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CHAPTER ONE

Alex had gone for the cheapest car on the lot, the one with the worryingly high mileage—unsurprisingly, it had broken down halfway through their cross-country trip.

But what happened later that night, after the rental company had sent out a tow truck, was a surprise to all three of them: him, his wife Sloane, and the driver.

“It can happen with some of those smaller companies,” the latter said to the young couple in his deep timbre, his eyes on the road and his meaty, ringless hands casually turning the steering wheel. “You think you’re saving a few bucks, then bam—you’re the guy who just retired the piece of shit they’ve been running down past its sell-by date.”

“How can they get away with that?” Sloane asked, her sweet, pretty face scrunched up in the closest expression to anger that she could muster.

He shrugged. “Ts and Cs. They know they’ll be fine, while you guys get fucked.”

Alex glanced over at Sloane, sitting next to him on the bench and in between the two men. He knew she hated swearing, or even slightly rough language. But she was a good actress, and they were in a bind, so she smiled politely at the man who had agreed to drive them to the nearest motel—over an hour away—before he took the run-down three-door to the repair shop, or more likely the scrapyard.

“I’m Keith, by the way,” he told them, eyes still on the road.

“Alex, and Sloane,” he nodded from the other end of the cabin. “Nice to meet you. And thanks again for doing this.”

“No problem, buddy. But just so you know, I’m gonna have to pull over for gas at the next stop.”

Alex suppressed a sigh. It seemed like something this guy could have dealt with on the way out to meet them. But it was one in the morning, they were in the middle of Butt-Fuck Nowhere, and it wasn’t like Uber was an option.

He had already had reason to remind himself of all that, before they had even hopped into the cabin.

When Keith had first seen Sloane—dressed for the heat in a crop top and little denim shorts—the guy hadn’t exactly kept his eyes to himself. Alex was pretty sure Sloane had noticed, too.

But the guy had a friendly face, for whatever that was worth, and he seemed harmless. Mid-forties, so maybe a full two decades older than them; tall and stocky, with just a hint of a beer belly; his clothes a little grubby, which was understandable given his work. He was sociable, with the air of a typical ‘guy’s guy’.

Just… a little unsubtle.

He would have to take what he could get.

———

“Sorry, it’s a little hot in here,” Keith said a few minutes later, at the same time glancing over at Sloane in a look that flicked up and down the length of her body.

What the hell, Alex thought to himself. That was the initial, in-built reaction to seeing another man so blatantly check out your wife, after all.

But something else happened.

He hadn’t ever been the type to get overly jealous or insecure. Mentally, emotionally, even physically, Alex just wasn’t the type of man who would blow up and spark conflict over something like that. Even though that look had been so brief, and almost instinctive, objectively it was still kind of inappropriate.

Down the years he had actually taken a small amount of pride in knowing other guys liked the look of his partner. It was validating in a way. Nothing over the top, and nothing that he had ever expressed out loud to Sloane—it wasn’t like he was the type to encourage her to dress in revealing outfits, so he could flaunt her like some kind of trophy (not that Sloane, as grounded and headstrong as she was, would have ever agreed to it).

But right now—with the couple squeezed into that small, stuffy cabin in the hot summer evening, having dressed down for their long, now-aborted drive over to the next town and a pre-booked hotel room that would go empty for the night—Sloane was about as ‘on display’ as she ever would be. That little top and those short denim shorts showed the full length of her legs, more than a glimpse of her midriff, even her bare shoulders and neck adding to a look that would essentially be considered half-naked in any other circumstances.

And as she sat there and waved away Keith’s apology, a slight sheen now over her brow, the top of her chest and her thighs—nothing like the sweat that Alex could feel pooling beneath his arms and elsewhere, but visible nonetheless—he found that he liked how she looked right now.

More to the point, he liked that another guy was seeing it.

And he liked that this other guy was so clearly looking.


CHAPTER TWO

They kept on through the darkness, nothing in the truck’s headlights but asphalt and woodland to either side.

It was quiet at first, with the initial introductions and small talk out of the way. It was now that uncertain point in the journey where the group would either fall into a slightly awkward but wholly acceptable silence—it had already been a long and stressful evening, after all, and none of them really wanted to be doing this at this time of night—or begin a proper conversation that would probably drag out until they reached their destination.

It turned out Keith was looking for the latter.

“So, how’d you two meet?”

“High school, actually,” Sloane replied breezily. Alex knew she never tired of answering that question—she enjoyed the look of surprise this fact always brought about, and the compliments that would sometimes follow, however loaded.

Keith’s reaction fell into that camp.

“Oh, boy,” he said, puffing out his cheeks and looking over wide-eyed at both of them for a moment. “If I’d married my high school girlfriend…”

He trailed off, the intimation clear, but then he brought it back. He raised a hefty forearm and made a gesture as though to remove an invisible hat by its brim.

“I doff my cap to you. When you know, you know.”

“We did,” Sloane said, giving Alex an earnest little smile.

And then Keith said the line—the one Alex had heard so often by now that he had his response locked down.

The driver looked over and held eye contact for a fleeting moment before turning back to the road. “You’re a lucky man.”

“That, I am.”

The pretext was there, if Keith needed it. Sloane had been the one who had raised the question of a lift, taking on the mantle of charming a necessary favor out of a stranger as she often did. She was the ‘people person’, the charismatic one, and, thinking more cynically, the pretty young woman. Alex hadn’t heard all of their conversation—at the time, he had been stuck on the phone with the desk at the motel, navigating a bad signal that prolonged the call—but he could tell that his wife had brightened up Keith’s evening.

Still, no guy ever says that about a woman that he himself wouldn’t be interested in, in some capacity.

Sloane had heard it before, on the few occasions when someone had been forthright enough to say it in front of her, and each time she had simply laughed it off. Alex’s dipshit friend, his gregarious aunt, that creepy old cab driver in Chicago that one time.

This time was different.

She didn’t make a sound. And as Alex peered at her in the lull that followed, he saw her blush.

Then, when she sensed her husband watching her and met his gaze, she self-consciously looked away almost instantly.

That was new. Unprecedented. Like she had been caught stealing from the cookie jar.

He watched her and waited for her to look up again. When she did, her cheeks were red, there was a little more sweat on her brow, and there was a guilt in her wide eyes that actually made him unsure which of them he should pity.

“Finally,” Keith sighed, pointing up ahead. “How many miles to each damn gas station out here? I’m in the wrong business.”

Alex laughed politely and fidgeted as they decelerated toward the sign. He was experiencing a curious discomfort, a twitch between his legs, and he was worried that Sloane or even the driver might notice.

He waited out the torturous minute or two as Keith pulled the cumbersome truck and its payload onto the forecourt and lined up beside a dedicated pump for larger vehicles.

“Be right back,” he grunted.

And then he turned, climbed out, and left the couple alone.

———

“What was that?” Alex whispered.

“What was what?”

He lowered his eyelids. Come on.

Sloane wiped her face, a little flustered and defensive, and spoke far too quickly.

“I don’t know. He was just being friendly, and I didn’t know what to say. It’s late. I’m too tired to think properly.”

He glanced out of his window and made sure Keith was far enough away not to suddenly return to the cabin and catch them unawares. He was busy with the pump, simultaneously pulling at the top of his grimy T-shirt to dab at his forehead in the smothering humidity.

“I think you liked the attention.”

She scoffed. “I think you’re reading into things.”

“That isn’t a denial.”

It wasn’t. Like most things that came out of her mouth, a denial from Sloane was always unambiguous.

Which was why her next response didn’t seem totally out of character, even if it was an arresting thing to hear.

“An attractive man said something charming to me. So sue me.”

That twitch in his crotch became an abrupt spasm. He was very quickly learning something new about himself.

Could he tell her?

His mouth was starting to feel dry. His heartbeat thumped through his body so hard that he could actually see his limbs bounce a little with each pulse. He felt a rush of excitement, dark and forbidden, that seemed to wash away all rationality.

As he looked at his wife now, it was like he was looking at a new woman. Maybe not a new woman, but a new version of the woman he knew—which was more thrilling.

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

The question caught him off-guard. He had still been trying to figure out what to say next, intending to press her to explain herself first, but now he found himself on the backfoot.

“Just… I’m trying to…”

“Spit it out.”

She held back a laugh as she said it. In the rare moments when he was this frazzled, she would often tease him, and even now she was playing with him. It struck him now as a defensive move.

“I’ve never seen you… take a shine to someone. Usually I’m the one getting called out for not keeping my eyes to myself.”

“Yes, yes, and no.”

“Huh?”

“Yes, I don’t usually ‘take a shine’ to other people; yes, that’s usually you; and no, I’m not ogling like you do.”

“Yeah, but…”

She gave him a smug smile. “But...?”

“But you’re all…”

She added a raised eyebrow. “All…?”

“You were blushing when he said that. Like a schoolgirl.”

“So?”

“That’s a bit more than just stealing a look.”

She sat back and crossed her arms. “You never steal a look, Alex. I think you overestimate your capacity for stealth. You take a whole photoshoot for your memory bank.”

He hadn’t been ready for that, either. It was starting to feel a lot hotter in this little cabin.

He had to say it.

“Okay, if we’re just saying it how it is now—”

“We weren’t before?”

“—I think you wish you could fuck him.”

Her smirk collapsed. She stared back at him dumbfounded.

“Bingo,” he added.


CHAPTER THREE

“Alex,” she started, turning toward him in a panic, reaching out a hand in a move that seemed part reassurance and part saving face. “I swear—”

“Wait,” he said, glancing out through the window again.

Keith was still at the pump.

She watched on warily as he turned back to her and continued.

“I think… I like it.”

“… What?”

He lowered his voice. “I’m getting kind of turned on by it.”

“By what?”

“By you getting all turned on by him.”

“Who said I’m turned on by him?”

“You didn’t have to.”

Her eyes blazed back at him, not knowing what to make of this.

“This isn’t some kind of trap, honestly. I’m as surprised as you are. I think I actually find it hot thinking about… well, seeing you with another guy.”

He knew this was a big thing to come out with to his wife, his best friend, his life partner. Some things are supposed to stay secret.

The thing was, nothing ever really stayed secret between him and Sloane. On both sides—he was sure of that. She had confided in him secrets that would have blown the minds of many in their social circle, and he had been just as open about his own baggage.

That box had been opened a long time ago. With Sloane, judgment just wasn’t something he feared.

It was still a hell of a thing for her to hear, and he could tell from her expression that she was having a hard time finding a response.

“Listen,” she started, frowning. “Say I even wanted to do that—”

“You do.”

She rolled her eyes. “In less than an hour that guy is going to drop us off at our motel and we’ll part ways forever. And, you know, I’m married to you. So, no, it’s not something that had crossed my mind—at all.”

“That doesn’t mean you wouldn’t if you could.”

“Alex,” she said, with a little more annoyance. “The same thing could be said about you and any number of girls you’ve eyed up in front of me down the years. There are some things you don’t say to your spouse.”

“This is different, though.”

“Different how, exactly?”

Maybe the muggy night, the tiredness, the surreal feeling of traversing the empty woods at this late hour were all getting to him—but the idea in his head didn’t seem so far-fetched.

“I think you could do it. Tonight. For all the reasons you just said.”

“Have you lost your—”

“Think about it. You literally just said you’re attracted to this guy. I just said that turns me on. And we’re here on vacation, in the middle of fucking nowhere, where no one knows us. We’ll never see him again—even if we tried and it blew up in our face, it would all be over fast. Let’s just… live a little.”

Obviously, she stared back at him like he was crazy.

“‘Live a little’?! Our last conversation alone was half an hour ago. You’re telling me, in that time, you’ve developed some fetish for watching me fuck someone else—and you want me to do it, right away?”

He shrugged. “Seriously? Yes.”

“It’s late, Alex. We’ve had a crazy night. In another half an hour you’ll have come to your senses.”

Her response surprised him—and gave him the confidence to press the matter.

“You wouldn’t be engaging with me on this at all if you weren’t even slightly entertaining it. I know you—you would have shut this down in a heartbeat otherwise. But you haven’t. You’re that tempted by him.”

She blinked, stunned by all of this. But he could see more to her reaction.

She was swept up in his excitement. This was so wild, so sudden, so wrong, that it was almost infectious. She was flushed, her breathing short and rapid.

Maybe the night had gotten to him—and her.

“Fuck it,” he said—two words he knew better than to invoke in any context, let alone regarding the sanctity of his marriage. But, again, that was part of the appeal for him.

And he wasn’t alone.

She leaned over him and looked out the window. Her trim body in that tiny clothing, her dyed light brown hair tumbling against his chest, the wedding ring on her finger as she gripped the armrest in the door for support. Her eyes bore into the unsuspecting Keith as he returned the nozzle to its holder and made for the little shop.

“If we did this,” she whispered, “where, and how?”

“I don’t know.”

She paused, the gears of her mind spinning. If she had been tired before, she certainly wasn’t now.

She pushed the door open and clambered over him.

“Fuck it.”


CHAPTER FOUR

Alex stared out from the cabin and through the windows of the shop while Sloane led Keith around, chatting animatedly.

The driver had been pleasantly surprised as she caught up to him outside the door, and now he was gladly letting her lead him along the aisles of candy and chips, not at all concerned that his night was getting derailed. Meanwhile the cashier glared daggers from behind the checkout, waiting to return to the adult magazine he had hastily shoved out of sight.

Sloane had him under her spell, Alex thought, as she told him some story with a beaming smile. The driver’s eyes were glued to hers.

That second point wasn’t strictly true. Again, he saw them wander downwards just for a moment, probably memorizing the image of her scantily clad body for later.

Little did he know, he could get much more of a memory than that out of his night.

It was crazy. Alex had never felt the desire to do anything like this before, but he was certain now that he wanted it.

He was willing—hoping—to gift his wife to this tow truck driver for the night.

Even more incredibly, she wanted to be gifted.

He was a lucky man, he thought, watching her as she flirted away with his blessing. She was beautiful. Though she was confident and she took no shit, she was deceptively baby-faced, with a button nose and naturally bee-stung lips to go with her big brown eyes. And, like him, she was in her mid-twenties—in the prime of life. This truck driver who had picked them up in the middle of the night wouldn’t believe his luck.

In fact, he literally might not believe it. This wasn’t normal, and Keith hadn’t exactly tried to make this happen. Plus, her husband was still there, for God’s sake.

Then again, he might believe it and reject them for any number of reasons. Two decades her senior, he might feel like he would be taking advantage, or even find the age gap off-putting. And he certainly couldn’t be blamed for being deterred by the idea of Alex being present.

But as he watched, the interest was clear. As unlikely as it seemed, there was a spark between them. Simple, lustful intrigue, and nothing more, but that was all it needed to be.

The craziest thing of all, Alex thought—watching as Sloane led Keith over to the magazine rack and pointed out something that probably wasn’t very funny, yet had them both laughing excitedly, to the annoyance of the cashier—was just how privileged he was, and how privileged Keith would be if this really happened.

She had only ever been with Alex.

Many, many men her own age had wanted her—there was no question.

But on this random night, in this random place, this random guy who had picked them up might be the one to finally experience her.

———

“You took your time,” Alex said, once everyone had settled back into their seats.

“Well, she insisted on paying,” Keith said. “You really didn’t need to, but thank you.”

Sloane pressed a hand against his bicep. “It’s the least I could do. You’re going so far out of your way to help us.”

Alex looked at her lap. “What’s in the bag?”

“Oh—I was in a silly mood,” she explained, as she reached into the plastic bag and withdrew…

A dirty magazine.

He looked at her incredulously. What kind of tactic was this?

She excitedly opened it and held it out over the dash, before a skittish-looking Keith could put the key in the ignition.

“As a single guy, what do you think of her?” she asked, dragging the magazine closer to the driver. Evidently she had confirmed that little factor while they were chatting in the shop.

“Nice lady,” he said, with a polite nod and a nervous laugh. “I prefer them more natural, though.”

“Okay then,” she said, gently pressing a hand against his forearm to stop him from starting up the truck while she flicked through the pages. “How about her, then?”

As they sat at the side of the empty forecourt, the cashier now busy with his own porno mag, she pointed out various girls in the photos and pressed Keith to assess their bodies. It was an obvious ploy to change the tone of the evening, but Alex wasn’t sure how much this was going to help.

Keith was engaging with it, though. Sloane’s manner was light and flirty as she sought his opinion on girl after girl; she adopted a curious tone, as though she were simply interested in what made a single guy tick and wanted to turn it into a game.

And then she made her play.

“You like natural ones, like… hers?”

Keith nodded and pulled an impressed face, otherwise restraining himself. “Yeah, that’s more my speed.”

“Really? Hers are just like mine.”

Alex felt his heartbeat go berserk and his cock lurch against his shorts. Did she really just say that?

He looked to Keith. The driver didn’t seem to know what to make of that, but Sloane was waiting for a reaction.

“Oh, is that so?” he said, quietly—rhetorically.

But her trap was set.

She held his gaze, her eyes burning intensely now.

“Would you like to see them?”


CHAPTER FIVE

The guy looked like he didn’t know what had hit him. He just stared at Sloane, bewildered, and then even glanced quickly at Alex—only to be met with the same expectant look.

“Is this… some kind of prank?”

“No,” she said, stroking his arm, and wriggling seductively in her seat. “I want to show you them.”

Keith began to talk, but no words would come out. The vague, confused noise that he did manage suggested that he, too, had quickly found his mouth drying up.

Sloane looked over her shoulder at Alex, as if to give him a moment’s warning. And then she turned to face the driver with her back to her husband, sat up with her chest pressed outwards, and swiftly pulled up her crop top.

All he could see now was his wife from behind, holding her top above her bare, bra-less, perky breasts—which were only visible to Keith.

“Do you like them?” she asked, her voice almost a whisper.

“Uh huh,” Keith slowly replied.

“Would you like to touch them?”

There was silence for a moment, the two looking at each other, something of a private moment with Alex unable to see either of their faces. Whatever was quietly communicated between them, it ended with Sloane reaching out, taking his hand—which, Alex now noticed, was a lot rougher and dirtier than he had first realized—and gently pulling it to her breasts.

“Mmm,” she moaned.

Alex couldn’t quite believe any of this was real, yet he felt a strange relief at his own inner reaction. Seeing this initial, relatively small, yet incontrovertible red line being crossed had excited him, not repulsed him. Perhaps it was just the rush of it all, his abandonment of all common sense in pursuit of this strange new fantasy—but he didn’t feel any regret or worry.

Sloane may have had no experience of other men, but no one would have guessed it. She was drawn to this guy, for reasons that her husband was keen to understand better later, and she was taking the opportunity he had given her with both hands.

Both of Keith’s hands. She had just pulled his other up to her chest—and the truck driver was now massaging each of her breasts.

“That feels good,” she whispered.

Delicately, fluently, she whisked the top over her face and hair, and let it fall behind her onto Alex’s lap.

Her upper body was totally naked, and as she discarded the top he was given a glimpse of the heavy, calloused hands now mauling his wife’s breasts.

As if that wasn’t already enough to come to terms with, he had an unobstructed view as Sloane reached forward and pressed her hand against the growing bulge in the crotch of the guy’s jeans.

“You feel big,” she sighed, and Alex could hear the intrigued smile in her voice.

What have I done, he thought. And simultaneously: God, I hope he really does fuck her.

Only Sloane’s gentle moans and the ruffle of the denim beneath her hand could be heard in the cabin now. Keith was growing beneath her touch, happy to let her tease him to full hardness through the fabric while playing with her exposed breasts.

Alex glanced out the window, suddenly aware that they had been here for some time since paying. Sure enough, the cashier was looking in their direction, frowning at the massive truck and the car still in tow—no doubt wondering what was going on in that cabin, where he knew there was at least one man and one woman who had just bought a dirty magazine.

Alex was the only one who could be seen from the shop windows, and the dim lighting of the cabin was enough for the cashier to see this was a different man to the one who had entered the shop. That frown turned into something more like a scowl, and he shifted in thought—it looked like he was considering intervening.

“I think we should move somewhere more private,” Alex said.

He wasn’t even sure the others understood his reasoning. Sloane murmured her agreement, and Keith hurriedly started up the engine—the latter had the green light he needed now, and he wasn’t wasting any time.

They rumbled out of the forecourt and made their way down the quiet country road as it wound through the forest. After a few minutes, they saw an unpaved clearing up ahead, the kind typically used by hikers in the daytime to park before they set off on a trail—and, inevitably, by others for less wholesome activities by night.

Alex fought to slow his breathing and remain calm.

Out of nowhere, he had discovered a twisted, thrilling notion about his wife that had never before crossed his mind—and Sloane was immediately going to make it a reality.


CHAPTER SIX

She quickly unbuttoned Keith’s jeans and tugged the zipper down, just as he brought her closer with one rough hand against the small of her back.

Alex watched on, almost shaking with anticipation. What had already happened would have been unthinkable just an hour earlier. It still seemed unthinkable. But this…

She was about to hold another guy’s cock.

Her movements were hurried now. With her heavy breaths filling the cabin, she dragged Keith’s underwear up and over the bulge, so that his member crudely sprang out. It was a similar length to Alex’s, but remarkably thick; flushed red and veiny as it surged to full size, with a slightly unkempt tuft of pubic hair at the base, it made for a particularly lurid image.

The contrast with Sloane’s delicate, pale hand as it haltingly reached out and gripped it was almost enough to make him pass out.

And then the moment, the next mind-blowing progression: she began to jerk his length.

“Fuck,” he grunted, savoring her slight curves with one hand—starting against her narrow waist, moving past her little shorts, and then slowly caressing her shapely bare thighs—while still enjoying her chest with the other.

Alex couldn’t remember even once spending this much time on her breasts. It felt like this guy was becoming more familiar with them than he was.

Maybe he had taken them for granted. Never again.

Her initial, tentative, uneven pumps of his cock—she wasn’t used to doing this, after all—eventually gave way to a steady rhythm, a tighter squeeze. The thick member in her hands pulsed, throbbed, oozed a little at the tip.

Sloane shifted a little closer. She seemed to be repositioning herself.

Wait. No way…

Somehow, amidst all that had happened so far—and with the end goal of Sloane literally fucking the guy—Alex hadn’t considered the possibility that she might do this. In some ways it was more of a boundary to cross, though he couldn’t put his finger on exactly why.

But she was doing it.

She pushed up onto her knees, never letting go, and then she gathered her hair loosely in one hand, flung it around the back of her neck, and draped it over one shoulder.

Then, bending and thrusting her ass back at Alex, her small but rounded ass cheeks straining at the denim pockets, she sunk low into Keith’s lap and took that thing in her mouth.

He had to crane his neck to see, to check that this was really happening. Sure enough, with her tight fist still bouncing along his shaft, her stretched lips were now sliding up and down the inches that her mouth could take.

Her pretty face was impaled on that bulky, sweaty, hairy cock, granting pleasure to this older man in a vulgar, completely unnecessary act. And it was all happening right in front of her riveted husband.

Then there were the sounds.

Her mouth squelched over his cock. She moaned hungrily, muffled as she was with her mouth stuffed. He grunted appreciatively.

His roaming hand slid over her shorts and squeezed greedily at her ass cheeks. Alex never handled her like that—he made a point of being respectful and gentle when he and Sloane were intimate, though he had merely assumed that was what she wanted.

It turned out she responded better to this rough handling.

She pushed her ass into his hand, willing him on, emitting high-pitched whines every time he groped and pinched her. She was increasingly restless, writhing on her knees, even with her face crammed full of his meaty cock.

Still sloppily servicing him, she casually reached back and released the button and zip of her shorts, before tugging them down to her knees. All that covered her modesty now were her thin, light pink panties; they were a casual style of underwear, given this was supposed to have been a casual night. Alex was gripped by the realization that she really was about to give it all up to this stranger.

As if he needed any further confirmation, the flimsy crotch of her panties shimmered wetly. Her arousal was actually seeping a little through the fabric.

Keith immediately dragged his hand over her almost bare ass, absorbing the feel of her young flesh. And then, her head now bouncing heatedly in his crotch, he slid his fingers around and between her thighs, gently rubbing the front of her panties.

“Mmm,” she whimpered through that thick mouthful, and she hungrily pressed herself against his fingers, spurring him on.

Alex watched in a daze. She had become an animal; she had submitted wholly to him. He was still trying to process her attraction to Keith, the striking contrast with her own husband. What did that mean?!

Those stocky fingers squeezed the flesh of her ass hard, so much that it became discolored. In fact, with his hands still slightly grey with dirt from his work earlier that evening, he was leaving smudges all over her body. It had an unexpected, visceral effect on Alex; the symbolism was stark.

She slipped her mouth free of his gleaming red glans, and wiped away the viscous strands of pre-come that still connected her lips to it.

His wandering thoughts were blown apart by her words.

“Fuck me.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

She shimmied her shorts and panties down past her calves until they fell to the floor of the cabin, before pausing to kick off her sneakers. Keith waited cock in hand, content to follow her lead for now.

Once she had shed the last of her clothing she swiveled on the bench and carefully lay back, presenting herself to him and relaxing her head against Alex’s lap. She looked up at her husband with a weak, sultry smile—and parted her legs for her roadside lover.

Alex had been debating freeing his own cock so that he might pleasure himself to the scene unfolding in front of him, but that was no longer an option. Her head was now blocking him from his crotch, and he didn’t dare do anything that would require her to move and risk interfering with her plans.

He had to let this play out naturally—he wanted to see exactly what Sloane intended to do with this man.

Keith turned awkwardly behind the wheel. He was a heavy-set guy, and the cabin wasn’t exactly made for this. But when he settled back into the seat on his knees and stooped over her, his cock mere inches from her entrance, the position looked workable enough. With this young woman lying across the bench and spreading her legs for him, it was surely enough to overcome any discomfort.

Sloane had taken a proactive, leading role for much of the evening. But she had only ever been with one man, and there had to be some limits to her confidence. Now, she relaxed her body and let him manipulate it as he saw fit while he lined himself up.

With one last wide-eyed look up at Alex—soft, loving—she took his hand in hers and interlocked their fingers.

He definitely wouldn’t be doing anything to sate his own arousal, then. He would be holding her hand instead.

Husband and wife watched as their ride for the night gripped his cock and lowered it to her folds.

The moment when that bare, sticky tip made contact with her entrance would remain seared into Alex’s brain forever.

As would the moment when the head disappeared inside.

And the wait—probably just a couple of seconds, though it felt like minutes—as the rest of that thick, veiny member sank inside, her breaths and involuntary cooing betraying the strain of taking that bulk.

And finally, the moment when he bottomed out inside her. That whole thing had disappeared into his wife; she was wheezing, panting at the sensation of it throbbing inside her, stretching her in ways she had never quite been stretched before.

And then, gripping her delicate body in his thick, rough hands, he pulled back and began to thrust.

“Oh, God,” she whined, her eyes glued to the alien sight between her thighs. She folded her legs behind his broad back, her ankles lightly crossed, like a final symbol of her gleeful acceptance of the new man now using her body.

Alex felt her grip on his palm and fingers tighten, almost painfully; it was as though his wife was letting out a little of the pressure by taking it out on him. He watched her body as it bounced against his, absorbing the impact of that first real thrust. He saw her lips part in a soft gasp, her eyes glazing over.

It was irrevocable now. She had taken another man inside her, and they were in full flow. There was a remarkable strength and vigor about Keith as he fucked her, her head grinding back and forth over her husband’s lap, still tightly gripping his increasingly clammy hand.

In an instant, her other hand slid down over her abdomen and then her mound, and she began to quickly rub her clit while he pounded her against the bench.

“Yes, yes,” she breathed.

Alex watched helplessly from the sideline, or whatever this was. His wife and her partner had quickly settled into a fast, powerful rhythm together, with her fingers working at several times the speed.

It was clear this was exactly what she wanted, what she needed—just a little longer, and…

“Oh, God,” she cried out, her fingers frantic as she went over the edge. Her eyes squeezed shut, her body undulated, her chest heaved. Her hand sharply squeezed his, over and over, in time with the thrusts of her lover’s cock.

Her high-pitched whine peaked and subsided into a continuous moan. Her eyes opened and locked on her husband’s; able to regain some kind of poise, she rode out the rest of her orgasm while holding eye contact with him, making him ride it out with her.

As her release died down, Keith accelerated. Together, the couple turned and watched the thick meat spearing her pussy.

Alex had relished the vulgar sight of that bare cock pounding his wife, but he hadn’t really considered why. Only now did he realize the risks they had taken.

Among other things, that guy could make his wife pregnant.

But it was too late to think about that.

It was happening.

“Oh, fuck,” Keith groaned.

With rapid, hard thrusts and a long sigh of relief, he came into Sloane.

Alex could only watch as the pearly white come smeared down the length of the shaft still plunging into her, and a thick glob began to ooze out at the sides.

His wife was pumped full of another man’s come. Mesmerized, enthralled, he just held her hand and let it happen.


CHAPTER EIGHT

The rest of the journey was quiet, tense—but mercifully short once they hit the highway. Within twenty minutes, they were at their destination.

Alex offered to tip Keith, feeling ridiculous for it, and he was grateful that the driver declined. He reminded Alex that his wife had paid for his gas, as though that had been their most significant interaction of the evening. Maybe it was intended as a subtle reminder of everything else she had done; maybe there was no hidden meaning at all. Either way, not one word was said about what had happened between Sloane and Keith.

They thanked him again, bid him a good night, and left him to set out once more with their crappy rental car still on his truck.

They were at the motel. Finally, they were alone.

They checked in, entered their room, and threw their bags on the floor.

As they stood by the bed, Sloane turned and looked up at him, almost warily. He could see her trying to read him, to gauge the impact of her infidelity. Had it all been a mistake?

He didn’t need to say anything. He picked her up and held her, kissing her deeply. He had almost forgotten where her mouth had been, and was given a sharp reminder, but he ignored it. He didn’t want to pull away and make her worry. Besides, the musky edge to her taste just fueled his new, sordid desire for her.

He tugged off the top she had thrown back at him in Keith’s cabin. Then he flung her onto the bedspread and pulled off the shorts that she had left in the footwell—was it his imagination, or did they seem kind of dusty now?

All that remained were her panties. They seemed wet again.

And then he realized.

Keith’s come was oozing out of her.

He yanked them down her legs and fumbled to undress himself. Meanwhile, Sloane watched him with a kind of bemused awe—she had never seen him like this. There would be plenty about this night to unpack later, but right now all that mattered was that she clearly liked the effect she had had on her husband.

He climbed on top of her. His cock had been rigid and unrelenting ever since Sloane had first begun to seduce the driver. Her eyes widened at the sight of it: reddened and throbbing from his long, frustrated arousal, it seemed to stand harder than ever as he lowered it between her legs.

She wrapped herself around him while he pressed inside her. She felt different. Maybe it was all in his head—was it even physically possible for her pussy to feel ‘used’, ‘stretched’?

One thing certainly wasn’t in his head. Her entrance was still slick with the remnants of the man before him.

He knew none of this was normal, or remotely advisable. But he also knew nothing had changed between them. She pressed a delicate kiss to his lips, as full of unconditional love as always, if not more so. He felt no distrust toward her, and he felt no scorn from her.

Their relationship, their marriage, was too robust for any of that. Processing it throughout the rest of the drive, Alex had wondered if an act as abrupt and reckless as what they had done that night was more likely to be attempted by a couple without their closeness. Conversely, their deep-rooted trust—and an almost clairvoyant ability honed over the years to predict each other’s reaction to almost any turn of events—was what had made this all possible.

When he had revealed his excitement at the idea of her with another man, he had known she wouldn’t judge him, though he certainly couldn’t have known that she would really act on it.

When she had gone through with it, she would surely have known that her husband had been serious, that she could trust him in return—but that didn’t mean there was nothing more to talk about.

“Was it what you thought it would be?” she asked, as he slid all the way inside her and paused to enjoy the simple fact that he was taking his wife back for himself.

“Even better,” he breathed, slowly rising and sinking back into her.

She stroked his back and tightened her thighs around him.

“I didn’t know you would like that kind of thing.”

“Neither did I.” He continued to gently push inside her, to soak up the feel on each stroke. “I didn’t know you would like that kind of guy.”

She let out a little laugh. “Neither did I.”

They kissed. His movements were soft, drawn-out, but the firm grip of her thighs implored him to give her more.

“I don’t need you to make love to me right now,” she whispered. “I need you to fuck me.”

He pushed up on his palms and gave her a harder, deeper thrust. She gasped, closed her eyes, smiled, luxuriating in it.

“Again…”

He did as she requested. Within moments he was pounding her against the mattress, using her the way the truck driver had just used her, gripping her hips where they had been smeared by his dirty hands.

“Come for me,” she whimpered. “Show me that it’s okay.”

He didn’t need to be asked—after what he had just seen her do, he had been struggling not to come.

But freed by her demand, he immediately relaxed and it happened. He felt each blast more vividly than ever, felt her appreciation as he made her his once again. They grasped and clawed at each other, kissed feverishly, as he flooded her pussy and took it back from her earlier lover.

And when it was over, her tongue still lashed against his, and their bodies still writhed together. Reclaiming her was a holistic moment—he needed to feel every part of her again. And she needed him to.

When they finally parted from their kiss he withdrew from inside her, but their bodies remained interlocked.

“Would you ever want me to do it again?” she whispered.

He smirked. “Are you asking me if I want you to, or are you asking me to let you?”

She pressed her lips to his, a final slow, lingering kiss, and then she raised them to his ear.

“Both.”


SHE’S JUST TOO GOOD

M. FOX-MYER


CHAPTER ONE

There was a lot about Rosie’s personality that had quickly drawn Adrian to her, and among her best traits was that she was both fiercely loving and nonjudgmental—so much so that, on a few recent occasions, she had agreed to a little role play in the bedroom based on a particular interest that he had divulged.

He also loved her natural curiosity, but not quite so much when it led to an inquisition each time they finished.

“I just find it interesting that you get off thinking about something like that. It’s supposed to be, like, the worst thing that could ever happen to a married guy.”

He shrugged. “I think that’s what drives it, for me at least. It’s so terrible that it’s exciting.”

She tilted her head in thought. “I guess that kind of makes sense. I know some girls get turned on by stuff that others would be freaked out by. Still… I’m surprised you don’t think more about the usual guy fantasies. Like a threesome with another girl.” She paused, and then she laughed. “And no, that’s not happening.”

“The crazy thing is… I don’t fantasize about that. Sure, if that was actually a possibility and everyone involved really wanted it, it would be as hot as it gets. But that isn’t gonna happen. I think the other thing that makes this so hot is that it actually seems realistic.”

She looked doubtful. “It’s still two married people and one single person all agreeing to something pretty kinky together.”

“Except the single person is a guy being offered no-strings-attached sex with a woman. And a married woman, at that. It’s almost a perfect scenario if he doesn’t want any commitment or drama.”

He felt strange talking about this after the heat of the moment had passed. This was his wife, after all—and she was the quintessential good girl. He worried that he should never have shared this with her, that she was judging him more than she was letting on. Yet, had he not, they would have missed out on some pretty exhilarating sex that—as far as he could tell—got her almost as worked up as him.

He had never really expected that when he recently shared the fantasy with her for the first time. Rosie was a shy, almost mousy type—and coupled with Adrian’s fairly reserved nature, they lived a quiet life. There wasn’t a great deal of excitement in their free time, and nor did they want it. At the weekends they largely kept to each other’s company and their relaxing hobbies, particularly in Rosie’s case, with her reading and her painting. She even regularly enjoyed gaming, almost as much as Adrian did.

So when they had first imagined together the scenario of her adventuring beyond their marriage, and ended up having some of the best sex they’d ever had, it had brought a thrilling new side to their relationship that he had never expected.

Would he have the stomach to go through with doing something like that for real, if push came to shove? He doubted it. It was really just a fantasy, nothing more—this was the love of his life, this was their marriage. And Rosie was Rosie—it would never be on the cards anyway.

As she sat there right now, still naked and a little flushed from their antics just a few minutes ago, he still couldn’t believe his luck. She was beautiful. As she talked, he quietly admired her wavy light brown hair, her soft pale skin, and that slight pear shape that drove him crazy—the only parts of her that were big were her hips and butt, and he loved it.

“But surely no guy likes being with a woman who’s regularly with someone else,” she said.

“You’d be surprised. There are guys out there who want that.”

“What? Why?!”

“Two sides of the same coin. One guy gets off on his woman hooking up with another guy. The other guy gets off on hooking up with another guy’s woman.”

“I don’t believe you.”

Adrian reached over to his bedside table and grabbed his laptop. “Then I’ll have to prove it to you.”

Rosie was quiet as he showed her the evidence—evidence that he knew very well. Whole hidden communities existed for the purposes he had just described, with not just plenty of encouraging husbands and curious wives, but many, many unattached men with an interest in making fantasies like Adrian’s come true.

And after showing her a few posts and profiles proving that people were out there looking for it, he showed her the end results: videos and images of real wives with men who were not their husband.

“I had no idea,” she said, softly. “There are so many people doing this.”

“Like I said—it’s a little more twisted than other common fantasies, but it’s also more doable.”

“It seems so… easy.”

He nodded. “I like that you, my wife, could in theory just say ‘I want to do it’, and boom—you sleep with someone else.”

She leaned over him to get to his laptop, and tapped the Back button a few times as he watched, perplexed. There was a rapid blur of all the amateur porn they had just perused, until they were back among the posts of ‘bulls’ looking for couples.

She slowed down, clicked through a few body shots, and stopped on one of them: a tall, tanned, and strikingly muscular guy with a few tattoos, whose location was their very own city.

As Adrian watched, becoming more intrigued now, she tapped on his profile and scrolled. The guy seemed to have only joined this online community about a year previously, but he had posted or been tagged in countless videos and images from various encounters with married women.

A video of him banging one woman on her hands and knees.

Another of a woman riding him and coming hard, moaning so loudly that Adrian rushed to hit mute.

And a photo of another girl down on her knees and holding the guy’s hard member, which was bigger than either of them thought a human cock could be—in their respective, limited experience of seeing others in real life or online.

Rosie pointed to the guy’s profile, turned to Adrian, and softly said:

“I want to do it.”


CHAPTER TWO

A few minutes later, Adrian was easing his rigid member back between his wife’s folds. It was something he had done countless times—including less than half an hour ago—but this time felt like something else entirely.

He was in his own twisted version of heaven. His loyal, quiet wife had just pointed at another man and said she wanted to sleep with him. She almost felt different physically somehow, though perhaps that was because he was so overstimulated that his cock felt harder and more sensitive than ever before.

What she had just said hurt a little, naturally—especially because that guy looked nothing like his idea of her ‘type’, nothing like him. But the excitement now was far beyond what he had ever expected to feel in the unlikely event she expressed an interest in hotwifing, and it easily overpowered the rest of his confused emotions. He was so turned on that he was almost shaking; his head felt light and his skin tingled all over, this stunning lurch from fantasy to reality taking hold of his body.

As he pushed into her and a soft whimper escaped her lips, he gently caressed her wide hips and her ample yet firm ass as he always did—except this time, he tried to imagine really letting another man enjoy all of this.

“Do you really want to fuck that guy?” he breathed. It wasn’t just dirty talk anymore.

“I do,” she whispered as he slid back out. He thrusted inside her, making her moan appreciatively, his cock throbbing out of control.

“Why?”

She stroked his back and lay against the bed with her eyes closed as he continued to pump into her.

“It’s so easy… If he wants me, he can just have me.”

He couldn’t believe these words were coming from his sweet, softly-spoken wife. This was still her voice, still her, but saying and thinking things he never could have imagined. And he was already having trouble holding back.

He continued to fuck her, a little more gently and cautiously than he wanted to, just to buy himself some time. He thought the talking part was over—he didn’t think he could handle any more right now—but she opened her eyes and stared up at him pensively, before asking a question that she looked keen to hear an answer to.

“Do you really want me to fuck him?”

He hesitated as he slowed his thrusts. This could be a huge, decisive moment.

Did he?

“Yes,” he replied.

“Should we message him?”

Instantly, Adrian lost all control. He spurted helplessly inside her, and with a surprisingly sweet, understanding smile she enveloped him between her legs, embracing his spasming cock, stroking him with her soft fingertips.

A few moments later, he had filled her pussy and lay against her, reality slowly coming back to him, an uncertainty as to how to play this next.

Had she been for real? Or was it all still just dirty talk?

She fidgeted until he got the hint and pulled himself up slightly. She caught his face between her hands, kissed him, and then held him in her gaze.

“Well? Should we message him?” she repeated.

—

They sat side by side in tense, nervous silence as they read their books. Rosie was wearing her typically demure pajamas, and Adrian an old baggy T-shirt and boxers, two fairly unsexy outfits that should have helped to let the atmosphere fizzle out. But nothing could get his mind off the developments of the last hour, and he could tell that, as quiet and absorbed in her novel as she seemed, she was in the same place.

They had really propositioned a man to sleep with her. That wasn’t something a couple could just do and mentally file away, Adrian thought—and certainly not him and Rosie. They were as far as you could get from the stereotype of sociable, exhibitionist swingers.

Did they really know what they were messing with here?

He tried to put it all out of his mind. In the morning, one or both of them would probably come to their senses. There was no way this was really going to happen—people like them didn’t do things like that. He focused on his book and plowed through a few pages, gradually feeling himself calm down a little.

And then the notification sounded.


CHAPTER THREE

“Of course he wants to see what you look like.”

“But sending a photo of myself… like that… can’t he just meet up with us?”

Adrian laughed. “We could be crazies. Or you could be… you know. He needs to know it’s worth his time.”

She rolled her eyes. He was beginning to sense that this ‘dream’ was already over. There was some relief at the thought of dropping the whole thing, playing it safe, being happy with their marriage and their sex life as it was; but, contrary to all common sense, he found a considerable part of him truly wanted this.

“I’m not doing photos like those other women.”

He nodded. So that was the end of it.

“Do you think just a simple photo of me in a dress would be okay for him?”

He turned to her, his heartbeat suddenly going berserk. She looked as earnest as ever—she really meant all of this.

“I’m pretty sure that would be fine,” he said, pushing himself up off the bed. “What dress did you have in mind?”

She shrugged. “Pick one.”

Why is this like Christmas for me, he thought to himself, as he flung open the closet and stood in front of the rail bearing dozens of her dresses. He already had one in mind.

He spotted the floral pattern and pulled it out to show her.

“Really? But I wear that one so much. Surely it’s… meh.”

It was a simple flowery mini dress, one of three or four mini dresses she owned. She wasn’t a girl who liked to show off her body—she often wore cardigans and tights over these dresses at the slightest hint of cooler temperatures—but this one was a little different.

She was on the petite side, so most of these dresses didn’t show as much of her legs as they might have for other girls. But this one was both a little shorter—it always surprised him a little that she didn’t seem to mind that—and, like a handful of her dresses, skirts and jeans, clung a little more than her generally flowy wardrobe, so that it really showed the contrast between her wide hips and otherwise slim waist and legs.

“Trust me, this is good.”

“Guys don’t think this is a sexy dress, surely?” she asked, her face suddenly painted with worry—he knew she was now thinking back over all of the times she had worn it in public or around their friends.

He shook his head. “No, no. I just think it’s a nice fit on you. This dress shows you off a bit without going too far.”

“Okay,” she said, still a little skeptical, as she got up and took the dress from him.

He retrieved his phone and watched out of the corner of his eye as she tugged off her modest pajamas and unhooked the dress from its hanger, briefly standing there naked.

Her body wasn’t quite like most of those that littered the forums they had just scrolled through—certainly not like some of the seasoned swingers who were clearly gym bunnies—but he knew that wouldn’t matter one bit. She was still fit, lean, and attractive. Her breasts were shapely, though they were certainly on the small side. But for any guy who liked a bit of a booty, hers was far better than any on those websites.

Her personality was probably very different to many of the women this ‘bull’ had slept with. He just hoped that wouldn’t matter. Maybe it would all feel a little more real with such a quiet, unassuming wife, as opposed to the more outgoing and showy women that seemed to dominate the forums.

It certainly did for Adrian—the idea of a wife like Rosie doing this was part of what was driving him so crazy right now.

She put on the dress and checked herself in the mirror.

“How should I be in the photo?” she asked.

It was a good question. It would be unnatural for her to attempt some of the poses they had seen from other women looking for bulls, and it wouldn’t do her justice to misrepresent herself like that. He wanted the guy to know exactly what Rosie was all about—better that her potential partner back out at the start if she wasn’t what he was looking for, rather than further down the line or, God forbid, in person.

He had her recreate her usual pose for the photos she took with her small group of girl friends—one hand on one hip, one knee bent a little. It didn’t escape his notice that she happened to favor the side with her ring hand, a detail that made his arousal spike as he got her into position now.

He took a couple of shots of her posing like that, and then decided to throw in one other angle that wouldn’t require much effort on her part.

“Are you serious?”

“Of course. It’s one of your best assets.”

“You men…” She thought about it for a second, and then spun around. “Okay, fine. I can’t get all prudish now.”

So with Rosie turned toward the wall in an unremarkable pose—back straight, legs together, hands in front and out of sight—he took a photo of her body from behind.

It was pretty cynical, but the message would be clear. With her dress accentuating her slim figure, the outline of her wide hips, and the bulge of her firm, ample booty, this was the perfect advert for Rosie to convince any prospective partner who appreciated a nice butt.

“Mind if I write the message to go with it?”

“Yeah, you do the talking for now,” she said, shyly waving her hands away. “I can’t. Just let me see it first.”

“Works for me.”

He hammered out a message and showed it to her a moment later. She burst out laughing and covered her face.

“This is so weird.”

“You don’t want me to send that?”

She looked at the two photos—the best of those from the front and the best from the back—and re-read the message.

“Fine. You know what you’re doing. ‘Sell’ me,” she added with another laugh.

He hit send.

Here’s R. She’s a quiet, reserved type, so you won’t get lingerie or nude shots from her—but I can promise you she’s a handful in the bedroom. And speaking of a handful, check out the second photo.

She changed back into her pajamas, and by the time they were both back in bed less than a minute later, Adrian’s phone dinged again. He reached over to read the response.

“He says he likes the quiet ones even more.”

“What? Really?”

“Yeah… he says he’s always wanted to sleep with that kind of wife. And he really likes your photos.”

“No way.”

“And,” Adrian continued, looking up with an incredulous smile. “He wants to meet up.”


CHAPTER FOUR

“Did you ever think in a million years you’d end up doing something like this?”

Rosie shook her head and covered her face. “Never.”

“But you do want to do this, right? I don’t want you to feel like you have to do it for me. That isn’t the point.”

She smiled and held his hand. He glanced down at her outfit; even now, sitting in this hotel bar moments from meeting the ‘bull’, she merely wore a blank T-shirt and a skirt, though both were enough to hint at the distinctive outline of her body beneath. In a way, he liked that she was still dressed so demurely even now, emphasizing the apparent incongruity of a woman like Rosie and a situation like this.

“I want to do it.”

“I’m still surprised that you… well, that guy.”

“I know,” she shrugged. “But I’ve never just… gone crazy, you know? I like the idea of this, and of him, because it’s all so unlike me. I thought that feeling might pass after the first time we talked about it, but weirdly it’s just grown and grown. Doing this is like a kind of escape, kind of like getting to be someone else for a brief, wild moment.”

And then it all clicked for Adrian. When he thought about it, Rosie—with her love of reading fantasy books, the hours she spent painting unusual characters and striking landscapes, and playing games set in rich fictional worlds—privately lived a very loud, colorful life. She found her happiness and excitement in the time she spent on these hobbies, away from her uneventful payroll job, the stresses of downtown, and the humdrum of the almost entirely residential area outside their apartment block.

Of course she wasn’t just doing this for him—even for someone with Rosie’s particularly giving, loving nature, that would have been a stretch too far. He knew that, and he knew anything else would have been downright wrong, yet he just couldn’t get his head around what was in it for her beyond impulsive lust.

Now he knew.

For him, this was the forbidden fruit: allowing his wife to be intimate with another man, with all the emotional and psychosocial baggage that came with it. And it was also hers: breaking from her reserved public persona and privately doing something extremely exciting and risky, but for real.

“I think I get it,” Adrian said. “It’s liberating.”

“I hope so,” she said, smiling shyly. “But let’s meet him, first. I’m still me. I need to know what he’s like and see if this feels right.”

“Speaking of which,” he said, nodding toward the door to the bar. “Your guy is here.”

—

“I’m Nick,” he said, as he kissed Rosie on the cheek, with his hand gently touching her back, before extending it toward Adrian. “Nice to meet you both.”

Already excited by the mere sight of the two greeting and making innocent physical contact, Adrian shook his hand and joined the two of them in their seats.

“We’re all here—that’s a good start,” he said, triggering some polite laughter that he hoped would relax all three of them.

“It’s nice to meet you in person,” Rosie smiled. Her voice was a little softer, as her wide eyes took in the sight of this new man and his impressive physique. Adrian could tell that her nerves might be kicking in, so he decided to take the lead for now.

“So, how long have you been doing this? And how many of these have you done?”

“About a year. Rosie would be the seventh wife I meet up with,” he said, fairly matter-of-factly. “I’ve had a couple of repeat encounters, but no one more than twice.”

“That’s a lot,” she said, her tone sounding intrigued more than anything else.

He nodded, then swayed his head from side to side as if to reconsider that. “It is, but I try to be selective. A lot of couples reach out to guys like me, but I don’t meet up with anyone who doesn’t interest me.”

Her eyes lit up at that. Adrian was surprised that someone as fiercely monogamous as Rosie, with such a limited sexual history, would be happy about being with someone so promiscuous. But he sensed that she found Nick’s ‘record’ strangely exhilarating, and that she was also flattered to know that he had real interest in her instead of just accepting any offer of an easy lay.

“And Rosie? How about you?”

Caught off guard, she glanced at Adrian, and then turned back to Nick. “How many times have I…?”

He nodded. “… Done this hotwifing thing.”

She laughed and swept a lock of hair behind her ear. “Um…”

“I forgot to tell you,” Adrian said. “This would be her first.”

Nick’s eyes widened, a new layer of appeal to Rosie seemingly revealed. “I hadn’t realized. Well, I’m honored.”

“I try to be selective,” she softly quipped.

“Well, okay then.” A big smile broke across Nick’s face as he said it, prompting her to mirror it. She visibly relaxed, her eyes twinkling.

Adrian sensed this might be a good moment to let them talk.

“How about I go and get us some drinks?”

—

When he returned with their drinks, he discovered that the conversation had landed on their college days, and Rosie had just learned that Nick took English Lit. To Adrian’s surprise, they were now geeking out together about their interests in fiction, and a real spark was forming.

He felt a pang of jealousy at that—which was to be expected. But moreso he was encouraged to see that they were getting along and each of them seemed to have a real, growing interest in the other.

This really looks like it’s going to happen, he thought—trying not to get ahead of himself, but feeling his cock surge with excitement at the sight of his wife striking up a rapport with another man.

And if he had any concerns that their connection was anything more meaningful than the basic mutual appeal needed before they hooked up in front of him, those were quickly dispelled. As the conversation went on, the huge contrast in their personalities and lifestyles became clearer. Nick lived a life packed with socializing, adventure and, of course, womanizing, totally at odds with what interested Rosie in the real world.

And her demeanor was totally unlike any he had ever seen from her. He was picking up a hint of detachment about Nick in a personal sense, yet it was impossible not to notice a huge physical attraction and excitement on a more superficial level. The way she fidgeted, leaned towards him, and gently returned subtle touches to his knee was nothing like the way she had been in their early dating days.

Again, he felt a little jealous, but he was profoundly aroused by her behavior around this guy. It was so unlike her, but it was all so real.

Particularly when she finished her drink, leaned towards Nick with her hand resting on his knee, and whispered to the two men:

“Shall we go up to the room?”


CHAPTER FIVE

Every step along the way since they had sent Nick that first message had been new territory for Adrian and Rosie. But none more so than when they brought him up to the suite they had booked for the night.

Naturally, they had already talked about how they would approach this stage of the evening, if and when they got there. Still, the reality that this was now probably going to move beyond his control was beginning to dawn on Adrian—not that he didn’t like it.

Earlier that day he had moved the furniture around so that the coffee table was placed by the foot of the bed, with the sofa on the other side, so that they could sit around it ostensibly to continue talking—while giving the pair an easy opportunity to change gears without anyone needing to move.

They took up their positions, with Nick seeming to immediately pick up on the plan, and Adrian waited for them to resume the conversation.

But Rosie wasn’t much of a conversationalist, and she now had Nick right where she wanted him. To Adrian’s shock and delight, she slid a hand down the man’s thigh and leaned closer to him.

“Do you want to do this?”

Nick nodded.

Time slowed for Adrian as he watched the guy lean down, take his wife in his hands, and kiss her.

His cock was rigid at the sight of them simply kissing. It was so surreal and so wrong seeing Rosie with her lips against another man’s, her hand draped around his neck, that this might almost have been enough for him. They could stop right now, Nick could leave the room, and he would take Rosie then and there—it would be the wildest sex they had ever had.

But he was so close to seeing the fantasy play out for real, in full. Already intoxicated by the scene in front of him, he tried to stay calm and patient, hoping this really would go all the way.

He watched rapt as Nick gently parted Rosie’s lips with his and softly dragged his tongue against hers—working her up until she wrapped both arms around him and returned the favor, kissing him with more lust than Adrian had ever really witnessed from her.

This was a wilder side to Rosie even beyond what she had exhibited in their recent role playing. Adrian was about to experience an intense, twisted desire coming to life, but he could tell that for Rosie it must have been a similar feeling.

Meanwhile Nick was taking the lead, which wasn’t unexpected. As tame as it was—compared to what could follow—there was a certain visual that Adrian had been looking forward to seeing: another man copping a feel of Rosie’s wonderful ass. And her partner had only one thing in mind when his hands began to roam.

Adrian watched on in warped delight as this stranger made out with his wife, slid his hands over each ass cheek, and then gently squeezed.

Rosie moaned softly as she kissed him, and clearly took not only pleasure but encouragement from his attentions towards her behind—because her hands slid over his shoulders, over the sleeves of his T-shirt, and then down to his huge, developed biceps, which she gripped hungrily.

It gave Adrian another jealous pang. But he realized this was really the point of this whole situation: for Rosie to experience a wild night in front of him, with someone pretty much built for sex. And as she continued to squeeze and fondle Nick’s upper body with surprising aggression, his tentative probing of her ass stepped up a level.

Within moments he was manhandling that thing, his fingers digging through the fabric of her dress and into her juicy buttocks. This sight exceeded Adrian’s wildest imaginings, but he might have worried that he was taking it too far—were it not for the grateful, lustful noises emanating from his wife’s busy mouth with each new squeeze of her backside.

It wasn’t long before Nick tired of the flimsy barrier beneath his fingers. While Rosie was distracted with raking her fingernails against his abs through his shirt, he reached beneath her thighs and tugged the hem of her mini dress upwards. She blithely raised herself an inch off the bed, still kissing him, and let him slide the fabric up and over her hips so that it sat loosely bunched around her waist.

In some ways that was a cruder scenario than Adrian had envisaged for Rosie—but she seemed pretty happy about it as she grabbed her partner’s hands, slapped them back down on her now-bare ass… and then fumbled to unzip his jeans.

Adrian’s cock tugged at his own pants as he watched his wife greedily race to get her hands on another man’s member. Like he had told Nick in those early messages, Rosie could get surprisingly frisky in the bedroom, but this was something else.

She craved this guy’s dick.

Not that it should have come as a shock. She had picked this guy out after watching plenty of photos and videos of him in action, all of which made it very clear what he was packing down there. She had revisited them several times in the build-up to this night—mostly with Adrian, though to his excitement he had found out a couple of nights ago that she had enjoyed a ‘viewing session’ all on her own.

He had considered that to be a sort of accidental litmus test for whether or not he could handle what was to come tonight, but all it had done was fuel his desires even further.

Rosie’s fingers quickly tugged the zipper down, peeled Nick’s jeans aside, and then brushed over the hardening package inside his boxer shorts. Adrian’s pulse raced—this was about to become so much more than a handsy make-out session.

Just as she had done, he lifted himself up, so that she was free to tug his jeans and then his boxers off and leave them in a heap around his ankles.

His monstrous cock throbbed expectantly. Her hand reached out and gingerly wrapped around it.

And without a moment’s hesitation, Adrian’s good-girl wife lowered herself to the floor and knelt in front of that huge manhood.


CHAPTER SIX

He almost thought he was about to black out as she sat that magnificent booty on her heels—her dress still hitched up around her waist—and brought the thick, glistening head of that massive tool towards her lips.

For a few seconds he just tried to savor the discordance in his mind at seeing shy, unassuming Rosie, his wife no less, down on her knees for a muscular, well-endowed stranger. He particularly enjoyed the fact of both of her hands now being wrapped around his hefty shaft, one on top of the other, so that her ring glinted as she slowly jerked it.

But this was all moving more quickly than he had anticipated, and before he knew it her lips slurped the crown into her mouth and she was lightly bobbing her head on the end of his cock.

He wasn’t even physically involved, and yet his senses were on overdrive. His heart pounded, his body shivered, his mind reeled. This was the greatest thing he had ever witnessed, surpassing his wildest expectations, and yet at the same time it was still terrifying, chastening, unsettling.

Would she even want him again after this? Anxious, insecure thoughts tumbled one after another. But as he was confronted with each new fear he still felt confident enough in his marriage, in Rosie, to shut them down and merely feel further invigorated and tantalized by what he was witnessing.

They both knew what this was.

They both knew what the other was getting out of it.

And right now, it seemed like they were both enjoying it even more than they ever thought they would.

Rosie would give him blowjobs from time to time, and he always enjoyed it, but it wasn’t her strength. For one thing, she was only ever able to take a few inches of his fairly average member before gagging, so she largely relied on her fist to do the work. So now, as she tried to tackle Nick’s giant cock, she could only get a fraction of the way down his shaft while she bobbed her head—giving Adrian the incredible, lasting sight of her face impaled on the end of that impossible length. It was like something out of a porn video.

But he was even more riveted seeing her pump it with both fists, and gently twist as she did so. Her partner was visibly enjoying himself, relaxed but intermittently squirming, gasping out loud at the sensation and cursing under his breath.

Adrian fumbled to release his own cock and slowly jerked off, feeling somewhat sheepish at first but reminding himself that everyone knew the deal here—and, as Rosie kept going, becoming all too aware that no one was paying much attention to him at the moment.

That fact might have begun to bother him. But after a couple more minutes, with Nick clearly on the edge from Rosie’s two-fisted handjob and her sucking and swirling around his crown, he gently pulled her up and had her lie next to him on the bed. As she climbed up next to him, she gave Adrian a soft, wide-eyed look—one that he knew meant she wanted to check that he was okay and still enjoying himself, and that it was okay that she was enjoying herself.

He gave her an encouraging nod.

She gave him a warm smile, for a brief moment nothing but love and gratitude in her eyes.

And then she lay on the bed and resumed making out with Nick.

They were both still partly clothed; even after Nick kicked his pants and boxers the rest of the way off, he was wearing a T-shirt, and her dress was still clinging on comically around her midriff with her panties still in place. But it didn’t take long for them to fully strip each other, with Adrian watching rapt as his wife’s partner peeled her panties down her legs and she let them fall to the floor, and he was faced with the prospect of her lying naked with another man.

They kissed again, hands gently exploring each other’s bare torsos. Though it was clear she was still more than enthusiastic, a touch of shyness seemed to be creeping back in on Rosie’s part now, with less of the aggressive fondling than before. Probably sensing that the initiative was his to take, Nick carefully rolled on top of her and gently rested his body against hers.

To Adrian’s relief and exhilaration, she parted her legs and rested them against the backs of the man’s thighs—surrendering herself to him.

With one last kiss, he held himself up with one elbow and maneuvered into position. Adrian had to get up to see what was about to happen next, but he kept at a distance as Nick gripped his cock and lowered it between his wife’s thighs.

Rosie turned to look at her husband with a soft yet lustful smile.

And then her eyes widened as another man’s cock entered her.


CHAPTER SEVEN

For a brief moment Adrian felt a pang of worry for Rosie. This wasn’t like her, and this guy certainly wasn’t like him. Did she know what she had gotten herself into? Was all of this really just for his benefit, despite what she said? What if she wasn’t fully comfortable with all of this, or even changed her mind in the middle of it?

He watched her as she stared down at that enormous member, now pushing against her entrance. The tip breached her, a sight that riveted Adrian and left him desperately wanting her, but also led him to quickly check her reaction.

Her wide eyes were glued to the thick shaft now lodging itself inside her and slowly pushing deeper. Her hips squirmed, her thighs parted wider. There was a hint of a disbelieving smile. As Nick’s groin finally pressed flush against hers, she let out an involuntary whimper, her toes curled, her eyelids fluttered.

And then she gently fell back, her arms spread out over the bed, and she turned to look at Adrian. In a fantasy built on imagined moments and images, he had never quite pictured this, and it was more intensely erotic than any so far. As her partner began to gently thrust into her, she was reclining against the mattress, back arched, her legs raised slightly so that her ass was on show for him—an amazing image on its own, but nothing compared to the look on her face.

With flushed cheeks, gently parted lips, eyelids heavy with lust, and the most tender and loving of gazes, she stared back at her husband and she took those first few lunges of a new cock, letting out a high-pitched, blissful little gasp each time. And all of his doubts and fears melted away—she couldn’t have looked more into this.

He was reassured, and he was overwhelmingly aroused, but to his surprise he was most of all excited for her. What a thing for any married person to experience: an unconditional one night stand with someone they were—physically—extremely attracted to, all with the encouragement of their partner. And for this to happen for someone like Rosie, whose interaction with the real world tended to be limited and low on excitement, made it all the more potent.

Nick’s powerful body plunged into his beautiful wife, and she moaned and sighed and grasped those muscles with each stroke. Her knees were bent and her ass was raised higher now, so that he moved deeper still. Adrian couldn’t quite believe something that big was so easily pounding Rosie’s tight entrance, but the wet slaps and slurps from her pussy with each thrust made it clear why she was able to take him.

Rosie’s grip tightened against his shoulders, her knuckles turning white. Her eyes were closed now, and her mouth hung open.

She can’t be, surely… not already…

“Oh! Oh, God!” she cried out, and her body undulated beneath Nick as he continued to fuck her. She clutched his face and drew him back into a passionate tongue kiss, moaning plaintively and gratefully through her waves of relief.

Adrian’s head swam. Watching his wife come with someone else was one thing, but this… this was more intense than he had expected. That cock had done something to her. He had never seen her like this.

Really, this was why most men feared this happening, he thought to himself. He was watching his wife lose her senses and herself to another man’s body, experiencing unparalleled pleasure. He felt the stinging insecurity that came with it, of course. But still, to his relief, he felt burning lust more than anything. He wanted to see more—and, when it was all over, he knew he would want his wife like never before.

And he was about to see a lot more. She was still quivering as Nick gently brought her up to her knees and whispered something into her ear.

A question. A smile.

Rosie looked at her husband—dazed, in the best way, though also a little sheepish. And then, still facing him, she leaned down onto her elbows. With her cheeks pink and her breathing still shaky, she held his gaze and pulled the loose strands of her hair back over her ears, leaving her ass jutting out as Nick moved around behind her.

This, he had imagined. Many times. His cock surged in his hand as he braced for what was to come.

Nick kneeled and positioned himself over her, that giant cock protruding vulgarly above her buttocks. Then he gripped it, lined it up with her folds, and slid back inside, so that Rosie bit her lip and whined as her face sank right down to the mattress.

She wiggled her ass slightly to help him work his way in, until he was as far as he could get. When he bottomed out inside her she cooed and fidgeted, so distracted with what must have been an overwhelmingly filling sensation that for a while her eyes stayed closed. Then they flicked back up to Adrian—again, he felt grateful that she was silently involving him in this, checking in on him, communicating her pleasure to him—before, a moment later, Nick withdrew and plunged back in all the way, and her eyes bulged hungrily.

Adrian steadily, carefully beat himself off as his wife took a pounding on her knees from her bull. The latter’s hands were gripping her ass forcefully, saving and memorizing those juicy buttocks that Adrian was so obsessed with. Meanwhile the juxtaposition of the lovely Rosie with the hulking body of this experienced taker of married women had never been more pronounced than now, her sweet face and her delicate body being pinned down beneath that huge tattooed physique.

Moments later, Nick abruptly both tensed up and sped up. Rosie stared at her husband with a look of meek anticipation, and he found himself reflexively inching closer for a better view.

“Fuck,” her partner grunted, and from the slowing of his thrusts and Rosie’s wide-eyed astonishment, it was obvious that it had happened.

He had come inside her.

With that realization, Adrian lost all control over the orgasm he had been fighting to hold back. He spurted a glob of come that splattered across Rosie’s face. He floundered, not knowing what to do, but she instantly reached out and took hold of him as the next blast hit her chest.

He moved right up to her and she slid his surging cock into her mouth. As he came, he was treated to the unexpected sight of his wife taking a load at each end.


CHAPTER EIGHT

“Was that what you thought it would be like?”

“It was so much better,” Rosie sighed with a contented smile, resting her head against his chest.

Nick had left, after a brief conversation between the three of them. There had been an atmosphere of total gratification—not one of them had expressed any awkwardness or regrets about the encounter, and Rosie’s new partner had even suggested being open to a repeat if it interested them.

Adrian savored the feel of her velvety skin against him—so familiar and comforting, yet noticeably so much warmer than usual. On her chest and the small of her back he felt the smallest hint of sweat. The room was stuffy, and he could feel the ruffles in parts of the sheet beneath him where it had been disturbed. He felt inundated by her adultery in a way he hadn’t expected, yet found surprisingly intoxicating.

“I still wasn’t sure if you were totally into the whole thing, right the way up to tonight, but…” He puffed his cheeks out. “Now I know.”

She giggled softly and hugged him. “Now you know.”

“Did you ever want to do something like this before I brought it up?”

She paused for a moment. Adrian’s pulse quickened with a worry that he couldn’t place—he felt ridiculous for it, given everything that had now transpired.

“No,” she said, definitively. “I had sometimes wondered what it would be like to be with a guy like Nick, but only when I was single. In a relationship, never. It had never crossed my mind that I could, you know… have both.”

“Now you know,” he smiled. “And if you want to take him up on his offer… I’m pretty sure I’d be cool with that.”

“One thing at a time,” she whispered, pressing a fleeting kiss to his lips and rolling on top of him.

They were both still naked, and Adrian had been permanently semi-erect ever since they had been left alone and climbed into the bed together. With his wife now straddling his thighs, his cock quickly surged into a full erection; she never usually got on top of him, and he wondered if this was really going where it seemed to be going. Her eyes sparkled at the sight of it jutting up inches in front of her pussy.

“I’m guessing you might want to do something about what just happened,” she whispered.

She wrapped her hand around his cock and gently stroked it. He couldn’t help but wonder what was going through her head as she held his member, after the giant shaft she had just handled and taken.

He always found that any teasing was so much more potent when it came from Rosie, because with her nature it was sometimes hard to tell whether she was actually doing it on purpose, and whether she would take the initiative afterwards. So for the avoidance of doubt, he took hold of her booty, lifted her up, and pressed his cock against her still-gleaming entrance.

She let out a sultry sigh. He gripped her and pulled, encouraging her to sink lower into his lap.

“Fuck,” he sighed, as her wet pussy slid over his cock and she leaned down against him. She kissed him, her tongue flicking over his. It still had a subtle warm tang from his come, but the undertones of her adultery left a distinct aftertaste.

With her chest pressed to his, he pulled her ass all the way down until he was fully inside her. She felt different, in that he couldn’t really feel her as much as he usually could. She was still so wet, and though she had excused herself to clean up a little after her romp with Nick, he knew that wasn’t all just her in there. As objectively unpleasant as it was, the thought made him throb forcefully inside her, making her let out a little intrigued moan.

It wasn’t quite the kind of noise she had made with Nick, but he would take that.

He gripped her wide buttocks tightly—feeling a sort of territorial drive, on top of his usual fascination with them—and his renewed aggression made her sigh in his ear, her body relaxing as she submitted to him.

With her hair fanning out across his neck and shoulder, her warm, slightly clammy body weighing down against his, and her broad hips smothering his pelvis, he held her and fucked her from below, basking in this new feel to her. And she moaned and whined in pleasure as she held onto him and stroked him, wordlessly reassuring him that she was still very much his—though she would forever be the wife who fucked someone else right in front of him.

Overcome by the thought of it—and the continued assault on his senses from her encounter—he fell into an orgasm before he even knew it was coming. He filled her up, gasping in relief, manhandling that unfaithful body of hers.

—

“Do you have any regrets about last night?” she asked the next morning, after another round—still in the same bed she had used with Nick.

They hadn’t planned to stay the night in the hotel, but they were so drained after the intensity of the experience that they had decided to get their money’s worth and wait until the morning to return home. It had made it a little tricky for Adrian to fall asleep, given that he was surrounded by a whole room of reminders of what Rosie had done, but when he eventually nodded off he ended up in a surprisingly deep sleep. They had woken up to find it was already mid-morning.

“I don’t,” he said, truthfully. He had now come three times since she had hooked up with Nick, and though in the aftermath of each he had felt a brief flicker of anxiety—and even a touch of shame—he had quickly moved past it.

He had wanted this, and so had she. It had worked out even better than they had hoped. And he had felt a strange happiness for her, seeing her so free, so liberated—and then so sated.

“Do you?” he asked, after a pause.

“No,” she said, instantly. “Last night was the craziest thing I’ve ever done. And I loved it. I love you for making it happen.”

She kissed him and smiled softly. It was weird coming back to this tender, normal, self-contained relationship, after a night when it had been anything but. It was difficult for Adrian to reconcile the two in his mind.

But he didn’t dislike that jarring effect. He felt a particular thrill at the thought that his sweet, quiet wife could also be a wife who had indulged in something so improper, and vice versa. Which begged the question…

“And would you do it again?”

She bit her lip and thought for a moment.

“I would. There’s something else, though.”

“What’s that?”

“I liked looking through all those photos and videos of him with other wives. And clearly a lot of other people did, too.”

His pulse quickened once again.

Surely not…

“I noticed a lot of them had their faces blurred out,” she continued, “and it got me thinking… I’d like to be one of them. Anonymously, of course.”

“You want him to post… pictures, videos of… him fucking you? Online?”

She nodded.

“Also… I’d kind of need you to do the filming.”

For a moment he assumed she was joking. But he knew Rosie too well for that; she had no poker face. As she leaned against his chest and looked down at him, her sincere expression made it perfectly clear that she was completely serious about this.

”So… would you be okay with that?”


WHAT WILL THE NEIGHBORS THINK?

M. FOX-MYER


CHAPTER ONE

Yet again, she was at the window, watching.

Mark kept his eyes on the game and tried to ignore it, though it was hard not to be distracted when he knew what was coming.

“Yep. It’s a different woman, again,” she said, abruptly. “I can’t believe it.”

He said nothing and just focused on the field goal attempt. Three points behind, less than four minutes remaining, windy conditions, 54 yards. And this kicker was on thin ice already.

“What on earth?” she shouted out, making him start in his armchair. He turned towards the window and craned his neck to see what was such a big deal, and then the cheer from the crowd filled the room. The kick was good, and he’d missed it.

“Damn it, what is it, Helen?”

“There’s a man coming out of the car, too.”

That was odd. Maybe this was innocent though.

“Friends of his?” he wondered out loud, getting up and joining her as she peered through the gap between the drapes.

“‘Friends’, Mark? Look at her. She’s just like the others.”

He leaned past her and peered at the latest woman to visit their new neighbor across the street, as she strode up the driveway in the glow of the porch lights. Helen was right. Just like the others before her—by Helen’s fastidious count, five—this woman was both dressed up and dressed provocatively. Her short dress showed more than a generous amount of both cleavage and leg, on top of the cut-outs around her waist that highlighted her svelte figure.

It wasn’t hard to see what had been going on between Ed and each of those previous visitors. But with a man now following her from the car to the front door as she greeted Ed with a hug that seemed more sensual than just friendly, it was hard to tell what exactly was going on now.

“Do you think he’s a pimp or something?” Helen hissed.

Mark stifled a laugh. “Does that look like a pimp to you?”

“I don’t know what a pimp looks like. Do you?”

He sighed. She could be exhausting when she got worked up like this. Others might have been less accepting of it—and certain friends and family certainly had been, in the past—but he was a patient man. They had very different natures, and it worked.

She was the talker, the organizer, the one who endlessly flitted around the community. She immersed herself in her volunteer work, the neighborhood watch, the church fundraisers. She knew everyone—and everyone’s business.

Meanwhile Mark was a man of few words, a gentle temperament, and a proclivity for parking himself in front of the TV in between his lengthy shifts as a construction supervisor. What you saw was what you got with him, and he took pride in that.

He knew it took a certain type of man to share a life with Helen, but he also knew it worked both ways—and the two girlfriends he’d had before meeting Helen had been similarly ‘vibrant’. Opposites attract, he figured. He knew some of her traits weren’t for everyone, yet what others might have seen as flaws he considered quirks, and appreciated with a kind of weary affection. And she was much the same with him, adoring him all the more for his quiet, imperturbable nature.

Besides, when she was alone with Mark and away from the hustle and bustle, she was a generous, kind, loyal partner. Beneath her somewhat crafted public persona and the hard shell of her defensive, guarded nature, there was a softness to Helen that others would never see.

There were one or two things that he wasn’t so fond of, though. For one thing, she tended to snoop, to judge—as exemplified by her ongoing obsession with Ed across the road, muttering to herself as she monitored the comings and goings from his house at night.

And for another, her old-fashioned sensibilities and her unyielding sense of morality had combined to make sex just about her lowest priority. And on the rare occasions when they did have sex nowadays, it was without exception predictable and routine. He got the sense it was a chore for her, and over time it had become the same for him, too.

Which was a shame. She had a great figure—she had always been thin, perhaps wiry, but carrying and raising their three kids had given her a surprisingly ample chest, a far cry from the small breasts of her twenties. She was pretty, too, even though she seemed to almost always be frowning. And though two of the kids were now at college and the eldest had recently moved into her first place of her own, she was young for an empty nester—they’d had their first when Helen was just twenty-one.

If her wardrobe hadn’t been so conservative, she’d definitely turn a few heads. But with her body usually hidden beneath long dresses, her long black hair either tied back or held up in a frumpy bun, and her features so often fixed in a stern expression, she wouldn’t have stood out to the average guy on the street as much as she otherwise might have.

“Do you think there’s also something going on with Ed and that man?” she asked. “Could he be… you know?”

Mark quietly watched as the man joined the others on the porch. He didn’t immediately get that impression. Something else was going on here.

And then, as the two men shook hands and Ed then wrapped an arm around the woman rather intimately, he saw it.

“She’s wearing a wedding ring,” he whispered, pointing through the window.

“No… oh, you’re right! I knew that other one was wearing a ring a few weeks ago.” Helen leaned closer as she peered at Ed and his guests. “Oh, my… he has one, too! What does that mean?!”

Mark watched on, perplexed, as Ed showed the man through the front door, and then his wife. Just as the door was closing, they saw Ed reach out and give the woman’s butt a squeeze. And then they were out of sight.

“Did you see that?!” Helen gasped.

He nodded. “I’m as confused as you are.”

“Confused? I’m shocked. What kind of husband would stand for something like that? And what would possess Ed… I mean, the disrespect…”

She kept going, but Mark wasn’t listening anymore.

He was just as stunned by what they had just witnessed, the prospect of what was now taking place behind that door. He had never known of anything like it.

But as Helen continued to rant, visibly outraged, he felt a different reaction entirely.

He was intrigued.


CHAPTER TWO

Helen often stayed up later than him. His work demanded early starts, but she was one of those few who lived like both an early bird and a night owl, running on less sleep than he would like her to. But she didn’t seem to need it, and her busy schedule took precedence for her over all else.

That night, like several other nights in recent weeks, he knew the extra hour or two she spent downstairs was nothing to do with catching up on paperwork or correspondence. He often went to bed and left her absorbed in her laptop screen or a sprawl of folders across the coffee table, but those were nowhere in sight.

When she eventually entered the darkened room and climbed into bed next to him, he knew what she’d been doing. He tested her, anyway.

“Late night for you,” he said.

“Mark!” She bolted up into a sitting position and clutched her chest. “You scared the life out of me. Have you been awake this whole time?”

“Couldn’t sleep,” he shrugged. “What about you?”

She paused. “I was clearing my inbox.”

He chuckled. “You were watching the neighbor’s house again. You’re obsessed, Helen.”

“For God’s sake,” she muttered, folding her arms and making a few frustrated noises, wanting to respond further but having little to say that wouldn’t incriminate her further. Eventually she turned to him and simply insisted, “I am not obsessed.”

“That guy lives in your head, twenty-four seven.”

“He absolutely does not—”

“Are you jealous of those women?”

She stopped. “I—what?!”

“I think you’re jealous of those women. You seem especially jealous of tonight’s one.”

“Mark, have you lost your mind—”

“I know you, Helen. You get like this when someone has something you want. You wish you could go over there, don’t you?”

She flicked her side light on and turned to him, eyes blazing. “What kind of game are you playing?!”

He gave her a relaxed smile. “It isn’t a game.”

“Well, it isn’t true.”

“You sure? ‘Cause I’m a little jealous of that guy.”

She continued to glare at him, so indignant now that she was having trouble forming sentences. “Mark, if this is… if this is some kind of test, you had better stop it. Right now. And if it isn’t, you had better explain to me what on Earth you are talking about.”

“I think that guy likes sleeping with married women. And I think tonight, he slept with one in front of her husband.”

“That is a crazy assumption.”

He shook his head. “I’ve done a lot of googling since I came upstairs. It was… eye-opening.”

She watched him warily. “You’re acting very strangely.”

“I think Ed is meeting women who have permission from their husbands to sleep with someone else. Not just permission—they’ve asked them to do it.”

“Why would any man ever want that?!”

“Dunno. But I can see the appeal.”

“The ‘appeal’?! You are jealous of that man? A man whose wife might be…?”

“I think I am, yeah.”

She scrutinized him with those beady dark eyes of hers.

“Spit it out. What are you trying to tell me?”

He looked up at her from his pillow and gave a hesitant smile.

“I got turned on, thinking of you going over there and sleeping with him.”

—

Mark hadn’t really thought it all through before telling her how he felt about what they had witnessed.

He was letting his dick do the talking—he had stumbled upon a kink that he didn’t know anything about, until he had seen it happening right in front of their window, and it had immediately excited him. Thinking rationally, he wouldn’t have expected her to react particularly well.

But he hadn’t been thinking rationally. And he was glad for it.

Because within five minutes of that big revelation, to his surprise and delight, she was now bouncing on his cock with more abandon than ever before.

“Yes… yes,” she whispered, eyes closed, head tilted back. “Tell me again.”

“I want you to fuck Ed,” he said, palming her juicy breasts as they heaved with her motion, his own words making his cock pulse inside her.

“God, that feels good,” she sighed, riding him harder.

It was almost painful, the way she ground her clit against him, but he didn’t care—this was a side to Helen he could have only dreamed of until now.

Over those last few weeks, he could tell there was something covetous about the way she spied on the women visiting Ed, those snide comments she would make about them. But she was a proud, moralistic woman, and she wasn’t particularly self-aware. Denial had been her usual response whenever he had challenged her in the past—as sure as firmly shutting him down had been her response to so many of his amorous advances, given she was so rarely in the mood.

So the woman aggressively riding him now was not the Helen he knew. Sure, she tended to go on top first when they did have sex—that was particularly in keeping with her personality, and their dynamic—but it was often a little functional, a quiet throttling of her husband’s cock until she got the orgasm she needed, before rolling on her back and letting him have his turn. A moment later, she’d give him a quick kiss and roll over to go to sleep.

Right now, though, there was a new fire to Helen. Her eyes blazed with passion, her hips churned desperately, her nails dug into his torso.

“Would you do it?” he wheezed, holding onto her thighs and admiring the sight of her from below.

“If that’s what he’s doing with those women,” she gasped, “I wish I could be one of them.”

And as he processed that blunt confirmation, her grip tightened, she stooped lower over him, and her body tensed up.

“Oh, God,” she cried out. “I’m coming. I’m coming.”

He watched in fascination as his wife surrendered to a hugely powerful orgasm, still grinding hard against him. Her moans and whimpers had never been so intense. She had never let go like this.

When she was done she kissed him with renewed vigor. The rocking of her hips had stopped entirely, and he gradually ramped up his own thrusts into her from below, lost in the feel of her hot and unusually wet pussy around him.

“How do you want me?” she asked. “I can move.”

He never answered her. He had been suppressing an orgasm the whole time she was coming, and now that he was fucking her from below, staring at her as she straddled him in her own post-orgasmic haze, he was already losing the battle.

“Fuck,” he grunted, then gripped her ass and shoved his member all the way up inside her just as it begun to blast out the first wave of come.

“Mmm,” she sighed, lying flat against him and running her hands through his short hair while he continued to fill her up.

He had never come like this before. He was pretty sure she never had, either.

Finally the orgasm subsided, and he kissed her and then fell back with a contented sigh as she rolled off him.

That had been a whole new level compared to their usual lovemaking. But they had had their fun. There was surely an awkward conversation to be had now, a climbdown for both of them in order to save face. She would surely be mortified by what she had just said and done, and he feared her judgment after the thoughts he had admitted to.

What he didn’t expect was what she said next.


CHAPTER THREE

“Let’s do it,” Helen said, pulling her hair back and restoring her earlier ponytail. “I find him very good-looking. And if he’s sleeping with all those other married women, I would think he’d be more than open to it.”

It was typical Helen—she’d never been one to beat around the bush or sugarcoat things, and she was all about making things happen. Still, it was quite a reaction to discovering this new shared interest.

“You don’t want to… talk about it some more?” Mark asked, feeling an uncharacteristic and acute pang of insecurity now. “I want to know what you’re thinking. You aren’t wondering why I want to see you do that?”

“Oh, I know why you do,” she said, matter-of-factly. “You’re a man. You want to see me acting like a porn star, like those other women clearly are, instead of my usual self.”

“Well… yeah,” he said, surprised.

“Which is perfect. Because I’m frustrated, Mark. Not with you,” she clarified. “But I feel I have to live a certain way, and present myself a certain way, that I’m just exhausted by. You were right—I always wish I could live a little, and suddenly here I am having to watch all those other women living life to the fullest. And Ed is a very attractive man.”

He nodded, though that comment stung. All they knew about Ed was that he was a reasonably successful sales rep, he was a bit of a party boy, and he was in excellent shape. One time he was sure he’d seen her watching Ed clearing up his yard at the start of fall, his thick, muscular arms and well-honed physique on show in a slim workout shirt, though at the time she had claimed she was merely checking that he didn’t start using a leaf blower outside the permitted hours.

Still, he was secure enough in himself to accept it. He knew what he was and what he wasn’t—and he couldn’t deny what Ed was. What he didn’t know was this hidden side to Helen, apparently itching for some excitement for all this time, and now yearning for a wild hook-up with the playboy across the street. In spite of, well, everything about her, not least the pride she took in her standing among the community.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked. “What about the other neighbors?”

“What about them?”

“What will they think if they catch wind of this? You’ve been keeping your eye on his house, so what if someone else is?”

“Cynthia next door is ancient—she barely knows what day it is, let alone what’s going on over there. And the Andersons on the other side are too busy fighting between themselves to notice anything going on around them.”

There was the Helen he knew.

“If you’re sure. You’re an active part of this community… I don’t want you to risk throwing that away.”

“Don’t worry about that. No one knows how to avoid becoming the subject of gossip better than a gossip.”

—

They knew they couldn’t just dive in; Helen couldn’t simply walk up to Ed’s door and throw herself at him. They hadn’t interacted with him a great deal as it was, and Helen was well aware that she hardly presented herself as an object of desire in her day to day life. So some groundwork needed to be laid.

The next time the neighbor was outside working on his yard, mowing the lawn probably for the last time as winter drew closer, Helen took the opportunity to finish clearing up the final blanket of leaves that had come down from the trees out front. It was a relatively warm day—at least for someone moving around as much as she would need to—so she donned a slim-fitting top that she wore for jogging, but with a new addition that she had picked out with Mark’s help: a little pair of gym shorts that ended just over the tops of her thighs.

It wasn’t a particularly risqué outfit, but it showed off some of her body for the first time. And as Mark watched on from an upstairs window, he could see their plan was working. He had suggested exactly how she could play this, and he was shocked to see how well she adopted each pose—maybe all her involvement with the community theater was paying off.

Helen dropped a handful of leaves into the bin and stretched, her large chest bulging out toward Ed. He stole a glance.

She bent over with her butt pointing toward him. He did a double take and stared a little before she turned around again.

She caught his eye and gave a friendly wave, her chest jiggling lightly. He smiled and waved back, his sudden interest in his usually dowdy neighbor painted across his face.

And finally, when she was done and turned to wheel the bin away, he watched her the whole way, assessing her slim physique from behind.

Mark was hard as a rock as he watched from the window. It had worked.

He wanted her to go through with it. She wanted Ed—and it looked like, now that he had taken a good look at her, Ed would want her if he was given the chance.

Everything was in place for her to make her move.


CHAPTER FOUR

They had decided that she would go over there alone. It might have looked a little aggressive for both of them to approach Ed about this, and Mark wanted to give her space to make this happen as naturally as she could.

So once again he watched from the living room window as a married woman approached their playboy neighbor’s house—only this time, it was his own.

He was anxious, naturally, and all sorts of doubts were running through his mind—not least the worry that maybe they had somehow misunderstood the situation, that there was something perfectly innocent behind the conveyor belt of scantily clad women coming in and out of his house, and the episode with the married couple.

But there couldn’t be, surely. Not after the way Ed had held that woman in front of her husband, the way he had squeezed her ass as she walked inside.

And if married women were Ed’s thing, he had no doubt that he would take the opportunity if Helen came over and gave herself to him, especially after he’d seen what had been hiding under all that conservative clothing until now. And Mark had seen the way he looked at her—a man who did the things Ed apparently did, and who gawped at Helen the way he had, would be more than happy to make this new fantasy of theirs a reality.

The door opened, and Ed appeared with a friendly but slightly uncertain smile. After all, Helen hadn’t come over since that first weekend just after he had moved in, when she popped by to introduce herself. There was a brief conversation now, with the polite, slightly standoffish body language of two neighbors who barely knew each other. But the ploy quickly worked.

Helen had gone over there pretending that she needed to talk with him about some proposed public works involving their street. But it was barely above zero that evening, and as she was only dressed in a thin trench coat she would ask if she could step inside out of the cold for this conversation.

He waved her inside and she gratefully entered. As Ed held the door for her, he cast a wary look in the direction of their house, prompting Mark to duck out of sight.

When he cautiously peered out again, the door was closed. He would see nothing more.

Now all he could do was wait, and hope against all logic that the new neighbor was seducing his wife.

—

He knew the wait was going to be difficult, that it would drag on and start to mess with his head. Mark was known for his stoicism, for being the strong, silent type, and at first that protected him from too much of the mental impact. He simply sat in front of the TV with a beer as he always did, hopping between a hockey game and a quiz show, trying to pretend that this was just a normal night.

He was alone at home, and Helen was out for one of her countless evening activities: a meeting of the neighborhood watch, a rehearsal for a play, a gathering of the book club. On the surface, this could have been any other night.

But when she was right across the street and the house was staring him in the face through the windows, it was particularly difficult to keep up that charade.

The windows.

He tried to focus on the TV show, on enjoying the sight of the skinny college kid who had aced the history and arts-based questions now struggling to name the winner of Super Bowl XL. But the temptation was too much.

It couldn’t hurt.

He got up, hid behind one of the drapes, and cautiously peered around the edge.

Of the windows facing the street on either floor of Ed’s house, there was only one where the lights had been turned on. It was a few yards along from the front door, and as far as he could tell it looked out from the first floor hall—inside there was a mirror on the wall, and some kind of console just underneath it.

He sighed. That wasn’t much help. Really, there was never any chance that Helen would have let herself be within view of the street while she was in her single male neighbor’s house, and that still would have been the case if she really was there for a perfectly innocent reason. Even if they weren’t too worried about the neighbors in the two other houses that looked into Ed’s place, she still wouldn’t have been able to shake her fear of someone else seeing her inside and judging her—there was always an evening dog-walker or a jogger who might be prone to snooping as they passed, just like she was.

Mark was about to return to his armchair when he saw a shadow moving across the wall behind that one illuminated window. He stayed put and watched—and saw Ed approach.

He was carrying a bottle and two glasses. And as he passed by the mirror, he paused to inspect himself, briefly putting down the bottle to fix his hair, and then he carried on and disappeared from view.

No other lights came on. Ed and Helen must have been at the back of the house—he would see nothing else now.

It felt like it was going to be a long evening. He wished he could just hit fast forward to the good part.

In a way, he would.


CHAPTER FIVE

“Mark,” Helen said gently, and gave his shoulder a little shake.

He woke with a start and looked up at her. She was standing over him in her trench coat, smiling with an uncharacteristically uncertain look in her eyes. The room and the street outside were still dark, though the TV was still on, now playing one of the late night talk shows.

It must have been past eleven. He was normally asleep by now, given how early he woke up most days.

And he realized then that she had been gone for over two hours.

“What…?” he croaked, pushing himself into a more upright position, and moving his legs off the footrest so that she could sit in front of him.

“I did it, Mark.”

Somehow he felt numb and exhilarated at the same time, like his mind was trying to protect him from the reality that his wife had just committed adultery yet his body was instantly amped by it.

“You really… with Ed?”

She took his hand and nodded. “I hope this is still what you wanted.”

He quietly nodded. “Tell me.”

“We were right about him.” She took off her jacket, carefully folded it, and placed it on the arm of the nearby couch. “He’s part of a group, a kind of swingers’ group. Except it’s just for married couples and single men, apparently known as ‘bulls’.”

He nodded. From his recent browsing, he now knew the term.

“They have… meet-ups,” she said, even now unable to disguise her discomfort with that prospect. “But he’s quite an active member, and it turns out he likes to host some of the women at home. And, as we saw, sometimes he lets the husbands attend, just to watch.”

No wonder Ed had kept himself to himself since he had moved in. Ironically, like Helen, he was heavily engaged in a community of his own. Mark already found himself wishing that she was a part of that one.

One thing at a time. Still, maybe one day…

“So what happened tonight?”

She straightened out her dress. It was so refreshing to see her wearing a dress like that, and it wasn’t even a new one. Black and sleeveless, she had bought it for a party a few years previously, but—even with the intention of wearing it with tights, which she hadn’t done tonight—she had belatedly feared it was too short and chose one of her older dresses instead. So it had remained at the back of the closet ever since.

It wasn’t strikingly short, but it was certainly a departure from her usual style, ending three or four inches above the knee so that anyone could form a good idea of what the rest of her thighs might look like. On the whole, the dress wasn’t all that interesting, but it fit her well—which meant that even though it had a modest collar and presented no cleavage at all, it closely outlined the shape of her ample chest, unlike her usual outfits.

Simply looking at her in that dress now was a turn-on. Coupled with the context of where she had just been and what she had apparently done, it had Mark on a totally new level of arousal. He was simultaneously so excited and so anxious that he almost felt a little nauseous.

“Like we planned, I told him that I needed to speak to him about a matter affecting the street, and when I asked if I could come in he was fine with it. After that, I took off my coat and cut to the chase. I told him what I had witnessed over the last few weeks, and said I wanted to know what was going on.”

He let out a small laugh. Only Helen could be so bold and prying. It had made that dress doubly important—suggesting to Ed that her interest in his private matters wasn’t the overbearing, judgmental meddling that it might have otherwise come across as.

“He was wary, but I think he could sense where I was coming from. He said he’d tell me, but first he asked whether I would like to share a bottle of wine that he’d started. I agreed, and eventually we sat down to talk.

“That’s when he told me all about this lifestyle. I had questions about how it all worked and the people he was involved with. Apparently he’s been with fourteen married women over the last couple of years, and he’s been with some of them several times. He’s actually friendly with a couple of the husbands.

“After that, he asked why exactly I was so interested.”

“And you said?”

“I told him straight away that it wasn’t just me who was interested. I told him my husband was interested, too.”

He rubbed his face. He knew Ed would have to find out, but it still made him queasy.

“Don’t worry. He was very understanding—look at how much exposure he’s already had to other husbands wanting this. He only really cared why I was interested. I think he was surprised.”

“No shit, he was surprised,” he smiled. “He’s probably picked up enough about you to know it’s out of character.”

She laughed. “I was direct with him. I told him about our conversation, that you had called me out for snooping because deep down I was jealous of those other women. That I wished I could do something so exciting for once… and, also, that I found him very attractive.”

Again, only Helen could lay all those cards on the table at once.

“It must have been a lot for him to take in.”

“It was. I think he was used to couples who are more straightforward about this whole… thing. It was obvious he was having a hard time imagining you and I wanting to try it. He was actually very mindful of that—he wanted to be sure we knew what we were doing, before going any further.”

“So when he was sure…”

She smiled and held out her hand. “Let’s go upstairs. I don’t want to have the rest of this… conversation… in my nice living room.”


CHAPTER SIX

There were facets to this new-found fantasy that Mark hadn’t really considered. All he had known was that he wanted Helen to cut loose and sleep with someone else—he hadn’t thought about what else might accompany that.

And he was enjoying discovering some of those aspects first-hand… so to speak.

Because within a few minutes of them coming up to the bedroom, they were sitting side by side on the bed, his pants were down, and Helen was gently jerking his cock as she told him the details. With each throb or heavy breath she would then slow or soften her grip, controlling his release, making sure he heard everything before he was allowed his own gratification.

She and Ed had kissed.

Ed had felt her up through her dress.

After taking his time and working her up so that her natural inhibitions began to relent, Ed had eventually felt her up under her dress, and discovered just how aroused she was.

They had gone up to his bedroom.

All too aware that this was new for her, and surely sensing that she wasn’t a woman with an abundant sexual history, he had been slow and delicate with her—and had started things off by going down on her.

That was huge in itself. Oral sex just wasn’t something Mark and Helen did together, which was largely down to her. She had a queasiness about it, regardless of who was doing what to whom, and he had accepted that without question. In fact, it hadn’t happened at all between them since about a year into dating, when she became pregnant with their first and their shotgun wedding quickly followed.

When she told him now that she had just come from it, she had to stop pumping his cock altogether, because he almost did instantly.

His wife. Helen—a woman who was so often nosy, disapproving and judgmental when it came to her neighbors. Brought to orgasm by the tongue of her neighbor. It was so perfectly hypocritical.

She continued. When she had finished coming, Ed had asked if she wanted him to fuck her. Mark liked that detail—she loathed coarse language and, though she had become used to it from Mark from time to time, it always aggravated her when someone else used it. But when Ed had, it had merely fueled her twisted arousal.

She had said please fuck me.

Mark couldn’t handle much more of this. He hadn’t even heard about her having sex with Ed yet, but he was desperate for release.

She told him how she had parted her legs and let him slide his cock inside her. Of course, as they had discussed, Ed was wearing a condom; Helen’s break with reality could only go so far. He was quite well-endowed, she said—a couple of inches bigger than average—but there was so much more that excited her about him.

His swagger. His roguish nature. His gym-honed body. The simple fact that he lived right across the street from them.

She had felt a little intimidated by his experience and his obvious skill in bed, but he had lavished attention on her body and quickly put her at ease. Blunt as ever, she told him how good Ed felt simply thrusting into her in missionary position.

So good that she came again.

It pained him that another man had so easily pleasured his wife—particularly that he could achieve it almost on demand, given she had just approached him out of the blue. But this unlocking of her sexuality was riveting. To know that after all these years of infrequent, vanilla sex and his struggle against her hopelessly low sex drive, Helen could suddenly do something so wild and be brought to orgasm twice, it was earth-shattering.

Everything had changed now.

She told him that shortly afterwards, Ed had come. Another man, taking pleasure from his wife—something that he could so rarely take himself.

Mark was trembling with lust now. He had to have her. And knowing how she usually was, he feared that she was done for the night—that this agonizingly drawn-out handjob was all he would get from her.

But she slid her dress up, pushed herself back onto the bed, and led him by the hand until he clambered on top of her.

“Take me back, Mark,” she breathed. “Do what Ed just did to me.”

—

So many thoughts spun through his head as he gently pumped inside her, feeling her sharp eyes as they watched him, all the while running his hands along her body.

It didn’t feel like his anymore. In a wickedly pleasing way.

His strait-laced, prudish wife, who had expressed almost no interest in sex for years, had just walked right over to the neighbor’s house and slept with him.

She had come twice.

All while her husband had been waiting for her at home.

There was no going back now. She’d slept with a guy who was living right in front of them—none of them could ever disregard this.

Maybe she would sleep with him again. It certainly seemed possible.

His cock was so sensitive to her. Usually when they had sex she took a while to get wet, and even then it was seemingly the bare minimum. He hadn’t really registered that sex between them was often a little uncomfortable, at least at the start—until now, when her hot, sopping wet slit brought him a more pleasurable feeling than any he could remember. As it slid back and forth inside her unfaithful pussy, the sensation quickly overwhelmed him.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered, and then he slowed as he emptied his load inside her, within a minute of entering her.

She watched him as he filled her. He thought he could detect her usual judgmental side in her gaze, but there was something else drowning it out.

She was intrigued, encouraged. She was a control freak at heart, and he could tell what was going through her mind as his orgasm petered out: their sex life had just entered a world where the control was all hers.

Again—there was no going back now.


CHAPTER SEVEN

She slept with Ed again the next night. Why wait, she had said—she would be busy for the next few evenings, and he was right there across the road.

That fact was driving Mark crazy. His wife could jump into bed with that guy at almost any moment. Ed had been with other wives multiple times, so barring the unlikely event that Helen expressed an interest in him beyond simply sex—which was never going to happen for a whole raft of reasons—Mark saw no reason why he would turn down that opportunity.

And when she came back to him, she slept with him, just minutes after she had done so with Ed. This time she rode him as she recounted the events of the night. To his relief she came, moaning louder than ever before as she rocked violently against his cock, leaving Mark with the wondrous sight of her pretty face scrunched in orgasmic bliss and her juicy tits bouncing in his face.

And that in turn triggered his own orgasm. The look she gave him now as he came was chilling, and yet somehow erotic in its own way. He could sense her reveling in this growing power over him, her mounting arrogance at being able to make him come so quickly.

—

The next free evening in her schedule was five days later, and she spent it with Ed. She didn’t even take issue with the fact that he had entertained another woman in the interim—in fact, Mark could sense her competitive edge coming out, as though she was driven to win over Ed and take him all for herself in any way that she could.

When she returned home that night, she drew Mark into a kiss, deeper and more passionate than any he could remember.

And it wasn’t just borne out of desire.

Beneath the taste of chewing gum, he could detect the clammy musk of another man.

She had gone down on him. And not only that, but she confirmed after the kiss that she had taken it all the way—Mark reeled at the fact that the guy had come in his wife’s mouth.

She rode him again, her demeanor in the bedroom becoming more domineering now. Her movements and her grip on his body were more forceful, her words as she described her encounters laced with condescension. She silently appraised his reaction to these small escalations, and saw the way he stared back at her in awe, felt the growing hunger with which he grasped at her body.

Wordlessly he told her how he felt about it all. He wanted more. Anything she could throw at him.

After each reunion, the couple ended with a tender kiss and held each other for some time. In essence it was all a game, an act—at least, when she wasn’t actually fucking the man across the street—and they both sought that brief moment of reassurance from the other, so that they would know that this was all okay.

She could keep sleeping with the other man and rubbing it in her husband’s face, with his blessing; and he could keep on allowing her to do it without losing her respect, or losing her.

With each night that Helen was with Ed, another boundary had been crossed, and Mark had witnessed another step in his wife’s belated awakening.

So it seemed inevitable where all of this would soon lead.

He hadn’t been able to get that couple out of his head. The woman who had fallen into Ed’s familiar arms and let him squeeze her ass, and her husband who had joined her to witness it all.

And Helen hadn’t, either.


CHAPTER EIGHT

“Good to see you again,” Ed said, shaking Mark’s hand.

He nodded. “How’s it going?”

He had tried to mentally prepare for this moment, but you could only feel so ready for this—and the words came out a little too loudly. He sheepishly waved the neighbor inside and closed the door after a quick glance up and down the street.

The irony wasn’t lost on him that he was now the one worrying about his reputation, about people talking about him, while his wife was simply focused on greeting her extramarital lover as he entered their home for the first time.

As Mark turned back to them, he was faced with the image of his neighbor deeply kissing his wife. It didn’t matter that he had heard the details of them doing so much more than this—it was a heartbreaking, intoxicating sight, and he was already consumed by lust.

As was she. Her body fell into Ed’s, a far cry from her usual standoffish demeanor around the neighborhood. His hands roamed around her waist, her hips, and took hold of her backside, all while their tongues clashed. And when the kiss stopped, Helen glanced at Mark with a look that almost could have made him come on the spot.

It was wicked, obscene. It communicated everything that he suspected he had seen in her eyes each time she had come back to their marital bed after Ed’s.

She was in control here. She had a lover now, one who she could see whenever she wanted, and one who brought out a sensuality in her that she had never felt before. There was nothing her husband could do about it now—she knew that he liked it, and she was going to exploit that as much as she could.

“Where’s the bedroom?” Ed asked, and then she took his hand and led him towards the stairs.

This was moving quicker than Mark had expected, but he was going to get what he wanted sooner than he had hoped.

His wife’s lover was about to take her in their bed.

—

Mark watched in a trance as Helen was flung onto the bed with a wicked smile on her face.

“Mmm,” she sighed, slipping her hand out of sight beneath her dress and rubbing between her legs. The sound of her finger sliding over her wet entrance reached him in the doorway.

Ed roughly pulled her into position and leaned down between her gaping legs, his hands authoritatively gripping her hips. Sharing an intimate smirk with her, he peeled back her dress, dipped down into her lap, and began to work her pussy with his fingers and his tongue.

“Oh, Ed… yes,” Helen breathed, one hand caressing the nape of his neck and his shoulders, the other gripping the bedspread.

Within moments of entering their house, Ed was pleasuring her. Mark moved over to the chair in the corner of the room and watched, trying to process this. She had told him all about what had happened across the road, but this was the first time he had seen it with his own eyes, so it was as though he had to come to terms with it all over again—to try and reconcile the woman in front of him with the woman he shared his life with.

No one else in Helen’s life would have believed it. In her strange little bubble, it would have been a real scandal if word got out.

But he knew her better than anyone else, and in recent days he had gradually pieced things together and got his head around it. Her assertive, high-powered, reputation-obsessed nature had found an outlet—a way to really take the control she craved, while rebelling against the gossipy world she inhabited. If their secret did ever get out, she would of course be mortified, and he suspected that thought thrilled her—all while being safe in the knowledge that she would never let that happen.

“Yes… yes,” she cried out, gripping Ed’s hair tightly and squirming around his face as she bucked up off the bed.

Mark watched her come intensely, each wave like a stab in the heart. But his cock seemed to be caught in one long, permanent throb—it stood stiffer than ever, yearning to take her back.

But there was more to come before he could do that.

When the orgasm had passed and she had composed herself, Helen pushed up and kneeled, pulling Ed towards her until he got up and joined her there. They kissed intensely, undressing each other completely.

And then she lowered herself onto her elbows and began servicing him.

Mark was rapt. He hadn’t experienced a blowjob from Helen in over twenty years. And so, far more than anything he had witnessed so far, he was struggling to come to terms with this.

It wasn’t as though he was now seeing some long-hidden talent for sucking a dick. She was somewhat tentative, her lack of experience telling. But she knew how to beat off a cock, and the intensity of her personality alone seemed to quickly translate to a vigorous throating of Ed’s shaft that made him gasp and shiver with pleasure.

Mark was desperate to jerk his own cock, but he didn’t know how these things worked—would it have been acceptable?

He decided to wait. Better that he come with Helen when she was done with Ed. He didn’t know how long that would be, though, and the wait was already killing him.

So he watched as his wife’s head bobbed against Ed’s shaft. Her lover wrapped one hand through her hair and gently guided her motions, which intensified in response—and the look she cast up at him was the filthiest thing Mark had ever seen. So it was no wonder that, within a minute, Ed was about to blow.

“I’m gonna come,” he said, squirming to control himself while gingerly pulling her upwards.

She knew what that meant. She got up with a sultry smile, all too willing to let Ed come from fucking her instead.

But apparently, she knew more than that. Because not only did she turn around and get down on her hands and knees, but she gripped Ed’s bare cock and pressed it to her folds.

Mark couldn’t believe it. It wasn’t as though pregnancy was a concern—that had recently become impossible for Helen—but he thought STDs would surely have been too big a concern for her to even consider doing this.

She caught his eye and gave him a mischievous smile, clearly enjoying his shock. Knowing Helen, he figured this was planned in advance, and she must have made Ed prove to her that he was clean. Later, she would confirm exactly that—but in this moment, he couldn’t be fully certain.

Ed sank his unprotected cock into his wife and made her moan and writhe gratefully. He pulled back and slammed hard into her, and the lust-crazed whine that escaped her lips was almost as shocking to Mark as seeing her get fucked raw; he didn’t know she was physically capable of a sound like that.

Her lover pounded her harder than Mark could have dreamed of attempting. That whine kept on going, and intensified further still. Helen’s body was quaking as his hands greedily squeezed it all over, her breasts bouncing so that they emitted a sound each time they slapped back down against her torso.

And then she came again.

“Yes, Ed, fuck me,” she cried out in between her moans, gripping his hands in place over her breasts now, pinned down by his powerful thrusts.

And as if that wasn’t already enough for Mark to handle, she turned and looked him dead in the eye, making him watch her as she continued to come around Ed’s cock.

When she was done he ramped up his efforts. The whole bed was shaking noisily, the headboard banging against the wall. He couldn’t even see much of Helen’s body now, as she was being pressed down into the quilt in a submissive daze.

“Fuck,” Ed wheezed, and relentlessly pounded her pussy even as he gasped with his release.

When he pulled out a little while later, Mark saw the ungodly amount of creamy white come slowly ooze out over his wife’s lips.

__

“And?” Helen asked as she rode him shortly afterwards, when they were alone once again. “Did you like what you saw?”

He stared back into her steely gaze and nodded.

“Say it.”

“Yes. I liked it.”

“Good. Because it’s going to be happening a lot more.” She was drawing out her movements, withholding his release once again, but this time he got the sense that she was building up to something before he pursued her own.

“A lot more?”

She had slept with Ed four times in less than two weeks now. So Mark didn’t know what a ‘lot’ more meant—and he was both excited and afraid to hear the answer.

“I told Ed he would need to take a break from his other women if he wanted to keep sleeping with me. He agreed. Because in return, I told him he could have me whenever and wherever he wanted. Would you like that?”

Mark nodded.

“Say it.”

“I want him to.”

“Good.”

She sped up now, grinding hard against him, letting out a low moan. But she wasn’t quite done.

“You can also sleep with me a lot more, too, as long as you agree to this. After each time I’ve been with him, you can have me. But if you ever want it to stop…”

She looked down at him with that hard, devilish look, her lip curling on one side in a little smirk.

“If you ask me to stop what I’m doing with Ed, then this stops,” she said.

He instantly blew his load, gasping and grunting as his cock spasmed and fought to compete against the load Ed had just left inside his wife.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she smiled when he was done.

And then she pinned him down and rode him until she came against his still-hard dick mere moments later, holding his face to her bouncing breasts as though to comfort him.

They kissed tenderly then, and he felt the warm love of his wife return, at last a break in the act. He needed that reassurance as much as he had needed to reclaim her.

After the kiss, she took hold of his jaw and stared into his eyes.

“I meant every word.”


DOUBLE THE FUN

M. FOX-MYER


CHAPTER ONE

What was she doing?

Seth stood up and leaned over the balcony rail, peering down at the beach. That was Tracy alright—now flanked by two strange men in swim trunks and chatting away.

She had always been a social butterfly; she struggled to avoid a lengthy conversation whenever she met someone as garrulous as her, whether it was at work or Walmart. But she still had the awareness and the decency to generally restrict that habit to other women, or at least men who clearly carried no ulterior motive: gay guys; nice, unthreatening old-timers; at a push, their more easygoing and family-oriented neighbors.

But these guys were about as far from any of those examples as you could get. Tall, tan and strapping, they stretched out either side of his wife with bulging muscles on show while she happily talked at length. He hadn’t seen how this interaction had started, but there was no way two men like that would approach a sunbathing woman just for some friendly small talk.

Especially not a woman who looked like Tracy.

With her trim, shapely figure on display in a bright turquoise bikini as she lay on her towel, and her sunglasses perched on her head to reveal her blazing blue eyes, she was a knockout. He had already noticed how she was turning heads even more than usual when he joined her out there during the first few days of the vacation. Seeing her down there now, chatting to those guys with her stunning white smile and a finger twisting through her sun-lightened tawny locks, he felt a surge of agony and anger.

She was flirting.

Here he was, stuck in the condo and dealing with the type of work crisis that too often seemed to accompany his time off. She understood that—after all, he was the one who had insisted she go ahead and enjoy the beach while he joined the firefight that had ensued from a product website accidentally going live months before the launch. She had always been supportive of his burgeoning career, and she wasn’t the type to resent him for a situation like this—much less to act out and seek some sort of petty revenge—so he saw no motive here other than…

She wanted to.

Their age gap had only rarely bothered him since they first started dating, when it had given him a greater measure of doubt—as well as a shallow pride that persisted even now. The slight concern that their ages may become more of an issue over time had been assuaged by Tracy’s maturity, her plans for the future, her general outlook on life. Not to mention her loyalty. But now that voice in the back of his mind had grown from a whisper to a panicked shout: Would she want someone closer to her own age now?

Because these guys were certainly that. He wore his early forties well, with a touch of gray and the clothing that came with a little more weight to his wallet—‘distinguished’, she called it. But around the thirty mark, her new acquaintances were both in their prime, and even when he had been their age he had never come close to their physiques. They looked like they split their days between the beach and the gym; whereas he was still so chained to his desk that he apparently couldn’t spend a quiet week down in Florida without being dragged right back into the grind.

The men looked up. Someone a few yards away was calling out to them across the sand. He noticed that the pair and their friend—as well as a few others in the background—were all wearing roughly matching dark blue trunks. Not far from Tracy was the volleyball net and the raked sand that had so far been unused throughout their stay, but which was now bustling with pre-game activity. A team in yellow shorts was warming up, a handful of spectators were settling into lounge chairs nearby, and some kind of official was going through his sports bag.

The body language made it clear that his wife’s conversation with the two men had now turned to their upcoming game. Even at this distance, he could sense their smugness, he could practically hear them showing off about playing in some amateur local league; and he could also tell they were succeeding in impressing her before a ball had even been served.

It wasn’t like Tracy at all. She had always seemed so faithful, so stubbornly monogamous. What was happening down there?

The guys got up. They seemed to be beckoning her over, encouraging her to come and watch the game. With his heart in his mouth he waited for her reaction, a protracted delay that went on much longer than he would have hoped. But with a polite wave she declined and remained half-lying on her towel, propped up on her elbows.

It was a small thing to bring him solace, especially given that she had let them join her and hit on her beforehand. He was still bitterly jealous and trying to understand it, but at least it was over.

The game started. He got a bottle of beer from the fridge and came back out onto the balcony for the rest of his wait for Tracy to return. He had already texted her ten minutes earlier to let her know that he was done for the day, having left clear next steps for the development team and the manager who was supposedly stepping in for him, but among the many things that set Tracy apart from others her age was her relationship with her phone: she saw it for the waste of time that it was, and she could happily go for hours without so much as a glance at it, preferring to interact face to face. Given the time he knew she would check it soon, and then she would pack up and join him to make dinner plans.

The sun lazily floating toward the horizon, he rested his feet on the other chair, unbuttoned the top of his shirt and took in the view and the breeze. It had been an inordinately stressful couple of days, the type that no one should have to endure on personal time, but that was the job. His line of work paid well when you got to his level, but there were many invisible strings attached—most significantly, the creep in hours.

In any case, now he was on vacation. He would make the most of the day’s last few hours and hope for better luck tomorrow. Maybe tonight he would treat himself and Tracy to one of the more high-end restaurants they had noticed in town.

Would he? What about what he had just seen her do? Would he bring it up with her—should he bring it up with her?

His gaze returned to her spot on the beach. She was gone. He must have missed her gathering her towel and her bag and leaving the beach.

A streak of turquoise caught his eye, along with a familiar swish of light brown hair. She had packed up, alright—but she was walking over to her new friends.

He stood again and leaned against the rail, straining to see her face. She had stopped by a small group of standing spectators, close to where the two men were positioned. A rally ended and the ball trundled away on the other side of the net, and as they recovered she gave a small wave and caught their eye. Maybe he imagined it, but they seemed to stand a little taller, to puff their chests out—and when play resumed, it looked as though they threw themselves around with more gusto, more flair.

Those fuckers.

What were they trying to do exactly, anyway? Was this some kind of pathetic bro v bro contest to see who could win over the hot girl on the beach? And were they really too dumb or oblivious to notice her wedding ring?

Maybe they just didn’t care.

His racing thoughts triggered a swirl of emotions. He was pissed off—at her, at them, at his job—and he was worried. But it wasn’t entirely that straightforward.

His pride in having a beautiful younger wife had always been fueled by the furtive glances, the tentative comments. He knew other men coveted Tracy, and he knew they envied him for locking her down. But on those few occasions where someone had pushed their luck and been a little too friendly with her, his feelings on the matter had sharply diverged into a confusing duality of reactions.

He would be furious, acutely jealous, and—if he was really honest with himself—a little insecure.

But he would also be… turned on.

He didn’t understand it, and he didn’t want it. But the notion that someone else would try to hit on Tracy conjured up thoughts in his mind, images, that for reasons he couldn’t explain were disturbingly arousing for him.

And, if he thought about it, out of those two reactions it was only really the latter that he ever did anything about. He wasn’t foolish enough to make a big deal with Tracy about her getting attention from another guy, especially because—at least until now—she had done nothing wrong whatsoever as far as he knew. So with that twisting feeling in his gut and an immense frustration with himself, he would often find himself taking the next opportunity to process the whole thing by… pleasuring himself.

That was where the dial was leaning now, staring at Tracy while she watched the two topless men leap and flex across the sand. What was going through her mind? She must have known how it would look for her to go over there and watch them. And it wasn’t like she didn’t know that their condo directly overlooked this strip of beach.

Like some kind of telepathic nudge, his focus on her now coincided with her digging into her purse and taking out her phone. She held it for a moment, finally seeing her notifications and presumably reading his message, and then she quickly typed something and put it back in the bag.

She paused and looked back up at the game.

That pause turned into a linger.

She stood on that sideline for another five minutes before she waved a final goodbye and headed back toward their building. The gnawing pain he felt at having to wait for his wife to stop ogling topless men took him down that strange but all-too-familiar path: with just a few minutes until she would reach the condo, he slipped back inside, retreated to the bathroom, and blasted out all of that angst and resentment in a heady, soothing, shameful release.

It helped. But not for long.


CHAPTER TWO

“Is everything okay?” Tracy asked, drawing his eye back from the darkening horizon to where she sat on the other side of their candlelit table.

The flame illuminated her delicate features and caught on the diamond of her engagement ring so that it briefly blazed back at him. It was all a timely reminder of just how lucky he was. Her bikini had given way to a loose-fitting linen sundress, and though it was round necked with a modest fit—concealing her shapely chest—the high hem had flaunted her perfect legs as they crossed the restaurant.

What must those two men have thought, sitting almost shoulder to shoulder with his wife while she wore a bikini that covered about as much of her body as her lingerie?

He nodded and took a bite. “Sorry—that work situation has been hard to put aside.”

“I can tell.” She rubbed the top of his hand and held it. “Do you think you’ll be able to take tomorrow off?”

“‘Take tomorrow off’,” he snorted with a smile—why was this a question that had to be asked while they were on vacation, and not even for the first time?

She laughed and made an apologetic face, giving his hand a small squeeze.

“I don’t know,” he sighed. “It all depends on what comes from the report they put together tonight—there might be more questions from the higher-ups, and guess who would get to field that Q&A. What happened… why did it happen… what traffic did we get.”

She winced. “It isn’t fair that you have to deal with it.”

“Someone has to,” he shrugged. “Believe me, I’ll have my own questions when I get back to the office.”

“Someone’s in trouble,” she said in a sing-song voice, before catching herself. “Sorry… I guess someone really is in trouble.”

He snorted again and nodded through a mouthful. “I might be, too, at this rate. The management can’t and won’t understand even a layman’s explanation about the workings of a website—they just understand that making a show of firing someone will get someone else off their backs.”

“That won’t happen to you. Even if it did… you’ll move on just like that.” She snapped her fingers. “Remember, Jerry is still keeping that door open for you.”

He looked back out at the water. That much was true. Jerry’s offer would bring more money and more authority—but it would also come with more risk. He just didn’t know if life at a start-up was for him.

“Enough talking shop,” he said, relaxing his shoulders and sipping his wine. “How was your day?”

“As good as it could be, I suppose. It was relaxing, chilled. It would be nice to have a day like that with you.”

“Here’s hoping.’

“Listen,” she said, her voice faltering.

He looked up from his meal and saw her expression becoming slightly apprehensive. He realized with a sinking feeling that her demeanor up until now was laced with guilt—and she had been making an effort to gauge his mood.

She was going to talk about the beach.

He sat back and wiped his mouth with his napkin, waiting for her to go on.

“While I was on the beach, two guys came over to, I dunno… chat me up, I guess. I talked to them for a little while just to be friendly, but I feel kind of bad about it. I just wanted to be honest.”

He nodded, studying her features, poring over the words in his head. How to play this?

“Why do you feel bad about it?”

His tone wasn’t a reassuring one; his question wasn’t meant to imply some kind of absurdity in worrying about something so trivial. He was challenging her.

She fidgeted and scratched her neck, her innate confidence wavering. “Because I think I handled it wrong. They were trying to get me to watch their volleyball game, and I kind of shook them off with a ‘we’ll see’, but eventually I went over and watched for a little while. And I think that was a really shitty thing for a married woman to do.”

Her frankness wasn’t a surprise, though it was a relief. He knew Tracy had a big conscience, and a better sense of right and wrong than probably anyone else in his life. But that afternoon she had been faced with what he supposed was real temptation—and he had seen marriages collapse from exactly that.

She was still Tracy: a little overly social, sure; but she was also loyal, transparent, kind.

“Don’t feel bad,” he said, taking another bite and trying to wave the subject away. He didn’t know why that was his reaction—deep down, he wanted to dig into this more, but he supposed he wasn’t conditioned that way.

She tilted her head and gave him a doubtful look. “Seth.”

“Yeah?”

“I did something I shouldn’t have. Don’t you want to talk about it?”

He pursed his lips. “Why?”

She laughed bitterly. “What do you think I would do, if I found out you’d chatted to two hot chicks on the beach and then watched them play volleyball?”

“Who says ‘hot chicks’ anymore? I thought I was the old one.”

“You’re deflecting.”

He took a deep breath, put down his fork and gave her the proper eye contact she had been seeking.

“I’m not happy about it, no. I think you went to watch them out of more than just politeness. If we’re both being honest, I saw you after I finished work, and I wondered what you were up to.”

She blinked back, evidently having assumed after an hour or so back in his company that he hadn’t witnessed any of it. He saw her playing it all back in her mind, no doubt dwelling on the more damning moments—like when she had texted him to say she was ‘on her way’ and then watched her topless friends a little while longer.

His words hung in the air while she processed this and found a response.

She sighed, and he felt a twinge of guilt at just how upset she was becoming with herself.

“You’re right. The shittiest part is I could have just batted them away right at the start—I could have just said ‘no thanks, I’m married’. I guess I assumed they’d spot the rings, but really… I liked the attention, and I kind of wanted to drag it out.”

“So much that you went over to their game for more.”

She nodded meekly. “But that’s not an excuse. If they were big ugly slobs, I would have shut it all down right away. The attention was nice, but…” She sighed again, briefly holding her hands to her face while she gathered herself. “I mean, I was flirting. I liked it. They were… whatever… ‘hot’, and really that’s the reason why I went over to watch their game. I’m really sorry, Seth, it was horrible of me.”

He tried to keep a blank expression as he looked back at her and digested this. But he could feel that clash of emotions rushing back, and as he tried to contain it all his jaw twitched.

“Come on, Seth,” she said, exasperated, sitting back in her seat. “I can tell you’re angry. Just talk to me.”

She had just been far more honest with him than most people ever would with their spouse.

He owed it to her to speak up—even if he still didn’t understand what he was feeling, even if he felt mortified just at the thought of saying this out loud.

She crossed her legs, picked up her fork and knife and cut into her chicken with considerably more vigor than was necessary, the table wobbling as she took out her own frustration on her dish. “Whatever. Keep up the passive-aggressive bullshit, that’s super healthy.”

“Wait.”

She took a bite and glared up at him. He rubbed his face and braced for it.

“Go on.”

Fuck. He was really going to tell her.

He took a deep breath, looked her in the eye, lowered his voice, and bit the bullet.

“I was mad that you did what you did. But I got… turned on by it.”


CHAPTER THREE

She stared back at him, stunned. “You got what?”

He glanced around, but in this pricey open-air restaurant the tables were spaced out at enough of a distance that no one was within earshot.

“I don’t know what it is. Every time someone hits on you… I’m so pissed off, and I’m so… jealous, but my fucking…”

He paused, and his whispering turned into an angry hiss.

“I get all these images in my head, and my fucking dick gets hard.”

His usually controlled body language had exploded into wild arm waving, and his voice was steeped in a sudden, uncharacteristic self-loathing. Both he and Tracy reflexively looked around now, but thankfully no one seemed to have taken any notice.

“Wow,” she said quietly, looking back at him, visibly reeling at this news.

“Yeah, wow.” He sighed. “I have no idea why. It just happens, and I… fuck.”

She furrowed her brow, waiting for him to come out with it.

He leaned against the table, his voice even lower now.

“I end up jerking off thinking about it.”

She covered her mouth now, but not before he saw her lips twitch into a shocked smile. She remained motionless for a while, and everything he had felt until this point swiftly gave way to intense regret.

What was he thinking? Why would he say something like that out loud, especially to Tracy?

He sat back in his seat, defeated. This was a huge fuck-up. Unlike the chaos at work that he had been roped into, no amount of damage control could atone for this.

She leaned across the table now, her look cautious but conspiratorial.

“When we get back to the room, do you want to try some role play?”

———

“We don’t have to do this,” he said, feeling more uncomfortable than ever—yet simultaneously at his most aroused.

“I want to do this for you,” she breathed, climbing onto his lap where he sat on the couch and straddling him as she pressed long, lingering kisses to his lips.

Her hands slowly combed over his chest, and he shivered with anticipation. She nibbled his ear lobe.

“You’ve worked so hard,” she whispered, “and I’ve been out there having fun with hot guys on the beach. Let me help you blow off some steam.”

He groaned and palmed her nubile legs, running his fingers up to the hem of her dress.

“Mm, mm,” she said, in a ‘nuh uh’ tone, and lifted his hands from her thighs. “Not until I tell you what I did with those guys.”

For a second he was confused, until he realized that she really had meant role play. She was going to talk him through her wildest imaginings, and his worst nightmare—or, he supposed, what he was finally admitting to himself were his innermost twisted desires.

If there was one thing that was true of Tracy both in day-to-day life and in the bedroom, it was her confidence. She was no stranger to dirty talk, and she did it well.

He knew this was going to be something special.

She lowered herself and pressed her crotch to his, finding him stiff and ready for her. She gave him a sultry smile and slowly churned her hips, rubbing her sex against his head through their thin summer clothing.

“You want to know what I did with them… what they did to me?” she breathed.

It was partly build-up, and partly a way out. This was his last chance to pull the cord and put a stop to this.

He held her to him and kissed her, and then he relaxed against the couch and waited for whatever she had planned for him.

She bit her lip and ground one more time against his achingly hard member, her vivid blue eyes drawing his gaze and keeping it.

“Imagine how your sweet wife felt, when two muscly, good-looking young men came and sat next to her on the beach,” she said in a whisper. “Wearing only a little bikini, and so close to their two topless bodies.”

He groaned. This was killing him already. He tried to take hold of her again, but she laughed in a teasing lilt and gently removed his hands.

“You know, they were undressing me with their eyes. And to be honest, I was doing the same thing.”

She kissed him slowly, coaxing out his tongue with a flick of her own, before pulling back with a smirk. She had never teased him like this.

“Just think… the only part of them I couldn’t see was their cocks. I wondered what they were like. And the only parts of me that they couldn’t see were my chest…”

She took one of his hands and dragged it under her loose dress, laying it against one of her bountiful breasts. He gladly enveloped it with his fingers, feeling her small, hard nipple protruding bullet-like.

They each shuddered. He felt like he was discovering her body for the first time—or a different version of it, a version of his wife that he had never known until those two men apparently unlocked something in her.

“… and what’s between my legs,” she said, taking his other hand and returning it to her warm, bronze thigh. She gently tugged it higher, beneath the hem, higher still, until…

Good God.

At some point since they had returned to the condo, she had removed her panties without him knowing. And she was wet. Very wet.

He slid his finger along her damp slit and gently pressed against her hot entrance. She sighed and squirmed, and he gasped, astonished by what he had discovered between his wife’s legs as she re-imagined her time with those men in an alternate reality. He gently curled his finger, the soft squelch of her pussy driving him wild now.

But with another soft kiss she nudged his hand until he pulled back, and then she stood.

“Not until you hear what those two men did to me.”

His cock surged in his chinos.

She pointed at the twitching bulge in his crotch. “Off.”

He said nothing, trying to pace himself as he released his belt and the buttons and then tugged his pants down.

“My turn,” she said.

There were more revealing outfits in her wardrobe than the sundress she wore now, but with the hem sitting over her thighs she was all legs. She paused to watch him, gave a little smile of excitement, and then in one fluid motion she pulled the whole thing over her head and dropped it to the floor.

He stared at her, taken aback. From time to time she would go without a bra—usually around the house or for a dressed-down trip to the store, and only while wearing a loose tee or a hoodie. He didn’t remember her ever going out to dinner with him without one.

She had removed her panties, but there was no way she could have removed a bra since they got back to the condo—she must have made that decision before they went out. Had something about her interaction with those men been behind it?

She returned to his lap, this time sitting across it coquettishly with her legs bending tantalizingly in front of him.

“Do you want me to tell you what they did to me?” Her eyes flashed wickedly. “Or do you want me to show you?”

He had to clear his throat.

“Show me.”

“Good choice,” she smiled. “Get up.”

She climbed off him. As he stood, she positioned herself on the couch on her hands and knees—pouting her lips, and ever so slightly wiggling her butt.

“This is how they had me. One at each end. Which end do you want?”

Jesus.

Tracy was particularly talented with her mouth, and in normal circumstances he never turned down any chance at a blow job from her. But he needed to hear more—this dirty talk, rooted in the reality of her inappropriate socializing as much as his own warped fantasizing, was becoming like a drug for him. He silently climbed onto the couch behind her and got into place.

She smiled over her shoulder. He watched her and waited to find out what debauchery she would come out with next, but instead he felt her fingers gently wrap around his cock. He shivered, caught unawares, his hypersensitive shaft tingling as she gripped it.

“Do you want to find out how they left your wife’s pussy?”

“Fuck,” he moaned, nodding.

She bit her lip and watched him, taking her time. She didn’t immediately deliver on that offer, instead starting to gently jerk his cock. It tensed in her hand like never before.

“You’re so hard,” she gasped, for a moment dispensing with her act. The curtain seemed to fall away—he could see in her wide eyes that she was processing a side to her husband that she never could have predicted, awed by this new power she held over him.

“I want you so bad,” he admitted.

She stared up at him in thought, and then she seemed to make up her mind about something.

“Give me your hand.”

He did as she told him, and she gently pulled it lower, so that she was holding it just in front of her chest. He still wasn’t sure what she was planning to do.

Keeping it there, she then briefly let go of his cock to pull his other hand down against her hip. Now that she had him how she wanted him—gripping her waist, while she held a hand in that unexplained position in front of her—she guided the head of his cock to her folds and pushed back.

“Fuck,” he gasped, feeling her heat consume his member. He sank into her slick pussy, all the way inside, her arousal burning around him.

“They took me at each end… one like this,” she said, looking up at him as she pulled away and then pushed her ass back, taking him deep.

He groaned and trembled, overcome with need for her—her, and this act she was putting on.

“And the other like this.”

Before he knew what was going on, she tugged that spare hand up and arranged it until he was holding up two fingers. And then she sucked them into her mouth and plunged her lips down to the knuckle.

“Oh, God,” he whispered, staring on in disbelief as she rhythmically jerked her hips, sliding her tight pussy up and down his length, and enacted a blow job on his fingers.

She moaned, her muffled voice husky with very real lust, and slurped her lips free of his fingers.

“I was filled with their hard cocks… I loved it.”

He squeezed her ass cheek and began to fuck her with urgency. He tried to pull his saliva-coated hand away to grip her from the other side, but she snatched it back and hurriedly throated it, her head bobbing outrageously.

He had never been so turned on by her. He raced ahead, his mind so clouded with depravity that he could think of nothing but release now.

It arrived before he was ready for it. Holding tightly onto her ass, he unloaded into her pussy, all of those competing emotions building to a wild crescendo that gradually ebbed and left him sated yet more confused than ever.

She wasn’t done, though. Looking back with a smile that was at once mischievous and relieved at his reaction to her performance, she slowly pulled off him and rolled onto her back—without letting go of his hand.

She closed her eyes and sucked his fingers back into her mouth, while he sat in a daze at the edge of the cushion. Her hand fell between her thighs, and with her ample chest rising and falling and her legs squirming against him, she stimulated herself.

He slid his fingertips over her chest. She wheezed and jutted it upwards, silently cajoling him into playing with her rigid little nipples as her hand quivered wildly over her clit.

With her eyes still closed, she sucked his two fingers with a vigor that shocked him. He knew now that this was no act for his benefit—she was pretending to herself that she was sucking one of those guys’ cocks.

Her hand sped into a rapid blur. Her body twitched. Her moans intensified.

With a long, drawn-out silence her mouth hung agape. And then she tensed up and cried out, overcome with bliss.


CHAPTER FOUR

“We should talk about what happened just now,” he said as she returned to the lounge, having cleaned herself up and pulled on an oversized tee that she slept in.

“Now you’re all about communication,” she replied with a teasing smirk, sliding onto the cushion beside him.

“I think we’re past holding back on anything after that.”

“Agreed. So, go ahead—what have you been holding back on?”

He sat back and she swung her legs up and across his lap, resting her head on the arm of the couch. While she had been out of the room, with reality rushing back and the dust settling on that debauched session of dirty talk, he had worried about how she would interpret everything that he had admitted to; her initial enthusiasm to try out that role play could give way to doubts about his motives.

“I was being honest,” he said, “about… you know… getting turned on by the idea of you and other men. But I don’t want it to change how you see me.”

Her expression softened, and she gently took hold of his hand again. “Why would it change how I see you?!”

“I don’t know, it just… it isn’t very sexy, is it? Your husband getting off on fantasizing about you…”

He trailed off as she frowned up at him.

“I think it’s sexy,” she shrugged. “It’s very, I dunno, hedonistic.”

“Really? It just seems very… perverse.”

She laughed. “You should hear some of the things I hear from my girlfriends. And no, I won’t share them with you, and also no, I won’t share this with them.”

He breathed a sigh of relief.

“Thank you.”

She shook her head dismissively. “They might like to, but I don’t share details of our sex life with other people.”

“So you really don’t think it’s weird?”

“I’m the one who flirted with men who weren’t my husband and watched them jump around topless. I’m in no position to judge.”

“Forget about that. I mean it—I don’t know what you really make of this.”

She smiled sweetly and then pushed up to hug him. “All of that aside—no, I don’t think it’s weird, no, I’m not judging you, and no, I don’t think any less of you. Hey, you were man enough to own up to it, and I bet a lot of men wouldn’t be. And look at the sex we got out of it.”

He laughed quietly. “That’s true.”

“How often do you think about this?”

The question caught him off guard. Her expression was pensive, reflective—and he realized she was probably thinking back over her years with him for any signs she’d missed, any incidents that this revelation might now cast in a new light.

“Not very much, I swear. I wouldn’t say this to anyone else, but I consider myself a… well, a pretty jealous person. It’s just, when something happens—mainly when a guy makes a move on you—I get this rush of jealousy plus…”

“Plus a big boner.”

“That’s one way of putting it.”

She nodded hesitantly. “Maybe you get turned on by it because of all that jealousy. People have all kinds of weird fantasies tied up in their insecurities and fears. Some are pretty dark, too—you ever read any erotic literature online?”

“Nope.”

“Well, I’ll save you some time. This is nothing. In fact, it’s a thing.”

He shook his head, losing track. “It’s nothing, or it’s a thing?”

She giggled. “Don’t worry. I’m just saying: what you’re talking about is common. And there are way worse things to be into.”

“Okay,” he nodded, for the first time feeling reassured.

She stretched out and yawned. “I’m tired after all that sun and wine. And, well, this. Bed?”

“Sure. I’ll be there in a minute.”

She pushed herself up, kissed him, and strode across the lounge to the bedroom.

He sat and stared at the black ocean outside, trying to wrap his head around everything that had transpired in the space of just a few hours. For years he had dismissed and suppressed those strange, confusing feelings whenever his wife’s fidelity was challenged, but after her encounter with those men on the beach, their conversations about it, and the warped sex that had ensued… he finally stopped resisting his own thoughts and he accepted them.

It felt like a weight was being lifted by acknowledging this, and that was before he considered the unexpected perks. He was starting to see himself in a new light—along with their relationship. In fact, if what his wife had just told him was to be believed, his worldview had just been rocked.

He reached for his phone, opened an Incognito tab, and ran the first of what would become many searches that night.

By the time he joined a sleeping Tracy in their bedroom, he had taken a deep dive into an aspect of sex and married life that he had never considered. He was shaken—and he was so worked up that he had to stealthily indulge one more time in their ensuite before he called it a night.

For a long time, sleep eluded him. He was excited.

If that was how Tracy had reacted to their brief discussion in the restaurant… how would she react if he suggested they take it even further?


CHAPTER FIVE

His fantasies would have to wait, because the next day began in even worse fashion than he had feared. The report from the dev team only gave him more cause for concern; meanwhile his stand-in had called in sick from the stress, and the VP overseeing the product launch had just scheduled a meeting in only a few hours’ time to demand answers.

“It’s going to be the same deal as yesterday,” he sighed, shaking his head at the fresh horrors awaiting him in his inbox. “I think you’re gonna be on your own again.”

“No…” She sat next to him. “I’m so sorry this is happening to you.”

“Don’t be. I’ll do what I can, and I’ll keep you posted—maybe I can still get away this afternoon.”

She kissed his cheek and affectionately ran her hands through his hair. “I hope so. It would be nice to hang out with you down there. I’ll pick up something for us to eat at lunchtime, at least.”

“Sounds good.”

He caught up on everything that he had missed while she got ready. It wasn’t long until he was deep into a series of early morning chats with members of the team to prepare himself for the crunch call, and he had lost track of time when Tracy came over to say goodbye and wish him luck.

He watched her as she left the condo wearing a red bikini with a patterned sarong, once again a stunning sight that no man on the beach would be able to resist stealing a glimpse at. Maybe, like her friends the previous day, one or two might be bold enough to try for more than just a look.

The thought brought back that rush of peculiar, intense excitement. Before the hard work started, he stepped away from his laptop and allowed himself a moment to do something about it and clear his mind.

———

Via a series of quickfire calls he composed a summary of the team’s findings that he could discuss with the VP, Peter. Perhaps more importantly, he prepared his own take on the situation and his proposed next steps, a set of internal guidelines and safeguards that he believed would mitigate future risk—and the chance of anyone losing their job.

He gave himself a fifteen minute break to grab some fresh air and get his head right before the main call. Naturally that brought him out onto the balcony, already baking beneath the mid-morning sun. He squinted through its reflection on the gentle waves and scanned the still quiet beach below, quickly picking out Tracy among the scattered sunbathers.

She looked incredible. He couldn’t believe he had come all this way just to watch his wife go out looking like that—spending more time as eye candy for everyone else than in his company.

He dismissed the thought and came back inside, stretching in the refreshing cool of the air-conditioned lounge. He had to keep his head in the game.

He joined the meeting a minute early and found the VP waiting there already. The call began.

———

Over an hour passed before they wrapped up the conversation, well beyond the scheduled thirty minutes. Unsurprisingly it had been fraught, with a few hair-raising responses early on that were essentially veiled threats, but he felt it had gone about as well as it could have. Peter seemed to take stock of the controls and measures that he had suggested they implement—and by the end of the conversation it looked like the team’s account of the incident and his own proposals would be relayed straight up the chain of command, in lieu of anyone being thrown under the bus.

He returned to the balcony and breathed. All that remained now was to wait for Peter’s promised recap of his imminent meeting with his own boss, and for the devs to confirm that his final instructions had been carried out. If all of that went to plan, he could return to his wife and enjoy their vacation at last.

He leaned against the railing and looked for her. It was a beautiful day and the beach had filled up while he had been inside, to such an extent that it was maybe a little too busy for comfort—the beachgoers were almost arranged like sardines down there. He was sure he was looking at the spot where he had last seen Tracy, but he couldn’t pick her out.

There was some activity down by the volleyball net. His heartbeat lurching into gear, his eyes drifted over to the assembled athletes preparing for another game, and…

No way.

Just to the side of the court, Tracy was standing between those same two men in blue trunks, her body language unabashedly flirtatious. With the pair of young, athletic, tall men sandwiching her lithe frame at an overfamiliar distance, it was just about the sexiest thing he had ever witnessed involving people with their clothes on: his wife returning to the two men who had hit on her, once again barely wearing anything at all.

Hell, he couldn’t remember seeing anything more powerfully, darkly erotic than this. He could have sworn he actually felt the burst of dopamine and testosterone explode through him, his mind and body fizzing with the intense arousal.

The stress of the last few days had been all the more potent for having taken place here, where he was supposed to be taking a break from it all—coupled with the frustration of being cooped up right next to the beach while Tracy could head out alone and, apparently, still enjoy herself. He craved some real excitement, something to make up for the perpetual frustration he had endured.

They had only talked about it for the first time the previous night, but the twisted places that his mind was now going to didn’t seem so terrifying—or so implausible—after their conversation.

Maybe it was all getting to him. Maybe he was too strung out from the rollercoaster of emotions, arousal and stress of this trip.

But maybe, here on vacation, the idea forming in his mind wasn’t as crazy as it first seemed.


CHAPTER SIX

“How did it go?” Tracy asked, a tentative look on her face as she strode in with a takeout bag.

“Actually—not as bad as it could have. I’m just waiting to hear back from him after his call with the senior management. But unless he just bullshitted me and really wants to sell me out, I think we live to fight another day.”

“Phew.” She took out the two cartons of salad and sat beside him on the couch. “And your team?”

“I’ll put in place the measures I explained to him. The guy who caused this to happen had no previous record of mistakes like this—so he’s on thin ice, and it’s something for me to manage, but that’s as far as it goes. I don’t want to give the senior team a whiff of heads rolling at this point, because the next time it could be my head.”

“Corporate life,” she said, scrunching her nose in disgust. “So political.”

“It isn’t as simple as beach life,” he said with a wry grin.

She held up a finger in a ‘hold that thought’ gesture as she chewed. The wait was seconds, but it felt like whole minutes—he knew where this was going.

“Those guys from yesterday—they’re down there again.”

He smiled through a mouthful. “I saw.”

She gave him a coy, faux-reproachful look. “So you’re keeping tabs on me.”

“Sure. But we both know the reasons for that now.”

“You liked what you saw?” she asked, half teasing, half sincere. He could tell that she wasn’t entirely sure whether his admission the previous evening still stood, whether he had perhaps reassessed those feelings now, having seen the two men coming back for another try.

Wait—had they?

He paused and nodded. “I did. But who approached who this time?”

She smiled guiltily, reading him closely. “Um… I did. It felt weird to see them over there again and not say hi. I guess I was less worried about it after our conversation. But yeah, it wasn’t just that.”

“You really have a thing for them, don’t you?”

“I do not!” she said with an indignant laugh, which quickly subsided when she saw that he was serious. “It’s not a thing, it just… Well, it’s two hot guys in little swim trunks. Do I have to spell it out for you?”

“You can if you want.”

She gave him a weary smile. “I still don’t know if you’re for real, with what you said last night.”

“Then how’s this for clarity: I want you to invite them up here.”

“Seth,” she laughed. “Are you out of your mind?!”

“Honestly, maybe. It’s been a weird couple of days. But I swear to God, it’s all I want right now.”

“I think you just need to jerk off.”

“I’ve jerked off about this several times, on top of what we did last night. And I still want it.”

She looked at him. He could tell she was trying to decide whether he was crazy or just testing her.

“I know how it sounds,” he said. “And I know it’s unusual—”

“Unusual doesn’t even begin to describe it.”

”—but I don’t care. Both of those guys want to fuck you. Clearly, you want them to fuck you. And I want them to fuck you. So, why not?”

She laughed in shock. “Why not? How long have you got?”

“Look me in the eye and say you don’t want them to fuck you,” he said, as gently and casually as he could.

She opened her mouth to say something, but evidently she didn’t have the words. She couldn’t outright deny that, even if it hadn’t been her exact intention in talking to the two men.

He nodded, waiting for her.

“I wasn’t trying to do anything with them,” she started. “I’m a married woman, here on vacation with my husband, with no history of cheating. Or threesomes. But…”

She paused, biting her lip and looking out at the ocean beyond their window.

“But, fine. I suspect they would have a threesome with me, given the chance. And in some kind of fantasy, ideal world, where there were none of the reasons not to… I would do it.”

That reply sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through his veins. He tried to affect calm as much as possible.

“Well, right now, I don’t think there are any of those reasons not to.”

“You do, do you?”

He listed them on his fingers.

“Your husband wants you to do it, for one thing. You’re on vacation, for another, in a place where we don’t know anyone—and no one knows who we are or what we’re up to. And, last but not least, I’ll be in the same room—so safety won’t be a problem.”

She was speechless for a few moments while she processed this, her mind instinctively looking for the holes in his rationale.

She landed on the most obvious remaining hurdle.

“Let’s say they definitely do want to have a threesome with me. Who says they want to have it with you present?”

“Seems like a fair deal.”

“A fair deal,” she scoffed, shaking her head.

But still, he was serious.

She stared out the window as she took the last bite of her salad. Evidently, the temptation was real—he fought to contain his excitement, staying silent for fear of saying anything that might dissuade her from a prospect to which she now seemed to be giving serious consideration.

“If you really think this is what you want,” she started.

“I do.”

“Then fine. I’m going to take your word for it and call your bluff. I’ll invite them up here, and I’ll try to give you what you want.”

“What we both want,” he quickly added; his mind scrambling at the same time to accept that she really was agreeing to this.

“But if they go along with it, and I really do bring them up here… well, it isn’t like whatever happens after that can be undone.”

He knew that all too well. And he knew that really doing something like this wouldn’t come without a heavy dose of the jealousy and anguish that usually drowned out the sordid lust that accompanied the notion of Tracy straying.

But those feelings were secondary now. He had finally embraced the strange kink that he had fought so hard to suppress—and he was all in.


CHAPTER SEVEN

The follow-up call with the VP was delayed until the next morning. Seth was instantly concerned, but when Peter explained that his own meeting had been postponed he tried to put it out of his mind. He had done everything that he could, and it was now out of his hands.

He instead focused on making sure that the team’s final checks were complete, confirming that the future version of the site was now safely sequestered in a staging area where it was impossible for a repeat incident to take place without a sequence of manual approvals, and that there was no trace online of the information that had been published prematurely. And then he put away his laptop.

Out of sight, out of mind.

He returned to the balcony. Tracy had been back on the beach for over half an hour—this time on a lounger right beside the volleyball court—waiting for him to let her know when he was done with work, having promised to keep her phone out for a change. With her two new friends still in action by the net, he was relieved to see that they hadn’t missed their window of opportunity.

When he texted her, he saw her quickly scoop up her phone, read the message, and turn toward their building, scanning the dozens of balconies across the twenty stories until she appeared to spot him. She gave him a wave and he returned it, and then she went back to watching the game.

He took off his shirt, sat, and sipped at his beer, back in holiday mode. But this time there would be little relaxation; he was even more nervous now than he had been going into that morning’s call.

How would the two men react? Would they accept her offer?

And if they did, what was his beautiful, sweet wife about to do with them?

The game dragged on. He clung to the small interactions that he noticed from his high perch: the little breaks in play where one or both happened to pass by her lounger and exchange a few words; the moments when one of them secured a point and she applauded and whooped a little too enthusiastically; and the riveting moment when they took a water break and she pretended to adjust her chair, in doing so bending over and sticking out her ass in the direction of the players—drawing not only the attention of both men, but at least four or five of their fellow athletes.

It surpassed even the image of her flirting with them both earlier in the day, when they had all stood so closely together in their minimal swimwear. Seth was even more certain now that he wanted this.

Finally, the game ended, and once they had broken from one last team huddle she waved them over. In a moment of both relief and overwhelming suspense for Seth, they joined her—one sitting on the empty lounger next to her, and the other sitting on hers, right beside her bare legs.

He couldn’t believe it. He and Tracy hadn’t imagined this—these guys were making a real effort to get in her pants.

The fucking audacity.

He felt a spike of resentment at the thought, but it came with another surge of exhilaration. They wanted his wife, and he wanted them to take her.

They talked for some time as the rest of the volleyball players gradually dispersed. The flirting was obvious from the playful laughter, the unsubtle posing, and especially the little touches on bare biceps and thighs. She was so much more brazen now—seemingly liberated by the free pass from her husband, she was clearly relishing the attention of these men and showed no qualms about courting them in public. He wondered what those sitting nearby might be thinking, whether they had any inkling that she had very real plans for the pair.

It was intoxicating, but the wait seemed endless. He hoped she was just biding her time rather than getting cold feet, because the conversation stretched well beyond the end of the game, the two men getting very comfortable either side of her.

Until, finally, the moment arrived.

The body language of the trio abruptly grew more reserved. The two men leaned in, with Tracy evidently lowering her voice. They all stayed in that position for some time, furtively whispering.

A part of Seth had been glad to leave the proposition in her hands, to be spared from any logistical wrangling and be left with only the main event—should they accept. But now that it was happening he was itching to know what was being said down there, to see their reactions to this once-in-a-lifetime offer.

They stopped talking, and he saw the two men exchange a look. More whispering. A question for Tracy.

Then all three turned toward the building, and she pointed upward, locating the balcony.

Oh, fuck.

He was just sitting there, like the voyeur that he apparently wished he could be. What must those men have thought, he wondered, looking up to see that their interactions with Tracy had been monitored by her husband all this time—and not for the reasons they would probably expect?

More conferring. He had no idea how this was going down. He squinted, trying to make out their expressions, but it was no use from this far up.

Eventually they stood, and his heart sank.

It was a no. Of course it was a no.

Then one of them extended a hand, and with his assistance Tracy stood up and gathered her towel and her bag.

And then all three began to walk toward the building.

———

While they made their way up, he slid back inside and tried to slow his racing thoughts.

Tracy was really going to do it. Their marriage would never be the same.

He had little time to think about it now. He double-checked that the place was presentable and that no valuables had been left out, and then he ran through what he was planning to say, bracing himself for the inevitable awkwardness. He would do what he could to put them all at ease and hope to dispel any discomfort—‘act like I’m not even here’ was the goal. If he could manage that, he could relax enough to just enjoy this, if that was even the right word.

When the door clicked open his chest thudded with anticipation, and he stepped forward to introduce himself. Tracy emerged, gently tugging each of the men inside by the hand. She smiled as she saw Seth approach.

“No need to talk,” she said, reading his intentions, and she dropped her belongings to the floor. “Just sit and relax.”

He hesitated, unprepared for this start to proceedings, as the door closed behind their two guests. The eye contact was brief, and deeply awkward for all three of the men—but aside from that, they looked confident. Very confident.

Tracy nodded reassuringly and tilted her head toward the lounge area, silently imploring him now to take a seat, and at the same time removing her sarong. He realized that he was inadvertently blocking their way.

With one final look at his wife, communicating as best as he could his love and trust before such a wild, irreversible transgression, he turned and retreated to one of the armchairs in the condo’s living space. He sat and made himself comfortable, in what felt like the final surrender of his wife to the two men.

Tracy didn’t miss a beat. Dressed only in her bikini, she took them by the hand again and led them toward the couch. Without a word, the two men sat down side by side, staring expectantly at his wife. He realized with both a thrill and a jolt of terror that the three had, to some extent, already talked about what they would do in front of him; with bated breath he waited for her next move to confirm it.

Sure enough, she positioned herself in front of them and slowly descended to her knees.

He stiffened immediately. He couldn’t believe she was about to do something this vulgar—but, then again, this was her specialty.

She stared up at them and rubbed their groins through the fabric of their trunks, while they hungrily studied her body, no doubt silently imagining what they might soon do to her. The fabric over each crotch twitched and rose, their cocks readying for his wife.

She reached up and released the drawstrings holding up both pairs of trunks simultaneously. His mind was still racing to catch up with the rapid sequence of events that had brought them straight from the doorway to this obscene position, and he wasn’t ready for the moment when she hooked her fingers beneath both waistbands, tugged them down, and released two bare, hard shafts mere inches from her face.

They watched expectantly as she pulled the trunks down, letting them fall to their shins, and got comfortable between them. She sat up on her heels, bit her lip as she absorbed their intense, ravenous stares, and reached behind her back…

Before untying the string that held up her bikini top, and dropping it to the floor.

Seth stared at the surreal scene before him, so overstimulated by this point that his body was quivering. It felt as though reality was rushing far ahead, leaving him scrambling to pick up the pieces. If the idea of Tracy being with other men had become like a drug for him overnight, then this was an almost instant overdose.

He was riveted.

His wife was kneeling before two hard cocks with her perfect, shapely breasts on display. The two men silently leered at her bare chest, their own minds filling with unspeakable thoughts and images.

He felt another stab of pain. This was the love of his life, supposedly his and his alone—yet he was gifting them to these complete strangers, two beach jocks who had been arrogant and selfish enough to pursue another man’s wife, and were now being rewarded for their efforts.

The anguish only made the realization more intoxicating.

Her fingertips slowly slid up an inner thigh to either side of her, maddeningly slowly. All three men watched as her hands reached the base of those two pulsing, throbbing cocks.

In perfect synchronization, she gingerly curled a finger of each hand upon their shafts, one by one, until she was holding them both in her loose fists.

She was down on her knees with her breasts on show, but she was the one in control here. She had all three men captivated, watching her unblinkingly.

Her eyes drifted from one face to the other—from the smarmy blond to her left, to his quietly confident dark-featured friend to her right—teasing them both as she decided who to start with.

She made up her mind. She ran her tongue over her upper lip agonizingly slowly, before quickly turning her head to cast her husband one last provocative glance. And then, with both fists gently pumping the cocks of two other men, she leaned forward and slurped one straight into her mouth.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Seth unfastened his shorts and shoved his hand inside as he watched his wife service the two men, jacking them off while her lips and tongue alternated between them. She had an almost shocking flair for blow jobs, a talent that for years had been solely his to enjoy—but which was now being served up to two others in tandem.

His own cock raged and seeped as he absorbed this incredible, agonizing, captivating sight. He wondered if he would ever be able to look at her again without being instantly turned on.

As her head bobbed and her hands bounced in their laps, the room was filled with sounds that would have turned his stomach had they not driven him so wild with frustrated lust for her. The smack of her lips against strange cocks, the light, rhythmic thrum of her pumping fists, the sighs and groans of pleasure from the other men. Each one disgusted him yet electrified him.

It was so crude, so intimate, so depraved.

It was even better than he had imagined.

She kept going for a few minutes, but just as they seemed to be enjoying her mouth in earnest—he realized with a dark thrill that they were getting close to coming in his wife’s mouth—she slipped her lips free and released them from her grip.

“Up,” she whispered.

And then she stood and gripped the waistband of her bikini bottoms. With the three men staring intently, each one completely in her thrall for very different reasons, she wriggled out of them and dropped them to the floor.

Tracy stood there naked, her two guests taking in the sight of her married pussy—theirs to claim.

And then they wordlessly pushed up, made room for her, and kneeled back down on the couch, waiting for her to climb on between them. It was the exact set-up that she had described to Seth the previous night.

As he watched this all unfold, it felt as if his brain was throbbing along with his cock. It was torment and titillation all at once, two opposite extremes that each fed the other. He knew deep down that he and Tracy had gotten way ahead of themselves here, diving into a fantasy that neither of them had really recognized until less than twenty-four hours earlier, and which they probably didn’t yet fully understand.

But that only upped the stakes and the thrill. It was rash, impulsive, and that made it so much more real.

Even though he knew what was coming, there was no way he could truly be ready for it. Tracy climbed onto the couch between the pair, all three of them naked and on their knees. She again took a cock in each hand, though this time she had positioned herself to face the darker-haired man, slowly pumping his shaft in front of her and the blond’s right behind her back—dizzyingly close to her ass.

Before Seth had time to register that heady sight, she leaned up and kissed the man in front of her. Absurd as it was, he hadn’t expected her to kiss either of them; in a way it seemed more intimate and personal than fucking them. His cock lurched in his hand.

He watched, stunned, as his wife’s tongue swirled with that of another man—before she turned and breezily repeated the act with his friend, all the while squeezing their raging erections.

This is insanity. It was an oddly pleasing thought.

He could tell by this point that these two prospective lovers were just the types to readily dive into something like this: they were reckless; ‘young, dumb and full of come’; but also smug. This was all a game to them, a story they would probably recount with pride for years. But Tracy…

She was made for monogamy. She was popular with everyone, and always juggling a number of social commitments, but ultimately her life revolved around her marriage. Her dedication to him, her endless support, the importance she placed on their quality one-on-one time, even the thoughtful little things like the homemade brownies she baked for his office—the kind of love she showed him wasn’t something he saw in many of the relationships in his circles.

He was at the point now where he had witnessed a few of his friends’ marriages collapse, as each pair drifted apart or more obvious issues developed between them… or someone even cheated. He had always rested easy that none of those fates would befall him and Tracy. Sometimes you just know.

Yet here she was, about to fuck two men right in front of him.

She broke off from the second kiss and scooted into place directly between them, facing lengthwise along the couch. Her bare ass brushed against one cock, and Seth’s throbbed from the warped delight it brought him. She stooped and sank her lips back down the blond’s member, and at the same time the other man gently took her by the hips—his naked wife—and shuffled closer.

Seth didn’t know where to look: at his wife’s gorgeous face sliding up and down that hard shaft, with those bright eyes gazing up at the recipient; her ass now in the second man’s hands as she parted her legs and he brought his bulging member right up toward her folds; her back arching as she opened up at either end, ready to be double-teamed.

He lightly pumped his own cock. Why did this feel so fucking good?! If it was possible he would have happily watched this for hours and jerked off, just wanting to keep on experiencing this colossal mind-fuck and the heightened sensation it gave his member.

But almost instantly he had to slow down. A raw, unsheathed cock was now thrusting up between Tracy’s thighs, she was relaxing against its head, and with a sultry moan around the other dick that was filling her mouth she took it all the way inside her.

He watched on, stunned. The dark-haired man gripped her ass firmly now, his eyes blazing as he took in the sight of another man’s wife on the end of his cock—and he swiftly began to fuck her, hard.

“Oh… oh… yes,” she murmured, slipping free of the other’s cock and instead jerking it as she closed her eyes and basked in the sensation.

The silence of the lounge was filled with the light groans and grunts from all three, with Tracy the loudest as her own emotions and senses were compounded. Beneath his now extreme arousal, he had briefly worried that in this position—getting spit-roasted, a thought that brought him another prolonged throb of lust—the experience could be demeaning or degrading for his wife. That Seth, Tracy or even both of them might find this wasn’t what they had hoped for, when faced with the reality of her getting pounded at both ends like some life-sized sex toy.

Well, that doubt was quickly extinguished. There was no sign here of anyone being used, and certainly not Tracy. She had never looked so deeply, intensely turned on; and as she moved in sync with both of them, convulsing with need and squirming to take each cock all the way, it was also increasingly clear that the one deriving the most pleasure among the group was her.

The pace quickened. With one palm gently pressed to the back of her head, and the other pair of hands alternately gripping her by the waist and roaming over her luscious ass cheeks, she was pinned in place against the two cocks and relishing it. She bounced between those men, groaning appreciatively—at one point even clawing at them, silently demanding they go faster and deeper.

Just as they seemed to be building to a crescendo, her lips smacked off the end of that fat, rigid cock and her hips pulled away entirely from the one that had been embedded in her pussy. She looked at Seth for a second, silently appraising his reaction to all of this—finding him jacking off in his shorts and staring wide-eyed back at her.

She breezily turned around and took up the same position, facing in the opposite direction. Her lips slipped over the cock that had just been between her legs, while the one she had previously been throating was now pushing against her folds.

Both shafts speared her at opposing ends. The men looked down at their conquest with a new hunger, and Seth realized that this swap was the precursor to their grand finale.

Straight away Tracy was sucking and pumping that thing like her life depended on it, her cheeks taut and the mix of saliva and pre-come swishing audibly; and she was meeting the vigorous thrusts from behind by slamming her ass back against her other partner’s crotch with a satisfying rhythmic slap. Seth’s ears were filled by the surround sound of his wife getting dominated at both ends. Or perhaps she was the one doing the dominating, he thought—mastering those two cocks with jaw dropping gusto.

The speed became frantic, the men’s faces contorting from the concentration and their approaching gratification. As she stuffed herself full of cock and eagerly worked them toward release, Tracy’s pretty face was so distorted from the mix of exertion and lust that it was almost unrecognizable.

It occurred to him that he had only ever seen an expression like that from a porn actress. His stomach sank and his cock surged as he realized that was essentially what Tracy was in this moment, only she was getting as much out of this as her spectator—if not more.

“MmmmGGGHH!”

She sank her lips all the way down the cock in her mouth and clung onto the base, keeping herself rooted as her face tensed. She fell silent for a moment, and then she let out a high-pitched whimper, and then another, her body undulating feverishly.

She was coming.

“Fuck,” the man behind her grunted, pounding her fiercely now. His hands grabbed her with new aggression, his fingers digging into the flesh, distorting the shade of her skin.

And then he plunged all the way inside, pinned her to his crotch, and gasped as he filled her with come.

She had to pull free of the other cock, so overcome by her own body-shaking orgasm, as well as an apparent urge to look back and admire the sight of the stranger now blasting his seed into her from behind. She gasped for breath, closed her eyes once more, and focused on the sensations now rippling through her ravaged body.

They went on and on. It was a sight better than any Seth could have ever imagined.

And when her release finally subsided, she plunged back into the other man’s lap and gave him everything, staring up at him unblinkingly with the filthiest look in her eyes that her husband had ever seen.

Reaching back with her free hand to keep her other partner from pulling out—sinuously swirling and bucking her hips against his still-hard member—she gave the cock in her mouth everything that she had.

Her tongue lashed, her lips squeezed, her fist kneaded. She was giving him all of her best moves. They were the same moves that Seth had enjoyed so many times, but this looked somehow different—and better.

Maybe it was the sheer debauchery of the situation. Maybe it was fueled by the over-stimulation Tracy must have felt with her waning orgasm and a pussy still stuffed full of cock and come. Maybe he just imagined it.

But what she was giving that asshole from the beach now looked like the best blowjob she had ever given.

It must have been, because in a matter of seconds he was gripping her tightly, cursing out loud, and unleashing his load down her throat.

Seth finally tightened his grip around his oozing, frothing cock, pumped a few more times, and creamed his shorts.

———

The aftermath was a blur. All four had come within moments of each other, leaving them in a heady post-orgasmic daze at the same time.

The two men had gotten what they wanted out of Tracy, and it turned out they were due back down on the beach soon for the next game of their tournament. With one last flirty goodbye—a casual, affection-free farewell that looked like something out of a college dorm—she saw them out and closed the door to the condo.

They were alone.

She approached him slowly, gauging his reaction to what she had just done. They had rushed into this with minimal communication; in hindsight it had been an insane risk to take, with so much left undiscussed that probably should have been.

He stood up, took her in his arms, and kissed her passionately.

An insane risk, yes—but one that had paid off from his perspective.

He had to have her.


CHAPTER NINE

THE NEXT DAY

Seth took his seat on the plane alone and stared out at the runway.

What the hell had happened? The last twenty-four hours had left him reeling.

After those men had set out for the beach, he had taken Tracy back for himself—again, and again, and again. For hours they made love, talked it out, and then made love again, an endless, glorious cycle. She had no regrets, she told him, and he reassured her that he felt the same way. Despite the risks, it had ended perfectly.

He took out his phone and opened the email that he had discovered later that evening, along with the various missed calls and voicemails. The email that had brought him crashing back down to Earth.

He was being summoned back to the office for an urgent meeting with senior management. He was pretty sure he knew what that meant. A lamb to slaughter. The fall guy.

Whatever they had planned for him, he didn’t care—regardless of the fact that he knew he could have done nothing to prevent the error that had caused all of this. The crisis with the website had been one too many, and now he was having to leave his vacation early for their bullshit. He was done. Little did those assholes know, regardless of the outcome he would be walking straight out of there and jumping in a cab to go and meet Jerry for a coffee—it was time to take that leap.

As he stared at that email, the vague and polite wording that he knew may as well have been a finger-pointing tirade, the phone buzzed in his hand.

Tracy was calling.

“Hello?”

“Hi,” she said, sounding a little breathy. The speaker of his phone crackled from the breeze, and distant shouts sounded in the background. “Have you boarded yet?”

“Yeah, you caught me just in time—I was about to turn my phone off. What’s up?”

“Did Jerry confirm?”

“He did.”

“Good,” she said, with a relieved sigh—but it sounded shaky, tinged with something he couldn’t put his finger on.

“Is there… something else?”

She paused, then gave a strange, almost nervous laugh. He waited in silence until she cleared her throat and started again with her voice lowered.

“Sorry. I’m calling to ask you something which I now realize is crazy.”

“Try me.”

He heard her take a deep breath.

“I’m down on the beach, and, well, guess who else showed up.”

“Well, they’re there every day for that tournament. I think you’re the one who showed up.”

She laughed. “Okay, fine. I went over to say hi. But I didn’t plan on…”

She was having trouble getting the words out. His chest began to thump; he suspected he knew where this was going.

“On what, Tracy?” he asked, as gently as he could.

“They want to hang out after their game ends. At one of those beach bars a little further along—just a drink, to keep me company. Is that okay?”

He saw the flight attendants moving along the rows, checking that seatbelts were on and devices were off. He had seconds to end this call—to decide whether he was okay with what she was asking.

“Seth?”

He thought it through quickly. He was fine with her accompanying them to a bar. But he preferred they choose a more intimate venue.

“Invite them up.”

He could sense the shock in her silence down the line. The nearest crew member was just a few rows away now.

“Shit. I’ve got to turn off my phone now.”

“Are you sure, Seth?”

“Positive. I want you to do whatever you feel like doing.”

“Fuck, this is hot. I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

“Sir, I’m afraid I’ll have to ask you to switch your phone off or to airplane mode,” a voice blurted out in front of him.

“Have fun.”

“I promise I will.”

He hung up, held up the phone sarcastically as he switched it off, and sat back as the flight attendant haughtily continued toward the rear of the plane.

Something in their marriage had been unlocked. Something intoxicating, powerful—dangerous.

In a few hours’ time he would land, and by then he would have no idea what else his wife may have done with her two new friends. It was going to be a torturous wait as he processed this huge step and steeled himself to find out the sordid details.

And he wished it could last as long as possible.
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