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  Chapter one
Chapter 1


He was a handsome guy. Handsome enough that Charlie noticed and he didn’t normally go around noticing how handsome men were. Well dressed, too. 
He stood about six foot four. Big, broad shoulders wearing a crisp white shirt, top button undone. Jeans, but nice jeans. Looked like he might have been a basketball or baseball player in college.
“Ben?” Charlie asked.
“I’m Ben,” he said, flashing a bright smile and extending a hand.
Charlie gripped it and shook. Good, strong grip on him. Confident. Charlie liked that. Liked the way he looked him right in the eye, too.
The familiar secret stirred inside him. That old want he indulged from time to time.
“I’m Charlie,” Charlie said. “It’s great to meet you. I’m actually gonna ask you to meet me out back if you don’t mind. Just follow the path around the house and I’ll see you at the back door.”
“Oh, of course!” Ben replied.
Charlie watched him trot down the stairs and jog around the corner of the house. He closed the front door and walked through the small living room, then poked his head into the spare bedroom Eve had turned into her home office. “He’s here.”
“Hmm?” Eve hummed, tapping furiously on her keyboard.
“The guy’s here. To look at the place. You want me to handle it?”
She seemed to hear him this time. “Oh! Okay! Just let me finish up this email and I’ll be right there.”
He nodded and rapped his knuckles against the door frame, then continued on through the kitchen and down the steps of the addition they’d put on to split the house into two apartments. He opened the back door to find Ben smiling at him.
“Come on in. This would be sort of the shared entryway. We don’t really use the front door. No need to take your shoes off.” He led Ben down the steps to the landing of the half-basement. “There’s laundry here,” he said, pointing to the washer/dryer stack. “You’d be welcome to use that. We also offer wifi, too. Unless you’d prefer to have your own. We had the house wired for two connections.”
He opened the door to the basement apartment and led them inside. “So, the only thing is the ceiling’s a little low. Your head’s almost touching.”
“That’s not a huge problem for me,” Ben said.
“This here’s the bedroom. Enough room for a desk. Bathroom’s just here,” he said, opening the door and showing him the newly installed toilet and shower. “You’d be the first occupant. We just had the place finished up about two weeks ago.”
“Looks amazing so far,” Ben said.
Charlie led him through the narrow hallway to the small kitchen. “Pretty standard. Stovetop and oven. No dishwasher, unfortunately. Not enough room. You could have this table or bring your own if you have one.”
Ben gave the kitchen a once over.
“Then there’s a living area here,” Charlie said, leaning into the cozy living room.
“Fireplace?” Ben asked.
Charlie grinned. “It’s my only regret about the reno. I freaking loved that fireplace.”
“Don’t see why you couldn’t come down and enjoy it!” Ben replied, smiling at him.
Charlie smiled back. He had a good feeling about this guy. “So, uh, you mind if I ask you what you do for work?” he asked.
“Don’t mind at all,” Ben replied. “I’m starting a job as an engineer with a drone manufacturing company. It’s actually just a few blocks down thataway,” he said, pointing west.
Engineer sounded good. Drone manufacturing gig sounded solid.
“I’m sure you saw in the listing we’re asking two thousand a month?” Charlie asked him.
“Money won’t be a problem,” Ben said.
Charlie nodded. “So do you like the place? I know it’s not exactly spacious.”
”I love the place,“ Ben said, looking around. “I actually kind of fell in love with it when I saw the pictures. I love the cozy vibe. Gonna be sweet working from home when the snow’s flying and I’ve got that fireplace roaring!” he said, grinning.
Charlie smiled at him. “I should probably not get too far ahead of myself. I’d like for my wife to meet…and here she is now,” he said, nodding over Ben’s shoulder at Eve walking briskly towards them through the hallway.
She wore her hair in a bun, a pencil holding it together. Her cateye reading glasses were perched on the tip of her nose. She wore an old yellow t-shirt and tights.
Charlie felt a blush come to his cheeks when it became obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra. She often didn’t when she worked at home, but she’d obviously been so deep in the bubble she hadn’t remembered to put one on. Her nipples poked prominently through the t-shirt.
She walked up to Ben and offered a hand. “I’m Eve,” she said.
Ben smiled.
Charlie’s eyes darted to Ben’s, watching him like a hawk to see if he’d steal a glance at Eve’s tits. Not a chance. The young man shook her hand, put on his business casual smile and said “Ben” without so much as a glance at her milkers.
“So what are we thinking?” Eve asked, looking around the little apartment.
“I was just telling Charlie I love the place,“ Ben replied.
“Oh!” Eve said, clapping her hands together. “Well I love that!“ She smiled so widely at him that her eyes almost sparkled.
“I was telling Charlie how I can see myself nestling up against that fireplace in the winter,” Ben said.
“Oh, gosh, let me show you something,” Eve said, taking Ben by the elbow and leading him deeper into the living area.
Charlie’s heart kicked in his chest at seeing her do that. There was nothing suggestive about the way she touched him. Just seeing it was enough to ignite his desire, though.
He gawked at how closely she stood next to the young man as she showed him the built in bookcase and wardrobe they’d had custom built for the space. Arousal blossomed deep below his belly.
He’d told her a few times, years ago, about his little kink. Not outright asked her to do anything about it. Just hinted at how darkly erotic he found the idea of her with another man.
She’d given him a funny look but hadn’t commented on it.
He hadn’t pushed. Eve wasn’t really the kinky type. Not the kinky type at all, actually. And now that they were in their fifties sex wasn’t quite what it used to be.
It still haunted him though. He still dragged the thought out of the dark recesses of his mind and turned it over, fantasizing that it might one day come true.
He’d never mentioned the part of it that really turned him on. The thought of her with not just any man but a black man. It felt vaguely inappropriate that the racial aspect would be a turn on. But it was.
And now, watching her talking to Ben, he allowed his imagination to unfurl. What would it look like seeing her on her back with her legs spread with this pleasant young man between them?
The lust that generated was so potent he found himself unable to stop until he noticed Eve and Ben  were both staring at him. “Did I miss something?” he asked.
“Ben was wondering if he could bring his own bed. He likes to sleep in a queen,” Eve said.
Charlie thought a moment. “I think we could probably fit that twin in the garage. Wrap the mattress in some plastic. I don’t think it would be  a problem.”
Eve smiled. She laid a hand on Ben’s forearm.
Charlie coughed to clear his throat, staring at the way her fingers draped over the muscled limb.
“I know we’re not supposed ask about your personal life and whatnot. And you seem like such a pleasant young man. It’s just…we’re quiet people. I work from home a lot. We go to bed pretty early. I guess I’m just wondering, in terms of that, whether…” She left the sentence dangling.
Ben smiled. “I don’t smoke. I don’t drink and I don’t party that much. If you’re worried about me dragging a whole bunch of friends over it’s not on the radar. Like, at all,“ he reassured them.
“We don’t mind if you want to have someone over,” Charlie said. “We know you’ll be respectful about noise.”
“Absolutely,” Ben said.
“I mean, I know we said we’d talk it over but I don’t think there’s much to talk over. I think he’s a perfect fit,” she said, gently caressing Ben’s forearm.
This time he glanced down at where she was touching him. His gaze lingered in that vicinity, her breast hovering just a few inches above her hand.
Charlie swallowed back the knot in his throat. Perfect fit. A perfect fit, indeed.
The pencil slipped out of Eve’s bun and her hair came tumbling down along her shoulders.
“Oh, gosh,” she muttered, grabbing the pencil as it rolled down her breast, then putting it in her mouth as she tied the bun again before stabbing it through.
Raising her arms hiked her shirt up, revealing her lovely little Venus belly. It tucked the shirt slightly under her tits, too, more accurately defining their shape.
Charlie’s eyes darted to Ben’s again and his heart did another kick.
This time the young engineer couldn’t resist. His eyes dropped to her chest and bounced back and forth from one nipple to another before he realized what he was doing and looked up to pretend he was inspecting the ceiling.
Charlie looked away, too. He didn’t want to make things awkward and Eve was obviously completely oblivious to what she was putting them through.
“So what do you think?” Eve asked when she’d finished adjusting her hair. “Ready to move in?”
“I would absolutely love to if you’ll have me,” Ben said.
“Oh we’ll have you!” Eve said, giving a theatrical nod.
Charlie swallowed again.
Ben seemed unfazed by what she’d said and Charlie wondered if he was the only one thinking like a pervert?
“I’ll just have to find someone to help me move in. I’ve only got a few things,” Ben said.
“Well, I’ve got the truck. I’d gladly give you a hand with that. What do you have?” Charlie asked.
“Oh, well, I wouldn’t want to…that’s really very generous. I’d obviously pay you.”
“Don’t worry about it. It would be my housewarming gift to you,” Charlie said.
“Oh, I’m so happy we found you!” Eve said. She put an arm around Ben and gave him a squeeze. Tight enough that his elbow grazed her breast but she seemed not to notice.
Charlie did. He watched as Ben’s arm pressed into the plush flesh of Eve’s plump breast and wondered if Ben had noticed?
“Aw, thanks,” Ben said, smiling and putting an arm over her shoulder, returning the embrace.
This caused her breast to rub gently against Ben’s side. He looked up at Charlie, smiled with one corner of his mouth and nodded.
A jolt of energy shot through Charlie. What did that look mean? Was it an acknowledgement of what had just happened? Was that the look one guy gave another to say I know a private part of your wife is touching me?
And how could Eve possibly be this oblivious?
“Charlie’s got the rental application just upstairs. It’s just a formality. I think we can just get the contract out as well?”
“On it,” Charlie said, turning and walking towards the back of the house. The knot reformed in his throat as he heard Ben and Eve’s low voices break back into conversation. Like they were sharing secrets. Keeping something from him.
His jeans began to tent with the beginning of an erection.






  
  Chapter two
Chapter 2


“What a score!” Eve said as they watched Ben get into his car and through the living room window. 
“Seems almost too good to be true,” Charlie muttered, his mind elsewhere.
“What? Don’t be silly!” Eve chided. “He’s a perfectly respectful and upstanding young man. He’ll be a dream tenant. I can feel it in my belly.” She turned and walked towards the kitchen.
Charlie narrowed his eyes at her. Eve didn’t feel things in her belly. He’d never heard her say anything like that before.
His imagination awakened once again as he watched her move around the kitchen island, picking up an apple and a knife to cut it with.
They’d both aged but time had been far kinder to her and her meticulous application of sunscreen had preserved her beautiful, pale skin.
His eyes dropped to her breasts, the nipples still prominently poking up against the fabric. He wondered if he should say something? It would embarrass her but maybe it would prevent it happening again? Now that Ben was going to be living beneath them there’d probably be plenty of times they ran into each other in the back vestibule. She’d have to be a little more careful and considerate.
He recalled the way Ben had kept his eyes politely on hers when they’d first shaken hands. Then, as the conversation had progressed and Eve had become increasingly…comfortable around him, the way he’d allowed himself a glance or three at her chest.
That warm feeling bloomed up from his belly into his chest. Almost paralyzing in the way it intoxicated him. His imagination soared, thinking of Eve stumbling upon Ben as he was just getting home, she, perhaps, tossing a load of clothes into the shared washing machine.
The way Ben would have to squeeze past her in the narrow hallway. What if she weren’t wearing a bra then? What would Ben think?
His cock hardened further as he allowed himself to linger on the fantasy. Even’s lovely, round butt in nothing but a pair of black tights. Ben’s crotch grazing it as he squeezed past her.
His own crotch got tight, his cock now jutting against his jeans. He walked to the kitchen island and pulled a stool out from under it, then sat down.
The urge to say something to her was overwhelming. To re-share his fantasy. To ask her if she’d ever consider it? Consider getting into bed with the young man and letting her husband watch?
They were both early fifties. Life was short. Who knew how much longer they had for this sort of thing? He could feel the courage building inside him. Just do it, Charlie. You only lived once, after all. He opened his mouth to speak.
Eve looked up at him, smiled and popped a slice of apple between his teeth. “Have some fibre, sweetheart,” she said. “You’re not really worried that we moved to quickly, are you?”
His determination deflated as he bit into the slice of apple and chewed. “I was just muttering. Don’t mind me. I think he’s gonna be a great tenant.” He glanced at her boobs again. He felt like he really should say something. “Hey, uh, I don’t want to be rude or anything. I just…I know you probably just weren’t thinking it’s just…the t-shirt…on it’s own…”
“Hmm?”
“It’s just I wouldn’t want Ben to be uncomfortable.”
“Why would he be uncomfortable?” she asked.
He raised an eyebrow. She couldn’t really be this clueless, could she? Did she really not know how gorgeous she still was? And how appealing those nipples were to guys? “I just mean the lack of bra,” he muttered.
She scowled and looked down at her chest, then up at him. “You mean I should have put a bra on?” she asked.
He shrugged, not wanting to turn it into a confrontation.
She set the knife down and the slice of apple she was holding, then rounded the island and put her hand on his arm and rubbed it the same way she had Ben’s, her breast just a few inches from his hand. “You’re so sweet. But I think you’re a little deluded about how much interest a handsome, strapping young stud like that would have about these.” She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek.
His eyes widened a fraction and his guts dropped lower in his stomach. 
Handsome, strapping young stud.
Great. Now he’d have those words bouncing around in his head like a pinball machine.
So she had noticed something. She had some inkling that thoughts of sex outside of the boundaries of their marriage were at least a possibility. You didn’t call someone a handsome, strapping young stud without at least thinking about something adjacent to sex.
She patted his arm and kissed him on the cheek again. “I’ve gotta get back to work. Thanks for dealing with the application and the contract and everything.” She kissed him again, picked up her plate of cut apple slices and walked back into her little office.
He leaned an elbow on the island and rested his chin on a finger and thumb.
He hadn’t just been muttering when he’d said it was too good to be true. Because as he’d watched Ben signing the lease, a dark realization had dawned on him.
The pleasant young man would now be living beneath them. Under the same roof. Showering downstairs when Eve was sipping her coffee up here in her bathrobe. Working from home from the cozy living area downstairs while Eve was in her office up here…
A strange and completely novel feeling gripped him. Where it came from he had no idea. But imagining the possibility that a chance encounter in the vestibule had even a fraction of a chance of leading to something more intimate drove him wild with jealousy.
It was ridiculous, he told himself. Eve wasn’t like that. Her mind wasn’t there. So what that she’d called him a handsome, strapping young stud? It didn’t mean anything.
He took deep breaths and counted to ten. Watched the feeling pass in his mind, as he’d told his patients to do countless times. When the worst of the flooding feelings left him he breathed normally again.
Why would he be jealous? She’d never betrayed him. She’d never once expressed interest in anyone but him in their twenty-five years of marriage. Why would this be different?
He thought long and hard about it and all he could come up with was that they’d never had a handsome, strapping young stud living in their house before. And if his wife could think that about Ben, what other thoughts might she possibly indulge in?
He took a deep breath and gave his head a shake. He was a therapist. He could get over this himself. If he couldn’t, he’d have to go see someone about it. Or…
Maybe there was a way to get ahead of it so that he didn’t have to get over anything?
* * *
“Yeah. Just swing that corner, no, the other one…right there. Along the wall. Aaaand…flip it! There. Perfect.” They set the bed down and it just barely fit into the small space in the bedroom.
Ben stood up and wiped the sweat off his brow.
Charlie steadied himself against the wall and got up on the slats and carefully made his way to the foot of the bed. He bent down and nestled it into the tight space. There was just a couple feet or so to get into the closet.
“I really appreciate you helping me with this,” Ben said.
“Actually it’s my pleasure. Feels good to lift some stuff and bend over and twist a bit. I’ve gotta get back into the gym,” he said, clapping Ben on the back.
Ben laughed as they climbed the stairs to the truck parked outside. “Which gym do you have close to here?” he asked.
“There’s a Mercury Fitness a mile or so down seventh. Then there’s a little private, twenty-four hour place a half a block north of here. It’s small and it’s packed during the day. But in the winter sometimes I can’t sleep so I just head there. They give you a code for the door that changes every month and you can work out to your heart’s content. You mind climbing up in the pickup bed to get the mattress?”
Ben was already hopping up onto the tailgate. He got behind the mattress and gave it a shove until it was hanging over the tailgate.
Charlie grabbed it and tugged it nearly all the way out, waiting for Ben to jump off the tailgate and grab the other end.
They wrestled it through the door and down the stairs and into the bedroom. Ben pulled the plastic wrap off of it before they laid it down on the bed frame.
Charlie put his hands on his hips and let out a loud sigh. “Glass of lemonade?” he asked Ben.
“I’d love one,” Ben said.
He clapped him on the shoulder again and they headed up the stairs to the kitchen. Charlie opened the fridge and pulled out the pitcher of lemonade he’d made earlier that day. He pulled two glasses out of the cupboard and filled them with ice, then filled them with lemonade. He handed one to Ben and raised his in a toast.
Ben raised his, then took a big gulp of the drink.
“You really don’t drink, huh?” Charlie said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.
“I used to have a beer here and there. It’s so easy to let your calories get away from you if you drink, you know? I wanted to get serious about fitness anyways and it seemed easier just to quit.”
Charlie shook his head. “I wish it were that easy for me. I love a couple of glasses of wine in the evening. I guess it kind of shows,” he said, patting his stomach.
“You look great,” Ben said.
“Not a strapping, handsome young stud like yourself, though.”
The words were out before he knew what he was saying. He felt his cheeks flare immediately and coughed to try and cover up his embarrassment.
Ben flashed an awkward smile.
Charlie cursed himself inwardly. He’d been thinking of Eve saying those words all week. It had been driving him nuts but he’d never for a second thought he’d just blurt them out to Ben the first chance he got. “I just meant it gets harder with age,” he muttered.
“Uh huh,” Ben said. He looked around the kitchen, obviously eager to change the subject. “I really like what you guys have done with this place. Very intimate, very cozy but doesn’t feel cramped. You get a decorator or do it yourself?”
“It was all Eve,” Charlie replied, grateful for Ben’s conversational agility. “She loves thrifting and has a real eye for decor and colour.”
Ben nodded, surveying all the little knickknacks perched on the windowsill. “Oh, hey, I almost forgot,” he said, reaching into the pocket of his jeans. “I got you guys something. Just a little thank-you for helping me and for renting me the place.”
“Oh, Ben, that was totally unnecessary. I don’t want to…”
“No, no. It’s a thing from work. One of the perks they hand out. It’s…a little strange but maybe you’ll enjoy it. You can pass it on to someone else if you prefer.”
Charlie reached out and took the two slips of paper Ben was holding out to him. He pulled his reading glasses out of his pocket and put them on.
Five Wolf Lakes Amusement Park.
“Like I said, I know it’s a little strange. The drone company I work for does some camera work for them for advertising. We get free tickets every now and again. I don’t know if…that’s your sort of thing or not. I just figured you said you didn’t want money and…”
Charlie spaced out staring at the tickets as Ben continued his explanation. His mind had started ticking from the moment he’d read the ticket.
He hadn’t been on a roller coaster since he was a teenager. He didn’t know if Eve had ever been. What he did know was that roller coasters inspired all sorts of feelings.
Feelings of danger. Thrilling feelings. The excitement of uncontrolled acceleration and the soaring, flying feeling of climbing back into the sky. Being jerked around this way and that, all for a bodily thrill.
Feelings in those sorts of situation could be complicated and confusing. Physiological fear responses could be misconstrued as a different sort of arousal.
He looked up to see Ben staring at him.
“So what do you think?” Ben asked.
“Tell me, Ben. How do you feel about roller coasters?”
Ben smiled and held his hands up. “If I’m being honest? I freaking love them,“ he said.
Charlie set down his drink and set the tickets down next to it. “Let me ask you something, Ben…”






  
  Chapter three
Chapter 3


Eve was poring over printouts of ice core samples and temperature records when she heard the quiet knock at the door. 
She stood up, pulled her reading glasses down to the tip of her nose and walked out of the office, through the kitchen and to the door to the vestibule. She hesitated with her hand on the knob. Nobody ever knocked on this door. “Who is it?”
“It’s, uh, it’s just me. Ben.”
She sighed and chuckled at herself. He’d only been there a week. She was still getting used to having someone else in the house when she was working from home.
A moment before she turned the knob, she looked down at herself. Charlie’s mention of her casual attire around the house had stuck with her.
She’d dismissed it at first. But the more she thought about it the more she thought maybe he had a point. Even if she was in her own home and even if Ben didn’t have the slightest bit of interest in her, it was just a matter of politeness not walking around with her pokies sticking out at him.
“Can you give me just a second, Ben?” she asked through the door.
“Oh, no problem! I can come back if it’s a bad time. I didn’t mean to interrupt or anything.”
She smiled and marvelled at what a respectful young man he was. She pushed Charlie’s concerns aside, twisted the knob and pulled the door open.
He was standing on the second to last step. His eyes, at her chest-level, immediately shot up to hers and a wide, awkward smile formed on his mouth. “I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have come up,” he said.
Something warm flashed through her. A familiar but long-forgotten sensation. Maybe Charlie did have a point. Maybe her poking nipples did make Ben uncomfortable. Funny thing was, she didn’t mind so much. “Nonsense,” she said, stepping to one side and pulling the door open wider. “You come right in.”
“You sure? I don’t want to be disturbing you,” he said.
She watched his eyes closely and could see how studiously he was keeping them trained on hers. It almost made her chuckle. Could Charlie be right? Could a young stud like Ben possibly have any fascination with her fifty-something nipples?
It tickled her that he might. That made her feel bad. She didn’t want him feeling uncomfortable around her. But he was the one interrupting and it was her door he was knocking at. She had every right to be comfortable in her own home.
And…maybe she didn’t mind so much if it made him a little uneasy. Or embarrassed. Or…something else.
“Come in, come in, it’s no trouble. Can I get you a drink?” She let go of the door knob and walked to the fridge.
Ben sauntered in and closed the door after himself.
The hairs on the back of her neck stood on end. It was silly but being suddenly alone in the silence with him was…not unsettling. Exciting?
She shooed the thought away. “I’ve got sparkling water, diet ginger ale or orange juice. Or can I make you a coffee?”
She turned and was startled to see the way he was looking at her. It was just a fleeting moment before his smile returned and he looked up into her eyes again. But she could have sworn she’d caught him gawking at her ass.
Her cheeks warmed.
“I’ll take a ginger ale. I won’t waste any of your time, though.”
“It’s not a waste of my time, Ben. I get so caught up in working I spend all day at that desk. It’s nice to have a distraction. Charlie says I need to get out and walk around the block every hour and I know I should,” she explained, handing him the can of ginger ale. “We both need more exercise, Charlie and I. I just get so involved in work.”
Ben cracked the tab on the can and smiled at her. He lifted it to his mouth and took a sip. “So, can I ask you a question?”
She smiled at him, a little taken aback by the question. She’d expected he needed something for the apartment downstairs. An extra key or maybe the toilet had clogged. She hadn’t expected small talk. “Sure,” she said, taking a sip of her water.
“Can I ask what you do working from home?”
“Oh. Sure,” she said, laughing. “I’m an ice scientist.”
He scowled. “Here?”
She laughed again. “I know, I know. I travel a lot. Or, I used to. I was on the road so much and then when everyone discovered work from home it was like, such a blessing. There’s still some field work but mostly it’s crunching numbers and you don’t need a whole lot of ice to do that.”
“That sounds cool,” he said.
“It’s literally freezing cold,” she replied.
He let out little snorting laugh and some of his ginger ale spilled out the corner of his mouth.
She pursed her lips, trying not to laugh at him but his reaction to her cheesy joke had been kind of…adorable. “Tell me about you. Charlie said you’re an engineer?”
He nodded. “Engineering, industrial design overlap kind of thing,” he said.
“That sounds cool. What are you working on now?” she asked.
He shook his head, pinched his finger and thumb and drew a line along his mouth. “Don’t mean to be rude but I’m under an NDA.”
“Hush hush, top secret stuff, huh?” she asked.
He leaned against the kitchen island and sipped his drink again. His expression softened and his eyes fell lazily down her body, then to the floor. “Nothing like that. No government stuff. But, yeah, I can’t really say any more.”
A silence formed between them which she didn’t find at all uncomfortable. It was weird that he was here. Weird that they were alone in the house together. Not that she was thinking of anything untoward.
It’s not like she was thinking of him in any sort of romantic way at all. But it was kind of hard not to think about it at all. Charlie had said that thing about her clothes. She wondered if Ben really minded she wasn’t wearing a bra?
“So, what was it you came up to ask me about?”
“Oh, right,” he said, setting down the can. “I hope this doesn’t come off as weird or anything. But, um, my company does some work for Five Wolf Lakes, the amusement park? So, yeah, we get tickets from time to time and, uh, I got a couple.”
Her smile faded and she studied his features as her mind parsed what he was talking about.
“I was wondering if you’d like to come?”
That really took her aback. Come with him? To the amusement park? What an odd request. “You mean with you?” she asked.
“Yeah. I don’t really know anyone in town and I asked Charlie but he said he’s not really a roller coaster kind of guy.”
She let out a sigh of relief and put a hand to her chest. He’d asked Charlie first. Okay. That felt better than what her mind had first jumped to. That he was asking her out on some sort of…date. And behind Charlie’s back.
She blushed, embarrassed at how quick she’d been to judge him. Especially after how he’d been nothing but respectful to both of them.
But roller coasters?
“You seem like you’re not into it,” he said, smiling. “And that’s alright. I just thought I’d ask.” He started moving towards the door.
“Now hang on a second,” she said. She wasn’t sure whether she was into it or not. It was such a strange request and had come completely out of left field.
And it was weird, wasn’t it? Asking his landlady out on a roller coaster date just because he didn’t know anyone in town? He was young. The internet was brimming with apps to meet people.
“Really, it’s no trouble if you’re not interested. I just thought I’d ask. Please don’t feel bad,” he said.
His reassurance made her feel old and a little embarrassed. She hadn’t been asked out to do anything with anyone, except for Charlie and Danica from school. Not for a long, long time.
“It’s not that I’m totally not into it. Though, I have no idea if I’d like it. I’ve never been on a roller coaster. It’s just unexpected.”
“You’ve never been on a roller coaster?” he asked
“No, why?” she said, shaking her head.
“Oh. Nothing. Just…usually people have at least tried one,” he said.
“I think…I think I’d need some time to think about it. Would that be alright?” she asked.
“Of course. Totally! It’s no rush. They’re not for a specific date or anything. Just take your time and think about it and I’ll wait to hear from you?”
A funny little thrill wiggled up her spine. It was kind of like a date. Of course he wasn’t asking her romantically, but technically it would be a date. Would Charlie mind? She’d have to ask him. It was strange. He might not be comfortable with it.
The more she thought about it, though, the more it started to excite her. Not in a way that made her want to throw her hands up in the air and scream. Just a pleasant little buzz in her belly that a guy like Ben would ask a gal like her to go ride a roller coaster with him.
“Alright, well, I’ll leave you to it,” he said, finishing his drink and setting the can on the island. He turned and opened the door. “You take your time and let me know what you decide. Either way works for me. I just thought it might be fun.”
He turned, smiled, then winked at her. “I’ll see you around.”
She drew in a quick breath as he closed the door. He’d winked at her. She immediately dismissed the idea that it meant anything more than just a friendly pleasantry.
Winking at someone had meant something different when she’d been younger. She knew young folks these days didn’t mean anything by it.
It stuck with her as she moved slowly back to her office.
She passed the mirror in the hallway and caught a glimpse of her reflection it it. She grimaced. She looked horrible. Hair dishevelled. No bra. There was a little spaghetti stain right in the centre of her t-shirt.
She couldn’t believe Ben had just seen her like that. She wondered if he thought she had no self-respect at all?
Now she knew what Charlie had been talking about. Of course he’d been right. She needed to take a little bit better care of herself, whether she was working from home or not.
She pulled the pencil out of her hair, pulled her shirt off and stormed into the bathroom. She ran the water hot, pulled her tights and underwear off, and stepped into the shower, letting the water run through her hair as she reached for the shampoo and conditioner by the wall.






  
  Chapter four
Chapter 4


Charlie noticed something was different even before he got up the steps to the back door. 
Dinner was on. That was normal. Sometimes.
There was music playing. Strange, but not out of this world weird.
It hit him when he opened the door and stepped into the kitchen.
Eve was at the stove with her back to him, stirring a pot of something oniony and garlicky. A glass of white wine was standing on the counter next to her.
It was what she was wearing that floored him.
A sunny yellow blouse and a pair of khakis. Her hair was up, but not in a bun held together by a pencil. It was nicely arranged and held up by a yellow claw clip that matched the blouse. She wore an apron over the outfit.
When she turned to greet him his eyes widened. Was that mascara she had on?
“Hi,” she said, as if it were perfectly normal to find her in that state of dress.
“Hi,” he replied, setting his leather briefcase down and deciding not to make a big deal out of it. Something had obviously happened. Something that had affected her enough to put some normal clothes on. Some nice looking clothes, actually. Clothes that made her look pretty freaking hot.
His mind began to gallop to exotic possibilities of what that something might be. The gallop got away from him immediately as his mind formed the image of her and Ben’s bodies writhing together on their marital bed.
Heat shot up his neck and sweat beaded on his brow even as his extremities went cold.
“You okay?” she asked. “You just got kind of pale.” She furrowed her brow.
“Fine,” he said, wiping his brow with a finger. “Still kind of warm out there. Nice in here, though.”
She nodded but didn’t look convinced by his explanation. “Ravioli in a red sauce alright?” she asked.
“Fine,” he said, watching her as she turned to stir the pot again. He shook his head. He couldn’t not say anything. This was too weird. She never did this unless she had a video conference and, even then, she’d only put a nice top on. “Okay, look, I don’t mean to sound weird but…”
“It’s because of Ben.”
His eyes widened and his throat closed up. His palms began to dampen. He watched her put the wooden spoon on a little plate and put a lid onto the pot. She wiped her hands on a tea towel and circled the island to come stand in front of him. “What?” he whispered.
She put a hand over his heart. The light in her eyes changed. Her expression sank a little. Was that…sadness?
His heart gave a kick. Had something happened? Something had happened. He could see it on her face. Something had happened and she was about to tell him about it. Something had happened between her and Ben.
He felt like he was being stretched apart by the top of his head and the soles of his feet. Wasn’t this what he’d wanted? What he’d fantasized about? Eve getting together with another man?
Not like this, though. Not like this! Not cheating on him. How could she have done this? How could she have betrayed him like this?
His thoughts were racing and his pulse had picked up.
“Your heart’s really working in there, are you sure you’re alright?” she asked, glancing at her hand pressed against his chest.
He swallowed, trying to moisten his gullet enough to answer. “Fine, really. What’s because of Ben?”
She looked up, cocked her head and scowled. “Oh, right. I thought…I thought you were going to ask me about my outfit.”
His balls tightened, along with his stomach. “I was.”
Her face relaxed into a smile. “You were right, Charlie.”
He wasn’t sure whether to be relieved or more upset. Right? Right about what? “Right about what?”
She drew in a deep breath and sighed. “You want a glass of wine?”
“Sure,” he said, nodding. Maybe she hadn’t cheated. Maybe he’d overreacted. Just a smidge.
She walked to the cupboard and pulled out one of the new stemless wine glasses they’d bought. She pulled the half-full bottle of white from the fridge and poured out a healthy serving, then walked it over to where he was still standing and handed it to him.
He took a gulp and watched her ass as she returned to the counter, capped the bottle and put it back in the fridge.
“You were right about Ben,” she said, pulling a stool out from under the island and climbing up onto it.
“What about him?”
“I think it was a little disrespectful to him to be walking around with just a shirt and no bra.”
His guts constricted but he kept his expression neutral as he walked to the island and climbed onto a stool opposite hers. “What makes you say that?”
“Well, he was here today. It just got me thinking. I’ve been working from home for so long just wearing whatever. Maybe I should put a little more care in, you know? Like, just a little more effort.”
He vaguely heard her speaking after she’d said he was here today. Couldn’t quite put together what she was saying, though. “He was here?” he asked. “What did he want?”
She furrowed her brow.
“I mean…I think it’s great. You look great, by the way. I just didn’t want to come in and make a big deal out of it. I know you hate that. But you really do look great. That blouse is very…cute.”
Her expression brightened as she looked down at it. “Really? You think so? I thought maybe it was a little too girly. I don’t think I’ve worn it since I was thirty-something. But yeah. I just saw it in the closet and thought, why not?”
He nodded. His heartbeat had settled but he could feel the blood pulsing through his veins. He could feel his groin warming. Heat pooling in other places in his body. An uncontrived arousal blossoming inside him. Partially sparked by the fleeting threat of another male encroaching on his woman. Partially by the way her lovely tits looked in that blouse. He hadn’t felt that in a long time.
“So, uh, you were going to tell me what he was doing here?” he asked, then brought the glass of wine to his mouth to try and mask the hunger in his tone.
“I was? Oh. Yeah. I was,” she said, then took a sip of her wine. “So this  is a little weird. And I hope you’ll tell me how you really feel about it. He showed up unannounced in the middle of the day and I thought maybe his toilet had clogged or something so I answered the door. Just, you know, in my t-shirt, like the other day. That’s kind of what got me thinking about my clothes. Because, well, oh what am I doing being shy in front of you?“ she said, letting out a laugh. “You know how men are. I just noticed he was working pretty hard not to…look.” She waved a hand in front of her chest.
Charlie’s cock jolted in his khakis. He bit his tongue to keep his eyes from popping wide. “Oh,” he said, taking another sip of wine to appear casual.
So she had noticed Ben trying not to check her out this time. What had prompted that?
“So anyways that’s not the point,” she said, waving a hand. “The point is, and this is the weird part…” She trailed off and looked to the side.
Get to the point woman.
“The point is he asked me if I wanted to go to the amusement park with him.” She let out a small laugh, then hiccuped and covered her mouth with a hand.
The air left his lungs in a long, slow sigh and he felt like his body was melting off the stool. The amusement park. The amusement park. Ben had finally gotten around to asking her about the amusement park. “Oh.”
She cocked her head again. “Oh? That’s all you have to say about it?”
He shook his head and rubbed temple with two fingers. “I’m sorry, Evie. The way you were talking I thought you had something waaaay more serious to tell me.”
She scowled and shifted on her seat. “Oh. Well, that is kind of serious, isn’t it?” she asked.
“That Ben asked you to go to the amusement park?”
“I mean I know he asked you first.”
He bit the inside of his lip to keep from smiling. Clever boy, that Ben. Did he know what he was being set up for? The question made his balls throb.
“He did ask you first, right?”
He lifted the glass to his lips, did a shakenod with his head and made a vague hmhm sound.
“So you don’t think it’s weird at all?” she asked him.
“I mean…if you don’t want to go I think you should just tell him that?”
She scowled, as if she didn’t like that answer.
“Do you want to go?”
“So you’d just be…totally fine with that. If I just went to the amusement park with Ben. Just like that. No problem at all?”
Heat whirled deep inside his belly. This impossible mission was becoming a more plausible reality with each word she spoke. It sounded like she really wanted to go to the amusement park with Ben. She just didn’t understand how Charlie didn’t have a problem with it.
“I’m not sure what problem I would have?” he said. The wine suddenly tasted fabulous. “Can you tell me what problem you think I’d have?”
He felt a tiny pang of guilt at asking that. He knew full well what problem she thought he should have. If the situation had been flipped and he were asking her if he could hit up the amusement park with his cute, young intern he sure as hell knew what problem Eve would have.
“I mean he is a man, Charlie.”
He cleared his throat. This could make or break the whole thing. Youthful vigour flooded through him. “A handsome, strapping young stud of man, to be exact.”
She narrowed her eyes and her lips formed a line. “Oh. So you know exactly what problem I think you might have.”
He leaned over the island and put his hand over hers. “If you’re asking me if I’m going to be jealous because you went to the amusement park with Ben then I’m telling you now it’s not going to be a problem at all,” he said as jealousy flooded through him, cranking his arousal up a notch.
She studied him very carefully for a long while.
“Is there some problem you have with Ben taking you to the amusement park?” he asked.
She slipped her hand out from under his, picked up her glass and took a gulp. She shook her head. “No. I don’t think so. I don’t think I have a problem with it at all.”
He smiled at her as he watched her stewing in whatever her problem was. “What don’t I get the ravioli going?” he asked.
“Oh. That would be nice,” she replied.
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Chapter 5


Eve stood in front of the mirror staring at her reflection. She felt weird. 
No reason to. The outfit was fine. A pair of jeans. The yellow blouse she’d found. A pair of strappy platform sandals she’d dug out of the back of the closet.
There was nothing weird about it. But there was.
She looked up and at her hair. She’d done it half up into a crown twist and it looked fantastic. She was blessed with good hair for her age. She looked down again and at her toes.
That was the weird part. That and the hair. She’d put colour on her toes. Nothing outrageous. Just a little red polish that matched the sandals. What was it?
It was trying too hard. She was trying too hard. With the hair and the painted toes and the sandals all combined. Why was she trying so hard? This wasn’t a date. She was going to the amusement park with their tenant. It was almost a favour.
“You look incredible.”
She jumped at the sound of Charlie’s voice coming from behind her and spun around. “I’m putting on shoes,” she declared.
Charlie scowled. “What? Why? You look incredible.”
“It’s too much,” she said.
“What’s too much?” he asked.
“Just…everything. The hair. The sandals. The nails. Why the hell did I do my nails?” She tried to squeeze past him through the door.
He caught her by the arm and held her, smiling down into her eyes. “What are you doing?”
“I’m getting my sneakers. Going to an amusement park in sandals is ridiculous. I don’t know what I was thinking,” she said.
Charlie wore the strangest smile.
“Why are you smiling at me like that?”
“Because you’re gorgeous.”
She rolled her eyes. He’d been in such a lofty mood lately. “Come on let me go. Ben’s going to be here soon.”
Charlie stifled a laugh.
“What?!?” she squawked.
“You’re just cute is all,” he said.
“What are you talking about?” she demanded.
“Fretting about your outfit before your big date to the amusement park with strapping, handsome young Ben. The stud.”
She gently beat a fist against his chest. “Would you stop that? Would you stop calling him that?” He’d been calling him that all week.
“Okay, okay. I’m just teasing you, baby.”
And calling her baby. Why was he doing that? She tugged on her arm but he wouldn’t let go. “Come on Ben, please. I look ridiculous.”
“I can assure you that you absolutely do not,” he said. “You look hot as fuck, as the young people say.”
“Don’t be crass,” she growled.
“It’s true though.”
She really couldn’t understand him. He’d been like this ever since she’d asked him about Ben and the amusement park. About whether he’d have a problem with it. Teasing her about Ben. Was he jealous? She hadn’t asked him again. If he was and he did have a problem with this he was going to have to be an adult and tell her himself and not tease her like a child.
He didn’t seem jealous, though. He didn’t seem to have a problem with it at all. She was the one that had the problem and she knew that. The problem was she didn’t understand how he couldn’t have a problem with it. And that bugged her.
Three quick knocks sounded at the door.
“Can you get that?” she asked. “I’ve got to go get my sneakers.”
He held her in place.
“Charlie!” she hissed.
His smile widened.
Three more knocks came.
She huffed and gave her arm a hard tug.
He let got this time.
She stormed out of the bedroom and across the kitchen to the back door. She unlocked and unlatched it and pulled it open.
Ben’s eyes widened. “Oh, wow!” he said.
“What?” she whispered.
He rubbed his hand over his mouth. “Uh…I mean, just…I was just…” He paused and looked into her eyes. “You look amazing, Eve.”
A fierce heat bubbled up her chest and face and neck.
“She does, doesn’t she?”
She spun around, glaring at Charlie, who was leaning against the door frame to the bedroom, hands in his pockets.
“No, uh, no offence,” Ben said behind her.
Charlie pushed out his lower lip and shook his head. “None taken.”
She scowled, suddenly extremely embarrassed at being objectified. “You know I’m right here. I’m an actual human person and not a doll. You know that, right?” She glared at Charlie, then at Ben, then back at Charlie again.
“Am I, uh, am I interrupting something?” Ben asked.
“I think Eve’s just a little nervous,” Charlie said.
“I am NOT!” she barked.
The two men’s eyes widened.
“Ben, could you give us five minutes?” Charlie asked.
“Absolutely. Take as long as you need. And if today’s not going to work out then…”
“Just five minutes, Ben. That’s all we need,” Charlie said.
She was taken aback by his assertiveness. His usual therapeutic personality completely absent as he took control of the situation.
The door closed behind her and she watched Charlie push off the door frame and walk across the kitchen towards her. She dug in with her anger, determined not to let him get away with the affront so easily.
To her shock, he stepped up right in front of her, put his hands on either side of her head, tipped it and pressed his lips to hers.
The gentle kiss sent a shockwave through her that melted any resentment she’d been clinging to. At first she stiffened. When his tongue gently probed into her mouth, she relaxed, leaning into his embrace and returning the kiss with her tongue.
Her mind calmed as the physical sensation of his touch sent tingles through her body. She felt her sex begin to heat.
He pulled away smiling and staring into her eyes.
She felt…utterly disarmed. “What was that?” she whispered.
“I wasn’t being cruel when I told him you were nervous. You are. Aren’t you? A little bit? Something new? Something different? Something a little outside the usual boundaries. It’s normal to be nervous. Maybe I shouldn’t have spoken for you but I was just trying to help. Honest.”
She could tell in his eyes he was being honest. Charlie only wanted what was best for her. It was her having all the problems. This all felt weird. All of it.
“Do you want to talk about it?” Charlie asked her.
She thought a moment. She did want to talk about it but had no idea where to start. And there was no time. Ben was waiting. Even though he’d said to take all the time they wanted. He was still waiting.
She felt sheepish for throwing a fit at Charlie’s teasing. “I want to talk about it,” she said, muttering. “But not now.”
Charlie nodded. “You want to go to the amusement park?” he asked.
“I’m gonna go to the amusement park,” she said, chuckling and blushing at being childish.
“You want me to get your sneakers for you?” he asked.
She looked down at her feet and wriggled her toes. It was too much. She should probably put on sneakers. But then she’d have to get socks. And they were already running behind…
“I’ll just go the way I am,” she said.
Charlie wrapped his hands around her back and pulled her into an embrace. “You just go the way you are, then. And have a great time. And when you get home you can tell me all about it and I’ll have dinner ready and you can have a nice soak in the bath.” He rubbed her back. ‘That sound alright?”
She nodded against his chest. “That sounds alright,” she muttered.
Charlie let her go and opened the door behind her. “Hey Ben! She’s all ready for ya!”
* * *
She pressed a hand against her chest as she staggered out of the roller coaster car on shaky legs, Ben holding her hand to steady her. “Oh my gosh. Okay. Oh my gosh!” she said, giggling like a schoolgirl. “Okay I need to take a break.”
“Aw, Eve, come on!” he said, grinning at her. “There’s one more ride we have got to go on.”
She burst out laughing as he dragged her down the platform and down the steps that led to the ground. The muscles in her cheeks hurt from smiling so much. “Ben, I’m serious. I need a breather,” she said, pulling him towards a bench.
He complied, following her and sitting down next to her as she collapsed on the bench trying to catch her breath.
“How’d you like that one?” he asked. His smile had gotten brighter with each ride they’d been on.
Now it was getting close to sunset. The crowds were thinning and the lights were coming on and they were here way later than they’d planned.
She’d texted Charlie, feeling guilty about him having dinner on and her still out at the park. He’d said no problem and to take their time but she was getting kind of tired.
“Did you like it?” Ben asked.
“It was pretty fun,” she said. She bit her lip and looked the other way. A pang of guilt grabbed at her.
She didn’t know if it was the sun or the roller coasters or what. But each time she’d looked at Ben that day she could have sworn he’d grown more attractive.
Like his jaw had gotten a little more square and his chest a little more broad. Those biceps under his t-shirt sleeves getting more taut.
It was the most tawdry indulgence but she’d found herself thinking about him in ways she hadn’t thought about another man in years.
It made her feel horrible, too. Charlie sitting at home while she was out with this handsome boy having a wild time on the roller coasters. Something felt really wrong about it.
Not like cheating. She wasn’t cheating on him, for chrissakes. She was having some harmless fun at the amusement park that she couldn’t stop feeling guilty about. “I think maybe we should call it a day,” she said. “Charlie’s waiting at home with dinner and I’m, like, totally spent.”
She jumped when she felt Ben’s hand on her thigh. Her eyes shot to it. That strong hand resting ever so gently on her thigh, fingertips just an inch from her inseam.
Her eyes shot to his, her expression serious. Like she was going to admonish him for touching her in such an intimate spot without asking.
His smile had softened and he had a gauzy look in his eyes. The sky was orange behind him.
“Do it!”
They both turned in the direction of the voice.
A group of young guys threw their hands up in the air and started cheering.
Ben pulled his hand off her thigh and covered his mouth as he laughed.
She rolled her eyes and crossed her legs and shook her head, grinning at the guys. “It’s nothing like that, fellas!” she shouted.
“Sure as hell looks like it!” one of them called out before they gave a few more shouts and loafed off down the boardwalk, laughing.
“Sorry,” Charlie muttered. “What I meant to say was, you are going to deeply regret it if we don’t go on this last ride.”
She turned her head and looked at him and saw his theatrically serious expression and started laughing. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d laughed so much. Her sides actually hurt.
She bit a tiny piece of the inside of her mouth. Another pang of guilt gripped her.
It wasn’t like anything was going to happen. But even thinking about something happening felt wrong. And she’d thought about it. She’d thought about it on more than one occasion and she was thinking about it now.
Thinking about what it would be like if Ben really did lean in and kiss her against the fading sunset? What his lips would feel like? What his tongue would feel like against hers? What his hands would feel like moving along her body?
“You good to go?”
She flashed a faint smile and her lashes fluttered. Excitement bubbled inside her because she knew she was making flirtatious faces at him even if she didn’t mean anything by it. Even if every other sentence was laced with innuendo that would never materialize. It still excited her. “I’m good to go for one more ride,” she said.
He smiled wider. “Atta’ girl.” He grabbed her hand and pulled her off the bench.
She started laughing as he broke into a jog, dragging her behind him.
People turned to look at the commotion of them tumbling through the thinning crowds.
People had been gawking at them all day. She’d seen it on the bus Ben had insisted on taking so they didn’t have to hunt for parking. She’d seen it at the park. Guys checking out the older woman with the younger black guy.
There was nothing to it and she felt guilty admitting it but it had added to the fun. Like she was out on some wild fling with her new lover.
The thought tripped another guilt switch and she swatted it away. She could not be thinking things like that! Think of Charlie!
Ben dragged her around the corner of a booth and into the small line of half a dozen people waiting for the ride.
She heard a scream and turned to see a ball-shaped metal frame with two people strapped in catapult up into the darkening sky. Her jaw dropped. She squeezed Ben’s hand tighter before realizing what she was doing, then let it go. She shook her head. “I don’t think so.”
“What?!?” Ben squawked. He got behind her and put his hands on her shoulders, an oddly intimate position.
They watched the Bungee Ball crest its apogee and start to fall back towards the planet.
“Holy shit,” the guy in front of them whispered, then started laughing.
She shook her head. “I don’t think so, Ben. Not gonna happen.”
The hairs on the back of her neck bristled when he leaned forward and she felt his breath on her shoulder. “You are going to have the time of your life up there,” he said.
His voice was soft but low and gravelly. A deep hum that reverberated through her and made parts of her ignite that really shouldn’t have.
“I don’t think…”
“Don’t think then,” he whispered. “Feel instead. I’ll be right beside you. I’ll hold your hand if you want. You get a view of the whole city from up there. And it feels like fucking flying, Eve.”
His use of her name felt strangely intimate as well.
She bit the inside of her cheek and shifted her weight from one foot to the other. This was all wrong. All wrong. All very, very wrong.
Charlie should have been here. He should have been here in between them holding her hand and keeping Ben’s hands off of her.
Instead it was just the two of them and Ben was leaning in behind her, whispering in that too low voice that burrowed down inside her.
One last thrill. One last thrill and the day would be over. She could go home filled with pleasant memories and leave this all behind her and get back to historical data and ice pressure charts.
The line inched forward. Someone at the front chickened out.
She watched the guy who’d whispered holy shit get on and go flying up into the sky and come back down then bounce and bounce and bounce.
Then it was their turn. Her and Ben stepping up onto the platform. Wiggling into the seats and getting buckled and harnessed in.
A sudden panic gripped her. “I don’t know! I don’t know if I can!” she said, panicking, her hand shooting out to Ben for help. She felt him grab it and squeeze.
Then his hand dropped to her thigh as he stared into her eyes. “You can do it,” he said, smiling. “I’m right here beside you. You can do it I know you can.”
The tension tightened with each passing second, her body filling with an almost sexual need for release.
She would have felt guilty for that if she’d been to think straight.
Then came the dull thud of the mechanism releasing them and the sudden, windy, gut hollowing rush of being jettisoned up into the cool night air.
All those sensations connected at a single point. Ben’s hand still pressed against her thigh. Fingers just an inch from her inseam and just two from somewhere far more private.
The orgasm welled through her. Her mouth fell open. She let out lewdest, wildest, animal-sounding noise her body had ever produced as her pussy squeezed and clenched, oozing juice into her underwear as she soared over wave after wave after mind-bending wave of climax.
Ben was next to her alternating screaming and laughing as they hit the peak and started to fall back down. Bouncing as the ropes caught their descent, then swinging up and back and sideways.
That climax just kept rolling on. Squeezing her insides and sending pulsing waves of pleasure up her spine to the root of her brain.
“Holy shit!” Ben screamed. “You like that? You fucking like that?” He laughed hysterically.
Then, out of the corner of her eye, with her mouth still lewdly twisted, she saw him glance at her again and the wildness left his eyes. His hand squeezed her leg then he pulled it away.
The bouncing dissipated into a gentle swaying, the excitement over, the moment gone and her panties and jeans soaked with the wet her body produced from the orgasm.
She tucked her chin down towards her chest, embarrassment and shame and humiliation flooding through her at what had just happened.
“Hey,” Ben said next to her. “Hey. Look at me. Look at me, Eve.”
She turned sideways and looked out of the corner of her eye at him.
“It’s okay,” he said. He put his hand on her leg. His touch made her body pulse again. “It’s okay. It’s fine. You’re fine. It was just a ride. It was a good ride wasn’t it?” he asked, nodding.
She sniffled and swallowed and blinked the tears out of her eyes, nodding back at him.
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Charlie had sliced up the pork roast and put it in the fridge so they could have it on sandwiches when she got back. 
The day had passed alright. He’d busied himself mowing the lawn and puttering around working on his never-ending motorcycle project in the garage.
Jealousy had come and gone.
Not a bad kind. It wasn’t a bad kind at all. He felt fucking alive again.
Eve out on a date with her hot young stud. Flying through the air on roller coasters, getting juiced on all that adrenaline and dopamine. Fighting through fight or flight response after fight or flight response with Ben next to her. That handsome, strapping young stud she’d brushed off as not paying any attention to her at all.
But when the sun had started to set the jealousy had grown more intense. More pointed. Pointed right at his heart.
Why was she out so late? Was she having such a good time she couldn’t be bothered to come home to her husband? Would she just stay out the whole fucking night at this point?
He’d talked himself down off of each cliff. As a psychologist he knew better than to indulge these feelings. It was just such a thrill feeling something so intensely again.
Now he found himself, glass of whisky in his hand, pacing around their darkened living room, looking out the front window for each bus that passed and didn’t stop at the little shelter across the street.
His brooding mood growing darker as he started to question why he’d orchestrated this at all. Why he’d sent her out with Ben just so he could indulge his perverted little fantasy.
They had such a good thing going, him and Eve. What was he doing? What had he done?
A bus pulled up outside, the interior lights bright against the darkness.
He gripped his glass tighter and took a swig. Relief swirled through him when he saw Eve get up inside, Ben behind her. Walking to the back door and getting off.
The bus pulled away and they checked the street for cars, then crossed. Ben walking a very respectful distance from her. Eve looking tired but happy, both of them chatting.
A pang of jealousy gripped him. Chatting about the day they’d shared. The emotions they’d experience with each other.
His balls were sore and his cock was half-hard as he watched them disappear around the corner of the house. He moved quietly through the kitchen and stood by the back door, listening to hear if he could make any of their conversation out.
Then he realized he was acting like a fucking crazy person. He flicked on the kitchen light and downed the whisky. Moved stealthily to the sink and set the glass inside, then walked as quickly as he could into the bedroom and turned the TV on. He flipped to a livestream of a golf game and dropped onto the bed, throwing one leg over the other and putting a hand behind his head like he’d been there all night.
His cock twitched as the door unlatched with a click. He heard Eve step inside. He heard her say a soft “goodnight.” He clenched his teeth at that. The door clicked shut.
“Charlie? You in there Charlie?” she called out. Her voice was hoarse.
He closed his eyes and drew in a deep breath, chasing all those demon thoughts into the darkest part of his mind and locking them up. “Hey baby!” he called out, his voice a perfect chord of lazy and bored. He heard her purse drop on the floor. The her footsteps across the floor until she popped into view around the door, leaning against the door frame.
An almost painful shock tore through him at the sight of her.
She was a wreck. A gorgeous, glorious mess of a dishevelled woman. Her hair was down and wildly unkempt. Her blouse was untucked. She had a tiny streak of mascara running down one side of her mouth.
It took a massive effort not to let his jaw sag and ask her what the hell had happened to her? She didn’t look like she’d spent the day at an amusement park. She looked like she’d spent the day…
He didn’t let himself finish the thought. Arousal churned inside him. He put on his friendliest, most inquisitive smile as he sat up. “How was it?”
Christ she smelled good. He could smell her even though she was all the way at the door. Not perfume but her natural body odours. The smell that had attracted him to her in the first place. She smelled wild.
“It was…alright,” she said with a shrug.
He watched her move across the room and then sit down on the edge of the bed opposite him. Something wasn’t adding up. One didn’t come home looking like that and say the day was just alright.
He shuffled across the bed to sit next to her. There was space between them. Something she wasn’t telling him. He could swore he smelled that, too. “Just alright?” he asked.
“You know. Roller coasters. It was kind of fun. Gets old after a while, though. I guess Ben’s really into amusement parks and he kept dragging me around to new rides. I felt bad asking to leave early so I just kind of humoured him and went along.”
“You didn’t have fun at all?” he asked.
“I mean, the first few were kind of fun. Then it was just up and down and up and down, you know?” She let out a small laugh.
He smiled back at her. But he knew she was lying. She was fucking lying to him. About what, he wasn’t sure. But she was one hundred percent lying about something. Did she really think he couldn’t tell?
“You hungry?” he asked.
She shook her head. “Not really. Ben bought me lunch and a bunch of snacks.”
“What kind of snacks?” he asked. It was bizarre but that really got under his skin.
“Cotton candy and stuff,” she replied.
His guts squeezed as he thought of Ben and Eve walking around the amusement park like a couple in love, sharing cotton candy. “You want me to run you a bath then?” he asked.
She turned and smiled warmly at him. “Charlie, that would be lovely,“ she said, nearly groaning the last word.
He got up and walked to the bathroom. His insides were mush and a cold sweat had broken out on the back of his neck. He needed to know more but he didn’t want to be too pushy.
He also felt like he needed to have sex with her. Desperately. And asking too many questions about her day out with Ben might turn her off.
He turned on the taps and pulled the handle to plug the drain. He let the water run good and hot, until steam was billowing up from the tub, then grabbed her bathrobe hanging on the back of the door and walked back to the bedroom.
She was in her panties and bra when he got there and the sight of her nearly nude body did things to him he hadn’t felt in years. She’d smoothed her hair but her scent filled the whole room now. Sweat  but not just that. He could have sworn he smelled the distinct pungence of her arousal coming from between her legs.
He walked up behind her and draped the robe across her shoulders.
She turned around and smiled at him as she pulled it tight around herself. “I’m all sweaty and stinky,” she whispered.
He shook his head. “I don’t mind,” he whispered back.
She stood up on her tiptoes and puckered her lips.
He leaned forward and kissed her. Nothing too sexual. No tongue. Just a quick peck.
“Just warning you I’m pretty tuckered out,” she said.
His cock strained and he stifled a groan. He wasn’t going to give up hope yet, though. He wrapped his hands around her and let them fall to her ass. “I don’t mind,” he said.
She let out a small laugh.
It pleased him that her sense of humour was intact. He watched her pleasant ass sway as she walked around him and out into the hallway. He sat down on the bed, listening to the sounds of her getting into the bath.
His mind was running fast. He got the urge to slip out and down the stairs to the apartment beneath them. To knock on the door and demand Ben tell him what really happened.
He still couldn’t believe she’d lied to him. The crazy thing was it didn’t even bother him. Quite the contrary. He found it fucking exciting. Had she done something naughty? Had she slipped up in the heat of the moment after a particularly wild ride and shared a kiss with her handsome, strapping young stud?
The thought drove him wild with lust.
Whatever it was that had happened he sure as hell knew her day had been more than just alright.
She spent an excruciating thirty minutes soaking in the tub.
When he heard her emerge, he pulled his shirt and pants off and got under the covers, waiting for her in the darkened bedroom.
She appeared in the doorway a few minutes later, silhouetted by the light from the hallway. She stood there, one foot up against the other, giving a lovely curve to her body. She smiled at him, flicked off the light, then crossed the floor to the bed.
His eyes widened when she pulled the robe from her shoulders to reveal her now completely naked body. His gaze moved to her breasts, then the bush she kept untamed around her snatch. He stared at her thick thighs and ass as she moved onto the bed and tucked herself under the sheet and blanket.
She definitely wasn’t too tired for something. She never got into bed like that.
“I thought you said you were tired?” he asked.
“That bath was very refreshing. Thank-you,” she explained.
He slipped down onto his side, resting his head on his hand. Stole another glance at her breasts before looking into her eyes. “You gonna tell me what really happened?” he asked.
She looked up into his eyes and he could tell she was already feeling guilty for lying.
He put a finger under her chin and leaned in, kissing her gently on the mouth again. No tongue. Nothing pushy. Just getting her comfortable being at home with him again.
“Charlie,” she whispered.
“Hmm?”
“Can we talk about it some other time? I promise we will. Just…now now?”
Lust roared through him. Something was happening. Something was going on inside her and he could be certain of it now. She didn’t want to deal with it. She didn’t want to face it right then. But he was going to find out what it was eventually. “No problem,” he whispered back.
He let his hand fall to her chest and gently cupped her breast. She sank deeper into her pillow and pulled the sheet off of her chest, exposing herself.
He looked into her eyes, then leaned over her breast and pulled her nipple into his mouth. He rolled his tongue over it once, then swept a circle around it.
He was rewarded with a lovely, breathy sound coming from her. A soft exhale and then the beginnings of a whimper as he continued to caress it with his tongue.
He worked it until her body started squirming, then cupped her other breast and moved his mouth over it. He did the same, swiping at it with his tongue, getting her good and turned on. When he smelled the first waft of her arousal juice from between her legs he dipped a hand between them.
His cock firmed up as he felt how wet her lovely folds were. He worked his finger over them a few times, spreading the oily lubricant, then slipped his finger between them and into her.
Her mouth fell open and she drew in a slow breath.
He felt her pussy squeeze his finger. He slipped another into her and moved his hand back and forth, gliding in and out of her entrance.
When she was good and wet and squirming from his fingering, he pulled his digits out of her and pulled his underwear down his legs. Not wanting to lose the moment, he scrambled over top of her and between her thighs.
She spread herself for him, closed her eyes and cupped her breast. Her finger and thumb slipped to the peak, pinching the nipple as his cock made contact with her soaked pussy.
He let out a low grunt as he slid into her. He wanted to know what was going on in her mind. He felt her shudder and gasp as he pressed his cock into her.
Something had happened. Something had happened with Ben. They were going to talk about it, just not now.
The thought tumbled over and over in his mind as he started thrusting.
Eve was lost. Gone behind closed eyes, in some world of her own contrivance. They usually made love gazing into each other’s eyes but she was far away now.
Her pussy still felt like heaven. His cock stiffened each time he thought of her with Ben. Screaming with her arms up in the air as she rode those roller coasters. What had happened? What had happened that she couldn’t talk about?
He imagined a secret kiss, stolen somewhere in the park. Or an inappropriate touch that had lingered too long. Already he could feel his orgasm closing in on him.
Eve was moving her hips in time with his thrusts. Adjusting herself so his cock hit the perfect angle inside her. Her mouth fell open, though no sound came out. Just a perfectly beautiful silent moan that let him know she was close to coming.
Close to coming. He was so close.
Her body seized, hips rolling up so his cock slipped deep inside her. Her eyes squeezed shut tighter. “Give me all of that cum!” she whispered, but with how far away she was it wasn’t clear to who.
Maybe it wasn’t her husband’s cum she was begging for?
His cock hardened and the first pulse of his load shot inside her.
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Aweek went by where he waited patiently. He didn’t ask, didn’t prod for any more about what had happened that day at the amusement park. 
Eve returned to her usual self. As if the day hadn’t even happened.
But it drove Charlie crazy. He knew something had happened, though it couldn’t have been as big as he’d fantasized. She was too honest to lie about anything like that. Too kindhearted to keep that from him.
So, the following Saturday, when he heard Ben downstairs locking his door to go out, he moved quickly through the house, opened their seldom used front door and stepped out onto the porch. He pulled the door shut behind him and jogged down to the tiny walkway.
“Hey,  Ben!”
“Hey Charlie!” Ben said as he rounded the corner of the house.
Charlie gave him a friendly smile but didn’t move aside. “Hey do you have a moment?” he asked.
“Uh, I’m just going to wait for the bus. You mind walking?”
“No. No, I don’t mind,” Charlie said. He followed Ben across the street and under the small shelter to get out of the sun. “Hitting the gym?” he asked, nodding at his gym bag.
“You got it,” Ben said.
“Which one did you end up going with?”
“The little mom and pop shop up the road. I really like the vibe in there. Plus, when I get off night shift I hit it on the way home sometimes. I have a hell of a time falling asleep right after work, you know?”
“Sure, I bet you do,” Charlie said.
“You had something you wanted to talk about?” Ben asked, glancing down the road to see if the bus was coming.
“Yeah. Yeah, I did. I actually, well, it’s kind of embarrassing but it’s kind of driving me a little crazy.”
“Uh huh,” Ben said, nodding.
“You know last week? When you took Eve to the amusement park?”
“Uh huh,” Ben said, nodding again.
“It’s no big deal or anything but did she…did something happen? Something weird? She was kind of cagey about it.”
Ben stared at him for a few moments. “She say something happen?” he asked.
“No. That’s the thing. She hasn’t said anything about it,” Charlie replied.
Ben stared at him a while longer. “I think your girl had a real good time,” he said, then shrugged and looked past Charlie again to check for the bus.
The change in his tone was jarring. Calling Eve your girl was…out of character? Charlie didn’t know him that well but he’d never heard him talk like that. “She did, huh?” he asked.
Ben nodded.
“So, uh, how many rides did you guys go on?”
Ben stared at him a while longer. “You know, Charlie, you know this is kind of weird, right? Like, you get that? Coming out here and grilling me about our date after you sent us on it?”
Charlie felt a deep discomfort form in his gut. Ben was right. He was being kind of a creep.
“Now I don’t want you to feel bad about it. But I’m not really into playing some weird game about it, either.”
Charlie nodded. He’d made a fool of himself. “You know what? I’m sorry. I’m sorry I mentioned it. Any of it. If we can just…forget about it, I’d appreciate that,” he said, backing away a few steps.
Ben held his gaze. “We can do that. I don’t mind. It’s just I don’t think that’s what you want. I think you might have other feelings about the matter. You know why I think that?” he asked.
Charlie eyed him, a nervous energy buzzing inside him.
“I’ll tell you why,” Ben went on. “Cause remember you told me Eve loved roller coasters? You remember that? You know you send two people out together they might talk to each other. You ever think of that?”
“I, uh, I’m not sure what…”
“Cause she told me she’s never been on a roller coaster, Charlie.” He hung his gym bag on his shoulder. “Now I was just gonna let it go. It was kind of weird but whatever. People make mistakes. Except now you’re out here grilling me about what happened because she won’t talk to you about it? That kind of makes me think like there’s something else going on. You get why that might be?”
Charlie looked down at the ground and rubbed the back of his neck with his hand. This was mortifying. He hadn’t thought any of it through and now he’d been found out and looked like a total fool.
“Now I’m not saying any of that to make you feel bad either,” Ben said. “Like I said, I was just going to let it slide. But I get the sense that you’re looking for some kind of different transaction. Correct me if I’m wrong. With the way you set this up you seem to be interested in more than just roller coasters. Am I right?”
Charlie glanced up at him. He couldn’t believe what he’d started. What a crazy, impulsive thing he’d done. This was totally not like him. Acting on his emotions and his urges. Now Ben had him. He knew there was more going on.
They’d managed to find the perfect, respectful tenant on their first try and now he’d gone and fucked it all up.
He heard the sound of the bus turning the corner behind him. A wave of relief washed over him. Saved by the bus.
It pulled up to the stop and brakes hissed as the door opened.
Ben looked in at the driver. “Sorry, man. I’ll catch the next one.”
The driver closed the doors without a word and pulled away.
Charlie’s mortification returned. Ben seemed intent on holding his feet to the fire.
“Now I’m about to say something and I want you to tell me that if it’s not the thing that was on your mind, you’re not going to take it personally.”
Charlie’s throat closed and his stomach hollowed as he stared at Ben.
“Can you do that for me Charlie?” Ben asked.
Charlie waited a few moments, then gave a slow nod.
“Okay. Then I just want you to know that if you have in mind what I think you have in mind, I’m down. Your wife is sexy as fuck.”
Charlie swallowed to try and clear the knot in his throat.
“We on the same page?” Ben asked.
Charlie clenched his jaw and nodded. Which was horribly wrong. He shouldn’t have done this. How would Eve feel if she found out he’d talked to Ben about this before he’d even mentioned it to her?
At the same time, Ben had just told him that he was game. That he thought Eve was hot as fuck. It fired up something inside him he didn’t know he had.
Ben was watching him like a hawk. “You run any of this by her?” he asked.
Charlie shook his head.
Ben glanced toward the house. “I’ll tell you what. You get your house in order first and I’ll be more than happy to help you out.”
Charlie nodded, excitement building in a warm ball inside of him.
“She didn’t tell you anything about that day at the park?” Ben asked.
Charlie shook his head again.
Ben shrugged. “Alright. Well, that shit’s between you two. I”m not getting into any sneaky shit, Charlie. I like this place. I like living here and it’s only been a few weeks. I don’t want any bad blood or bullshit getting between us, you understand?”
“Absolutely,” Charlie muttered.
“Alright. You better go then, man. I want to catch this next bus,” Ben said.
Charlie turned to cross the street.
“Hey you want some marital advice from a guy who hasn’t been on a date in a few years?” Ben asked.
Charlie glanced at him and saw him smiling. He smiled back. “Sure.”
“Just talk to her about it, dude.”
Charlie smiled and nodded. Guilt gnawed at his insides as he crossed the street towards the house.
* * *
Eve was standing at the kitchen island cutting an apple when he walked back inside. She looked up and watched him cross the living room and walk into the kitchen. She popped a slice of apple into her mouth. “What was that?” she asked.
“What was what?”
“Did Ben want something?” she asked, chewing the apple slowly.
Charlie put a hand over his mouth and started spinning up a lie, then stopped himself. This had to end now. Ben, a man probably half his age, was absolutely right. These games were unacceptable. “Are you in the middle of something?” he asked her.
“Always,” she said. “But I want to know what’s going on.”
Charlie slumped onto a stool and sighed.
“Charlie?” Eve prodded.
He looked up at the ceiling, collecting his thoughts. “I may have made a mistake,” he said.
She swallowed, then eyed him as she picked up another slice of apple.
“I may have made one myself,” she replied.
It took a moment to register. When it did, his mouth opened and he stared at her.
“You first,” she said, nodding.
His heart kicked in his chest. She looked as guilty as she felt. Was she going to come clean about what had happened that day? “I was out there asking Ben about your date,” he said.
“It wasn’t a date,” she snapped, way too quickly.
“Whatever it was,” he said. “I was asking Ben about it.”
“And what did he say?” she asked.
He shook his head. “Not much.”
“What do you want to know?”
They locked eyes and he stared at her for a long time. “What happened?” he finally asked.
She finished slowly chewing the slice of apple. She set down the paring knife she was holding and wiped her hands on a towel. She circled the island and came to stand beside him.
He swivelled in his seat so he was facing her.
She studied his face. His eyes, his smile, then her eyes fell to the floor. “I’m not sure what to say or how to say it. I want to be honest. I don’t want you to think it was anything…consequential.”
“I set you up,” he blurted.
She furrowed her brow. “What?”
“I don’t know what I was thinking. Well, I do. But we can deal with that later. I set you up. Ben offered me those tickets for the both of us. I told him I wasn’t really a roller coaster guy but that you loved roller coasters.”
She covered her mouth with a hand and stifled a laugh. “You did?” she mumbled.
“I did,” Charlie said, sighing.
She furrowed her brow again a moment later. “Why?”
He looked at the floor, drew in a deep breath, held it, then let it out slowly. He looked up into her eyes again. “You probably don’t remember this. I told you a few times that I find the idea of you with another man darkly erotic.” He braced himself for her reaction.
To his surprise he saw no shock on her expression. No outrage. Almost like she’d expected him to say that.
“Go on,” she said.
“I wasn’t thinking. Or, at least, not rationally. I thought…you said that thing about Ben being a handsome, strapping young stud. My imagination got the better of me and I just…I told him to ask you out to the park.” He glanced at her to see her nodding. “You gonna tell me what happened?” he asked.
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She did remember he’d said that once. More than once. She’d found it very odd and hadn’t given it a second thought. Nor had she connected that Ben asking her out to the amusement park might have had anything to do with Charlie’s weird take on her with another man. 
He looked so wide-eyed and eager in front of her. Awaiting a recounting of her time with Ben.
She wasn’t sure which way to move with this. There was certainly no way she was going to make his wish come true. Yes, she’d entertained her feelings about Ben when they’d been flying through the air.
Her and Charlie hadn’t stayed married this long by acting on their feelings, though. Love was an agreement as much as it was a feeling and she wasn’t about to break an agreement she’d made two and a half decades back.
“Well,” she began, then paused. “I appreciate your honesty. I’ll repay it with some of my own. We went on a lot of roller coasters, Charlie. A lot of ups and downs. A lot of feeling my stomach in my throat. Ben was his usual good-natured self. We laughed a lot. It felt like a date. Like we were on a first date.”
The way the light changed in his eyes as they widened sent a little tremble of excitement skittering through her. It looked like this aroused him as much as she’d been aroused on that cursed Bungee Ball or whatever it was called.
“Did you like the way that felt?” he asked.
She tilted her head to one side and studied his expression. She owed him the truth. Honesty had always been the foundation of their marriage. “Not at first,” she said.
“Tell me.”
“I didn’t like it, Charlie. I’m a married woman. I was out with a man half my age gallivanting around an amusement park trying to catch some feelings.”
“What’s so bad about that?”
“It felt…undignified. Or something.”
“But it changed?” he asked. He sounded a little breathless now. Even more eager to know that it had changed and that she’d felt something for Ben.
“It changed,” she admitted. “You really want to know?”
“I want to know, Eve. I want to know everything.”
“It changed completely, Charlie. I started having feelings for him. I started considering things I’d never have considered before. Is that what you want to hear?”
“Kind of,” he said, a smile starting to spread across his mouth. He looked like a kid who’d just been told he could have all the candy he wanted in the shop.
It was more than kind of, though. He was very excited by this, she could see that.
“I can keep talking if you want but before I do I need to make something absolutely, perfectly clear. This is never going to go anywhere, Charlie. If this is really a fantasy you have then I am more than happy to indulge it in our bedroom with the two of us. You want some dirty talk? No problem. My pleasure. But I don’t want to lead you on. You need to know there is no way this is going anywhere in the real world.”
“Why not?” he asked.
The question took her slightly by surprise. She’d expected him to obediently nod and sit quietly while she confessed about exactly what had happened that day.
Why not?
The two words sat uncomfortably in her mind. “Because…” she began, then paused.
Charlie sat staring at her, a slight smirk playing at the corners of his mouth.
She owed him her honesty about this, too. “I can’t quite put my finger on it,” she said. “I feel too safe and comfortable in our life. I don’t want…complications. You can accept that answer and we can move on or we can just put a stop to all of this right now.”
“Okay, okay. I accept, I accept. Don’t get your hackles up.”
“I’m not,” she assured him. “You want to hear the rest of the story?”
“Yes, please.”
She did enjoy his undivided attention. The way she felt like she had him completely to herself. He didn’t look at her with quite that much intensity anymore. She leaned forward and took him by the hand.
“Where are we going?” he asked.
She smiled as she pulled him towards the bedroom. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d initiated daytime sex. “Take your clothes off,” she said, moving to the window and pulling the curtains shut.
Charlie was out of his pants and shirt in a snap, standing in the centre of the room in just his underwear and socks.
She raised an eyebrow at the bulge already present in his briefs. A spontaneous erection in the middle of the day?
She wriggled out of her dress and pulled her bra and underwear off, enjoying his hungry gaze as it roamed her curves. She took him by the hand again, pulled him to the bed and sat him down.
Climbing onto the bed, she got behind him and wrapped her arms around him. She lifted her feet and put them on his knees so he could watch her toes as she stroked him. “I can’t believe you’re already hard,” she whispered, caressing his cock through his underwear.
“This really turns me on,” he said over his shoulder.
“I guess it does.” She reached into his underwear and wrapped her hand around his familiar cock and pulled it out.
“I started seeing him differently as the day went on,” she said, giving him a slow stroke with her hand.
His cock flexed.
“He is handsome. And he is a strapping young stud. And, okay, I’m not completely immune to that. I had thoughts about him. Inappropriate thoughts, Charlie. Thoughts I probably shouldn’t share with you.”
He groaned and his cock flexed again. “Please, Eve. Please.”
Another tremor of excitement shimmered through her. Maybe there was something darkly thrilling about this? About her going out with another man then telling her husband stories about it.
Maybe her life was too comfortable and safe but not in the best way?
She relaxed her grip on his cock and just feathered the underside with her fingers. “I thought about it. About being with him,” she admitted. “What it would feel like. What it would feel like to kiss him. What it would feel like to…”
His cock was pulsing in her hand already. Like he was on the verge of a climax and they’d only just started.
Her own pulse kicked up. She realized this had probably been a mistake, indulging him in this. She’d been putting off talking about the day with Ben. The sex she and Charlie had had afterwards. What she’d thought about.
She’d known he wanted to talk about it. There was a way he got when he wanted something but didn’t want to ask outright and he’d been that way all week.
But now they were here and she had his hard cock in her hand and he was telling her he wanted to hear all of it so bad.
“Please say it?” Charlie asked. His voice was tight with need.
“I thought about what it would be like to fuck him, Charlie. That’s the truth. That’s not just something I’m making up for you.”
He groaned and leaned forward, his cock flexing to a ridiculously hard state.
She wrapped her hand firmly around it again and started jerking him.
They’d tried a few things sexually over the years. Toys. Some light BDSM. It had all been fine and fun but none of it had stuck. They’d both finally decided that intimate missionary with a little doggy style now and again was good enough.
Now, with his cock this hard in her hand as she talked about fantasizing about fucking another man, it seemed like perhaps they hadn’t explored all of the potential corners of their desires.
She was wet now, too. Her pussy was slick with moisture and not just from getting him this hard. It titillated her to flirt with the idea of having sex with Ben while she fondled Charlie. It was wildly out of the sexual orbit she thought she was in. But now that she was here she kind of liked it.
“At the end of the day I thought we were going home,” she went on. “Ben said we just had to go on one more ride. He pulled me onto a bench and put his hand on my thigh and stared into my eyes. Some goofy kid yelled “do it!” like we were going to kiss or something.”
Charlie grabbed her calves and groaned.
She jerked him harder.
She weighed the pros and cons of telling him about the orgasm. She’d meant to. Then she’d decided not to. She felt like she could count on Ben not to kiss and tell.
Now they were here, though, and what a grand finale this would make for Charlie.
“He dragged me into the line and we waited for a while. My head was already a little spinny from the day of rides. My body was kind of tired. I got a little worried when we got buckled in. Ben put his hand on my thigh. I would say inappropriately close to my…privates but anything goes with this new generation, I guess.”
Charlie groaned and his cock throbbed.
“It was called the Bungee Ball, I think. Ben put his hand on my thigh again to reassure me, tell me everything was going to be okay. Then we went flying up into the air and the whole day sort of collapsed in on itself in my mind. I felt like I was flying. I had that big, handsome stud holding onto me.”
Charlie groaned again, through gritted teeth this time.
She let the memory of that evening slip into her mind. She pressed the fingers of her free hand down between her legs and touched her wet pussy folds. She twisted them around her clit and let herself think of Ben. That handsome stud. What it would feel like to have him between her legs.
“I came on that ride, Charlie. I had an orgasm. Ben was holding onto me and I had an orgasm so intense that I started crying,” she whispered.
Charlie’s body bucked in front of her.
She felt a burst of his ejaculate splatter onto her feet, then drizzle over the head of his cock to coat her fingers. She kept stroking him as he shook and trembled. She kept spinning her finger around her clit, too, but her own climax seemed too far away to catch now that he was finished.
Charlie let out a huge, shuddering breath and his cock started to soften.
She gripped it a little tighter and kept stroking, shaking out those last few contractions of his climax for him.
The sudden stillness and silence seemed to grow awkward now that the frenetic panic of chasing an orgasm was behind them.
Charlie sat panting in front of her until he caught his breath. He turned his head to glance over his shoulder at her. “Did it really happen?”
“It really happened,” she said, squeezing his prick one more time. “You really get off on this, huh?”
“I guess I do,” he replied. “Anything I can do for you?” he asked.
She let go of his cock, wiped the cum off her hand against his leg, then crab-walked backwards on the bed to the pillows and spread her legs. “Yeah,” she said, pulling the lips of her pussy apart with both hands. “You can eat me out.”
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Three days later Charlie had to leave to go to a conference. She did the loving wife thing, packing his travel toiletries for him and making sure he remembered his socks. 
She watched him pull out of the driveway through the living room window, then walked to the kitchen to put the kettle on for a pot of tea.
He hadn’t been gone two minutes when a knock sounded at the back door.
She pursed her lips to keep herself from smiling. Charlie was persistent, she had to give him that. He normally didn’t push about anything this hard.
On the way to open the door she paused by the mirror, turning her head and giving her body a once over.
She wore a pleated green skirt that nearly reached her ankles and a simple blouse up top. Bra on underneath. She arched her back and allowed herself a half-smile at the lovely roundness of her ass. Her breasts looked pretty, too, all neatly tucked away, the nipples stowed.
She chided herself for being shallow, then walked to the back door. She twisted the deadbolt and pulled it open.
Ben stood on the landing. Looking fine.
Her mind went there first. Very handsome in a black t-shirt and deep blue denim jeans.
She stepped aside and waved him in.
He walked in slowly and turned to face her as she closed the door.
“You two colluding now?” she asked.
“Aren’t you glad we got things out in the open?” he asked her.
Her eyes widened. That was bolder than anything he’d said to her before. “Out in the open?”
“You heard me,” he said, smiling.
“What do you think is out in the open, exactly?”
“Charlie’s thing he wants. You know what I’m talking about.”
She nodded. “I know what you’re talking about but apparently there’s been some sort of misunderstanding. Which reminds me, I never really did chew Charlie out for setting us up the way he did.”
“I don’t think you should be too hard on him,” Ben said, shaking his head and wearing that friendly smile.
“Oh you don’t, do you? I guess you have a say in that now?” she teased.
It wasn’t like her. A few weeks ago, before the roller coaster rodeo, she would have shut all of this down so fast. The last thing she needed at her age in her relationship was drama.
But she couldn’t ignore the fact that going out with Ben had been fun. She couldn’t ignore that it had spiced up her life with Charlie. And she couldn’t ignore that she liked the feeling of being this desired.
“What’s in this for you, Ben?” she asked.
He raised an eyebrow, then chuckled. “What’s in it for me? That’s not obvious?”
“You’re a handsome, athletic young man. I’m sure you’d have no trouble finding someone to…hang out with?”
“Well, you’re one of the sexiest women I’ve ever laid eyes on. You’ve got an incredible body and you know how to have fun. Not sure what’s confusing about what would be in this for me.” He laughed again.
She blushed at the compliment, then blushed hotter at blushing at all. “Well that’s all very flattering,” she said. “But I’ve already made it to clear to Charlie that there’s just no way this is happening. Did he tell you he was leaving town?”
“Texted me on his way out,” Ben said.
She guffawed, unable to believe how brazen they were both being about this. “So, what? You’re supposed to come up here and seduce me or something?”
“Nuh-uh,” Ben said. He reached into his pants pocket and pulled out two tickets.
“More roller coasters?” she asked.
He shook his head.
“Oh give me that,” she said, swiping the tickets from his hand. She held them up and put her reading glasses on. “You’ve gotta be kidding me,” she muttered. “I’m not doing that.”
Ben’s smile widened.
“I’m just not,” she said, setting the tickets down on the island. “You want a cup of tea or something?”
Before she could turn towards the stove Ben took two steps closer and leaned in. His hand went to the small of her back.
She gasped. A shiver of excitement rippled down her back. “What are you doing?” she whispered.
“What does it look like I’m doing?” he asked.
Before she knew what was happening his lips had touched hers. Her whole body stiffened for a moment. Then the warmth of his mouth against hers, the pressure of his hand on her back, caused something to melt inside her.
Her mouth opened slightly. She let his tongue inside. She let him press it against hers but didn’t kiss him back right away.
Somewhere in the back of her mind the program was still running about what a bad idea this was. How she really didn’t need her life turned upside down so Charlie could get his jollies. How she really didn’t need two men needing her all of a sudden.
She could feel he needed her, though. She could feel it through the kiss. She could feel the way his hand possessively moved to her side. The way his tongue pushed into her mouth and against hers. How he wanted something back from her.
She gave it to him. She swept her tongue against his and put a hand over his on her side. She let the feeling take her, just like he’d told her to. It swept through her in a hot gush and she felt her pussy start to swell and moisten.
That scared her more than any of the roller coasters had. She pressed a hand against Ben’s chest and pushed him away, pulling her mouth away from his at the same time. “We’re not doing this,” she whispered.
“That was nice,” Ben said, straightening and taking a step back. “You kiss good, Eve.”
She moved a finger over her mouth, wiping away their shared saliva, and looked down at the ground.
Charlie was being persistent. Now it looked like Ben was going to be persistent, too.
“Come on, Eve. Why not?”
She raised her eyes to his. More warm excitement bubbled through her. He had the stare. That obsessive look men got when they thought there was a chance.
She knew the way she was looking at him. It certainly wasn’t a look that said absolutely not. “Because I’m married,” she replied quietly.
“Charlie’s cool. You know that. That’s why I’m here. I wouldn’t be standing here if this wasn’t all above board.”
She had to look away from him to keep her eyes from sinking to his midriff. She wasn’t as obsessed with the idea of this as Charlie was. But she couldn’t honestly say she wasn’t the least bit curious.
“Did he message you and tell you to come in here and seduce me?“ she asked him.
“He told me he was leaving. I understood what he meant from that. Came up to show you those tickets.”
“I’m not going skydiving, Ben. Not with you. Not with anyone. Hope you can get your money back for those,” she said, nodding at the tickets on the counter.
“Not my money,” he replied.
Her eyes widened. “You mean Charlie…” She shook her head. This was crazy. What was she doing? What was Charlie doing?
He really was this into this. He was really this obsessed about hooking her up with Ben.
Would it really hurt anything? Her and Charlie were rock solid. He was the one asking her to do this. Would it hurt to have some fun?
Ben took a step forward, like he sensed her resolve softening.
“Come on, Ben,” she whispered, turning her head to one side.
“Come on, Eve,” he whispered back. He put a finger on her jaw and turned her head until her mouth was just an inch from his again.
He put his other hand over the back of hers and pulled it forward.
Before she knew what was happening, she felt her palm being pressed against a solid tube of flesh. Her eyes bugged. His cock felt huge. She drew in a quick breath and looked into his eyes.
Ben nodded at her. “They say size doesn’t matter. Maybe it don’t. But it don’t hurt to have it.”
Her reflex was to scoff at his cockiness. Her curiosity stopped her.
“Think of what a great bedtime story it would make for Charlie,” he said.
Her eyes widened. “He told you about that?”
“Oops. Maybe I shouldn’t have said that,” Ben said, chuckling.
Something about Charlie telling Ben about their private sex life tripped a switch inside her. It didn’t make exactly make her angry. But it crossed a boundary. And a part of her wanted to just give Charlie exactly what he wanted and see what happened.
She blushed as she realized her hand was still pressed up against Ben’s cock and she pulled it away.
“You don’t have to do that,” Ben said, taking her wrist and pulling her against his girth again. He leaned in and tipped his head and their mouths met.
This time she didn’t hesitate. She gave him what he wanted, kissing him back with lots of sloppy tongue and making it clear she’d gone from this isn’t happening to let’s get this done in a heartbeat.
He thrust his tongue into her mouth and put his hands on her hips, pulling her even closer to his body.
She felt her aching nipples press against his hard chest and let herself slip into the moment as she felt his hand travelling up her side, then cupping her breast through her shirt and bra.
She could sense his hunger in the way he touched her. The demand in his embrace wasn’t like the soft and intimate affection she shared with Charlie. Ben had an urge he needed sated and he was going to use her body just for that.
She remembered that kind of sex from her youth. Not that she’d ever been a huge slut. But she’d been with a few guys. One of them had keyed in on what she really wanted and given her some of the wildest fucks she’d ever had.
Ben’s energy felt so similar to that. She wondered if she’d allow herself to be debased like that again? To submit to this younger man the same way she had when she’d been younger?
It seemed undignified. She was a professor now. A scientist. Could she truly turn back into that wild sexual animal?
Ben had pulled his mouth off hers and pressed it against her neck. His hands were exploring her breasts and rubbing her crotch. Sweeping around and gripping her ass like he already owned it.
When he sucked on her neck it sent shivers down her back.
Was this what Charlie wanted? Was this what her really wanted for a bedtime story? To hear about his wanton wife cheating on him behind his back?
It took her aback how much that thought thrilled her. She grabbed Ben’s wrist, squeezed out from between him and the counter and started pulling him towards the bedroom.
“Where we going?” he asked.
“I’m too fucking old to do this standing up, buddy.”
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Ben was back on her as soon as they were in the bedroom. Tracing a line of kisses down her neck and sucking on it again as his hands worked over her curves. 
She worked his shirt free of his pants and started fumbling with his belt buckle.
Her mind sent alternating waves of excitement and anxiety washing through her.
What the hell was she doing here?!?
His hard body soothed her nerves. She hadn’t felt a man that hard pressed that close to her in years. Decades, even. She could only imagine what being pinned beneath a man like that would feel like.
Ben pulled her blouse free and started pulling it up her body.
She raised her arms, then felt a sudden surge of shyness as he pulled it off. She shrugged and tried to cover her naked skin with her arms.
“Don’t do that,” Ben said, his eyes wandering along her body. “You’re too beautiful to be shy.”
“Oh stop with the flattery, Ben,” she chided.
“I’m not making anything up,” he said, staring into her eyes. “You don’t even know how smoking hot you are, do you?”
“I said stop,” she said, turning her head to the side. She had the thought to put a stop to this.
But Ben was back on her. Kissing her neck again, his hands working around her sides and up to her bra clasp.
Her bra clasp! A strange, young man was fiddling with her bra clasp!
Ben pulled his mouth away from her neck and pulled her bra straps over her shoulders and down her arms. He took a step back and his eyes sank to her breasts and widened.
Now she was deeply embarrassed by his attention. It was one thing to parade around naked in front of a guy when your skin was pale and tight. Now, despite the gym, she had a little sag here and there. Freckles.
Ben distracted her by leaning forward, cupping her breast and slipping the nipple into his mouth. He worked his tongue around it.
That sent a wondrous rush of pleasure through her. If there was any lingering doubt in her mind his mouth on her nipple chased it off. She put a hand on the back of his head and pressed him closer. She bit her lip and let out a soft breath.
Ben started shuffling forward, forcing her to shuffle backwards towards the bed. He pulled his mouth off of one breast and attached it to the other.
A moan rolled out of her.
“Mmhmm,” Ben said, nodding. He reached behind her and started working the clasp of her skirt with his fingers.
She chewed on the inside of her mouth. She could feel her pussy moist and hot between her legs. A tingling, aching feeling in it that only came with the thrill of novel sexual excitement.
She blushed as the skirt slipped down her legs, revealing her white cotton panties.
Ben was probably used to toned, young stomachs and string underwear. The thought made her feel twice as old.
“Hey,” she said. “I’m not allowed to be the only naked person in here.”
Ben pulled away from her breast and took two steps back.
She covered her breasts and stared at him as he pulled his shirt off. Her eyes widened at the ridges of his abs and his sculpted pectorals. She felt her pussy throb when he tugged his belt and dropped his pants. He wore briefs and that thing was coiled inside them.
Her eyes lingered on it and she bit down on her lip again.
Ben hooked a thumb into his underwear and pulled it down his legs.
She sucked in air when his cock bounced free. It was long and black and cut. The head was pink like his palms, with a thick ridge surrounding it. His pubes were shaved off or waxed, making that normally vulgar shape of a cock look elegant somehow. She watched him step out of his underwear.
He stood there naked, looking like a god. “I’m the only that’s naked now,” he said.
She had a vague memory of being married. That Charlie was in her life. But it was waaaay in the background of her mind as she contemplated pulling her underwear off.
“Oh my god I can’t do this,” she muttered, shaking her head and searching for her bra.
Ben was on her in an instant. Pulling her arm away from her breasts and pressing his mouth to hers. Pulling her hand into his groin.
She sucked in air again when she felt her palm against the thickening erectile tissue of his cock. It was so hot and getting harder by the second. She let out a soft moan her mind hadn’t authorized at the feeling of it thickening against her palm.
Ben moved closer, putting his hands around her back and lowering her to sit on the bed. He knelt down in front of her and leaned in, sucking her nipple into his mouth again.
“What am I fucking doing?” she whispered as she watched him sucking on her tit.
He hooked his fingers into her underwear and started pulling.
She resisted for a minute. Not wanting to give in completely to this madness. Not wanting to upend the safe and comfortable life they’d built together with Charlie.
Ben was famished, though. He pulled and pulled until she lifted her ass and let him slip the underwear down her legs. She closed them tighter, embarrassed about her hairy snatch compared to his tidy genitals.
He put both hands on her thighs, opening them a crack.
“Ben, I…” she started.
He pulled them open wider and pushed them back, making her fall backwards onto her back.
“Ben, come on, I’ve…”
Before she could say another word he pressed his head between her thighs and she felt his tongue glide against her pussy folds.
Her stomach clenched and she let out a shuddering breath at the warm ecstasy that rolled up from between her legs. His mouth felt incredible.
He slid his hands up behind her knees and lifted her legs higher.
“Oh god, Ben, I…” She meant it as a protest. She wasn’t some spring chicken that could be so easily splayed and stretched in whichever direction he wanted. Plus, talk about undignified…
But Ben was a young man who believed very firmly that he deserved whatever it was he wanted and, apparently, right now he wanted to eat her pussy and was very determined to do just that.
She let him spread her legs apart and groaned as his tongue began to lash at her sopping slit.
He gave it a few long licks from bottom to top, then sucked her clit into his mouth and started spinning his tongue around it.
“My god!” she moaned, running her hands along the inside of her thighs. The man knew how to eat a woman out.
She lost herself in the sensation of his tongue swirling around her clit. She closed her eyes and put a hand on her breast and pinched her nipple. Her hips bucked when she felt his finger playing at the entrance of her pussy hole.
He slipped it in and slid it in and out.
Her hips started to rock. His tongue was driving her wild. She put her other hand on the top of his head and adjusted his mouth  just so, then blushed at her own boldness.
Ben licked her harder.
“Fuck,” she whispered. “Fuck, fuck. I think I’m going to come.” She looked down between her legs to see him nodding.
“Mmhmm,” he purred, the sound vibrating against her snatch.
She stared down at this strange, black man’s head between her legs as he licked her pussy. This is what Charlie wanted. Charlie wanted her to have sex with another man. She was doing that now.
As the thought connected with her prefrontal cortex she felt her body tense.
A handsome, young black stud was eating her out.
A handsome, young black stud was eating her out.
A wobbly, awkward moan rolled out of her as her pussy began to contract against his tongue. The orgasm tightened her pelvis and curled her toes and she pinched her nipple harder to punctuate the waves of delirious pleasure that rolled up from her crotch.
She let herself go and the orgasm just kept coming and coming, urged on by Ben’s relentless lapping.
Finally, her thighs started to shake and the ache in her middle turned from pleasurable to tender and she had to push his head gently away.
He gave a few more flicks before pulling off of her with the tiniest, wet slurp that made her blush again.
Her face was hot. Her chest was hot. Embarrassment came in waves from deep inside her belly.
She’d just let a strange man eat her out.
Ben was getting up, one knee on the bed and pushing her farther up it. He was ready. His cock was hard. His eyes were brimming with desire.
She pressed a hand against his chest and stopped him. “Not yet,” she whispered.
He raised an eyebrow.
She pushed her palm against his abdomen and pushed him off the bed, then scooted to the foot of it and sat up. She wasn’t about to say it out loud but she wanted a closer relationship with that cock before he put it inside her.
She wrapped her hand around it and stared at it. It might have been the most beautiful cock she’d ever seen and she didn’t normally call cocks beautiful. Or anything at all, for that matter. She didn’t spend a lot of time thinking about them.
This one was worth thinking about. The veins along the sides were clearly defined. It was hard as rock in her hand and she could only imagine what it would feel like when he buried it inside her pussy.
She glanced up at him and saw him watching her with that obsessive stare. Holding his gaze, she opened her mouth and slid the head along her tongue, then closed her lips around it.
“Fuck,” Ben muttered.
She gave it a pull, letting her cheeks hollow, before slowly bobbing back and forth on it.
“Fuck.”
More warmth rushed to her cheeks at being the object of such focused attention from this young man. He may have been laying it on thick telling her she was smoking hot but she didn’t object to hearing it.
The way he was staring at her made her believe it might even be true he thought that.
She kept sucking him until she tasted the first salty drops of his pre-cum on her tongue. She reached under his legs and cupped his balls in her palm. They were heavy and felt full of semen.
She stared at the black skin of his abdomen and felt another thrill rush through her, followed by a wave of anxiety.
She had a strange man’s cock in her mouth.
It felt so wicked and wrong and wild.
She glanced up and saw that Ben was wearing half a smile now. She pulled her mouth off of his cock and stroked it with her hand. “Well?” she whispered.
Ben’s smile widened. He pushed her hand away from his cock and wrapped his own around it. He stepped forward and pried her mouth open with the head and pushed his cock inside.
She let out a quick breath as he worked it deeper, pushing it in until it tickled the roof of her mouth, then gently touched the back of her throat.
Arousal swelled through her. She glanced up and saw him grinning at her.
“Now I know what it was you were scared of,” Ben said.
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She dropped her eyes to his pelvis. Her pussy clenched and moisture seeped from it. Saliva started drooling out of the corners of her mouth. She closed her eyes. 
She didn’t know how he knew. But somehow he’d figured it out. Like he had a superpower and could see into her mind. And could see exactly what it was she’d been scared of.
Her prefrontal cortex was running hot. Telling her to push him away and pull his cock out of her mouth and explain he had her all wrong. Her basal ganglia, her lizard brain, was basking in a bath of pleasure hormones from Ben’s sudden dominance.
Daring to just shove his cock all the way into her throat was a bold move, given how reluctant she’d been just minutes before. And it was smoking hot.
He pulled his cock out and pushed it back in, fucking it in and out of her mouth a few times. “Uh huh,” he said, nodding. He pulled it out. He reached down and pressed her nipple between a finger and thumb, then squeezed them tight.
She gasped but her pussy flooded with moisture.
He cupped her chin and tilted her head back, lifting her eyes to his. “You like it a little rough, huh Eve?” he asked.
She glanced off to the side. Her nipples hardened. Panic surged inside her.
He was right. The dignified professor, the scientist, liked being treated like a dirty slut.
Her back stiffened when Ben tapped his cock against her cheek. Her pussy squeezed.
“Charlie know about this?” Ben asked.
Hearing him say his name was jarring. She closed her eyes. She couldn’t yet reconcile what she was doing with the fact that she had a husband. She had to keep telling herself Charlie wanted this.
Charlie wanted this. Charlie wanted this.
Ben pushed his cock to the back of her throat again and held it there. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her face back so she was forced to look at him. Reaching down, he gave her breast a sharp swat with his hand.
She moaned and her pussy contracted.
“Charlie don’t know shit, does he?” Ben said, grinning. He lifted his hand and tapped it against her cheek a few times. He cocked his hips, drawing his cock out of her mouth, then thrust back in, blocking her airway again.
“Eve likes to be a slut,” he said.
Those words resonated in her mind.
Eve likes to be a slut.
She let out a soft whimper. It wasn’t something she’d kept from him intentionally. And it wasn’t like it was somehow going to shatter their marriage if he found out.
It was just personal. It was private. So she liked it rough sometimes. No big deal, right?
Except it was kind of a big deal.
Ben started fucking her mouth in a steady, slow rhythm. Staring at her.
It was a big deal because this wasn’t the version of herself she’d been presenting to Charlie. Maybe he would think less of her. Maybe it would change how he saw her.
Maybe she shouldn’t have let it go this far at all.
She gasped as Ben pulled her by the hair, pulled his cock out of her mouth and laid it on her face. He put his hand over it and started rubbing it between his hand and her cheek, smearing her own spit and the pre-cum leaking from it all over her face.
And she loved it. She fucking loved it.
She couldn’t wait to feel it inside her but she loved the way he was using her. Degrading her like she was nothing more than a fuck toy for him to use.
“You gonna let me use all those holes of yours like that?” Ben asked.
She clenched her jaw and her chin jutted out in defiance. It was so debasing but her pussy was soaked and leaking onto the bed covers.
Ben pulled her hair, dragging her off the bed and onto her knees. “Open that mouth. Open,” he demanded.
Like she had no self-respect or self-determination or any will of her own at all, she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue for him. She couldn’t even believe she’d done it.
She let him rub his cock over her tongue, then back over her face. When he pushed two fingers into her mouth she wrapped her lips around them and sucked them without him even asking.
“Oh shit that’s hot,” Ben muttered through clenched teeth. “Bet you want me to fuck that pussy though, huh?”
She closed her eyes. She couldn’t bring herself to look at him while she answered. She could barely believe what her answer was going to be. She nodded.
Ben gripped his cock and smeared it across her face. “I want to hear you say it.”
She squeezed her eyes tight. She knew she was going to do it. She just couldn’t believe that she was.
“I want to hear you say it,” he repeated.
“I…I…”
She felt a darkness settle over her. There was no going back from this. This wilful act of self-degradation. This admission that she had needs, cravings she couldn’t really control.
She’d seen it once and packed it expertly away, vowing to never let it see the light of day again. Now Charlie, with his kinky fantasy, had given her an opportunity she’d never asked for or wanted.
“I want you to fuck my pussy,” she whispered.
“Just like that,” Ben said. He smacked her gently on the cheek.
Her eyes shot open.
He pulled her hair, dragging her up onto the bed but not onto her back. Onto her hands and knees and facing the big mirror hanging over the dresser so she could witness her own debauchment.
She winced at the sight of her face, streaked with spit and mascara, her lipstick smeared in an ugly line from the corner of her mouth.
His cock had done that. His cock that he’d shoved into her mouth and throat had rendered this portrait of a lusty slut. A slut that was going to let herself be used by a stranger on her marital bed where she slept with her husband.
Ben raised his hand behind her and brought it down onto her ass in a harsh smack.
The impact was an aphrodisiac much like the roller coaster had been. Except now they weren’t just going on stomach twisting fun rides. Now she was offering him her bare pussy with her arms and legs splayed on the bed and her ass sticking out so he could play with it while he fucked her.
She drew in a huge breath when she felt the hardness of his cock against her sodden cunt. He was hard in the way only a man in his twenties could be. No give or flex to his erection. Just rigid erectile tissue like he was pushing an iron rod into her.
He pulled her pussy lips apart with his thumbs and moved inside.
She whimpered from the stretch. She could feel those veins she’d stared at as they slid along the slick inner walls of her vagina.
Each inch deeper into her put her further and further under the spell. Into that space she’d known so long ago where there was no Eve the professor and scientist. There was only the delicious double thrill of submission and pleasure. Like handing her thoughts to someone and only being able to feel for a while.
“Fuck that’s nice and tight,” Ben grunted behind her.
The comment, which she allowed herself to take as a compliment, brought her an embarrassed pride. Because what sort of woman would feel pride at being complimented that her hole was tight enough for the man fucking her?
She groaned and grunted as he stuffed more of his stiff pipe into her. She looked up at their reflection and saw her tits swaying beneath her chest as he greased up his prick on her natural lubricant and dug in even deeper into her.
She looked up higher at Ben’s reflection. He was staring straight down, gawking at the point where he was entering her body, obsessed in that young man way with the sight his cock disappearing into her.
She raised a hand and gripped her nipple and twisted harshly.
Ben noticed the manipulation, raised his hand and smacked the other side of her ass. “You’re gonna want to get real dirty and rough, huh?” He jammed his cock fully into her and his balls slapped against her engorged clit.
She pulled at her nipple and twisted it again. “Y-yes,” she stammered.
Ben pulled his cock, grabbed her hips and slammed back into her. “You just want to be used like a slut, huh?” he asked her.
“Yes,” she whispered. She was already short of breath. She could already feel the first contractions of her approaching climax. She did want to be used like a slut. A need, whorish slut who just wanted him to pound her with that big, black cock.
Ben seemed to read her mind again. He smiled at her in the mirror as he held her by the hips and started smacking his pelvis against her ass.
The feeling of his pile-driver cock pounding into her made her moan and twist her ass.
They locked eyes in the mirror and Ben’s hard, dark stare sent a jolt of pure pleasure racing through her. Like he knew exactly what she needed and was going to give her just that.
Charlie worked his way into her mind. She once again had to remind herself that this is what he’d wanted. Maybe not the way it was happening, in the middle of the day with him off to conference, but this had been his wish. This was what he’d been trying to orchestrate.
She wondered what it would be like to tell him? What his reaction would be? Would he be jealous at all? This wasn’t an orgasm on a roller coaster ride. This was another man inside her. Fucking her senseless.
She looked up at the mirror again and it got the better of her. Ben’s relentless pumping into her pussy sent off a firecracker reaction inside her body and it spasmed, clenching at his cock as an orgasm roared through her.
Ben grabbed her by the hair, tugging her head back. Forcing her to look at herself as she climaxed all over his cock. She could see her own essences dripping from between her legs in the reflection.
Another wave of orgasm rolled through her and once it was gone she felt weak in the knees and elbows. She slumped forward, wanting to just lay down on her stomach and take a breather before helping Ben get off.
“Unh-uh,” Ben said, gripping her hips and holding her ass up high. “I ain’t done yet.”
She let her face fall to the sheets and turned her head sideways. Her body jerked and swayed with each rough thrust. Her pussy was tender and swollen and she felt his thumb circle her asshole.
She surrendered to the pleasant void of being nothing more than a collection of holes for his use and pleasure as he began to fuck her hard.
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When Charlie pulled into the driveway off the alleyway three days later Ben’s car was gone. Eve’s was in the garage, the door left carelessly open. 
He got out of his car and grabbed his jacket out of the back, then popped the trunk and grabbed his carry-on.
He made his way briskly to the back door, pushed the key into the lock and twisted. Opening the door, he stepped inside, stowed the carry-on by the door and the jacket on the hook on the wall then took the stairs two at a time to their apartment.
The last three days had been torture. Eve had seemed off in their text exchanges and the two times he’d talked to her on the phone.
He hadn’t dared to believe something had happened but he had tormented himself imagining something had. He’d developed a peculiar and what seemed to be unhealthy addiction to the jolts of adrenaline that shot through him when he thought about her cheating on him.
He opened the upstairs door and slipped off his shoes before closing it again. “Eve? You home sweetheart?” He moved quickly to the open door of her little home office.
He let out a relieved sigh when he found her with her reading glasses perched on the tip of her nose, staring at the computer screen.
The whole flight home he’d spent wondering what his reaction would be if he walked in on her and Ben fucking. Wondering whether it would be just as thrilling walking in on it in real life as it was in his fantasy or whether actually seeing it would send him into a wild rage?
He was glad he didn’t have to find out. Kind of.
She looked up at him and smiled. Pulled her glasses off and set them down on the desk and stood up. She rounded the desk and came to stand in front of him and put her hands on his shoulders. “How was the conference?” she asked.
He looked into her eyes, searching for whatever it might be that had him feeling she wasn’t being her normal self. “It was fine,” he said. “Kind of boring. I don’t know if I’m going to the next one. Kind of feels like I’ve heard it all before. How were things here?”
She smiled and nodded. “Fine,” she replied.
He smiled back at her but it felt forced. “You sure? I didn’t want to make a big deal out of it but you seemed…I don’t know. Distant, maybe, when we talked.”
The look she gave him crushed his insides. A sorrowful, pitying glance like she had something to be sorry for but somehow he was going to be the one feeling sorry for it.
He let out a nervous laugh. “What’s up?” he asked.
She drew in a breath, held it for a few moments, then let it out in a quiet sigh. She took his hand and, without a word, led him to the bedroom.
“Eve? Honey what’s going on?” he asked.
His nerves were tingling and his heart had started to tick a little faster. Sweat was beading on his brow. He watched her cross the room to the mirror and stand in front of it.
She slowly undid the buttons on her blouse, one by one. She was looking at her reflection but her eyes seemed focused on some far away point. She slipped the blouse off of her shoulders, then casually unclasped her bra and pulled that off after it.
She deposited both pieces of clothing on the dresser underneath the mirror and turned to face him, her breasts bared.
His eyes, naturally, sank to her chest. Twenty-something years of marriage and her tits still got his undivided attention every time she took them out.
They bounced pleasantly as she walked towards him. She put her hands on his belt and tugged it open, then unbuttoned and unzipped his trousers and let them fall down around his ankles.
That adrenaline was coursing through him fast and hard now. She’d gotten up to something. Something had happened. He was sure of it. She never just stripped like this in the middle of the day. “Eve, come on,” he said, forcing out another chuckle.
For some reason he didn’t want her knowing about the churning feeling in his guts or the vague nausea he was experiencing from not knowing what was going on.
She looked at him with the most earnest expression as she reached into his underwear and pulled his cock out.
He was half stiff already and she looked down and stared at it for a while before giving it a few gentle strokes with her hand.
He watched her staring at it. His eyes widened when she puckered her lips and pushed a gooey string of saliva through them, letting it land on his cock head and rubbing into the hardening flesh.
She looked up into his eyes. “I let Ben fuck me, Charlie.”
His ears started to ring and his vision blurred. He had to blink deliberately a few times to bring his eyes back into focus.
She was looking at him so nonchalantly he thought maybe he’d misheard.
“You…you what?” he stammered.
She gripped his cock a little tighter and started stroking in a rhythm as she collected her thoughts. “I spent a long time thinking about how I was going to tell you. Too much time. Then I realized it had me feeling badly about myself, about what I’d done. And that wasn’t fair. Because you wanted me to do this. You put Ben up to this. So I stopped feeling bad and decided to just give you what you said you wanted.”
The pleasure from her hand moving up and down his shaft and over his cock head was twisting together with the angst-filled rage bubbling up inside him. No, not rage. He wasn’t mad at her. He just couldn’t believe she’d done it.
He wasn’t certain what he’d been expecting. He had been nudging her towards this. He had not expected to come home to discover she’d let Ben fuck her.
Maybe that’s where he’d miscalculated. Eve didn’t do stuff like that. He’d thought maybe she’d let him kiss her or they’d fool around a little bit. But fucking? Right off the bat like that?
“W-when did it happen?” He was trembling and struggled to control his tone.
“Come to the bed,” Eve whispered. Without waiting for his reaction, she tugged him by the cock over to the bed. She sat him down facing the mirror and swung a leg around him, getting into position behind him and reaching around to fondle his cock with her hand.
She reached around the other side and cupped his balls, rolling them gently through her fingers.
“I can’t believe you fucked him,” he whispered, staring at their reflection.
Eve was peering out from behind his shoulder as she stroked him.
“Neither could I,” she said.
“When did it happen?” he demanded.
“The morning you left. But I think maybe you knew that? He came up with the skydiving tickets you bought.”
The air left his lungs at the thought. Ben coming up to their apartment as he was driving off to the airport. Flirting with Eve. Somehow convincing her to spread her legs for him?
He hadn’t expected that. He hadn’t expected that at all. The tickets were just another step, another move in his game. Kind of a tease but also a prompt for Eve.
He hadn’t expected her to fucking spread her legs for the guy like that!
He looked up.
She was stroking him and staring at him. Studying his face as these emotions shifted and mutated inside him.
Her hands felt amazing on his balls and his cock. But she’d fucked another guy while he’d been gone.
Waves of hot jealousy laced with arousal pulsed up from his crotch to his brain. He was hard as a fucking rock and he knew she could feel that. She could feel how hard he’d gotten hearing about her taking another man in her pussy.
He locked eyes with her in the mirror and stared, the sight of her somehow shifting in his mind, like she was a new woman now.
“You want to hear about it?” she asked him.
He gritted his teeth and nodded.
She fondled his balls with her fingers and tightened her grip on his cock.
“He knocked on the door a couple of minutes after you left.”
Charlie let out a groan. Somehow even just that got his blood pumping harder. Ben sneaking up here after he was gone and worming his way into her pants. Into her fucking pussy!
“I know you put him up to it, Charlie. You can’t pretend like it wasn’t your idea.”
“I told him to show you the tickets,” he said, panting.
She was still stroking him. Stroking him and staring at his reflection in the mirror as she parcelled out these morsels of information for him to digest.
“Are you telling me you didn’t want more than that?” Her tone was so dry. Almost clinical. Like she was his therapist, trying to lead him around his own mind to what he’d really wanted.
“I didn’t know it would happen so fast,” he confessed.
“Are you upset?”
He looked down at his hard cock in her hand. Arousal wasn’t everything. One could be aroused and scared or angry at the same time. His cock was leaking milky precum and it was running down her fingers as she jerked him. “No,” he muttered.
She gave his balls a gentle squeeze. A loving little compression, reassuring him he was in good hands.
“How did it happen?” he asked her.
“He started coming on to me. Very gentlemanly, but strong. He kissed me against the counter. I resisted. Told him it wasn’t happening. I can’t remember exactly how we ended up in the bedroom but we did.”
Painful jealousy surged through him, cranking up the tension already ready to explode inside him. “You fucked in our bed?” he said, breathless. He felt breathless. Like he’d never get enough air again, no matter how hard he breathed.
“He fucked me in our bed, yes,” she said. The admission was so casual it made his balls squeeze.
He should have done this differently. He should have explained it more carefully. Laid out exactly what he wanted. But he couldn’t lie and say he hadn’t fantasized about this while he was away. About coming home and being greeted by exactly this scenario.
“How…what happened? How did it happen?”
She tilted her head, gazing at his reflection in the mirror. “He went down on me. I had an orgasm.”
How gentlemanly of Ben. He’d have to thank him later.
“Then I told him I wanted to suck his cock.”
His stomach squeezed again. Up into a tight, rock hard ball that felt like it would never let go. “Jesus,” he gasped. “You said that to him?”
He was on the very brink. He put a hand on her wrist, slowing her strokes to try and draw out this excruciatingly titillating little story.
“Not in so many words,” she said. “I feel like this is hurting you. Like I’ve done something wrong. I don’t like that.”
He shook his head and suddenly felt a deep pang of guilt. that was the last thing he wanted for her. “No. No, no, no,” he said. “Please don’t feel that way. It’s…it is hurting me, kind of, but…god, Eve, I don’t know why I want to feel like this. You didn’t do anything wrong. I…wanted this. I’m just surprised it happened this way.”
She observed him for a time in the mirror, as if deciding whether to trust what he was saying. “Do you want me to keep going?”
“Yes,” he gasped. “Yes, please. Keep going. I just…I’m so close I don’t want to finish yet.”






  
  Chapter thirteen
Chapter 13


It was the most peculiar sort of thrill sitting there behind Charlie. Stroking his cock and watching his obvious discomfort at the story she was relating. 
There wasn’t a reasonable rational explanation for it. It was just a kink. His kink. But she was getting something out of it, too.
She’d been as honest as she possibly could with him. She still wasn’t sure whether she was going to tell him the part that scared her. She wasn’t sure she could. How do you tell your partner of twenty-something years “oh, gee, I like getting smacked around and having my face used like a cock sleeve?”
No, there was no explaining that to him today. He’d have to find out another way.
And there would be another way. Another day.
Something had shifted inside her. Something had opened and let light in and now there was no closing that door.
She’d spent three evenings masturbating to the memory of Ben fucking her with his big, black dick. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d masturbated before that.
Charlie would get his wish of seeing her with another man, if Ben consented. And she would get to feel that fat dick inside of her again. Using her the way he’d used her face that morning. Something told her Ben would be game.
“Please go on?” Charlie asked.
There was a desperation in his voice she’d never heard before.
“I gave him a blowjob. He has a really big cock. Thick. I…wanted to know what it would feel like in my mouth.”
Charlie groaned and she felt his cock flex in her hand. Her natural empathy made her want to console him. To tell him she was sorry and that if he wanted it to never happen again it would not.
She knew that’s not what he wanted. He wanted to forge through this…whatever this was. This psychological masochism he was enduring that was making his cock harder than she’d felt it in years.
It must have felt different for him, now that it had really happened. She could feel it in his body and in how hard his cock was. This wasn’t just a story anymore, a fantasy. It had really happened and that was having a profound effect on his arousal.
“Did you really?”
“Did I really what?” she asked.
“Did you really want to know what it would feel like in your mouth?”
She paused. It was an interesting question. More interesting was that he’d fixated on it. Why would that matter, if she wanted it? She was doing this for him. She had done this for him.
“I did want to know,” she said.
“Oh god,” he groaned. “Why?”
She scowled. “You started this, Charlie. You wanted this.”
“I know, I know,” he said, breathless. “I really want to know why. Why did you want to know what his cock would feel like in your mouth?”
She shook her head and gave his balls another gentle squeeze, then started stroking him again. Slowly and with not too much pressure so he wouldn’t ejaculate just yet. He seemed to want to stretch this out some more.
“You’ll have to let me think on it,” she said.
“What happened? After the blowjob, what happened?” he begged her.
She paused and thought. She could just tell him now. She could tell him about the way Ben used her mouth. The way he fucked his cock all the way into her throat.
Something wouldn’t let her. She couldn’t just say that to him.
“He got me up on the bed. On…all fours. Looking into the mirror, just the way we are now.”
“Oh god!” he moaned. He looked down at her hand cradling his balls, the other gliding smoothly along his cock. “Oh god, Eve, keep going. You’re going to make me fucking come. I can’t believe you fucked another man.”
She could feel her pussy dripping with excitement now. Even though she didn’t fully understand this thing, why Charlie wanted this, it excited her to know she could make him this turned on.
And it excited her to know it was going to happen again.
“Charlie,” she whispered over his shoulder.
“Huh?”
“I don’t want you to come yet. I want to feel you inside of me. I want to know what you feel like again.”
“Oh. Okay. Oh god, okay,” he muttered.
She pulled her dress and underwear off as Charlie got up and turned to face her. She bit her lip, a pulse of arousal shooting through her at the way he gawked at her nude body.
He never really looked at her like that anymore. They had decent sex but, obviously, it could never be the same it had been in the beginning. When things had been fresh and new.
He was looking at her that same way she remembered. An uncontrollable lust filling his eyes as he prepared to move into her.
She shuffled back, spreading her legs and baring herself to him. Letting him know he was welcome inside her body. That that’s what she wanted.
He dropped onto all fours and crawled between her thighs.
She reached up and ran her hand along the back of his head. Pulled him closer in between her legs and reached down to grab his cock and guide it into herself.
She drew in a quick breath at the first little stretch when his cock moved into her. The contrast with Ben’s was jarring. Charlie wasn’t nearly as big, though he’d always been sufficient for her.
But now another, larger man had spoiled her and she found that titillating, too. She’d never say anything. She didn’t want to humiliate him.
Charlie was staring at her face as he pushed into her. “What are you thinking about?” he asked.
She bit her lip, caught off guard by the question. They usually just did their thing in silence.
“What are you thinking about?” he pressed.
“His cock going into me.”
He closed his eyes, groaned, and his cock flexed. His eyes opened and he stared at her again. He rolled his hips forward, pushing his cock into her until their thighs touched.
She ran her hands along his shoulders and down his arms.
This felt better. Having him between her legs where she could see him. She felt more connected to him, not like she was just jerking him off. “I love you, Charlie,” she whispered.
Again, his cock flexed inside her and he groaned. “I love you too, baby.”
“I won’t fuck him again without asking.” A smile flirted with the corners of her mouth.
Charlie’s face went a deep red and his cock went steel-stiff. “Oh fuck,” he gasped.
She’d hoped to wring her own orgasm out but realized it was too far off. He was as sensitive as his twenty-something self. She wrapped her ankles around his thighs and pulled him deeper into herself. “He fucked me rough, baby,” she whispered.
Charlie’s eyes bugged.
“He grabbed my hair and pulled my head back and fucked me until I came. Then he fucked me and finished inside me. He came in me, Charlie. Right where you are now.”
His hips burst into an explosive fucking. Thrusting and lunging, burrowing his cock into the deepest part of her body he could get, shaking the bed and making her tits slap against each other on her chest.
He buried his face in her neck and groaned.
She wrapped her arms around him and held him as he unloaded his cum into her body. She stared up at the ceiling as he twitched through the final spasms of his orgasm, then let his weight settle onto her.
A smile formed on her lips as she caressed his back with her hand.
She’d been adamant this wasn’t going to happen. Then she’d reluctantly allowed the possibility that it would to exist. Now she was happy. She was happy they’d done this.
Charlie had gotten what he wanted.
She’d gotten something she didn’t know she needed.
Ben was just downstairs.
It was darkly thrilling to think she could just call down, or stroll down there herself and have him again. This time with Charlie’s permission.
“Thank-you,” he sighed, lifting himself off of her and flopping down on his side next to her.
She closed her legs and rolled onto her side to face him. She touched her hand to his cheek. “You’re welcome? I’m not sure that’s what people say in these situations? You feeling okay?”
He nodded. “It’s just a kink, Eve. It’s just something I’ve always wanted to experience.”
She smiled at him and pet his cheek again. “Of course,” she said. “I’m happy I could do that for you.”
He shifted, then hoisted himself up on one elbow, staring into her eyes. “Did you really just do it for me?” he asked.
“Let me put it this way. I wouldn’t have done it if it hadn’t been for you.”
He nodded at her answer. “But you liked it?” he said.
“I didn’t hate it.”
He leaned in and kissed her gently on the mouth. “Okay,” he whispered. “I just wanted to know. I’m glad you didn’t hate it.”
She felt a little guilty again. Was she telling him the truth? Kind of. She was holding something back, sure. But one thing at a time. Just let him think it went exactly the way he’d expected it to go. She could tell him more later.
“I love you,” he said, kissing her again.
“I love you too, baby.”
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Chapter 14


Charlie stood in front of the door to the basement apartment, listening. He heard shuffling and drew in a breath, straightening and smoothing the front of his shirt. The door opened. 
Ben stood there in shorts and a white t-shirt, looking like he’d just pulled himself out of bed.
“Ben,” Charlie said. “I’m sorry. I probably should have texted. I heard you and I knew you were here so I figured I’d just come down.”
“It’s cool,” Ben said, nodding. “You want to come in?”
“I don’t want to disturb you. If you’re…”
“It’s cool, man. Come on in.” He stepped aside and swung the door open wider.
Charlie stepped past him, then picked his way through the boxes stacked in the narrow hallway.
“Sorry about the clutter,” Ben said, closing the door. “Still have some unpacking to do.”
Charlie turned, rubbing the back of his neck. “So I wanted to talk to you about, uh, about what happened. With Eve.”
“Yeah?” Ben crossed his arms, leaning against the wall. His expression remained neutral.
“I just wanted to make sure everything was, you know, cool between us. That we’re on the same page about all this.”
“We’re good, man.” Ben’s mouth quirked up at one corner. “Your wife’s amazing, by the way.”
Charlie’s stomach flipped. “Right. Yeah. I know. I mean, I’m glad you think so.”
“You, uh, you having buyers remorse?”
“No. No, it’s not that. I just...I wanted to check in. See how you felt about everything.”
Ben pushed off the wall and moved past Charlie into the living room, dropping onto the couch. “How I felt? I felt pretty damn good, if you want the truth.”
Charlie followed but remained standing, hands jammed in his pockets. “And since then? Have you guys talked or...”
“Nah. Haven’t seen her since that morning. Figured I’d give her some space.” Ben stretched his arms along the back of the couch. “Why? She having problems with what went down?”
“I don’t think so. She told me about it when I got back. We...we talked through it.”
“Talked through it.” Ben’s grin widened. “Right.”
Heat crept up Charlie’s neck. “Listen, I know this whole situation is probably weird for you.”
“Weird?” Ben laughed. “Man, you’re the one who set this up. You told me to go up there while you were gone. You bought the damn skydiving tickets. She says there’s no way she’s going, by the way.”
“I know, I know.” Charlie shifted his weight from foot to foot. “I’m just trying to figure out where we go from here.”
“Where you want to go?” Ben’s tone stayed casual, but his eyes sharpened, focused on Charlie’s face.
“I don’t know. I haven’t really thought that far ahead. Or…I have I just…”
“Is there some sort of problem?” Ben asked.
Charlie’s mouth went dry. “There’s no problem. I just wanted to make sure you and I were still cool. That this doesn’t make things awkward with you living here.”
“Only awkward if you make it awkward.” Ben stood, moving to the kitchenette. He pulled a bottle of water from the fridge, cracked it open. “You want one?”
“No, I’m good.”
Ben drank, watching Charlie over the rim of the bottle. “So what are doing here? What exactly do you want from me here, Charlie? I’m not trying to be rude. You seem…confused, or something.”
Charlie rubbed his hands together. “I’m sorry,” he muttered. “You probably think…I’ve never done anything like this before.”
“Bro, Charlie, why don’t you take a seat, man?” He put his hand on Charlie’s shoulder and led him to the couch.
Charlie sat down on the edge of it and Ben sat on the other end. “I’m sorry if I’m being weird about this,” Charlie muttered.
Ben sat and waited patiently, saying nothing.
“I just…I feel like I need to talk to someone about this. Someone that’s not Eve. I know that’s not your responsibility or anything so if you want me to just go I can…”
“Charlie, relax. First of all, relax. If I didn’t want you here I’d ask you to leave.”
Charlie nodded and let out a soft sigh.
“What do you think you need to talk about?” Ben asked.
Charlie shook his head. “You know what? I think maybe I need to see a professional.”
Ben furrowed his brow. “What do you need from me, Charlie?” he asked.
Charlie stared at the floor, then forced himself to meet Ben’s gaze. “I guess I want to know if you’d want to do it again.”
Ben’s expression didn’t change. “That's up to Eve, not me.”
“But if she wanted to?”
“Then yeah.” Ben’s voice dropped a tone lower. “I’d fuck her again in a heartbeat.”
Charlie swallowed back the knot forming in his throat and coughed to try and relax the one in his gut. “Then I guess that’s what I came here for,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck.
Ben nodded.
Charlie stood and Ben stood with him. He couldn’t remember ever feeling quite this awkward with someone. “I guess, just, have a good day then.”
“You too, Charlie,” Ben replied. “You have a good day.”
“I’ll see myself out.” Charlie turned and walked down the narrow hallway. Through the door and up the stairs to his place. He walked through the door and closed it, then heard Eve furiously hammering at the keyboard in her office.
He walked up to the door and peered around the frame and his stomach did a little twist.
Her brow was furrowed that way she got when she was thinking hard. She had on that old yellow t-shirt she was wearing when she first met Ben. No bra.
The unkempt academic.
He felt a needy urge stir in his balls. He was having a hard time putting her back in the compartment she’d inhabited in his mind for the last twenty-odd years.
Looking at her now, he realized she’d never fit back into it. She was a new person to him now. A different woman than the one he’d become so comfortable with.
He stepped away from the door, pulled his phone out of his pocket and scrolled down his contacts until he found the number to his sometimes therapist and tapped it. He pressed the phone to his ear.
“Hey Janey it’s Charlie Henderson. Yeah, hi. Fine. How are you? Good. Hey listen, does Amanda have a spot for me sometime in the next few weeks? Yeah? Great. That’s perfect. Okay I’ll see you then.”
END OF PART ONE
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