting my hand slapped away. She was in a great mood; cheerful, sweet, sexy, kissing me without me having to initiate. What I had always dreamed of, with the extra frosting of still wanting indulge me in my hotwife fantasy. 
Or so I hoped. 
I bit into a piece of toast as she stirred some eggs and leaned on the counter to grin at me. "Did your boy-toy write back?" I asked
She grinned more and rolled her eyes, stirring the eggs. "I wish you wouldn't call him that," she said. "He's not a boy." 
I let this go. "Did he?" 
She bit her lip and glanced at her phone. "You can read for yourself," she said. Then, in a believable display of forgetfulness, she slapped her forehead. "No, it's all erased. But he... liked it," she said. 
Her voice seemed uncertain at the end of this sentence. She turned away from me and started stirring the eggs. I was getting hard again, to my own surprise, just having this conversation: a montage of images from the night before began to fly across my field of vision. Her ass was encased in tight yoga pants that made it look absolutely perfect, and to make my dick throb violently, I had only to think of the way she might mewl if I started to finger her pussy.
I placed the toast in my mouth, still half-eaten, and went up behind her to cup her firm asscheeks in my hands. I let my fingers stray to the center of her legs and she shuddered pleasantly, provoking me further. I reached for the toast and tossed it on the counter, nuzzling her neck.
"James," she breathed. "The eggs..."
I moved her away from the stove and turned the burner off. Lifting her onto the counter, as she stared at me in surprise, I positioned her with my torso between her legs. I dove headfirst into her tits, which were encased in a tight workout shirt. 
I pulled on the shirt to make her breasts burst out of their encasement, and then gripped the waist of her pants, without actually pulling them down. I had read the clock when I turned off the stove, and I did not - by any stretch of the imagination - have time for any of this. 
"Ugh," I blubbered into her tits, as wetly as I could to make a pleasing blubbering sound. "I don't have time." I lifted my head - her fingers had gone to my hair. She was smiling at me, and seemed to have already accepted this, but also seemed willing to go either way. This dragged my mind away from my goal, clouded my thinking... what had I been thinking? 
"Why?" she asked, innocently. Not-so-innocently. 
I stood up. I had a fucking brunch to get to with an old friend who might have a lead on a management position in, of all things, an academic setting. I needed to get to that. I needed to get to it, I told myself sternly. 
"I have a lead on a job," I groaned, pulling away from her. "I have to meet Mark Simmons for brunch."
"Oh no!" she said, looking at her food. "I mean, also that's so great." She smiled, and let her wrist fall limp in a gesture of resignation, the spatula drooping in her hand. "It really is great, but... what am I going to do with all this bacon?" 
I had a few suggestions, the most immediate being to use it as trap to lure Tyler Dawson here to fuck her, but I got the distinct impression that she would think this was a bad idea. I took two pieces of bacon from the plate where they were neatly stacked, keeping warm on the stove, and chewed happily. "I'll eat all the bacon for you."
She growled a little bit sexually, which was unhelpful. My hands went reflexively to her very firm thighs. I was having flashbacks of being a young man with a young wife, arriving late to things because I was so caught up in fucking her for the third or fourth time in twenty-four hours. I hadn't believed this feeling would ever return. 
"Mmm," I said. "Hmm. Maybe... you want to meet up with Tyler? With your free time?" 
Her answer was cryptic: a laugh, one that could either mean "what a silly idea," or "that sounds like a blast." 
She looked me in the eyes, and seemed to read something there. "He's working," she said. Her eyes dropped and she looked away. "I'm pretty sure." 
"Claire," I said, tilting her chin back toward me. Her eyes followed, reluctantly. "You aren't really having second thoughts about this, are you?" 
"No," she said, smiling and brushing it off. But it wasn't fully true, I could see. Something was troubling her. She shrugged. "I mean, not really. Just... I don't know, maybe?" 
I took a long inhale. "This is a lengthy conversation, one we need to have," I said. "I'm sorry, I really... don't have time. But," I kissed her, and looked into her eyes. "Don't do anything drastic, okay? Until we do talk?" 
She nodded. But something really brewed behind her eyes, some kind of trouble, and I didn't know exactly why or what kind. All I knew was that I would have to compartmentalize it, and go to this meeting with my head in the game, so I could get out there and take on our income shortage. Tyler Dawson, and my wife's on-again, off-again (apparently) affair with him, would have to take the back seat for now.
"What are you doing today, then?" I asked, getting a cup of coffee to take with me to the bedroom while I got ready. 
She waved the spatula playfully. "Mmm... gym maybe. I don't know."
I stirred some cream into my coffee. "About that," I said. "One night you said you went to the gym, and, uh... I went there too. And you weren't there." I looked at her, a strange arousal brewing in my groin. I raised my eyebrows. After all, the proof that she hadn't fucked Tyler was in the texts that I now had unfettered access to, but it did seem like she had lied to me about a few things that we had never discussed. 
"Wrong gym," she said, smiling. "I get to use the OFM facility on Bank Street." She smiled more deviously. "It's full of firefighters..." She grinned, revealing that she was going to add something, letting it sizzle in front of me like a delicious morsel. "... and the occasional cop." 
"Mmm," I said, my hopes rising again. Why would she say it like that if she didn't still want to play this game? "So which gym are you going to today?" 
A moment of tension, boiling and playful, the spatula swinging like the tail of a cat as she let me simmer in her secrets. "We'll see," she said finally. "You better get going." 
I felt like things were in a delicate balance, so I resisted the urge to tell her to remember the rules. I was confused about the shift in her mood, but I decided to put it temporarily out of my mind. After all: I had gotten a great deal out of this arrangement so far.
It was easy to conclude that, easy to tell myself that everything would be fine no matter what. But the nagging concern that had surfaced in my dreams, and in my thoughts - what would Tyler do if he was rejected now, so close to his goal? - would not leave my mind completely. It kept coming back, gnawing at me, like a rat. 
After all, I knew what I would have done as a young man if I'd had a woman as hot as Claire within reach, and then pulled away from me. And it was not pretty, or reasonable. 


      ***Mark Simmons was a boor and a bore, an old college friend who now also resembled a wild boar, with an unkempt beard of no shape and a good deal of fat on his jowls. But I was glad I'd kept him as a "friend" - he was an old school buddy who, like so many of us, had gone into consulting. It was easy enough to play along as we spoke, and when a few other people showed up, I was able to keep the conversation going (this was, after all, professional talent) while half my mind wandered off to my wife. 
But because Tyler was so diligent about deleting his Discord messages, I was missing a great deal of what was transpiring between my wife and him. I'd done a little bit of research on Discord (thanks, at long last, ChatGPT) and discovered that there was no limit on how many devices could be logged into my wife's account at once. So, naturally, I'd gone ahead and done just that.
If there was one faux pas at meetings of this type, though, it was chronic screen-checking (especially if one was, as I was, not actively employed). I was limited to a few sneaky glances, and a restroom trip, as well as one fake phone call I said I had to take. It was enough to know that some interaction had taken place between the two of them, but by the time I saw the conversation, it had been pared down to Claire's responses to [message deleted by user], none of which were especially helpful. 
Lunch turned into an invitation to play golf later in the week, which was promising. It dragged on, and turned into drinks at a strip club, which wasn't unexpected from Mark, but still surprised me a little, given how much older we were. It was a struggle to keep my eyes going to the stage occasionally, as opposed to my phone, especially since my mind had much less interest in watching these young girls strut aimlessly than watching my wife actually fuck another man. It ended up being an exercise in frustration, even if it was promising for my job prospects. 
I sent Claire a few tests - neutral, pleasant, "Hey, what's up?" "Things are going well," "How is your day" - type stuff. No reply from Claire, not even when I left around eight after making up an excuse that I needed to get home for "something."  
When I got home, I knew immediately that she wasn't there. I called out anyway, just to be sure: sitting in the sleazy dim light of the stripclub with mostly naked women around me may not have been what I wanted, but it had definitely stirred up my libido. As had the deleted messages, the not knowing what was going on - and, of course, the absence of response from Claire.
I looked at my phone again, suddenly very annoyed. I flipped through the parts of the conversations with Claire about this, believing that I had given her very explicit instructions to keep in constant contact with me. I wasn't sure that was the case, so I kicked myself for not having made it clear that that's what I wanted. I resented that she hadn't intuited this fact, that she wasn't being communicative enough. I resolved to clear that up as soon as she came home. 
I resisted sending yet another text for about an hour. But then I decided that Claire was way out of line, not texting me. If Tyler was working, and she had just gone to the gym - where was she? I scanned the house for notes, re-read my messages, and checked Discord obsessively. Nothing. 
It was important to remember, I told myself, that this behavior would not have been strange at all, if all of this (the flirting with Tyler) had never happened: Claire and I had busy lives (well, I used to) and we were both out of the house at all hours because of our jobs. I tried to focus on this fact, and tell myself that Claire was just living her ordinary life, in which she didn't report back to me on every single thing. The only reason I noticed any of this was because I had more time on my hands, and that was because I was fucking unemployed, which was not something I enjoyed thinking, or talking, about. 
"Fuck it," I said aloud. I messaged her.

Claire, where are you?


Should I be worried?



And then I waited. 
Absolutely nothing showed up on Discord, either. I made myself a drink, even though I knew I was going to regret it or fall asleep, and that's exactly what happened on both counts. I missed a message from her at 8pm, so I was shocked when she returned home and woke me. I had fallen asleep in an armchair, drink in one hand and phone in the other. Only the phone remained in my hand - the drink had slipped and fallen to the floor. 
Claire was standing in front of me. I looked at the time: 10pm. 
"Where have you been?" I asked her, jumping headfirst into all the thoughts that had brewed before I'd fallen asleep. I sat up and looked around, vaguely cognizant of having had a glass in my hand. 
"Where were you?" she asked in reply. 
I was having a hard time reading her mood. She seemed a little annoyed, almost like she was scolding me, but that made so little sense. Maybe she was also just tired. She was wearing gym clothes, and I inhaled deeply through my nose as if I could, like a dog, detect where she had been and who she had seen. I was rewarded only by the scent of her body, some sweat, and the overpowering perfume of her deodorant.  
"I was at that meeting," I said, defensively. I rubbed my eyes. "It went on for a while."
"A long while," she said, wryly. "I got back at two and left again at like six." She raised her eyebrows. She sniffed. "You smell like... something."
"Strip club," I said, rubbing my head. 
She raised her eyebrows.
"Claire, it's a business thing." I smiled, because for once what I was about to say was totally true: "I was distracted the whole time thinking about you."
"Oh, okay," she said sarcastically, shaking her head. Claire didn't really mind this - or at least, she hadn't seemed to, historically. I peered at her, squinting slightly to indicate that I didn't understand what she was getting at.
"Claire, where have you been? Are you just getting home?" 
Her eyes went wide, and her annoyance deepened. "Have you not been checking your...?" She shook her head and put her fingers to her lips. "I guess not." 
I sat up and put my hands on the backs of her thighs, pulling her toward me, directing her crotch at my face. She let me do this, and the scent of her arousal grew stronger, seeping through her clothing. "Are you coming from meeting Tyler?" 
"Well, you would know," she said, with a grin. "If you have been paying any attention."
I opened my mouth and gently bit her mound, getting a big wad of her soft pussy flesh between my lips when I closed my mouth. "But I couldn't, so I don't know," I said, breathing a little extra through the material of her yoga pants. "So you have to tell me. I know you were texting. So tell me."
My lower lip hit liquid when I pressed it to her shorts: there was a distinct scent of sweat, of her pussy when she worked out - but the liquid was far too much for it to just be that. It was hot and it sank through the material enough that I could feel the moisture on my lip. I inhaled again, just as Claire's hands went to my head, her fingers in my hair. 
I didn't think she'd fucked him, not based on this. But she had definitely done something. My cock was swelling, pressing painfully against the business pants I was still wearing because I hadn't bothered to - or even thought of - changing out of them when I got home. 
My hands went to her pants and pulled them down. They peeled away from her hips to reveal that the tight gym shorts, black, that came to just her upper thigh, were all she was wearing. 
No underwear. 
I stared at her pussy - her landing strip of downy hair, the bare outer lips, the delightful and petite shape of it. It was wet, engorged, but told no clear story about whether or not Tyler Dawson had put his cock inside it. I remembered the size of him with a shudder, though, and a faint wave of disappointment traveled through me: surely it would be clear that he had fucked my wife? 
"Claire," I breathed into her mound again, putting it closer to her actual flesh. I didn't smell semen, just her pussy - but it seemed as if something was off, something was different. "What did you do?" 
Against my thigh, where it had fallen between my thigh and the chair, my phone buzzed with a message. I didn't take my eyes off Claire, who was looking down at me with a strange expression, as I pulled my phone out to glance at it - but when I saw that it was alerting me to a Discord message from Tyler, one that began: "I can't stop thinking abou..." I leaned back into the chair and held the phone up. 
Claire remained as she was, with the confounding expression on her face. 
"It's a message from Tyler," I told her. 
This information flickered for a moment in her features, registering a kind of reflexive, bright fear. Almost as if she'd forgotten that I knew everything about her text messages to Tyler, forgotten that we'd made a deal. Forgotten that she wasn't getting caught - just catching me up on what was happening. The shock fluttered away quickly, and her lips parted, her eyes gleaming. She was still unreadable. "What does it say?" 
I opened Discord and read it to her. 
"I can't stop thinking about you. I hope you got home safe. I can still smell you." I looked up at her. "Hmm."
My cock was rock-hard now, almost as if a switch had been flipped that had turned me twenty years old again. I felt a surge of raw excitement and a desire to roughly shove her onto the couch and fuck her from behind, but I resisted it because I wanted some clarification, some teasing, a better idea of:
"Why can Tyler still smell you, Claire?" She was still standing there with her shorts mid-thigh, inside out where they had been pulled down. My eyes went from hers to her pussy. "Why is your pussy so wet?" I couldn't resist bringing my free hand to her hip and sliding my thumb into her lips, feeling the rigid bump of her swollen clit and the slick wet of her arousal. "Did you fuck him?" 
She giggled, nervously. Her body reacted to my touch, and when I glanced up, I saw that her eyes were closed and she was shaking her head in that way she had when she was avoidant, uncomfortable telling me something - which rarely happened, and in this case, infuriated me a little. 
I pressed my thumb to her clit and stroked it, enjoying the shuddered that traveled through her with each touch. I held the phone out with my left hand and turned my head to re-read the sentence. "Why can Tyler still smell you?? Hmm?" 
I looked up at her. Her mouth was open, and her legs jiggled - this seemed to be in response to my touching her. Like her clit was very tender. My mind began to race, calculating the time, the fact that she had been texting much earlier in the afternoon with him, the distance to the gym on Baker Street and also our own gym, and thinking of all the ways none of it added up to her arriving at home at ten. 
I plunged two fingers inside her, feeling around: did she feel loose? Not really? There was no squelch of cum, no scent of semen. But she was tender, she seemed very much like something had happened to her pussy that made it too raw for me to touch it without her squirming. 
"Claire?" 
She was still staring, not really at me but a little into space, with her mouth open and her hands in my hair. I curled my fingers toward the root of her clit, catching on the spongey g-spot and making her squeak, twisting her hips. She tried to pull back but I used my fingers to hold her in place, pulling her toward me. I turned the screen of my phone off with my left hand and set it down before rising up, my right hand still in her pussy. She followed me and my gaze, tipping her head back when I reached standing, looking at me. Mouth slightly open, eyes a little glazed. I pulled forward on my fingers and she mewled. 
"What did you do?" I whispered. "You have to tell me." 
I was looking at her mouth now, noticing that her lips seemed reddened at the edges, puffy, almost as if someone had rubbed them. I brought my left hand to her lips and pulled her lip, then her chin, downward to open her mouth. The scent of cinnamon gum - Claire's favorite, which she kept in her car - reached my nostrils. There was no gum in her mouth. "What did you do?" 
Another mewl. I was thinking about her mouth, about whether or not she was covering up the smell of cock or cum in her throat, examining her lips with even more scrutiny. "Did you suck his cock?" 
She smiled and shook her head. 
"Did you fuck him?" 
"No!" she protested, giggling. But her face went instantly serious as I fingered her some more.
"So what, then?" I growled. "Why are you so wet? Why can he smell you?" 
"Because... he..." she began, and interrupted herself as I pushed my thumb hard against her clit and started to make slow circular motions. She squirmed more in my hands, exciting me further, so I clamped her flesh between my fingers and thumb to stop her from squirming away. "He... um... I met him, I met him... in..."
"Where?" I said, becoming impatient. I drove my fingers into her deeper. 
"At a... just in... the gym, in the... lockers..."
I had a lot of questions about the logistics of that, but they could all wait. "And then what? What did you do?"
"We had to be -"
"What did you do, Claire?" Though by then, it was abundantly clear to me, really. The same thing I was doing to her now. Tyler with his huge cock had stuffed his fingers into my wife's pussy. "Did he finger-fuck you?" 
She nodded and howled, because I was fucking her now, too. Juices were pouring out of her. She mewled and gasped, her hand on my forearm. "It's... I'm, that's too... much..."
"Oh, no," I said. "Did he make you come, then, Claire?" 
She nodded. 
"How many times?" 
"It was just... god, it was only once, it was in the locker room... he was... he was..."
I slowed my fingers, because I could feel her pussy starting to spasm and get greedy for release around my own. I wanted some leverage over her, to her hear whine and tell me the details I wanted before I let her come. "Was he on duty still, Claire?" 
Another nod. 
"So he fingered you, in the locker room? Just like this?" 
"Not just...oh!...Not just, like this...James...." She looked at me. "Please," she panted, squeezing my forearm. 
"Is this what you were wearing?" 
She nodded.
"Show me how he did it, show me. Were you up against a wall?" 
I was already pushing her backward, because I already knew the answer to that question. She had a hard time walking because of her shorts- she had to take very shorts steps and move quickly to keep up with me, she almost fell over and I had to steady her, mostly by my grip on her pussy. She used one hand to claw awkwardly at her shorts - at first I thought to get them off, but then I realized she was pulling them up. 
Once she was against the wall she stopped trying and stared at me, looking slightly shocked. 
"Were you wearing these?"
"Yes. But they were..." she trying tugging at hem to pull them up. 
"Never mind. Against a wall?"
"Against lockers."
"Very dangerous Claire," I growled, and I clawed inside of her until she winced pleasurably. 
"I know. It happened... so fast..."
"Where were your hands? Show me." 
She gripped the forearm of my right arm tighter and dug her nails in. Then she hesitated. 
"Where was your other hand?" 
Shaking, she slipped it between us, sliding it down the length of my thigh, searching for my cock. When she found the tip of it she pulled her fingers together on the crown, then expanded them, then pulled them together, like she was pulling at cotton candy. 
"Not inside?" 
She laughed, genuinely. "He was wearing his uniform."
"And he was fucking you, how?" 
"Like this," she purred. 
"Just like this, Claire?"
She shook her head. "No, different...he..." she hesitated. Her eyes lowered. She seemed to flush at the cheeks, but who could tell if that was because of what I wanted to her confess to or what I was doing with her pussy. 
"He...?" 
Her eyes lifted to meet mine. "...used more fingers," she said quietly, her voice choking up a little with what seemed like shame. I wanted to probe that a little, sensing that something hot and tender was underneath it.
"Mmm-hmm. Like three?" 
I slipped another finger inside her. She gasped but did not move her head in assent or denial. 
"Was he kissing you?" 
Her head jiggled left and right.
"Talking to you?" 
Nothing, just her panting breath and squirming against my hand. Her fingers dug further into my forearm. Her right hand seemed to have forgotten entirely about my cock, but remained poised at the tip of it, fingers pressed around the crown in a halo of fingertips.
"About...?"
"Mmm," she mewled, complaining, shaking her head a little and closing her eyes. She bit her lower lip. 
"Claire." 
She opened her eyes. "About... my... pussy."
"Mm-hmm. I thought so. And what did he say?" I curled my fingers against her clit and pressed my thumb inward, making her mewl. I wasn't doing this rhythmically because I wanted her on the hook, craving release. Juices were pouring from her cunt. 
"James..."
"Tell me Claire."
"He said... it was hot... it felt good... it was too tight... that... that... I would need to... James, oh... I don't want to -"
"You tell me everything, Claire, That's the deal and that's what you get for being a little slut. What did he say?" 
She seemed, ironically, to like this, because her mouth turned up a little, even if her eyes went wide in shock. A spasm of her flesh delivered a gush of hot, wet juices on  my fingers. "That I... would need to get... used to it..."
"His cock?"
"Being stretched out."
"And then? Did he make you come?" 
She modded and mewled, and started to move her hips against my hand. Her fingers were digging into my flesh. 
"Show me what that looked like Claire. When you let another man finger-fuck you like a little slut until you came in a locker room. Do exactly what you did for him." 
Her eyes opened and she looked at me. I started to fuck her with my hand, my three fingers, the way I figured Tyler would, and her fingers went in deeper and her mouth fell open. A burning jealousy began to rage inside me, that some other man had gotten to feel Claire's pussy, even with his hand, and see the glorious face she made when she came, and watch her eyes fade away to a distance afterward, with his fingers still in her flesh. 
"Cover my mouth," she said, when she started to pant and I could feel she was close. 
I did, and I continued to fuck her, and she began to shriek very softly, with a high-pitched wail, into my hand as her orgasm built up and then broke open, making her whole body shudder and juices pour from her pussy. Her eyes squeezed shut and she was rigid for a moment, before her pussy began to quiver and her legs shook uncontrollably. Her nostrils flared with her labored breathing. Sweat had risen to the surface of all her skin, and goosebumps followed. 
I moved my hand from her mouth, and she gulped at the air. Her eyes were still closed. 
"Is that everything?" I asked her. "Did you jerk him off?" 
She shook her head, but with little effort. She was panting and shaking. Her hand on my forearm pushed gently down, pulling my fingers from inside her. And then she guided my hand to her mouth. I resisted at first, before I realized that is what she had done. 
I stared as she opened her mouth and placed three fingers inside, swirling her tongue around them before closing her lips at the middle knuckles. Then she pushed down on my hand, dragging the fingers from her lips to her breast, where she left my palm against her. 
Her lips were rubbery and reddened, and the scent of her pussy filled the room. 
"And then what?"
"He had to go." 
I grinned to myself, but of course Claire saw it as well. My hand went to her hair and pulled on it, turning her up to look at me, panting and wet and used, her pussy tender. "Too bad for him." I smiled. "But I don't." 






  
  Chapter five

Ifucked Claire, in the bedroom, but it really didn't last too long because of the context, the thoughts about her crossing one more line, the way she squirmed around my cock. The knowledge that her pussy was so tender because another man had shoved his fingers inside her - and would do much more, soon - didn't help me keep my load inside, either. 
So it was only like fifteen minutes later that I found out there was a tiny bit more to the story. That Tyler had ripped her panties away, and taken them with him. I found this out after sex, when Claire sat up and said she should probably get her phone and write back to Tyler. 
"Just use mine," I said. We had a brief discussion about whether or not this could be done, and I pulled up ChatGPT to confirm it for her, and then she relented but looked a little uncomfortable. 
"What?" I asked her, handing her my phone. "You're just typing from a different device, is all." 
"I know that," she said, taking the phone. She was on her stomach, naked, and looked very soft, feminine, and pleasantly-fucked in the soft light of the single lamp we'd turned on. She stared at the Discord screen but didn't type. "I'm just not sure I like that, you know... you could type anything in here, too then."
This had never occurred to me, so I told her so. 
She gave me more side eye and seemed partially unhappy with that remark. 
"What?" I asked her, kissing her on the shoulder. 
"I just... I don't think he would go for that, like, or want to know that you know." She looked at me, her eyes almost pleading. 
There was a rich mine of things to explore here, but at the moment I didn't want to open that can of worms.
"I won't do that," I added. 
But of course, because I am a man and a bit of a twisted pervert, a full half of my brain began to fantasize about all the deviously fun things I could do, if I ever did something like that. My cock began to twitch back to life. I tried to steer myself back to the immediate situation at hand: my wife's current conversation with Tyler. 
I rested my head on my left hand, propped up by my elbow, and stroked Claire's ultra-soft, pale skin as she stared at the phone. "Okay. What do I say to him?" she mused, almost like I wasn't in the room.
I looked at the messages.   

Tyler Dawson: I can't stop thinking about you. 
Tyler Dawson: I hope you got home safe. 
Tyler Dawson: I can still smell you

I leaned toward Claire to gently bite her shoulder. I was getting turned on again, even though we'd just fucked. I wondered what a guy like Tyler would want to hear from a married woman he'd just fingered. I knew what I wanted her to say to Tyler - something about getting fucked by her husband while her pussy was sore. But Claire wasn't the type to say something like that, and Tyler's desires were not the same as my own. 
Still... 
"Tell him you got home safely," I suggested peevishly. "And then your husband fucked you and your pussy was very sore." 
Claire's mouth fell open in genuine shock. She scoffed, then realized I was "joking" (I wasn't, really), and laughed. "I'm not sending that."
"Well, maybe not exactly that," I said. "Not those words..."
"I don't think he wants to hear that," she said. "He doesn't know you know." 
I shrugged. "Maybe it will make him jealous and competitive," I told her. My cock was certainly throwing its hat into the ring at this point. 
Claire rolled her eyes and started to type. She typed her first sentence and then asked, again aloud as if I wasn't there: "I'm thinking about you too?" Then she typed it.

Claire: Home safe
Claire: Thinking about you too

I put a hand out to her. "Claire, that's sorta lame," I said. 
"What?" she said. "I thought guys didn't care about 'tone,'" she smirked. 
"I can't stop thinking about you," I said. "Write that." 
She grinned and bit her lip, rolled her eyes, but deleted the message and retyped it,, with my version. Then she sent it and rolled onto her back, leaving the phone on the mattress between us. "You're secretly a romantic," she teased me. 
Her eyes drifted to my cock, and then back up to my eyes. She seemed impressed, and open to another round, which added to my desire. The phone rumbled between us with an alert. 

Tyler Dawson: Claire  
Tyler Dawson: where are you rn

Claire looked at me, eyebrows raised.
"Tell him at home," I said. Then I leaned over as she rolled back to her stomach. "Tell him you're in bed, getting fucked by your husband." 
Claire laughed. "Stop it." She typed, smiling. 

Claire: home
Tyler Dawson: I need to see you 
Tyler Dawson: is he home

Claire shifted her eyes toward me. 
"Is this guy trying to come over here and fuck you?" I asked her. 
She made a face. "I would never.... so what do I say?" 
But as she answered me, I got to thinking: having Tyler come to our house could actually be really useful. I could hide somewhere, and see the whole sordid affair with my own two eyes. And then "arrive home" and send him scurrying away, so I could fuck my wife while his cum was still hot in her pussy. 
I wondered why Claire had said "I would never," but I decided to shelf this idea for another time - she seemed both "ready" for this, and still not quite fully ready for some of my filthier ideas. I needed to introduce them slowly, and not when she was on the spot like this. 
She was still looking at me, her eyebrows up in the air. "James?"
"Tell him the truth, see where it takes you," I said. I grinned. "But keep him on the line."

Claire: yes
Claire: but I'm alone
Claire: right now
Tyler Dawson: [string of crying faces]
Tyler Dawson: i want to see what i'm missing Claire
send me a pic 
i won't save it i promise
Claire: Tyler...
i don't know :/

Claire had taken her own initiative there, with no questioning glance at me. She was now staring at the screen, her attention very clearly divided between us, but more directed at Tyler's next words than at me, now. 
Jealousy burned freshly in my chest, fueling a renewed erection and enraging me a little. It surged in my veins and felt cool in my groin. I stared at her phone as his messages came in, then shifted to watch her face, searching for her true reaction. 
In her features I could only see the light of interest, arousal. I wasn't certain what I wanted, but what I was getting was driving me wild. 

Tyler Dawson: please Claire
Tyler Dawson: I need it

Claire chewed on her lower lip, staring at the screen. I was holding my breath without realizing it, waiting for her to turn to me and ask me what she should do. Then she started typing. 

Claire: I can't right now
Tyler Dawson: why?
Claire: I'd rather not tell you
Tyler Dawson: what? why?

Claire smiled and held the phone, still grinning, so that I could see what was happening. She didn't explain anything to me, or ask me what to do, or give me any indication of what she was planning. I was intrigued and infuriated by this, turned on, fascinated, surprised. I stared at her face as she mused about what to say next, and I couldn't even imagine what she was going to say. Or why. 
And when she did respond, it was very shocking:

Claire: you might not like it
Tyler Dawson: ????
Claire: it's just that...
Claire: I had sex with him when I came home

There was a long pause on Tyler's end. 
I was in unfamiliar territory with my wife, so I didn't have any previous experience to go by as I tried to guess what she was up to. Or how she would react to this wait. But if I were somehow in a situation where I could place a bet on what Claire would do in this situation, my money would not at all have gone to the way she was actually behaving. 
She glanced at me, as though she had typed something I'd asked her to write and we were in on it together. Then she rolled onto her back, holding the phone in front of her, tilting it to I could read it. 
"I thought you said he wouldn't want to -"
She reached over herself with her right hand to place it on my lips. "Shht," she said. 

Tyler Dawson: i still want it

Claire grinned, and returned to typing. I opened my mouth to say something, but she cut down with a vicious sideways glance. "I know what I'm doing," she whispered. I moved my hand between her legs, and she inhaled sharply when I touched her, but didn't pull away - in fact, she opened her legs to give me better access. 
My cock turned to rigid stone. My fingers sank into her swollen, soaked flesh and delighted in the tremors that my touch sent through her body, all while I looked at her face and tried to imagine what devious arousal was running through her head: who was she thinking about more, right now? She was baiting us both, and she knew it: whose arousal was foremost in her mind?

Claire: I can't take a shower rn
Tyler Dawson: i don't care 

"God, Claire," I said, as she pushed my hand away lightly and, in an almost practiced motion, moved her phone between her legs to capture a picture of her engorged pussy. She took several, as I stared in admiration at her talent for this - she had very naturally acquired this ability and was now practically expert at it. 
She showed me the four pics she'd taken. "Which one?" 
I pointed to the one that was sharpest, showed the most turgid, wet flesh and creamy semen-colored foam lapping at the edges of her pink flesh in clots. Claire couldn't possibly know how much I wanted to see that exact same sight, but after she fucked Tyler: to see her pussy red and swollen and dripping with his cum rather than mine. 
She selected and sent the photo I chose, which titillated me. By then, my balls were aching and I couldn't take it anymore. 

Tyler Dawson: ffffffffffuck Claire
Tyler Dawson: i'm jealous asf now
Tyler Dawson: i need to be inside you 
Tyler Dawson: I literally jerked off when I got home and now I gotta go again 

Claire smiled and deleted the picture. I was playing with her pussy again and she seemed to be getting warmed up, even though she was so tender. I shifted to move on top of her, and she let me, smiling... but the immediate problem with this plan became obvious when I heard the phone buzz in her hand, and couldn't see the screen. 
"Turn over," I said. 
Claire did, wordlessly. She propped herself up to read her screen, like she was reading a book, but she jutted her ass up at me and kept her legs open, an invitation to do exactly what I craved doing. 

Tyler Dawson: Claire no 
Tyler Dawson: please send it again
Tyler Dawson: let me see it so i can use it 
Tyler Dawson: i can't get off without it
Tyler Dawson: i'm in pain

His messages came in one after another, about five seconds apart, while Claire casually crossed her arms and watched them without comment. 
"You should send him one," I said, dipping the tip of my cock in her pussy and shuddering at the heated stickiness that encapsulated the tip of my cock. 
"Hmm," Claire said, absent-mindedly while the messages poured in and I started to push slowly inside her. Then she turned her head so that she could look back at me. "Maybe one with my fingers in my pussy?" 
My cock throbbed inside her as I froze, my dick only halfway into her canal. Who the fuck was this woman? I slowly - painfully - slid out of her and rested back on my knees. "That's... hot." I said, unable to articulate the boiling, devious mess of dirty thoughts that actually occurred to me. 
She moved the phone back toward me with her left hand, tilted her ass up, and slid her right hand beneath her stomach and between her legs. Her fingers slipped into the gooey mess of her cunt and pulled the lips open with her middle and pointer finger. Her index and pinky slipped into her hole to the second knuckle. 
"How's that?" 
I stared, unable to speak. "It's... god, Claire." I fumbled with the phone and got a close-up. I took several because I wasn't sure how they were turning out. 
Claire's fingers slipped a way. "Let me see," she said, and I handed the phone back to her. 
I stared as she started to send a message to Tyler. She paused to look back at me. "You're not going to stop what you were doing, are you?" 
So I slid my aching cock into my wife, pulling her back and onto her shins to sheathe myself in her pussy, while she delivered a picture of her fingers sunken into her pussy to Tyler. When the base of my cock reached her swollen lips and perineum, her arm went limp and to the side, and the phone slipped from her fingers. "Oh God, James," she whispered. She squirmed beneath me. "It's so tender..."
"Tell him you want to see his cock again," I said, slowly fucking her. I couldn't believe my dick was hard again, and now I wanted to fuck her full of cum again, soon. 
She mewled instead and bucked against me, making delicious sounds with her mouth and her pussy. 
I gripped her ass. "Do it, hold the phone up, I want to see it."
"James -"
"Do you want me to fuck you again? Do it." 
She held the phone up, pushing onto her elbows, driving her ass back and up further. It was a slutty, whoreish pose and it only drove me crazier. 
Tyler had responded:

Tyler Dawson: fuck
god you are so hot

Now, I assumed, he was jerking off to that photo. I gripped Claire's ass to remind her of what I wanted. 
She typed. 

Claire: now I'm turned on again
I want to see your cock

He delivered, very rapidly, a GIF of himself stroking his cock, precum spilling from the enormous, bulbous crown, thick meat turgid with desire for my wife's pussy. I felt Claire's pussy quiver and squeeze, and there was little doubt that it was the effect of seeing Tyler's cock like that, thinking about it inside her. 
I started to fuck her, while she tried to type. She wasn't able to, but she was able to hold the phone and stare at it as I rammed into her. I didn't have to ask, we didn't have to dirty talk: what was happening in her mind was clear for this moment. She was thinking of a cock that appeared to be twice the size of mine, wielded by a man half my age and in peak physical condition, who she knew she was going to fuck. I felt her muscles tensing for an orgasm before me, and I concentrated on myself because I knew Claire was going to be just fine. 
Another GIF, this time a burst of cum after a violent jerking of the even-more engorged dick of Tyler Dawson. 
This is all for you, the caption read. I'm going to fill you up next time I see you. 
I made a horrible, guttural sound as my own orgasm sneaked up on me and seized my body. Claire herself was already quivering with the remnants of her fast orgasm by that time, and so she shrieked into the pillow as I fucked my cum into her deep and hard. 






  
  Chapter six

From there, Claire had told Tyler she had to go. He begged her to give him a date and time that they would next meet. My beguiling wife, a natural hotwife apparently, told him she wasn't sure what her schedule was like, deleted her pictures, teased him with a few days that she immediately retracted, told him she would see, and then typed "brb." 
But she never did go back to the phone or the conversation that night.
In the morning, she was up and in the kitchen before I even woke up at about six. The shower had been used and the scent of her wet skin and soaps permeated the room. I sat up, groggily, and took note of my cock: it wasn't the morning wood of an eighteen year old, but it was on its way to being impressive. The evening before, and all of its sordid details, came rushing back into my head. 
I got up and walked around so I could piss, and by the time I got out to the kitchen, Claire was gone. She left a note by the coffee maker. "I have shift and class in person today. Last night was hot xoxo Claire." 
Naturally, the first thing I did was get out my phone and pull up Discord to see if they were exchanging any messages. Nothing new there - but the last message left in the chat was from four days ago. 
I scratched my head. Did Claire really have shift and class tonight? 
She didn't have any reason to lie, I told myself, as my mind started to fill with paranoid thoughts. I forced myself to think about the might before, and how she had done what I asked her to do - hoping this would dispel my bad thoughts. What I ended up thinking about, though, was ow scarily good she had been at teasing Tyler. 
Was she just a natural? Or was she this good at that because she'd had more practice than I realized? What if my wife had been a slut all through our marriage, and this was just her, doing her thing, but now with permission? Because it sure seemed odd that a woman her age, if she had been faithful her entire marriage, would jump into these performances with so much gusto and talent.
I resolved to put it out of my mind, because it was paranoid and a little delusional. I'd need to get my shit together if we were going to engage in this lifestyle choice. I went to take a shower, reciting these thoughts to myself aloud so I would really drive them home. 
During the day, I checked the app prolifically, not trusting that it would send me a notification when they started to chat. Lamentably, I also had all of Claire's students chatting at her on their server, and I received notifications for those messages as well. Claire answered at off times, telling everyone she was on a bus (first responder speak for being in an ambulance) so they'd have to be patient. Something was causing vexation in her assignments for the evening, and it really did seem like Claire had class. 
But no Tyler. 
Until about one pm:

Tyler Dawson: make class online tonight
Tyler Dawson: come to my place
Tyler Dawson: i want to fuck you

This went unanswered. Claire was obviously on a call or something, because she abandoned her other students as well. They continued to bombard the server with questions, and then they went quiet. I tried to get busy with as many projects as I could to take my mind off it. I made a lot of phone calls to shake the corporate and academic money trees, and then decided I needed to live my life. 
I headed out for errands, one of which was to hit the driving range so I didn't make an ass of myself when I went for golf with Mark and his buddies. The flow of texts from the students was non-stop - I couldn't keep up with what was happening, and I must have slacked on checking the conversation with Tyler. Because at about 5 pm, Claire was on the channel telling everyone that due to unforeseen circumstances and the assignment being so difficult for everyone, she would switch the in-person lecture to online and be there to help students with trouble they were having with a subsequent list of acronyms and jargon I did not understand. 
I was reading this in the car in the parking lot of the driving range I went to. I pulled up the conversation between Tyler and my wife, only to find that somehow I had missed an exchange between them almost an hour later, the only remnant of which was a response from Claire ("watch out") to a message that had been deleted, presumably from Tyler. 
I fumed, partly because Claire hadn't bothered to send me a message at all. 
I knew she had probably assumed I'd be watching the Discord messages like a hawk - after all, I was a loser with no current job, and I'd admitted my obsession to her. But still, it rankled. Especially if she was planning on doing Tyler's bidding, tonight. 
I tried not to let this get to my head: it wasn't as if Claire was trying to trick me. She knew what I had access to, and she was being open about everything. All I had to do was ask, after all. 
But something about it not being her priority bothered me. Something about her not asking me if it was okay... it felt similar to the moments she'd decided on her own texts to Tyler the night before. She oscillated between being uncertain and then taking charge without thinking about me, and it felt dangerously like control was slipping through my fingers. 
I texted her. 

So are you going to his place tonight?


Are you fucking him? I missed the exchange on Discord



I then monitored Discord like a hawk, and also my messenger. Nothing happened on either one for several hours, until, at seven pm, Claire wrote to the class: 

Claire: bad news kids I'm locked in at offloading at biz 
Claire: canceling class but i'll go online if i get out 

The class responded to this with more gibberish that I didn't understand (I didn't fully understand the original message, either). I stared at my phone, waiting for a private message from her, but got none. 
Maybe she really was "locked in offloading at biz," whatever that meant. 
She wasn't sending any private messages to Tyler, though. And that seemed unusual. And so began a new torment: waiting, staring at a screen, waiting some more, hoping for any sign of what my wife was up to. 
Strangely, strangely, hoping she was not working but fucking another man - and simultaneously angry with her for not keeping me more in the loop. I sent her a message:

I saw your discord message. Are you going to his place or not? 



But I got nothing, until 8pm. 


      ***Hey. I canceled class because I got stuck on a call



That was it? I wrote back, fuming:

That's it? What about your plans with Tyler?


These ARE my plans with Tyler.


Should I still go? 



Now I was in a pickle. I didn't actually know what the original plans with Tyler were. But because I had been piqued at her, I had immaturely tried to deliver a gotcha moment, and only ended up screwing myself. Because now I didn't know what I was agreeing to. 
I know. I knew. I am a grown man, and the thing to do in a situation like this is to just admit that you don't know what's going on, that you need reminded of it, or that you were a whiny baby getting paranoid in the parking lot of a driving range because he had been confused by the constant chatter of a Discord server. 
Everything that had transpired with my wife and Tyler, and also in my head as fantasies over the past twenty years, welled up in my head like floodwaters. The ideas all mixed and churned and congealed into a great big sludge of erotic confusion. My heart was racing.

Yes 



I typed my response and my finger hovered over it. This was agreeing to her fucking Tyler, surly it had to be. It's what I wanted, it's what I'd been working her toward. But it wasn't something I could take back - it was real. That huge cock would go inside my wife and stretch her out, he would fill her pussy up with cum, and maybe she would like it so much that she'd never come back to me. 
I closed my eyes. I started to push.
Then I opened them and stared at my reply, before typing:

Yes. You remember the rules?



A long wait. 

I'll tell you everything?


This was, in fact, all we had agreed to. But I didn't like it so much anymore. I wanted something else, some kind of guarantee. Now that it was right in front of me and I almost had it, it terrified me.
While I thought about how to express what I wanted in a way that wouldn't emasculate me (no falling for him, no falling in love, no leaving me, no liking his cock more than mine...), my wife wrote to Tyler on Discord. 

Claire: be there in ten

And Tyler wrote back:


Tyler Dawson: im ready to tear your clothes off

And then both messages disappeared, deleted. a slight sting, like that of a slap just over the line of playful, burned on my heart as I watched the messages disappear. They were so synced up, so coordinated in their deceptions. Even though I knew that my wife was being open about it to me, so it wasn't a true deception - it still stung that she was playing this game with another man.  
My wife did not prompt me to answer the last text she had sent, which also stung. I waited for her to return to the conversation with me, to explain her question mark, to fill her in on the rules I wanted to tell her. 
So I did not write her back: instead, I let her nonchalant abandonment of our conversation simmer inside me with all of the other angst I was feeling, and I prepared to wait for Claire to go to Tyler's house and get fucked by him.








  
  Chapter seven

It was a long wait, and it played out like a fever dream. I was sweating, anxious, horny, thrilled. So nervous at times that I thought I would puke. I had no idea when Claire would return, no idea what she would be like when she got home, and I had no idea whether or not I should empty the cum that continually surface at the tip of my cock or save it for when she returned. Should I jack off and be able to fuck her longer, or not? The angst was painful and delicious. 
I resolved, at about midnight, to tighten up the rules in the future: I needed more contact from Claire while she was there, doing whatever she was doing. Surely they were not fucking the entire four hours, surely she could go to the bathroom to sneak me a text. 
But thinking about the kinds of things Claire could send me - a picture, a naughty description - only made my pain worse, so I tried not to think about it too much. 
Which went like you'd expect. Compulsively checking the Discord servers (no evidence of anything here), my phone, looking through pictures of Claire, fantasizing, taking cold showers, at last giving in a jerking off because I just couldn't handle the pain. 
Hours ticked by. A few messages from other people came in, and I ignored them, unable to deal with them. I hoped I remembered to answer them later. My mind was singularly available for one thing and one line of thinking only: Claire getting fucked, Claire fucking another man. How to get Claire to do it where I could watch (I was circling in on the idea of luring Tyler to our house, gaming out all the reasons she could give to do that... getting harder and more intensely turned on with each thought).
At long last, I heard the rattle of the door, the jangle of her keys. I was lying on the bed, shorts on, dick erect. I sat up and looked at my phone: nothing. This would not do. She needed to contact me more. 
I waited. I heard the floors creaking, in the way that they did when someone was trying to be sneaky. They ceased near the hall bathroom. I heard the door open. 
"Claire?" I said loudly.
The steps came toward the bedroom. The door opened. 
"Oh," Claire said. She turned on the lights, and I squinted against the sudden brightness. She flipped them off. "I thought you were asleep, the lights were -"
"Turn them back on," I said. She had flashed before me so suddenly in the bright light, and all I had time to see was a flash of her, one that I could make very little sense of. Gray pants of some kind, they seemed baggy. Loose shirt. Hair in a ponytail. 
She laughed. "I'm not, uh... looking very sexy," she said. 
I leaned over to a bedside lamp and turned it on. Claire was standing in the doorway, and she blushed when my eyes turned toward her and looked her up and down. 
Hair: messily pulled back in a hasty ponytail. Face: makeup worn off, completely. Her skin seemed almost scrubbed clean, reddened inexplicably in places, her lips clearly bearing the results of friction in their puffy, reddened state. A slight shadow of mascara beneath her right eyelid. 
Clothing: white shirt, over-sized, obviously a man's. Gray sweats, over-sized, obviously a man's. No bra, her nipples erect against the fabric. 
I moved to the edge of the bed, staring at her. I motioned with my hands for her to move closer to me, and she looked surprised, but she did. "I didn't get to -"
"Take your clothes off. What happened to your clothes?" 
"I didn't shower yet -"
"Good. Take them off. Did he actually rip your clothes off?" 
She didn't need to tell me she hadn't showered: when she slid the sweats down, it was obvious. It was obvious in the tacky textures attached to her skin, the scent of sweat, the smell of semen, the still-wet drippings down her thighs, smeared by the sweats into a greasy balm that coated the interior of her legs. Her pussy was the predominant flavor, but there was no mistaking the bleachy stench of semen, and there was a lot of that.
Her pussy, all around it - the lips, the pale skin between them and her thighs, her thighs - was all red, glistening and red. Misshapen and swollen, almost to the point that I might not have recognized it. The shirt came off and drier patches of fluids revealed their presence in scents, but also as barely visible, tacky stains and splatters that had pulled the skin taut as they dried up. On her breasts, on the inside of one bicep, along her collarbone. 
I had my hands on her knees, my fingers behind them, stroking her. She had nodded, long ago, to my question, and was now standing in front of me, her arms moving together to cradle each other over her breasts. Her nipples were also showing signs of use: they were swollen and looked raw, reddened out to the edges of each areola.
I pulled her toward me and she resisted at first, but then staggered toward me until she was over my legs and I had her pussy right in front of my face. She moved her hands to cover herself, to cover up the damp landing strip with a single glob of creamy cum nestled in her fine hair, to cover the stuck-together clumps that had been licked or glued together by somebody's juices. 
I shoved her hand impatiently out of the way. 
"I didn't shower," she complained.
"Good, that's what I want," I said. "Put your hands somewhere else, don't cover up." 
She obeyed, and when I glanced at her she was smiling - even if she seemed a little perplexed. I moved my hands to her hips and used my thumbs to pull her pussy lips apart, which made her whole body shudder and her hands return to clasp in front of her pussy. They then went to my head and seemed determined to push me away. 
"Claire," I groaned, looking up at her.
"I don't understand," she giggled nervously. "Why do you want to -"
"I just do," I told her. "It's what I want. I want to see how used you are."
As soon as I said this, though, I had an inkling that it had been a mistake, not the kind of thing Claire would want to hear. It was vulgar, it was too dark and revealing of the monstrous desire inside of me. But I was too close to that desire - it was literally inches in front of my face - for this flickering danger to deter me. It just blinked away in the corner of my mind, something to return to, something to hope Claire forgot. 
I focused on her pussy. Her parted lips revealed a clit that looked twice as big as it ordinarily did when we had just fucked. It was, in fact, absurdly swollen. So much so that it looked like a ruptured, exotic fruit, its shape distorted beyond recognition. The smell of sex - not masturbation, but the clear sharing of male and female fluids - was overpowering. Intoxicating. 
But Claire surprised me then. She paused with her hands in my hair, both of them, aimlessly playing with it. "I like being used like this," she said, after a few beats of silence. This sentence took a while to make its way through my head, because it was among those fantastical elements that I desired so much I had never even dared to dream Claire saying or doing. I couldn't understand for a moment what had been said. 
When it did hit me, it was a force of raging lust in my blood. My cock swelled in a way that it had never done before, like surge of blood had been piped into my entire system. This sudden hike in arousal brought on the queasiness of intense pain, and for a moment I feared I would vomit. "Did he use you a lot, Claire?" I asked, my voice trembling. 
I sensed that she was nodding, but I couldn't tear my eyes away from her cunt. "How many times," I whispered, my arousal gripped around my neck, strangling my voice. 
Her fingers raking through my scalp with a motherly tenderness. Maybe it was a way of apologizing or soothing. It sent a cascade of shivers down my spine, colliding with all the other turmoil in my blood, and another wave of nauseated arousal poured over me. "I don't even know," she whispered. 
Without thinking, I extended my tongue to her mangled clitoris. It leaped from my lips like the tongue of a lizard, without any conscious control on my part. The reaction of her body was immediate and total: she went rigid and shook as if I had just electrocuted her, and her hips snapped against my hands to pull her pussy away from my mouth. 
I wasn't ready for the force of it, so she slipped away from me. The taste of her juices - sweet, tangy, that overripe over-sugared scent of her pussy - and the violently bitter salt of semen, coated just the tip of my tongue where I had touched her and sent an equally strong force through me.
She was sort of folding in on herself, guarding her pussy with her hands again, shivering. "James, it's so tender," she hissed, sucking air through her teeth. "I can't, I need to -"
I looked up at her as she was talking. I had glanced down her legs, following the streaks of cum, and taken in the redness of her knees. Then I had looked back up, sharply, while she spoke, and now my eyes were on hers. "I don't care," I told her. "These were the rules."
She stood, trembling from my touch, with her hands over her pussy, for a few seconds. Fear flamed and then died in her eyes, almost like she could see that it didn't matter what she told me or said to me, I was going to have my way with her. The corners of her disbelieving mouth turned up a little, though. 
Her hands started to fall away from her cunt. I helped them along once they were moving, seizing her wrists and placing them my her hips, holding them in place. 
She was still shaking. 
"How many times did you come?" I asked her, focusing on her pussy, my breath close to her lips. Her body was tensing up again as I neared her pussy with my mouth.
"James, please, it's so -"
"Answer my question," I said, flicking my tongue at her clit. Even without holding her lips open, the swollen nub protruded enough that I could flick at a peak of its swollen form that had erupted from between them. Another shudder ripped through her. 
"I came...mmm, uh... I did... I don't... know... a lot." 
"And him? How many times? You're covered in cum, I can smell it." 
She made a noise. Squirmed. "James, I don't know." But she was watching my face, and she must have seen something in my expression that changed her mind. Her squirming became less forceful. "He came on my face and my chest," she said. Her eyes lowered, like she couldn't meet my eyes to say the next part, even though she was smiling. "He was trying to get his cock back inside me, after, uh..." She looked at me and then away again.
"After?" 
A smile. Then a mewl as I flicked my tongue at her pussy. "After I... oh god... I... sucked it."
I stared at Claire's lips and my mind recalled the image of Tyler's cock - its fat, elongated crown and the foamy precum rolling down it. "How far did he get?" I asked her.  
"How... far, what?" Claire whimpered and tried to get away from my tongue, because I had slipped it into her folds after asking my question. 
"How far did he get down your throat, Claire? With his cock?" 
"Just the.. oh, James...oh God, just... not very, just the... it was so big..."
"He must have liked what you did, though," I countered, grinning up at her. "If he couldn't make it to your pussy. Did he mean to come on your face?"
She shook her head, fervently, but this also seemed to be a protest to the attention I was giving to her pussy. 
"Was this before or after he came in your pussy?" 
Claire's breaths were quick and shallow. She began to squeak a little at the end of each one. She didn't answer immediately, so I sucked on her clit and made her howl. Then I released her and looked up at her.
"Both," she said, in a shaky whisper. "Before and after."
"So three times?" I growled. "For him?" 
I sensed that she was nodding. She had started trembling, I could feel it in my hands, running down the length of her body. 
"I'm going to clean up your pussy now," I told her. 
She emitted a sound that was mostly a whine, not of protest but of inevitability. I gave her wrists two good pumps against her hips, to emphasize that I wanted her to keep them there, and she left them there when I moved my hands. I pulled open the tumid flesh that protected her clit and surveyed the battering she had taken: her very compact pussy was now a bloated, misshapen mess. Clotted, creamy, and transparent splotches of fluid oozed from it or had been nestled into her folds. 
"And you like it? You like being fucked so much?"
"Mmm-hmm.. oh, God, James...mmm..." 
She was shaking, trying to hold still, but I could feel the strain within her. She wanted to pull away, she was basically flinching every time my lips came close to her flesh. I wanted her on the bed, where I could look at her face while I made her shudder more. So I moved quickly and turned her as I rose, suddenly. Then I pushed her back onto the bed, making her knees fold, and I used my own knees to nudge her legs apart. 
She resisted. Her hands got busy again, trying to interfere. "Put them on your thighs," I said. "And pull your legs open, I want to look at you." 
She did, and it seemed like she actually had to hold her legs open because they so much wanted to snap protectively closed. Her cunt yawned open as I sank to my knees to get my face in it. 
"James," she whispered. 
"Hold your slut legs open for me," I said. "I'm going to lick your pussy clean."
"It's too tender," she pleaded, her voice fading to a barely audible whisper. She knew she would get nowhere, that she'd have to endure it. I could see that she was also delighted with this idea. She was grinning. 
"This is the price of your slutty behavior, baby. And now you have to pay it." 
A ripple traveled through her body, so I knew that I was on the right track. I liked making her hold herself open for me, but my hands had nothing to do, so I spent a little time probing her with my fingers, slipping the tips into the wet and tender mess. She tipped her head back and arched her back, inhaling sharply, whenever I touched some hypersensitive place. I made a mental note of those landmarks, and that was where I went with my tongue when I dived in. 
Her pussy was like silk, sweet and briny beneath my tongue. Every touch caused her to emit a noise or writhe in her own hands, or dig her fingers into her flesh and try to scoot away. 
Eventually her legs began to tremble uncontrollably and close in on my head, so I seized her thighs and zeroed in on her clit. I teased her with the tip of my tongue, then started in on a steady, rhythmic pace. It caused her to squeal and squirm, which made it hard for me to contain myself: if she didn't come soon, it seemed entirely possible that my cock would burst without so much as an errant breeze. 
But I wanted to make her come again, because now I had the idea that it would be fun to fuck her after she did, while her pussy was still quivering. I knew it would be torture for her, because she was already so sore. So even though her stomach was rippling bizarrely as she panicked, and she was writhing in my hands, I kept going. I knew she was going to climax before she actually did, because I felt the electrical sizzle that shook her as she tipped over the edge. Her mouth opened and she ceased breathing, and her back arched as though she'd been electrocuted. Hot pussy juices flooded my chin, my jaw, my lower lip. 
I looked up at her and could only see the spasms in her abdomen, feel them in her thighs. She had completely lost control of herself and was almost grotesquely contorted. I dove in to suck her clit in between my lips and nurse at it, like a nipple, pulling her juices into my mouth with the motion. This was too much for her and she started to shriek and thrash, but I didn't stop until she started to sob and beg me. 
Or at least that's what I assumed she was doing: the sounds leaving her mouth were incomprehensible. 
I did this until it seemed almost cruel, because she gulping at the air and crying so much. Also, I could no longer wait. I ceased sucking on her clit, drew back, and looked at her. She was covered in sweat, panting like an animal, and moaning wildly. I still held her legs open, against the force she was exerting to close them. 
She wound down, her eyes growing distant, her breath slowing, while I stared at her. I didn't think that I had ever seen my wife this fucked-out. Or even imagined that she could be. 
"I want to fuck you, now, Claire," I said, getting up. 
Her body was limp. "Baby," she mewled, turning her legs to the side, like a windshield wiper. She slipped her hands between her legs protectively and rolled her head side-to-side. "I don't knoooowww... my pussy is so sore, I can't... I don't think... I can't take it." 
She rolled to the side, still complaining, but in a muted way that made me think she would give in, that she wanted to. I climbed onto the bed to the side of her, along her back, and scooped her under the knees and beneath her shoulders, pulling her up the bed in the direction of the headboard. She didn't resist. 
She didn't resist when I pulled her legs open again and rolled her onto her back. Her head lolled side-to-side, but that was the only true protest she made. I lowered myself slowly down to her, sinking my cock into her pussy very slowly. As slowly as I could. 
She was so wet, so full of cum, that even though the contours of her cunt were the same and miraculously, seemingly, still taut - it seemed like a bottomless, frictionless well of silk. She twisted and moaned when I started to fuck her, and closed her eyes. 
I fucked her slowly, but then passion overcame me, and I started to hammer into her to at last get the relief I had been craving. I use her jaw to turn her face back toward me. "Open your eyes," I demanded. "Look at me." 
Her eyes were watering when she opened them, and she seemed to be off in some other place, but she obeyed and held my gaze. I stared into her wet eyes and her slack, open mouth as the most violent orgasm I had ever had reached up from inside me and gripped my entire body. Cum poured into her cheating, used, tender cunt, and as I rammed in hard to deliver the spurts that wracked me almost painfully, her throat emitted sticky, guttural gasps of pained pleasure. 


      ***Claire stared up at the ceiling for a long time. When she blinked, her eyelids seemed heavy and drowsy, but she didn't fall asleep. 
I kissed her shoulder and propped myself up to look at her. She had pulled a twisted sheet up to cover herself, but had given up partway through the attempt so it was only covering a strip of her leg and part of her chest, still in the weak grip of one hand. Her legs were open - not as spread as when I fucked her, but almost as if she didn't have the energy to change position even a little. 
I stroked the side of her right arm with the back of my hand and she shivered, but didn't otherwise move. "Claire?" I asked her. Almost ten minutes had gone by since I'd climaxed, and I had needed them all to recover: but Claire still seemed to be in a trance. "Are you okay?"
She nodded - kind of - by moving her chin a little toward her chest and back up. I moved my hand to her arm, moving the sheet, trying to pull it up and over her and move her to embrace her, maybe spoon her. She was so inert that I would have had to physically move her limbs. 
"Claire?" 
"I'm okay," she whispered. "Just..."
"Just...?" I prompted. Claire was still staring at the ceiling. "Honey," I said, moving over her torso to look down at her face. I pushed her hair away from her face and studied her expression: it was one I had never seen before and didn't know how to interpret. "You seem... strange. Are you really okay?" I frowned. "Are you hurt?" 
"No," Claire said, in an odd voice. The focus returned to her eyes as she met mine. She brought her fingers to her lips and touched them, behaving as if she almost didn't know whose they were, and then moving her fingers over them lightly, almost like she wanted to caress herself. "I mean, I'm so sore... but it's... I like it. I just..." Her voice trailed off. 
She almost seemed sad. "Claire, seriously," I said. I stroked her hair, and she shivered again and lifted a shoulder toward the ear I had touched, smiling weakly. "Are you okay with everything? Because you seem... strange." I repeated this because I didn't really know how else to describe it. 
"I don't know," she said, in a strange voice. She was still touching her lips. 
I frowned. "Are you hurt? Did he hurt you?" His cock was so huge, this was a definite possibility, and one that I only had a clear enough mind to think about now, at this moment. 
But Claire smiled and shook her head. "No not that." 
"Are you feeling bad? About what you did? Because..." But I trailed off, because she was shaking her head. She was still playing with her lips, still looking somewhat vacantly above her. I was hovering there, but I got the feeling that she would have looked at the ceiling exactly the same way. 
"Claire, I'm so proud of you, honey. That was so hot... it was so hot, it was hotter than anything I've ever even fantasized. Okay? So... what about you?"
Her eyes snapped to mine, now very much looking at me. "It was so hot. I've never... felt anything like that before." 
"No? Good. Okay... so you had a good time?"
She nodded.
"A mind-blowing time?" 
Again, a nod, but her mind was elsewhere again. At least partially. "So what's..." I laughed nervously, pulling her hand away from her lips, which she was touching in a disturbing way. "What's wrong?" 
"I felt so good..." she murmured, and seemed to lose her train of thought for a moment. "And now... I don't know, I feel... down. I can't explain it." 
"You feel down? Like, depressed?" I stared at her, stroking her face, and she seemed to like this. "Do you feel bad about this?" 
"I don't," she said, in a curious voice. 
"Good," I said, confused. I leaned to kiss her lips. 
She reacted to this strangely as well - at first she was stunned, and then she lifted her head to crush her lips against mine and put her hands on my shoulders to pull me into her more closely and firmly. I heard a murmur that sounded like a whimper, and then she inhaled through her nostrils and dug her fingers into me, almost like something pained her. 
I looked at her after we kissed for a bit. Her eyes seemed wet with tears. 
"Claire, what is going on? Hmm?" I rolled to the side, still looking down at her. I moved my hand over chest and she reacted positively to this, meting under my touch, so I continued, tracing over her skin delicately. I made a circle around her right nipple, which was very tender-looking. She sucked air in when I started to touch it, but when I tried to move away, she grabbed my wrist to prevent me. 
"It's not sore?"
"It's so sore, it's too sore," she said. She pushed my hand by the wrist down to her stomach, then between her legs. She whimpered when my hand, under her control, grazed her pussy lips and my knuckle touched her clit. "But I want you to touch me."
I did, and she mewled, so I gave her a look of confusion. She held my hand to her body. "It's sore, but I need you to touch me," she whispered. Her eyes met mine after looking down the length of her body. "I don't know what's happening. I feel empty now." 
"Okay, okay," I whispered, a little freaked out. "Do you want me to...? What do you want me to do?" 
She emitted a strange noise and shifted her body and her hips. "I don't know," she said. "Just play with my pussy, just touch me. Gently." 
"I don't know if I can have sex again -"
"No not that... me either... just touch me." She sucked her breath in when I did, though, and I pulled my hand away. 
"You're too sensitive," I explained, when she pouted at me. "I don't want to hurt you..."
She moved my hand to her pussy again and guided my fingers into her folds. Her body jerked when I accidentally grazed her clit too hard. Then I settled into a slow rhythm and she relaxed under my hand. Her eyes went half-closed in pleasure, and she started to get that vacant, faraway look that had come over her while I was fucking her earlier. "Mmm," she purred. "Like that."
For the next half hour or so - I have no idea how long because this was a mind-altering interaction of a kind I had never had with Claire, so it dilated and distorted time with no apparent end goal or certain purpose - I played with Claire's pussy. I massaged it, I dipped into it, I smeared the endless dripping cum all over her labia, clit, vulva, perineum, and even her ass. I stared at her as I did this, occasionally venturing to her nipples, to her mouth, but always back to her pussy. Her legs fell open and she lay there spread out for me to touch, squirming and enjoying herself.
And somewhere along the way, I got drowsy, even though I was hard again, and so did Claire, and we must have both drifted off around the same time. I fell asleep with my fingers in her pussy and my lips at her shoulder, her left arm arched over her head and her fingers in my hair as she had done at some point in order to stroke my head. 






  
  Chapter eight

Claire had the next few days off her "shift," which was extremely unfortunate for me, because I had golf to play and ass to kiss to get myself back in the gainful employment category. This was just about the only thing I could think of that would tear me away from spending the whole day in bed listening to Claire tell me over and over again what Tyler had done to her. 
In the morning I'd helped her get a bath going with Epsom salts after spooning with her and taking her from behind, on her side, with my arms wrapped around her. This has always been a favorite position of hers, but in recent years it had become a little too difficult for me to manage staying erect for it, for whatever reason.
Not that morning. Maybe because Claire's pussy was so fat and swollen, because it was so wet and slimy still, because she mewled and moaned so dirtily, or because I could hear her breathy whispers from the night before in my mind, on repeat: it's sore, it's so sore... he came on my face and chest, trying to get back to my pussy... it was big, so big... I don't know how many times I came...
I knelt by the bath and used a washcloth to clean her off, which was another foray into things we had never done. Claire wasn't a bath person, and when she did take a bath it was for sore muscles that she didn't want me touching. Now she seemed to need me touching her. 
With all the cum washed away and a night of rest, I could survey the extent of what Tyler had done to her more clearly - though some of it, I thought proudly, was me also. 
Her pussy was still a swollen pink mess: her labia were bright and pink, puffy, and visibly tender-looking. I could only imagine the inside of her body, how tender and bruised like a fruit it must have been. Her clit was still engorged and protruding from this mass of pink, swollen flesh. Her nipples were fat and surrounded by pinkened, puffy areolae. Only her lips seemed to have returned to normal, though I realized I might never see them quite the same way again, because when I looked at them all I could think of was how they had been wrapped around the cock I had seen in the photographs from Tyler.
"I'm going to make your breakfast," I told her, after cleaning her off. "But then I have to go do some things..." I leaned over to kiss her. "I'm sorry. It's about work." 
"I know," she said. She closed her eyes and smiled. "I need to soak anyway. I'll probably just take a nap all day anyway," she said, with a grin. "I'm back on nights on Monday." 
"Anything else you need, while I'm here?" I asked her. My fingers wandered to her pussy, eagerly: she had very much needed me to attend to that, maybe for the first time every really needed it, and I was happy to serve. 
She smiled and rolled her head side to side, but didn't stop me from touching her pussy again. 
Then her eyes flew open. "Oh my god," she said. "My phone. Could you get my phone?"
"Uh... sure," I said, getting up. "Why?" 
She smiled again and closed her eyes. "Um, no reason," she said. Then she opened her eyes again and flicked some water at me. "I just don't want him worried about you catching me. He was very worried last night."
"Oh," I said sarcastically, leaving the bathroom. "That's thoughtful of him." I supposed it was, technically, thoughtful of him, but I also murmured that he was a little punk under my breath. 
"It's downstairs," she said. 
So I went to get it and came back, dropping it off on the side of the tub.  I was pleased that she didn't reach for it immediately. "Thanks," she said, settling back in with her eyes closed. 
"Uh... okay," I said, kissing her again. "I'll go make coffee. And breakfast. And creep on your Discord, then." I stroked her forehead and she smiled. "You are sure that everything's okay?" I asked her. 
She nodded and smiled, eyes still closed. 
"Because don't get me wrong," I told her. "That was hot. But you did seem a little strange. Afterward."
"I know," she agreed, eyes still closed. "It was almost like... depression." 
She did not seem very fazed by this. 
"Okay, well..."
"I'm fine now," she said. 
My eyes went to the untouched phone, a small victory flared in my heart, and then I went downstairs.
Straight to my phone, straight to Discord. 

Tyler Dawson: everything okay?
Tyler Dawson: I thought about you all night
Tyler Dawson: Claire please write back so I know everything is cool 

And still nothing from my wife. I made coffee, humming, and took it up to her. She was still relaxing in the tub, and almost seemed to be asleep. 
"Uh, I can't believe I'm saying this, but you better write back the poor guy. He seems worried."
Claire's eyes opened and she grinned. She picked up her phone. "Hmm. Okay. I just dozed off there... oh! Thank you!" She set the phone down and picked up the cup of coffee. 
I went back to make her the best breakfast ever. After some time, she wrote back. The delay, I had to admit, delighted me. It was a small emotional victory, a sign that Tyler was not as important to her as... well, at least sleeping. 

Claire: Hey. Yes, everything is fine
Claire: I was sleeping
Claire: I really needed it

Tyler almost immediately wrote back to her. I got so busy watching the conversation that I burnt the eggs.

Tyler Dawson: He didn't suspect anything?
Claire: No. he didn't even see me
Tyler Dawson: Good
Tyler Dawson: that's good lol, it may have been hard to explain
Tyler Dawson: our excuse was pretty weak tbh
I can't stop thinking about you
when can i see you again
Claire: he was asleep, just like I told you he would be, he didn't even know
me either
it may be hard to do
Tyler Dawson: claire i need it
now i can't stop thinking about your pussy
i need to be inside you again
what are you doing today?
Claire: today I'm taking it easy
Claire: I'm very sore
Tyler Dawson: come see me
i'll meet you anywhere
Claire: aren't you on shift?
  i'm on shift yes but i need to see you
Claire: do you remember what I told you, young man?

I raised my eyebrows, and my cock thickened to pubescent stiffness. I loved Claire talking to her boy toy like this, but I also loved the fantasy for myself. I momentarily envied Tyler Dawson, whose teacher was fucking him and calling him young man, possibly in a strict voice in the bedroom. 

Tyler Dawson: yes ma'am
Tyler Dawson: i'm sorry
Tyler Dawson: i need to see you though
Tyler Dawson: Claire
Claire: Tyler
Tyler Dawson: will you
send me
a picture of your pussy
Claire: hmm
Claire: it's very, very messy

"God, Claire," I breathed. 
Where on Earth had this woman learned to talk like this? To tease and sext and lure a man this age into her honey trap with such skill? Thinking about it stirred up dark, paranoid dust that had been lying dormant in my brain for many years: maybe this wasn't Claire's first rodeo. Why should it be? She was a smoke show and she was in a make-dominated field. She had unlimited excuses for being out of the house at odd hours. 
I tamped down my jealousy - it remained, but I brought it under control the best I could - to watch the conversation unfold. 

Tyler Dawson: i don't care
Tyler Dawson: i want to see it
Claire: it's so swollen
Claire: I'm taking a bath because I'm so sore
Tyler Dawson: CLLLLLLLLLAIIIIIIIIREEEEEE fuck
Tyler Dawson: please

The next picture was almost five minutes in coming, while Tyler typed "please" repeatedly. But it was worth it. It was an absolute masterpiece. Claire's fingers and pussy beneath the clear water, her fingers holding her labia open, her swollen petals bursting in their raw, red glory.
Tyler was typing a series of incomprehensible texts - fuck, claire holy shit - when she sent a second photo that was even more masterful than that one: Claire had risen from the bathtub on her knees, perched on the end of it, and somehow reached behind her ass to capture the roundness of her bare, glistening ass - water rolling off its shiny surface - and two fingers of her other hand stuffed into her pussy from where she had reached through her legs. Her ass hole, shiny with water, gleamed like a tight pink rose in the center of her flesh. 

Tyler Dawson: claire fuck
Tyler Dawson: you are so beautiful
Tyler Dawson: I need to be inside you again
Tyler Dawson: i need that pussy to be mine
Tyler Dawson: when can i see you
Claire: i have to go rn he's bringing me breakfast

For a moment, I felt the stab of pain that I expect Tyler felt, himself. That was before I remember that I was the "he" who was bringing her breakfast, and if I wanted, I could have myself in Claire's pussy again. Probably right now. 
I almost felt sorry for him. 
I took what hadn't burned (soft-boiled egg and a re-prepared piece of toast, just the way Claire liked) to go see her upstairs. The tub was draining and Claire was standing in it, patting herself dry with a towel. She smiled at me. "Did you like that?"
"Are you going to go see him today?" I asked her, setting down the tray by the bed. "I liked it, I like dit so much I burnt the toast twice."
She grinned. "No," she said, shaking her head. "I don't think I can. I'm too sore."
"Too sore for me?" I asked, because my cock was back to life and ready to go. 
She laughed. "For everyone." 
I abandoned my plan, but mostly because I really did have to get going. I let her lie down on the bed and I took a shower. She was sleeping when I came back out, on her side, still wrapped in the towel. 
I eased the towel out from under her and covered her, and she barely stirred. Then I headed out. 

      ***A few meetings, a few drinks, a few promises to get me in teaching some business classes at Mark's college, but also to help me squirm into the ever-expanding private school administration bloat, which seemed very lucrative if not a bit shady in some ways. I didn't care. The only thing I could think about was my wife, and her conversations with Tyler. 
I missed a few exchanges, I was certain, because I returned to find responses to deleted messages and a few stranded comments ("okay," "maybe 15?") and otherwise no idea what was happening.
Claire sent me a message at about 3pm.

Have you been reading the chat?


No not able to whats up?


I'm meeting him downtown. He's on duty rn. Then im going to the gym  


You really didn't read the chat?


No why?


Claire took a long time to respond, and when she did, it was cryptic:
No reason ;)


I may be home late



She followed this with a rotfl emoticon, which was a very unusual choice for her. I stared at its animated, psychotic form, and it felt sinister.

Claire are you meeting him after that? Are you meeting him there?


Maybe. I'll explain later


you will like it 



I fumed. A flare-up of insane jealousy burned inside me. 
Will you start taking screen shots of those convos for me Claire? Otherwise i miss them


She did not get back to me about that, which enraged me further. But, I had to admit: it also made me horny as fuck again.

      ***Claire got home around ten, just as several text messages had promised she would. She was wearing gym clothes and did not seem to have fucked anyone. She smiled as she came into the kitchen, where I was waiting, partly fuming, partly ready to throw her on the floor and fuck her. 
"How was your day?" she asked sweetly. She was grinning, though, with the knowledge that she was driving me crazy. I could tell by the way she set her bag on the counter and smirked that she knew exactly what she was doing. I slid a glass of wine toward her. "It was great," I said. "I probably have a line on some work." 
This would have been the biggest news either of us could have possibly received, under any other circumstances. Under any other circumstances, she would have been overjoyed, and I would have been interested in telling her all about it, and she would have been delighted to listen. We had, after all, been waiting for this day for what seemed like forever now. 
But instead, she told me congratulations and that she was so happy, while staring at me hungrily over the counter. 
"Did you see him again?" I asked her. My cock was hard already, and the intoxicating pain and nausea rolled over me in waves. 
She nodded, grinning, a secret inside her that was definitely sexual. And definitely mine to uncover. 
"Did you fuck him?"
She shook her head. "No." Another grin. 
"Did you do anything with him? Suck his cock? Show him your pussy? Let him finger you?"
She mock-scoffed. "That would be ludicrous. He was on duty."
"That wasn't a no, Claire." 
She smiled again and giggled. "You really didn't read the messages, did you?"
"I told you I didn't. Now tell me what you did." 
She moved around the counter toward me, sexily, her eyes on mine. She was brimming with some kind of excitement, something sexual and erotic just crawling under her skin. "He just gave me something," she told me, facing me and leaning against the island, as casually as if we were both there to talk about who should do the dishes. She picked up her wine glass and took a sip. 
"He gave you something."
"Mmm-hmm." She was grinning, watching me. "I think you will like it."
"Are you going to make me guess what it is?"
She nodded. 
"Can you wear it?"
Her eyes lit up. "I'm wearing it right now." 
I scanned her clothing: gym wear, very lovely, but all worn at least once before. I reached out and pulled on her zipper to reveal her sports bra - again, not new. No jewelry. Still smiling mischievously. 
"Panties?' I asked her, cocking an eyebrow.
She shook her head slowly. "You're in the right area," she said. 
"Some kind of... is it a perfume? An oil?" 
"Colder," she said. She reached behind her to fish her phone out of the pocket of her duffel bag. "Keep guessing," she prompted me, as she swiped at her screen, the wine glass curled toward her cheek on the other side of her body. 
"Uh..." I looked her up and down. "Claire, I don't know." I was getting nervous, sweating. Fear and arousal were being dumped into my blood in equal proportions: I didn't exactly hate Claire acting like this, but the feeling of control slipping out of my hands was coming back, and I didn't like that. 
She was typing.
"What are you doing?" I asked her. "Texting Tyler?" 
She nodded. I raised my eyebrows and waited for her to elaborate. When she didn't, I reached for my phone without taking my eyes off her - she met my gaze with an even stare back, her lips smiling sexily, her body radiating heat and confidence. I could smell her pussy and sweat, suddenly stronger than before. She looked flushed. 
I opened Discord to see what she had written. I read the words, and they blurred away momentarily as I tried to process what this meant. I could not, and they came into focus again. I looked back at Claire, who was smiling at me, like she had a bird in her mouth and she was a cute kitty who would never do such a thing. 

Claire: i'm home now
alone

"Is he... coming over here?" I asked her. My chest was tight. It was the only thing I could think of. A full half of my brain was off to think of how to hide, where to hide, why Claire had changed her mind. It was difficult to turn this off when she shook her head and continued to look at me with that grin. 
"So - ?"
Her phone and mine vibrated at the same time, and we each looked at our screens. 

Tyler Dawson: good. so now you wait ;)
Tyler Dawson: remember what you promised me

I was incredibly confused. I could not fit together the information: the "something" she could wear, the texts, Claire's mischievous excitement, the odd way she was staring at me like that. 
"Are you going to respond to him?" I asked. 
She shook her head. "I'm waiting now," she said. She set her wine glass down. "I'm going to go take a shower, I guess." 
"Claire, what the...?" 
She giggled. 
"Hey," I said. "You promised to tell me everything. What the hell did you promise Tyler?" 
"A video," she said. Then she leaned forward and kissed me. She traced her fingers on my lips and fluttered her eyelashes at me. "Any more guesses?" 
"About what, Claire?" I breathed. My cock was hard and I moved her hand to it. "I want to fuck you right now." 
"Mmm," she said, in a disappointing, disappointed tone. "I can't right now."
I stared at her, unable to speak.
"Because of the thing," she said, smiling. And then she turned and walked away, looking over her shoulder. "Are you coming?"
I blinked at her. I looked down at my cock, and when I looked back up at her, she was smiling and had paused by the doorway. "You aren't going to want to miss it. When it happens." She smiled and disappeared out the doorway.
"When what happens?"
No answer.
"When what happens, Claire?" I was following her, glancing down at the conversation on Discord to see if I had missed something, but no - it ended there, and Tyler and Claire knew what was going to happen, and didn't need to talk about it anymore.
"Claire?"
"Just come. So you don't miss it," she said cheerfully. 
So I followed. I may not have known what it was, or if I really was going to like it as she promised - but I wasn't going to "miss it."






  
  Also by


Look for Arnica's books on Amazon, Kobo, Barnes & Noble, Smashwords, and more. A complete catalog is (sort of) available on her Amazon author page, but you may have to search for some titles specifically by title as older titles have been dungeoned.




      ***I have been writing hotwife, cuckold, and cheating fiction for twelve years – my stories are hot, refreshing, and never written by a machine – guaranteed. 







Check out these titles by category to find your next great read:



Hotwife Cougar and Cub Stories and Series
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A group of young men form a crush on mature, married Natasha while on vacation in Ibiza














What Happens in Santa Lucia…






A Slight Stretch






Mutual Benefits












Sexy Action, Adventure, and Filth
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"Good" twin Laura tried on her "bad" twin Jenna's slutty lifestyle




Corrupting April









Liquid Kitty









A Gamble









Nikita Gets in Too Deep









A Taste for Teasing









Nila's Long Con









Try to Have Some Fun









Interracial Hotwife Stories & Series



Learning To Ride It



Learning To Love It



Lauren's Black Box



Twinning



Good Nikki/Bad Nikki
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A new black tenant turns out to be just what this wife was craving...




Megyn For The Win



Snowbunny



Nursing It



Not Black and White



A Dark Place (Cuckold-themed)



Laura's Dark Side 







Caribbean/Vacation Themed



Sexy Neighbor Natasha



Vacation Hotwives (10 novels for just $9.99)











Hotpast/Old Flames



Zoe's Flame



A Sordid Past



Something Lana Didn't Mention
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Jo's Secrets



Flirting







Good Girls Gone Bad



The Hotwife Tattoo



Good Nikki/Bad Nikki
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Gentleman's Agreement



Not So Shy Anymore



Robin's Fix



Ela's Performance
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