

Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11





Guilty

Part One




A Hot Wife Story







Copyright © xxx Part One (2026) Matthew Lee

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner

without the prior written permission of the copyright owner,

except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction and any similarity to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.




By Matthew Lee


Chapter 1

“Stand up,” Vincent, the guard, told me. “Visitor. You know the routine.”

Indeed, I did. I sat my book aside and stepped close to the bars of my cell. I turned away, eased my hands through the space, and waited as he placed the cuffs on me. He tested to make sure they fit right and then moved to my cell door. He unlocked and opened it and waved me through.

“Who?” I asked. “It’s not visiting day.”

“Maddy. Who else?”

Maddy. My wife. My gorgeous, sexy wife. All the guards here referred to her casually like that. Like they know her. They love it when she comes to visit. She usually wears something feminine and slightly revealing, just to remind me how good I have it and what waits for me. She was already attractive before I got imprisoned, but she’s lost a fair amount of weight since I got locked up. Nerves killed her appetite and she turned to exercise to work off all the anxiety of having an incarcerated husband. I am thirty-two months into a thirty-six-month sentence, and I can’t wait to get out of here. I’m so close.

“Yellow sundress,” Vincent added with a far-away look in his eye.

“Nice.”

“Real nice, but it’s her wire-rimmed glasses that do it for me, if you don’t mind me saying so. Smart and sexy. What a combo.”

“I don’t mind, Vince.”

“Jesus, man. You have a wife like that waiting for you at home? Why not just give up the money and get released early? How the fuck could you stand being away from a wife that hot for so long?”

I shrugged.

“I’m innocent, Vince. I tell you the same thing every time.”

He shook his head.

“Jury says different.”

“Jury got it wrong.”

He stopped to give me a hard stare and shook his head again.

“I think she’s been crying,” he said. “Eyes look red.”

He motioned me forward, attaching a metal pole to my handcuffs in back. He walked me down the dingy, pale olive hallway and we passed through several locked gates.

At last, he removed my cuffs and nudged me into a solid steel visiting booth. Maddy stood on the other side of the thick glass and Vince was right: she had been crying. Her yellow sundress, a little shorter than usual, had a modest V-cut, displaying the sweet swell of her breasts. My eyeballs ached. So did my other balls. I glanced up at the corner camera, knowing every guard who was not busy doing something else, was busy staring at the monitor in the guard shack. Maddy had a lot of fans in this place. 

Vincent stepped back and closed the door, but it was only to give the appearance of privacy. Cameras and microphones recorded everything my wife and I would do. I placed my open hand on the glass, desperately wishing I could touch her.

“What’s wrong?” I asked. “What happened? You aren’t scheduled for a visit today. Is your sister all right? Your mom?”

She came forward and dropped onto the bare metal stool. Her hand matched mine on the other side of the cold barrier.

“Tammy and Edna are fine,” she mumbled.

“Then what’s wrong, Baby? Why have you been crying?”

She looked at the door to make sure Vincent was gone. She leaned closer to the glass.

“I’m so sorry, Tuck,” she said. “I am so, so sorry.”

I waited patiently, but I was getting annoyed on the inside.

“Sorry for what, Baby?”

“I’m so sorry, Tucker.”

“What happened, Mads?”

She leaned closer.

“I cheated on you,” she muttered.

My stomach dropped. My hands turned ice cold. Rage filled my belly. Impossible. Not Maddy.

“What?”

“I did. With one of my students. I’m so sorry.”

The rage in my belly boiled over.

“What the fuck, Maddy?” I said, voice growing louder. “Are you serious? Why? Why would you do that to me?”

She nodded over and over, looking like she was about to start crying again.

“I’m out in two months,” I continued, furious. “What the fuck? You made it almost three years and you fuck someone two months before I get out? Are you kidding me? Why? Tell me why?”

“I’m so sorry.”

“Stop saying you’re sorry. Tell me why.”

“Because I couldn’t take the loneliness anymore, Tucker. I tried, Baby. I tried so hard. You don’t know what it’s like. That big house sits empty. You’re in jail but at least you’re surrounded by people, by life and activity. I come home to death. Our house is cold without you and it’s big and it swallows every sound. It swallows me. I sit alone in the dark and cry.”

My blood was ice water in my veins.

“How many times?” I demanded, terror growing.

“Are you listening to me?” she asked. “I’m pouring my heart out.”

I drew a deep breath and held it. My gaze landed on the swell of her breasts, breasts that some other dude had recently enjoyed. I was furious. Enraged. I wanted to punch the glass barrier and rip my stool out of the floor. I wanted to trash that little room and murder the guy that touched her. She saw my anger and quickly followed up.

“I got lonely, Tucker. So lonely I felt like I was dying inside. I know you’re angry with me and you have a right to be but I’m hoping you can understand how sorry I am. I feel so guilty. It’s eating me alive.”

“I get it,” I snapped. “You feel terrible.”

She looked at me like I’d hurt her.

“You don’t know what it’s like,” she mumbled.

Maybe she was right. Maybe once I calmed down, I’d be able to empathize, to understand what the last three years had been like for her. But I was only two more months away from freedom. It hurt like hell that we were so close.

“When?” I asked.

She wiped tears off her cheeks.

“Night before last,” she said.

“Just the one time?”

She shook her head.

“Twice. The first time was in my classroom at school. Night before last was us meeting so I could tell him never again. But then it happened again. That was when I knew I had to tell you.”

“You couldn’t stop yourself.”

She shook her head slightly.

“I tried, Tucker. I tried my hardest. Please don’t divorce me. It won’t happen again, I swear it. I just needed to be held. I needed someone to touch me and listen to me and care about me.”

“I do care about you, Maddy. I love you.”

“I know you do, Tuck. But you’re on the other side of this thick glass.”

I exhaled. What she did was human, I knew that. Part of me was surprised she had lasted this long.

“Is our marriage over?” I asked.

Her expression was horrified.

“No!” she exclaimed. “Not unless you end it, which I truly hope you do not. I was stupid and weak and I’ll always regret it. He was a fling, purely physical. It was just sex, I promise. I love you and want to stay married to you if you can find a way to forgive me.”

I wondered about the guy. She knew him but I did not. I hated that. It was like he was still her secret.

“Tell me about him,” I said. “It will help me understand. What’s his name? How old is he? What does he look like?”

“Scott. Everyone calls him Scotty.”

“Go on. How old? How tall?”

“Early to mid-twenties. English major, like me. Bright but shy. Awkward. Blond hair, blue eyes. Maybe an inch taller than you but not as heavy. He’s lean. Wiry.”

I pictured the body she was describing and that led me to wonder about other features he might possess too.

“How was the sex?” I asked. “I’m guessing it was great.”

“Tucker.”

“I want to know. I need to know. You said you needed someone to hold you, but I presume he did more than just that. Tell me everything. What did Scotty do to my wife?”

I tried to keep the hurt and anger out of my voice but may have failed. Maddy studied my expression.

“You’re mad,” she said.

“Maybe a little,” I admitted. “But that’s only because you hurt me deeply. I can certainly understand why you did it. I’m not a monster. I have empathy. But I can’t be angry with you since I love you so much, so I’ll be angry at him. I’ll get over it. Now. How was the sex?”

“Tucker,” she whined.

“Tell me. I can’t have this guy knowing things about my wife that I’m ignorant of. It’s not right. He can’t have secrets over me. What happened between you two cannot stay between you two, like some inside joke. No. No way. Tell me everything, Maddy. Even the shit that will hurt me.”

Her gaze held so much love for me.

“This is how it works for men,” I added. “This is how we deal with it.”

She scoffed.

“The sex was amazing,” she murmured. “I have about ten years on him, so I expected clumsy inexperienced fumbling. He’s quite good looking so maybe that was naïveté on my part. He knows what he’s doing in bed.”

“You orgasmed?’

Her jaw dropped, astonished I would ask such a question.

“I want to know everything, Maddy. It’s important. If I’m going to somehow move on and put all this behind me, there can’t be any unanswered questions. You know me. I’ll never let go of the things I don’t know. They’ll eat at me.”

She was nodding.

“Yes,” she said. “I orgasmed. More than once. He can make me orgasm easily. Like I said, he knows what he’s doing.”

“You blew him?”

She flinched.

“Yes.”

“He went down on you?”

“Yes.”

Images were floating through my mind, snapshots of them together.

“Did he wear a condom?”

She paused, staring at the linoleum, mortified.

“No. It was too spontaneous.”

“Both times?”

“Yes. The first time I suspected he might try something by the way he was acting. When he did, I allowed it to happen. The second time I fully intended to tell him that one time would be all for us. But then, you know, it happened again. I’m sorry. I feel so guilty.”

“You said in the classroom was first time. Where was the second?”

“At home. In our house.”

“Our house? In our home? He knows where you live?”

“Yes. I couldn’t be seen in public with him. The university would fire me. I needed someplace private.”

I studied her pretty face. Her body language told me this was agonizing for her but also cathartic. My mind made an intuitive leap.

“He came inside you.”

It wasn’t a question.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“I presume you’ve taken steps? Or are you on birth control now that you’re fucking students?”

That stung her.

“I’ve taken steps.”

I pictured his lean body again. I hesitated to ask my next question, but I had to know.

“How big is he?”

“Like I said. A little taller than you but not as heavy.”

“I don’t mean his body,” I said.

She took a moment. Then she understood.

“Tucker. You can’t be serious.”

I shook my head. My face left no question about how serious I was.

“Everything,” I reminded her.

She spread her fingers on the counter, using the cool metal to chill her sweaty palms.

“Kind of big,” she said.

“Details.”

She exhaled through her nose. She had no idea where to start.

“Bigger than me?” I offered, helping her along.

“Yes.”

“A lot? Or a little?”

She was squirming with discomfort. I had my answer in her reluctance to speak. What wife wants to tell her husband that her lover is bigger? Maybe even better in bed?

“He’s longer than you,” she began. “But not by a lot. He’s thicker for sure. That’s where the main difference is. Your size is perfect, Tucker. You know I love your dick.”

“But he’s just bigger in every way.”

“Yes. Yes, he is.”

“I bet that made the sex hotter.”

I was being petty. I was using her discomfort to get back at her for what she’d done. She was aware of what I did and fought back a little, squaring her shoulders and meeting my gaze.

“Yes,” she admitted. “It did.”

“That’s probably why it happened again at the house. You meant to tell him never again, but you remembered how good that dick was and needed to take one last sip before denying yourself forever.”

“That sounds right.”

“But that’s where we are now, right? Never again? You stumbled but picked yourself up, came to see me, confessed, and now it’s over. I know it and you know it. Does he know it?”

“He does.”

“Can you make the next two months no problem?”

“I can, Baby. I will. When this semester ends, he’s gone forever. I know my limitations now and won’t repeat the mistakes I made. Please believe me. I don’t want to lose you. I want to stay married to you, Tucker, forever. Please say you forgive me.”

I put my hand on the glass.

“I can’t say that right now,” I admitted. “This is fresh and it stings. I won’t lie and say it doesn’t. I hate it. I hate what you did even if I understand why you did it. I can’t forgive you right now but give me time. I know I will.”

“That’s fair,” she said.

I thought her tears might start again. She placed her hand on the glass too. I was so desperate to touch my wife I almost burst into tears. Vincent banged on the steel door and then opened it, gesturing for me to stand up and leave.

“Time’s up, Tuck,” he said, before running his eyes over Maddy.

She stood and waved as I was escorted out. Vicent’s expression told me he’d heard everything, which meant every guard in the place knew by now too, which meant every inmate would know before the dinner bell sounded. I would join the fraternity of brothers who had outside cheating wives and girlfriends. That’s what you get when you are dumb enough or unlucky enough to be locked up.

Back in my cell I grabbed my book again and tried to read. All I saw before my eyes was Maddy getting railed by a blue-eyed, blond-haired, well-hung young man, and loving it. He made her orgasm. She made him orgasm too, at least twice, inside her. God. Damn. My dick started to get hard like it thought I needed it for something. Nope. False alarm I’m afraid. My penis wasn’t needed since Scotty was outside taking care of my business for me. I knew that for every fact she admitted here today, there were three or four she left out. It’s human nature. She would always try to protect my feelings. She loves me. If she says he made her cum twice, I know it was actually more like four or five. If she says they did it once at school and once at home, it was undoubtedly more than that. Hell, once they were alone in my house they had all night. It counts as one time, but he probably stayed until just before dawn, fucking her again every time he got hard. Maddy is hot. That’s what I would do in his place.

They called lights out and I set my book aside. Darkness fell. My dick was still hard, so I reached for it, stroking lightly.

“Hey Tuck,” one of the inmates called out into the darkness. “You think Maddy is fucking him again right now?”

Laughter.

“Shut up, convict,” I shouted back. “At least I’ll be getting that sweet pussy again in two months. How long you in for?”

That silenced him. Or maybe it was the door to the guard room opening. I lay there and tried to imagine what Maddy was doing right then. Was the convict right? Did Maddy go home and wait for Scott? One last fuck, but the last for real this time. I reached for my dick again, still hard despite my tumultuous thoughts. I tried to picture one of the many times Maddy and I have made love, but my rebellious mind kept offering up images of Maddy with Scotty. I guess I was not yet finished processing that information. I saw him over her, their naked bodies glowing in the light of our fireplace. She gazed into his eyes with intense longing, longing because her husband was locked up like an animal. Her full breasts rose and fell with her breathing. He was between her open legs already and his fat cock rested on her bare belly, which was also rising and falling as she breathed. I saw her in my imagination, and I realized I should have asked more questions. She gets hit on every semester. What made her pick him? Was there something special about the man? Did she have real feelings for him? I was picturing them in front of our fireplace, but was that right? What if she led him to our bed?

My hard dick jumped.

God! What if it started in some other room and once she saw where it was headed, she took him to bed. Just imagining the situation told me I was right. My dick jumped again, growing harder. I began to stroke myself. Maddy met him at the door and let him inside. She probably had a speech all planned, maybe even written out, ready to deliver. Then, he leaned in and kissed her. She melted. So long without human touch or affection or feeling desired by another, and Scotty punches right through all her best intentions. She would have pulled him inside and closed the door before the neighbors saw her visitor. Did she drop to her knees right there? Did they kiss passionately and then he scooped her into his arms? No. Maddy wouldn’t wait. She wouldn’t wait and she would refuse any romantic gestures. I know my wife. They kissed and then she pounced on his cock, pulling him out just inside the front door and stuffing his dick into her mouth. I saw her face plainly as she sucked with reverence, yearning, and the hunger of long years.

I stroked faster.

She wouldn’t stop. Not my Maddy. She would let that initial rush carry them both until he was gushing down her throat. There would be a moment where she would consider telling him to leave but he was already in the house and his cock was already in her mouth. Better to get all those feelings out now. She would lead him to the bedroom, probably by his dick like she does so often with me, and they’d cuddle until he was hard again. She probably used her oral skills to help get him that way and then she either rolled him on his back and mounted him or rolled onto her back and pulled him over. I suspected it was she that found his cock and guided him in. All that happened a mere two nights ago, not even forty-eight hours.

Then, a thunderbolt hit me. Two nights ago meant he was still inside her. Right now. His semen was still inside her, hunting that goddamn egg as she sat across the glass from me, her husband.

I grabbed my pillow and covered my mouth. My surprise orgasm ripped through me, and I groaned as quietly as I could. My dick spat buckets of cum imagining Maddy in bed.

I would need to jack off two more times before sleep finally came.


Chapter 2

A week and two days later, on her normal visiting day, she was back.

I had spent those intervening days tied in a contorted and painful knot. My sweet and loving wife had been fucked by another man. It hurt. A lot. I’m not going to lie. Infidelity strikes a man where he’s most vulnerable. I spent every waking moment thinking about what she’d done.

The first day I blamed her exclusively. By day two I admitted I played a part. Bad luck had locked me behind bars, but her life had carried on.

I did find some relief in her description of the events. When she said it was just sex, I believed her. I saw in her eyes it truly had been a physical thing. A form of intimacy, yes, but a purely physical form. I told myself to think of it like she went in for a massage, and the masseur inappropriately touched her and she let him. She even liked it. By day three I realized I was rationalizing a way to forgive her and move past it, so I rationalized a way to forgive her and moved past it. If I wasn’t going to divorce her, and I wasn’t, why dwell? Get over it.

She looked fantastic. Her skirt was short and her top low and my ravenous eyes devoured every inch of her. She sat and soaked it up. Her intention had been to test my attraction. Did I still want her after what she’d done? She got her answer. After a few minutes of worry she was all smiles. I know the guards watching on the monitors appreciated her stylish effort to test me as well.

We talked about her mom and my mom and her sister. We talked about her classes and my life in this place. We talked about everything. But what we avoided like the plague was any conversation about Scotty.

That is, until the very end of her visit.

“No more Scott?” I asked, unable to contain myself any longer.

I expected a quick no, of course not.

“Well,” she said, looking at the floor.

I waited, suddenly about to burst.

“He was cool with my boundaries,” she said. “For the first few days. Then, yesterday after class he dragged his feet until everyone else had gone and then he approached my desk. I saw the look in his eyes and told him to stop but he kept coming. He begged, Baby. Ours is the last class on the schedule and way at the other end of the campus, so there was no chance of us getting caught. He pleaded with me for even a kiss. I stayed strong, insisting he leave.”

“Did he?”

She hesitated.

“Did he?” I asked again, my heart racing.

“He did. Yes. He did.”

“What are you not telling me?”

“He took it out and started jacking off while looking at me. I just stood there. I did not touch him at all. I just stood there packing my books and teaching materials while he jerked off.”

“Really?”

“Yes. He shot all over the floor and then I grabbed my stuff and walked out. I did not look back.”

“You could have walked out before he finished.”

“I was packing my stuff to take home.”

“What were you wearing?”

“It’s a hot summer outside these walls, Tucker.”

“That’s what I hear. What were you wearing?”

She chewed her lips.

“A white wraparound dress and sandals.”

“Lots of cleavage?”

“Some.”

“You were bent over stuffing your book bag and he was staring at your tits and jerking off.”

“I suppose.”

“Did you stare at his cock?”

“I glanced. I mean, the man was masturbating right in front of me.”

I had a question I wanted to ask but I wasn’t sure if I was ready to hear a truthful answer. I asked anyway.

“Did you want to touch him?”

“Come on, Tucker. This has been a lovely visit. Let’s not end on a downer.”

“Did you?”

“He’s a good-looking man.”

“That’s a yes. When you saw it, did you want to suck it again?”

“Tucker. Come on.”

“I know you, Maddy. That scene was hot and sexy. I’m sure you wanted to grab it. You already had once. Why not again?”

“Okay. Yes. I thought about sucking him off. I worried he would take too long to climax and we’d get caught, I thought if I helped, I could speed things up.”

“Smart.”

“Don’t be an asshole. I said I was sorry that this ever happened. Don’t use it to humiliate me. I got myself into this mess and I will get myself out. I need to avoid making him angry. I don’t want him to go to the dean or anything like that. We need my income or we lose the house, Tucker. I remind you that you’re not working and haven’t been for years.”

She was right. I was being petty. I was using her guilt against her. I sighed. My shoulders sagged.

“I’m sorry,” I said, and meant it.

She shrugged and looked away.

“I did tease you,” I admitted. “I’m sorry, Mads. I’m trapped in here feeling helpless and unable to protect you from the world, so I tried to control your behavior by shaming you. That was wrong of me. I’m sorry.”

Her mouth opened. I’d surprised her.

“I’ve been reading a lot of self-help books,” I explained. “I’ve learned a few insights about myself. What motivates me.”

“That was the sweetest thing you just did,” she said. “God. I would fuck your brains out right now if I could.”

“Yeah. I would love that.”

We stared at each other through the glass.

“I’m so horny right now,” she muttered.

“I’m out in less than two months.”

“I’m horny now.”

“Buy a vibrator on the way home.”

We both laughed. I loved the way she looked at me. I was a chunk of beef, a slab of meat to be used. She objectified me and I liked it.

“Does this hotel offer conjugal visits?” she asked.

I chuckled.

“Sadly, no.”

Then her eyes turned soft and loving.

“Have you forgiven me?” she murmured. “It feels like you’ve forgiven me. That laugh was real. Your eyes are loving. I’m so sorry for what I did, Tucker.”

“I know you are, Baby. I’m sorry too. Yes, I have forgiven you. Let’s put it all behind us. I’ll be released soon and we can start fresh. What if we sold the house and moved closer to your mom? Would you like that? I know she needs help these days.”

Tears came. She felt unworthy in the face of my generosity. She cried a little and placed her hands on the glass and I did too. We chatted a little longer but then the buzzer sounded and the guard called time. All eyes were on Maddy as she left. I was returned to my cell and flopped onto my bed. I turned my back to the cell door.

My dick was turning hard.

Why? I had no idea. Maddy looked amazing but she kind of always looks amazing. Something else was at play here. I searched my mind and found it: Scott jacking off in front of her and Maddy standing there and watching. Her admission that she wanted to suck on it revealed how incredibly horny she was and if she is horny, I am horny. It was maddening. I know how badly she craves sex and I’m trapped behind steel bars. She’s out there in the world, bumping into strangers, teaching a class with Scotty in it. What other students have caught her eye? I’m sure she was on every man’s radar at that school. Probably every man at her gym too. The outside world was a swirling pool of lust, but I’m stuck in here.

I pictured Scott whipping out his cock and jerking off right in front of her. He was desperate. He obviously has feelings for her. Strong feelings. What will he try next? Will Maddy stay strong? Based on his success at jerking off in front of her, I know he’ll plan something else. I pictured Maddy filled with longing and reached for my dick. I just sent her out of here soaking wet and craving cock. She teaches later today. What will happen?

A movie began to play in my head. Maddy, in class and on her knees. Scotty, faceless but hard and guiding her mouth along his length. Maddy’s tongue curled around his girth, sliding along, teasing him, pleasing him, trying to make that cock explode. I stroked myself and imagined my wife. This was the closest I’d get to sex with her for a while. Why was it so easy to picture her with him? Probably because with him it was real and with me it was a fantasy. I was replaying actual events and the power they contained was staggering. What I imagined had actually happened. What I imagined about them wasn’t fantasy at all. It was history.

In my waking dream Maddy slid to the end and fastened her mouth over his cock head. He gasped and suddenly began to spew, and my lovely wife drank directly from his fountain, gulping his hot semen right from the source. I softly moaned and shot too, spraying my bed with a huge load. I came so hard I drifted off, falling asleep to images of my pretty wife gobbling a fat dick.


Chapter 3

Two additional months. In here it’s not called self-defense, it’s simply called fighting, and both parties get punished. Thank God the prison CCTV video showed who started it. The other guy got an extra ten months.

Maddy, of course, was crushed. She understood my need to protect myself, but she hated the delay.

“I’m losing my mind out here,” she confessed. “To get so close and then have them move the date back like that. It’s heartbreaking.”

“I feel the same way. I could already feel your arms around me.”

“This is going to be so difficult,” she mumbled. “I’m so lonely.”

My heart went out to her. I wished there was something I could do, something I could offer.

“What if you sold the house now and moved back to your mom’s place? I could come join you after I’m released. That way you’d have her company at least. You’d be less lonely.”

She shook her head.

“I must finish the semester,” she said. “I can’t abandon these students. We have midterms and finals coming. Their grades will affect their lives. I can’t do that to them. I guess in a way the timing is not terrible, other than the fact I miss you so much. In four months, the semester will be over. Summer will be winding down. You’ll be free and so will I. We can list the house and get out of town. I’ve already put out feelers to other universities and gotten some nibbles. I just hate waiting. I want you now.” She leaned close to the glass. “I need you inside me,” she croaked. “Do you understand? I need it. It’s not a want, Tucker. It’s a need.”

God, she turns me on when she gets like this. She’s always liked sex but every now and then, usually about once a month, she LOVES sex. She gets a look in her eye, like she has right now, that tells me she’s dying to fuck. It probably has something to do with her ovulating.

“I understand,” I said, raising my hands to show her my palms. “But what can I do about that?”

She hung her head, terribly frustrated. I thought about suggesting again that she buy a vibrator on the way home but said nothing. My gut told me this was no time for a joke. Maddy needed compassion and understanding.

Compassion and understanding.

A different kind of idea occurred to me.

“Do you love me?” I asked, before I took too long to think about it and change my mind.

“What? Yes! I love you with all my heart.”

“Will you ever leave me?”

“No. Never. Why are you asking? You know the answer.”

“I do. I just wanted to hear the words.”

She melted.

“I love you, Tucker. I always will. We will grow old together.”

“That’s good to hear, Baby. Really good to hear. I want you to know I trust that love. Completely. I’m going to say something, and I want you to let me finish without interruption. I want you to hear me out.”

“All right.”

I leaned close to the glass, hoping the prison microphones would not pick up what I was about to say.

“You can have Scott,” I rasped.

She looked confused, wondering if she’d heard me correctly.

“Use him,” I continued. “Imagine he’s me. Hell, call him by my name. I’m sure he won’t mind.”

Her mouth struggled to catch up with her mind. I’d blindsided her. She was reeling.

“Scott, what, you?” she said.

My heartbeat was erratic. My arms felt numb. My feet were ice. I couldn’t believe what I was saying, but it felt right. I couldn’t see her suffer anymore and while my solution was insane, it was all I could offer, it was the only thing I could do for her out there while I was stuck in here.

So, I offered it.

“Fuck him,” I said. “Fuck Scotty.”

She pushed back from the glass and then leaned forward quickly. Her jaw worked but no words came out. She pushed back again, raising her hand as if to make a point.

“Wha—? What? Fucking what? What are you saying?”

I glanced around, keeping my voice low.

“Don’t make me repeat it,” I said. “It was hard enough already. I’d tell you to hire a prostitute but that carries hazards of its own. Better someone you know, someone familiar. Someone who cares about you and your happiness.”

She shook her head to clear it. She leaned close.

“Are you telling me to fuck Scotty?” she hissed.

“Yes.”

She came off the stool, backing away from the window. Her nipples were hard. Hard enough to poke through her bra and her dress, but that may have been the prison air conditioning. Or maybe I’d given her chills.

“I have nothing else I can give you, Maddy,” I explained. “I’m locked away. I can’t reach the outside world. But I can do this. I can give you this.”

Her eyes were watering. Her expression was shock and alarm, but also amazement. She was amazed to learn I could be so selfless. At this moment, I was thinking only of her. I think she loved me more right now than ever before, not because she wanted Scotty and was pleased with my gift. She may still refuse my idea. No, she was wildly in love with me because she understood the gravity of my sacrifice and how it illuminated the depth of my love for her. It was impossible to doubt my love.

“Tucker,” she croaked. “No. I can’t. No. You’re the sweetest man that ever lived but I can’t do that to you. You’ll suffer in here. I hate the thought of you suffering all alone, knowing I’m with him.”

“That’s exactly how I’m feeling about you, Baby. Just do it. You already have, twice, and we survived. This time it will be with my knowledge beforehand. Accept my gift. You can make it up to me in four months if that makes you feel better. Say yes.”

She approached the glass again. She sat.

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Don’t worry,” I joked. “I will have plenty of questions.”


Chapter 4

I am allowed to have one visitor a week. A week. Seven Goddamn days. I regretted my decision within an hour, but I knew I’d done the right thing. I had suggested she buy a vibrator to take care of her needs. I told myself this was just me offering her a living one. A vibrator named Scott. She’d use him to get off and feel better.

I, on the other hand, suffered blinding agony. I kept to myself and the other prisoners, even the few friends I’d made, left me alone. They knew something was going on with me. They probably assumed, like so many men in here, that I’d learned my wife was leaving me. Divorce on the inside often leads to self-harm. I stayed in my cell a lot.

Strangely, I found myself sprouting random erections, which is another good reason to spend time alone in your cell. I could feel my subconscious racing, chewing on various thoughts that were just out of my reach. I had no idea how long Maddy would wait to implement Plan Scotty, or if she’d actually even go through with it. Maybe my giving her permission was enough. Maybe that made her feel so loved she no longer needed something physical. Unlikely, but possible. I spent each day wandering the grounds or reading in my cell, wondering if at that moment Maddy was somewhere on her back, legs spread wide, hard cock sliding deep. It was torture. I tormented myself with thoughts and images.

I found it interesting that my own libido had increased. Off the charts, actually. I thought about Maddy and sex all the time. I always imagined myself ravaging her when I finally got out of this place, but now a mere ravaging was not good enough. I would fuck her unconscious. We would drain each other until neither could move. I ended each day in my bed, jacking off.

Finally, at last, my visiting hour arrived. A guard I didn’t know came to get me. We did the handcuff routine, and he marched me to the steel booth and let me in. He closed the heavy door behind me. Maddy waited on the other side of the glass, wearing her wire-rimmed glasses, a tube top, and a short skirt. Hot summer days indeed. She looked stunning, far sexier than any English professor had a right to look. I was gawking at her body when our eyes finally met.

The instant we made eye contact, I knew.

I knew.

She saw my expression changed and knew that I knew. Her gaze dropped to the floor, but she brought it up again.

I told her she could, and she did.

She had nothing to be ashamed of and would not retreat. A surge of blood rushed to my dick. I sat but she remained standing. I wondered why but then realized she was giving me a chance to look her over. She’d done it: how do you feel about your wife now? She held her ground as my gaze crawled every inch. God, what a body. I was making my third pass when she flipped her long, dark brown hair off her shoulder, revealing a hickey low on her neck, close to her clavicle. My cock jumped. I gasped. I tried to swallow but couldn’t. My jaw went slack.

“What do you think?” she asked, gliding onto her stool. “Too much. Should I have covered it with makeup and hidden it from you?”

My useless jaw flapped.

“Say something,” she said.

“You’re breathtaking,” I gasped.

I did not understand my own reaction. She’d fucked Scotty. I was sure of it. That little hickey was an entire conversation compressed into the size of a dime. My dick throbbed under the counter. I’d never wanted to fuck her so much in my life. She studied my face, trying to figure out what was happening for me.

“Are you angry?” she asked, nervous.

“I don’t think so.”

“But you don’t know? I did nothing wrong.”

I waved her concern away.

“No,” I managed. “You didn’t. God, I so desperately want to fuck you I can’t see straight. I can’t think at all.”

She straightened her shoulders.

“You want me?”

“Fuck, yes.”

I ran my gaze over her body. I swear I saw the ghost of him, like the hint of a lingering cologne, all over her skin. He’d touched her breasts, he’d kissed her lips, he’d pulled her hair as he sank his thick cock deep. He’d smacked her ass and made her gag on his dick. I was going insane inside.

“When?” I croaked.

“Do you mean when did it happen?”

“Yes.”

She shifted on her stool, suddenly nervous. I waited her out.

“It happened six times,” she said, shy. “The last time was about an hour ago.”

I groaned like my guts were on fire. Six times in seven days. Six! He’d fucked her brains out. I groaned again when I realized he probably came inside her every time. I hung my head in my hands, staring at the countertop. The prison visitation room was a sterile, pale green box that smelled of industrial disinfectant and desperation. The merciless metal stool was unforgiving. The thick glass between us distorted Maddy's features slightly, and it was easy for me to imagine this was all a dream. My jumpsuit felt rough against my skin, a constant reminder of my current situation, but none of that mattered right now. All that existed was the sound of Maddy's voice, the sight of her leaning toward the microphone, and the throbbing erection straining against the fabric of my state-issued pants.

"Tuesday was the first time," she was saying, her voice a low, intimate hum that seemed to bypass the cheap speakers and go straight to my brain. "He was nervous after class on Monday after I asked him if we could. He was sure something bad was going to happen. I had told him we were finished, yet here I was asking for more. Fucking him was delicious, Tucker. Guilt free was everything I needed. Thank you."

I shifted in my seat, trying to find a position that would ease the pressure in my groin without being too obvious to the bored guards outside the door. It was hopeless. My cock was a steel rod, pulsing with every word she spoke.

"I told him to meet me at the old observatory after school," she continued, her eyes locked on mine. A small, wicked smile played on her lips. She was beginning to suspect what this was doing to me. "The one that's been closed for renovations. No one ever goes there. When he showed up, he was practically vibrating. I didn't even say hello. I just grabbed his hand and pulled him inside, behind the locked door."

My mouth was dry. My hands are fists, my knuckles white.

"Tell me," I rasped, my voice coarse.

“You sure about that?”

“Yes. Tell me.”

"All right,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I pushed him against the wall. He's tall, lanky, and awkward. I asked him if he wanted me again and he only nodded, his eyes wide. I kissed him. But this time I really kissed him, not like our other times, when it was all frantic and rushed and I was buried with guilt. I took my time. I let him feel my tongue in his mouth. I sucked his lower lip, just hard enough to make him gasp. His hands were shaking so badly when he tried to unbutton my blouse."

I pictured it perfectly. Maddy, my gorgeous, sexy Maddy, taking control of this young man. The image was so vivid it was like I was there, hiding in the shadows, watching the whole scene unfold.

"I let him fumble with the buttons for a minute," she went on, her gaze glued to mine. "Then I took his hands and put them on my breasts, right over the silk. I told him I would set them free, a gift for him. I felt his heart hammering through his chest. I made him squeeze my tits, Tucker. I made him feel how hard my nipples were. Then I sank to my knees."

I let out the breath I didn't realize I was holding. My heart was pounding now, thumping against my ribs.

"His jeans were tight and it was a struggle to get them down. I looked up at him the whole time. His face was a mixture of shock and lust. He thought he’d never get to touch me again. When I finally got his cock out, God, Tucker. It’s perfect. Not huge, not ridiculous like some porn star, but big, big and beautiful. His cock runs straight as an arrow and ends in a nice fat head. He was already leaking precum for me. I just held his dick for a moment, feeling the heat in my hand. Then I took him in my mouth."

My eyes closed. I could feel the phantom sensation of her mouth on me, but I forced my mind back to the image she was painting: Maddy on her knees on the dusty floor of the abandoned observatory, her head bobbing on the stiff cock of her student.

"I didn't tease him," she said, her voice husky. "I had intended to, but I didn’t. Not this time. I took him deep, right away. He made this incredible noise, like he'd been punched in the stomach. His hands flew to my hair, not pulling, just holding on for dear life. I sucked him hard and fast, letting him fuck my mouth. I wanted him to lose control. I wanted him to remember this sexy encounter for the rest of his life."

I was grinding my teeth now, the pleasure and the frustration a tangled knot in my gut. I wanted to touch myself so badly it was a physical pain. I couldn't. Not here. I just had to sit and take it, let the exquisite torture wash over me.

"It didn't take long," she confessed with a little laugh. "He tried to warn me, mumbling something that I ignored. I think the girls he knows don’t swallow. He tried to nudge me, but I just sucked harder. I wanted it. I wanted to taste him. Then, the explosion hit. Jesus, Tucker, he came so much. It spilled out of my mouth, down my chin. I swallowed what I could, then I stood up and kissed him, letting him taste himself on my tongue."

I was breathing heavily now, my chest rising and falling. The guard glanced over at me, a flicker of concern on his face. I just stared back at him until he looked away, turning my attention back to the sex goddess on the other side of the glass.

"He was dazed," Maddy continued, her smile widening. "His legs were shaking. I had to help him to the floor. We lay there for a while, just listening to the quiet. Then he started touching me. Soon his hands were everywhere, clumsy but so eager. He found my wet panties and just stared at them for a second before pulling them aside. His fingers tried to give me what he thought I'd like, and he was doing a surprisingly good job for someone so inexperienced."

She paused. The delay was agony. I needed to hear the rest.

"He got me off with his fingers," she finally said, her voice dropping even lower. "He was so proud of himself. I rewarded him. He was hard again so I straddled him right there on the floor. I wasn't gentle. I rode him hard. I used his cock for my own pleasure, just like you told me to. I was slamming my hips down on his. He just lay there and took it. His eyes rolled back in his head. I came twice before I felt him get close again. I told him to fill me, and he did. I felt every time his penis swelled and spurt."

My whole body was tense. I was a coiled spring, desperate for release I couldn't have. I loved her so much at that moment. My brilliant, beautiful, wild, insatiable wife.

"Wednesday was a quickie in his car before his tennis practice. Just a blowjob, but he fingered me until I screamed into his shoulder. Thursday was back at his house. His parents worked late. We did it in his bed. He was more confident that time. He took me from behind, pulling my hair. I liked that. I liked him taking charge a little."

My mind was reeling. Six times. Six times in seven days. I had to admit, part of me thought she'd never actually do it. I thought she'd toy with the idea, maybe masturbate, or at the very least, come back and tell me it was a stupid, dangerous idea. But Maddy, my Maddy, listened. She understood. She went after what she needed.

"Friday, we skipped," she said, breaking into my thoughts. "Neither of us had an opening. Busy schedules. Besides, I wanted a little time to reflect on what I was doing. To make sure I was okay with this. He sent texts. So needy. So desperate."

"I bet," I managed to say, my voice hoarse.

"Then, today, this morning," she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "I told him I wanted to do it in my bed; in the bed I share with my husband. I told him I was on my way to see you. He rushed to the house and we attacked each other. It was insane, Tucker. The thrill of it. I've never been so wet in my life. We did it twice. Once with me on top, facing the big mirror by the chest of drawers, and then doggie, him behind and driving it deep. I love your cock but damn, I love his cock too. He feels so different from you. In our bedroom he really let go, being bold, taking charge, pounding me into the mattress of my own bed. It was glorious."

I couldn't take it anymore. I was leaking. The precum soaked through the thick fabric of my jumpsuit, leaving an obvious wet spot. If she didn’t shut up, I was going to explode right here in this booth, in front of a guard and a dozen other losers. I had to say something, to do something.

"Maddy," I breathed, pressing my forehead against the cool countertop. "You're killing me."

Her expression softened, the wickedness giving way to genuine affection.

“Are you hard over there?” she asked.

“Yes.”

"I’m happy you’re okay with what I did,” she said. “I did it for me, but I also did it for us. I remembered your words and every time he was inside me, I thought of you. It felt so good to have your hard cock in me again, Tucker. Sometimes I would imagine you were watching us. Sometimes I would picture you getting so turned on by the things I told you, you’d have to jack off. You have enough privacy in here to jack off, right?"

“Yes.”

“Good. After what I did, I’m sure you’ll need to.”

"I will," I whispered. "Six is a lot. More than I expected."

"Wait,” she said, suddenly thoughtful. “I’m wrong. Better make that seven times. He drove me here and is waiting in the parking lot. He fucked me one last time just before I entered the prison. Talk about exciting. All those cameras and guard towers, wondering what they could see? Should I take him home for another one-last-time, Baby? Make it a nice, even eight? Is that all right? Thank you so much for granting me this. I really needed it. I know I probably went overboard but after three long years without, I had a lot of catching up to do. Listen to me. I’m a total chatterbox. I just feel so relieved.”

I could not breathe. My hands trembled. I felt weak and lightheaded. Seven. Fucking, seven. Seven times over the last seven days. That dude plowed my wife over and over, blasting his hot cum into her again and again. I pressed my lips together to stifle a groan. Why in the world did I ever imagine she’d do it once? Idiot. Delusional idiot. I thought I was handing her a lovely little selfless gift. My gesture has officially blown up in my face.

She went on to talk about the things we always talk about, and I listened and nodded at the appropriate times, offering comments and observations as if I was engaged. I was not. My mind was fully on something else. Our time ticked off and soon it was time for her to leave. She kissed a finger and held it to the glass, and I did the same and then she was gone, a little rushed, a little too eager to get out the door and to the parking lot and Scotty. She would drag him back to our home and shove him into our marital bed, her substitute husband cock, ready to be ridden. She said she imagined it was me in bed with her and I believe that, but there was no disguising the fact it was his cock in her, his semen pumped deep. She was filled to the brim the entire time she sat there talking to me.

The guard walked me back to my cell. It was time for exercise in the yard, so I joined the shuffling losers headed that way. Bad idea. After a few minutes I noticed our car was still in the parking lot. I saw little, my view obstructed by several high fences and distance, but I knew Maddy sat in that car with Scott. Was she sucking his dick?

I turned my back and headed inside. In my cell at last, I laid on my bed and rolled over, carefully and quietly jerking off into a towel.


Chapter 5

“I have to get out of this place,” I told Vincent.

“Stop fighting.”

“I must defend myself. These fuckers hear my release date is coming up, and they pick a fight with me just to tack on another month or two.”

“The warden is aware. I guess you should never have come here in the first place, Tucker. Don’t do the crime if you can’t do the time.”

“I’m innocent.”

“So you say. Jury disagrees.”

“I wasn’t me. It was stupid bad luck.”

“They found you guilty.”

“No, they found a man unlucky enough to be in the same place at the same time, wearing matching clothing and lacking an alibi. I had a weak story and the prosecutor had eyewitnesses. The jury did what they thought was best. I’m innocent.”

“It’s just an additional five weeks. You’re almost there.”

“You don’t understand. My wife needs me outside this prison. I cannot keep leaving her alone out there.”

He glanced towards the high fences.

“I’m afraid you’re going to have to,” he said.

He walked away to speak with another guard. I sent my eyes around the courtyard. Some inmates played basketball, some smoked, some wandered around, talking to themselves, angry, telling off their imaginary opponent. I wondered if that was how I’d end up.

“I must get out of here,” I mumbled.

Maddy left the prison, in tears, about an hour ago. Another brawl. Another extension. Five weeks this time. Our visit was pleasant. She hadn’t spent time with Scotty for weeks, feeling like she’d scratched that itch and did not need to scratch it again. She thanked me again for my generous gift, amazed by how much I loved her. She thought I was fine with it, but she was unaware how deeply aroused I got knowing she was getting fucked. Being trapped in here only made all those feelings stronger.

Before she left crying, our conversation was light and fun. She mentioned Beth, her one friend that stuck with her when all our other friends bailed. When your husband goes to prison, you find out who your true friends are. She and Beth planned a parole party for me which now must be postponed. She had entered so happy. I told her to go out with Beth anyway and get drunk.

Vincent made his rounds, chatting up the other prisoners, taking everyone’s temperature. He circled back to me and sat on the bleachers. We said nothing for a few minutes as he scanned my various cuts and bruises.

“You always give more than you get,” he said at last.

“I know how to fight.”

“Why is that?”

I shrugged.

“My dad owned a gym,” I explained. “Old school. Boxing. I’d hang out there all day sometimes. Started sparring. I picked up pointers.”

He chuckled.

“Pointers. The other guy always looks like hamburger.”

“You’d think they’d learn to leave me alone.”

“These fools never learn anything. You might be different.”

“I hope so. You’ve always treated me decent, Vince. I appreciate it.”

“You’re not like the others,” he said.

We fell into a long silence again. Vince seemed too aware for this job.

“Maddy is beautiful,” he said, after a while.

“She is that.”

“She’s lost weight while you’ve been inside.”

I nodded.

“She stopped eating because of nerves and anxiety. The first year was brutal. She’s a professor at the university and some wanted her fired. The dean of her department stayed tough, fought for her, and she kept her job. Her doctor worried about her weight loss and put her on a program, diet and exercise. She found the exercise helped a lot with the anxiety, so she stuck with it. You’re right. She looks great.”

“Does that worry you?”

“How so?”

“Men. She must get hit on constantly. Even more now. With you locked up, you must worry about her being faithful.”

I shook my head.

“Maddy is good. She would never.”

“Hm.”

Too late, I realized he knew the truth. Maybe not all of it. Maybe not eight times in a week, but that first time she came in on an unscheduled day, crying. He most likely heard all that.

“There was one time,” I admitted. “But we got that sorted.”

“You’re a good man, Tucker. Most men would never admit their wife strayed. Maybe you really are innocent. Don’t worry, I’ve kept your secrets. All of them I could.”

“I appreciate that.”

“My wife strayed too,” he confessed, shocking me.

Guards do not share their private lives.

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“I divorced her straight away.”

“Good.”

“Not really. Now I’m alone and she’s out having fun. I should have talked to her. I should have asked why. Maybe I should have been a better husband. I never found out why she did it. My pride made me mad, so I hit back in the only way I could. I think I still love her.”

“Get her back.”

“How? We aren’t like you and Maddy. We can’t talk about things.”

“You’ve got to try. Let your defenses down. Let her in, and she will too. Women are like that.”

He blew air like he was blowing up a balloon.

“Maybe so,” he said. “I went a little crazy. Spent all our money. Now I’m deep in debt with no woman, and no money to get a new one.” His expression changed. He’d said too much or at least felt like he had. I saw the curtain drop between us again, prisoner and guard. “Time to walk the yard,” he added.

“Your secrets are safe with me too, Vince.”

He gave me a tiny nod before wandering off.


Chapter 6

I gasped when I saw her. A week later Maddy came for her visit. She wore another sundress, white, shorter than the others and loosely tied. The neckline was a plunging V halfway down her tummy. She’d skipped a bra and the dual shadows of darker areolas showed beneath. Her hair had gotten longer these past months, and she wore it down and curled. Makeup had her eyes looking intense. She left speechless men in her wake as she crossed the room and entered the visitor’s booth. She closed her door and pushed the button to speak. I spoke first.

“Wow.”

“You like?”

“Have mercy, Maddy. You look incredible.”

“Thank you, Baby. It was all Beth’s idea.”

“What do you mean?”

“When I left here so upset last week you told me to go and get drunk with her. I did. We both needed to vent some steam. We started at a dive bar near her place but then went back to her apartment and got cleaned up so we could go see this new club that opened downtown. We drank until we laughed. We got hit on a lot and eventually danced with a few hot guys. She complained that we couldn’t do more with them because I was married. I told her I could do as I pleased. That got her curious, so she kept buying drinks until I was lubricated enough to tell her about the permission you gave me. She lost her mind. She couldn’t believe it. She didn’t believe me. I proved it to her by making out with the hottest guy chasing me that night.”

“You told her what I said?”

“Of course. She’s my best friend. These days she’s my only friend. I explained how generous and loving you were, and how you put my needs ahead of your own, and how you told me I could have sex with Scotty. She still didn’t believe me, so I proved that to her as well.”

Her words took a moment to land. I was still chewing on the fact she’d revealed our intimate secret to her best friend. How would Beth look at me now?

Then, her words truly landed.

“Wait,” I said. “What? You proved what to her? How did you prove anything to her?”

“We let those guys take us home and fuck us until dawn.”

The prison visitation booth is always kept too cold, but at this moment it felt like an arctic blast was seeping through the concrete walls. I sat opposite my wife, my gorgeous, sexy, daring wife, and stared at her lips while she spoke. Years in this hellhole had done nothing to dull the way my heart raced when I looked at her. She was still the most beautiful woman I'd ever known, and today she looked especially stunning.

At this moment, I knew why.

"You're going to want to hear this," she said, leaning forward, her voice dropping to that conspiratorial whisper she uses when she talks about sex. "I told you we ended up at that new club downtown. I think it’s called The Blue Flame? Doesn’t matter. It was packed! We were just planning to have a couple drinks and go home, but then guys started buying us shots." She paused, letting the suspense build. "Two guys stood out from the rest. Darren and Charly. Handsome fuckers."

My dick twitched against the rough fabric of my prison jumpsuit. I shifted in my seat, trying to adjust discreetly. Lord have mercy, what was she about to tell me? If the gleam in her eye was any indication, I was in for a rough ride.

"Darren is tall,” she continued. “He’s built like a football player, with these intense green eyes that just seemed to see right through you, or me, in this case. Charly does not have a big body like Darren. He’s leaner, with this wicked smile and hands that never stop moving when he talks. Both men are gorgeous, Tucker. I mean, like magazine model gorgeous." Maddy's eyes sparkled with trouble. "Anyway, one thing led to another, and we were all pretty tipsy by midnight. Darren suggested we go back to their place, and Beth, well, you know Beth. She was immediately interested."

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry.

"What about you?" I managed to ask, my voice rougher than I'd intended. “Were you interested too?”

Maddy leaned closer to the glass, her voice dropped lower.

"I was. I thought again about how you told me to take care of myself. About how you hated what you’d done to my life. I assumed if you’d allow me to have Scotty, then you’d allow me to have Darren too, right? I decided I would imagine whatever Darren did to me would actually be coming from you." She reached across the counter and pressed her fingers against the glass. "So, yes, I went with them. Beth did too."

I was almost hard now, my dick moving around under my clothes. The guard outside the door glanced over, but he saw nothing, yet.

"Their apartment was incredible, Tucker. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. Charly put on some music and Darren made more drinks. We were all laughing, and then Beth just stood up and pulled Charly onto the living room carpet to dance." Maddy paused, watching my reactions. "She started normal dancing with him, then she started sexy dancing with him. Darren came over to me. He said nothing. He just took my hand and led me to the other side of the room. We started dancing too, but slow, ignoring the fast beat of the music. Tucker, his hands went everywhere."

I felt the heat rising in my face and my neck. My heart was pounding against my ribs.

"Before I knew it, Beth and Charly were kissing. Darren started kissing my neck and soon his hands were sliding up my thighs and under my skirt. I closed my eyes and pictured you touching me like that and I moaned. Beth laughed at me. Are you sure you want to hear all this, Baby? You have a funny expression on your face.”

I was rock hard now, completely turned on despite the setting.

“I do,” I croaked. “Go on.”

The fluorescent lights, the institutional pale green walls, the guards watching all of us: every detail added to the intensity. I wondered if they could read my body language. I wondered if someone was listening in on Maddy as she narrated this salacious tale.

"I don’t need to drag it out. Let me just admit we quickly ended up in the bedroom. All four of us. We all knew what we were there for.”

“No,” I said. “Everything. Tell me everything. My imagination will be far worse than the truth. Just give me every detail.”

She sighed, convinced I hated what I was hearing but determined to give me what I asked for.

“Beth undressed quickly. Her mind was made up long ago. Charly started this winding trail of kisses down her body until he reached her pussy. He went down on her, and Beth was moaning right away, so into it. She began making these little noises that I've never heard her make before. Darren pulled me onto the bed. I resisted a little because that’s what good girls do. He was gentle but demanding at the same time.”

“What does that mean?” I grated.

“I mean I felt the power in his big body, in his big muscles. His strength was scary but exciting." Maddy's voice was barely a whisper now, her eyes locked on mine. "He undressed me slowly, kissing every inch of my skin as he exposed me. I watched Beth and Charly the whole time. She’s pretty, and she has a nice body, and I got so turned on watching some man we didn’t even know lick her pussy. It was incredible, Tucker. Sexier than anything I’ve ever done."

I shifted on my stool again, trying to relieve some of the pressure in my swelling penis. My face was flushed, my breathing ragged. Maddy knew she was doing something to me but had no idea how powerful my reaction was on the inside. She could not see how she was twisting my guts and turning my mind inside out.

“It sounds hot,” I croaked. “What happened next?”

She glanced around, reassuring herself that no one listened, and then studied my face again, skeptical of my reassurances.

"Darren was, well, he was exactly everything you'd imagine him to be. He was certainly everything I imagined. Yes, he was confident and experienced, and yes, he was intimidating and a little scary, yet he was somehow still sweet. He knew exactly how to touch me, exactly where and when to kiss, exactly how to make me forget everything except the sensations building inside me."

She leaned back on her stool, a satisfied smile on her face as she returned again to those moments in that apartment. I stared at her partially exposed breasts. That dress was a killer. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d seen her go out in public without a bra.

“I soaked it up, Baby,” she said. “His touch was so exciting. I sometimes imagined it was you touching me and I got so wet, but I also wanted to enjoy the fact a man I did not know was touching me. That got me really wet too. Darren took his time like he was learning my body, like he wanted to remember me forever. It felt good to please him. We kissed a lot and ran our hands over each other.”

She paused, unsure if she should continue with the next part, worried I might react poorly. I gave her a little encouraging nod, but on the inside, I was wondering the same thing.

"Then, Beth shocked me,” she said. “She suggested we switch partners for a while. I already thought of Darren as my man, so it felt weird to give him up to her, but I did. Charly was immediately a different lover. He was more playful and more, how should I say it? Experimental? He had this way of making everything feel new and exciting, even things I've done a hundred times with you."

I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to regain some control. It was useless. The image of Maddy with these men, strangers, was burrowing into my mind. It was pure torture to imagine another touching her, but my throbbing cock told me at least some perverted chunk of my brain liked it.

"Then it was their turn,” Maddy said. “Beth and I knew it was time to undress the men together. You say you care about details, so I suppose you’d like to know that both men were amply sized. I guess in guy world if your penis is big, you are more likely to have the confidence to go out and pick up pretty women. Is that how it works for men? Anyway, Beth surprised me again when she kissed me on the mouth and then leaned down to suck Charly’s cock. After she sucked out a little of his fluid, she kissed me again so I could taste him. Then, she did the same thing to Darren. The men really liked that. I thought, why not? This is the kind of thing we came here to do, and I repeated what she’d done to them, my tongue swimming in her mouth, sharing both men. Beth and I have never done anything with each other, but it felt so natural. Maybe all those drinks helped. Darren got too turned on by our teasing and snatched me back, claiming me as his, which I really liked. Beth paired up with her man, and we all fucked right there in bed together. All four of us, Tucker. Whenever someone wanted to switch, they’d pull on an arm or leg or something. The guys never did anything with each other, but me and Beth did. I fucked Darren and Charly and Beth all night, sometimes two or three at the same time. Beth and I stayed until morning. We all woke up tangled together, and since the men had morning wood, we fucked each other all over again. Darren made breakfast for everybody. We exchanged numbers with those guys, but I doubt we'll see them again. It just feels like a one-time thing."

She placed her palm on the glass barrier again, fingers spread.

"I thought about you, Tucker,” she said. “While he was inside me, moving. I thought about you again when I felt him grow bigger, just before he came. I closed my eyes and pretended it was you about to cum inside me. I got so hot! I couldn’t wait for today so I could tell you everything. I was dying to share my story with you. I dressed sexy like this so you could see what Darren had that night. I also want the guards and prisoners here to know you have a hot wife. I hope I did the right thing."

I lifted my gaze and discovered she watched me with a knowing look. I studied the curves of her pretty face, imagining another man’s cock resting on her tongue between those full, red lips.

"Was it good sex?" I asked, my voice barely audible.

“It was.”

“What I mean is. Did he make you orgasm?”

She rolled her eyes and smiled.

“So many times. God. What a night. He made me cum. Charly made me cum. Even Beth made me cum. Then Darren would be hard and ready to go again and shove those guys out of the way.” Maddy's smile widened. "It was an incredible night, Tucker. I love coming here and telling you about it. When you finally get out of this place, you’re going to fuck me within an inch of my life."

“You got that right.”

“Are you absolutely sure you’re fine with what I’m doing?”

What could I say? There was no going backward. I wanted to give her some room to breathe but I had rapidly lost all control. She had multiple times with Scotty and now a night like this with Beth and two men? The genie was out of the bottle.

Maddy watched me closely. She was on high alert. If I showed regret or even hesitation, she’d feel awful, worse than if I’d never given her permission at all. No, I was strapped in. This runaway train would run its course, and I needed to allow that to happen. We can pump the brakes once we slow down. All this would end as soon as I was free of this place, so I needed to man-up and take it until then. I’d feel better after a little time on the outside.

The buzzer signaling the end of visitation rang through the booth. I felt a pang of disappointment. I had a million more questions. I still wanted to hear her talk about her night. Maddy stood and leaned towards the glass. Her open dress fell away from her body enough for me to see her full breasts, a thoughtful treat but a serious visitor violation. The guard let it slide because he got a nice view too. Her mouth was close to the microphone. 

"Maybe next time,” she whispered. “I'll bring you some pictures. I can press my phone to the glass so you can see them. Would you like that?"

She rocked me with that one. I felt the spirit of Beth in the room with us. Her best friend had planted the idea that if Scotty was okay then Darren was okay, and if Scotty and Darren were okay, then any man she wanted was okay. All I could do was nod.

As I watched her walk away, I knew I'd be replaying every word she'd said in my head tonight. I knew, without a doubt, I would cum harder than I had in a long time.

I had to get out of this place.


Chapter 7

“Your debt to society has been paid in full,” Vincent smiled. “Congratulations.”

He offered a hand and I shook it.

“Stay out of trouble,” he warned. “I do not want to see you back in this place. Check in with your PO right away.”

“I already have. Sent an email from the library computer. We have our first meeting tomorrow.”

“Happy to hear it. I’ll walk you out.”

“Thanks, Vincent.”

I ignored the catcalls and taunts as I exited the main floor. Jealous bastards. I collected my belongings at the guard station. I shook a few more hands and said my farewells, and then I stood before a series of heavy mesh wire gates, advancing slowly.

“Maddy picking you up?” he asked.

“Let’s hope so.”

We both chuckled.

“She’s a keeper. Don’t fuck that up either.”

“No worries there,” I said. “I know how lucky I am.”

The final gate opened and there she was.

The breeze blew her short and flimsy dress around, stirring her hair just like in the movies. The material was layered and a little sheer, hinting at virgin white bra and panties. She was femininity personified, and she was breathtaking. Vincent and I gawked.

“Do you?” he asked. “Do you know how lucky you are?”

I felt bad for the guy. Love can be a bitch. I glanced at him one last time and left the prison behind. I dropped the cardboard box I carried and hurried towards Maddy. She took off her wire-rimmed glasses and jumped the last three feet, landing on me like a squirrel, legs wrapped tightly around my hips, one arm snaked around my neck. She held my face with her free hand and kissed me like a goddess. I got teary-eyed and so did she. We kissed and kissed and kissed. When I looked back, Vincent was gone.

“What do you want to do first?” she asked. “Cheeseburger?”

I shook my head.

“The only thing I want to eat,” I rumbled. “Is you.”

My license had expired while I was on the inside, so she drove. I wasted no time, untying her dress and flipping the two halves open, exposing her lacy bra and panties. I leaned back to drink in all that feminine beauty, and she laughed with delight to feel my eyes on her without thick glass separating us.

“You’re gorgeous,” I said.

“I’m soaked,” she laughed. “This bra opens in front.”

I got the hint, popping the clasp and freeing her tits. She drove like that for miles, reveling in her wanton display. I slipped a finger under her panties and played with her pussy. I suckled her sensitive nipples and kissed all over her tummy.

“You stuck with me,” I said, my eyes watering. “Wives and girlfriends don’t do that. Every guy on the inside watched his woman walk away, except me. You stayed and I’ll love you forever because of it.”

“You’re the best man I’ve ever met.”

By the time we got home, we were insane with need.

We never made it to the bedroom. We fucked in the kitchen on the floor. We fucked again in the living room and then in the shower. We went out to grab a cheeseburger and then it was straight home again to fuck in our big bed. I wore her out. Hours later, while she slept, it occurred to me this was the same bed Scotty fucked her in. I watched her sleeping form and thought about him inside my house, him inside my wife.

I got hard again.

I spooned Maddy and brought my erection up between her thighs from behind. She woke up a little, just enough to mumble, “Again?” I placed the head at her slick entrance and sheathed my cock in her slippery pussy. I began to slowly move in and out, realizing what I felt was what Scotty felt, what Darren and Charly felt. All us men had enjoyed the fantastic sensations of Maddy’s tight, slick cunt wrapped around us. I reached in front and cupped her breast. Everything I did was a mirror of what they had done to her. My dick throbbed iron hard.

Maddy was waking up a little at a time, becoming aware, discovering how hard my cock was. She probably attributed my diamond firmness to over three years behind bars, but I knew the truth. I slow-pumped my hips, feeling my cock glide in and out, and marveled at how much sexier and desirable she seemed to me, now that she’d fucked others. Competition? Threats to my happiness? Maybe. Or maybe I’d seen a new side of her I never knew existed, a super sexual side, a dangerous and complicated side. Whatever. Probably all of the above. What mattered most was how all that affected me. I was starving for her.

“Your dick is so hard,” she gasped. “I love it.”

I rolled her face down and followed her over, climbing higher and driving my stiff cock deeper. She filled her hands with the sheets and bit her pillow. I fucked her slowly, at first, but building power rapidly. I fucked her for my freedom. I fucked her for her beauty. I fucked her for Scotty’s cock in her and I fucked her for Darren and Charly too.

I was pounding her into our bed when she cried out in orgasm, a powerful wave cresting and exploding. I kept going, leaning down to kiss the side of her face, her neck, her shoulder. I bit her back and drove my cock in and out. She climaxed again and this time I joined her, pushing out my load, depositing every drop I had left as deep as I could, but not as deep as Scotty and Darren had.


Chapter 8

The next morning, she was all over me. I was all over her too. We never stopped touching and kissing and hugging. It was too good to be true, except it was. I flipped through the paperwork she’d prepared for the sale of our house. We’d take away a nice fat equity check, more than enough to buy something back east close to her mom. I took the bus to meet my parole officer and got a positive update on my relocation request. I took the bus home again and found Maddy just stepping out of her shower.

“We just need one quick stop at my mom’s place before we leave town,” I called out.

“No problem at all,” she answered from the bathroom.

She entered the bedroom wrapped in a towel and drying her hair.

“Will it feel weird being back in your hometown again?” I asked. “You left for college and never went back.”

“I’m sure it will. There are a few people I’d like to see but not many. There are more than a few I’d like to avoid.”

“Ex-boyfriends?”

“A few of those too, yes.”

“Are they on the people-to-see list or the people-to-avoid list?”

“People to avoid list.” She pondered for half a second. “Except maybe one or two. There are some I could see again.”

She sat on my lap, tossing the hair towel on the bed.

“Our sex is amazing,” she said. “Passionate lovemaking. I feel so close to you, Baby. The last three and a half years were crazy, but the last five months or so were especially crazy. I love how we came out the other side closer than ever.”

“Me too. I feel like nothing can destroy us. Nothing can touch us. It’s me and you, for life.”

We kissed. I can’t begin to describe how good it felt to touch her again. We kissed again and again.

“Aside from sex,” she asked. “What else would you like to do today?”

I laughed.

“I have a list,” I said.

We dressed. We ate ice cream on the boardwalk, walked through a forest trail, and powered through a steak dinner before the day was done. Maddy asked me how freedom felt.

“There’s no describing it. My years away were hard, I won’t pretend they weren’t, but I was a short timer. Some guys are in there for fifteen, twenty, even longer. I never met a man sentenced to life. They keep those guys away from us. There’s no controlling a man once he has nothing to lose. I can’t imagine what that must be like. No hope? Don’t get me wrong. Most of those men deserve the sentence they got. Some deserve worse. I’m thrilled to be out. I’m thrilled to have my life again. I never want to go back.”

She squeezed me hard.


Chapter 9

The house sold quickly. An investor with cash and no contingencies. We made a lovely sum of profit. We paid professionals to pack everything and load the truck and deliver the load to a storage place we rented near her mom. We hired an agent to prepare a list of possible homes for us to view once we arrived. Our plan was to take it easy. Cross the country on no particular schedule. Take four or five days to breathe deeply and watch the countryside fall away.

My parole officer made it clear I was a low priority. I had no previous record, no real marks against me. He may have even believed me when I told him I was innocent. We took Beth to dinner and told her we were moving and there were plenty of tears. She promised to visit often once we had a home again. All through dinner I imagined Beth and Maddy in bed, going at each other with two dicks between them. Hot.

Maddy and I put together a rough roadmap of places we’d like to see along the way and then we left town, never looking back. We’d lost all of our friends except one, so were they ever really our friends at all?

Maddy had interviews lined up at the two universities but was willing to take a smaller college if the pay was close. I would have a hard time finding a job now, but the idea of being a writer has been with me my whole life. Maybe now was the time to try it.

My mom was thrilled to see us. We stayed in the big house with her, and I played with her two little dogs, Rocky and Domino. It was my first time meeting them. We all ate dinner together and then watched a movie and then the women went to bed. My mom took the dogs with her. I stayed up, explaining that I wanted to enjoy my freedom a little before lights out.

But that wasn’t the truth.

Once they were deeply asleep, I slipped outside. I grabbed a shovel from the woodshed and paced out fifty steps from the corner and then fifty more headed east. It was late and pitch black out here in the meadow of my youth. Mom’s nearest neighbor is three miles away. She’s surrounded by forest and farmland. I found the rock I’d carefully placed over thirty-nine months and one week ago and rolled it aside. I started digging. I hit the chest quickly and pulled it out. I opened it and stuck my hand into the burlap bag rolled up inside. My fingertips hit the jewels and I sighed, stirring them like guppies in a fishbowl.

Thirty-nine months and one week is a long, long time to wait.


Chapter 10

We rolled down the open highway. Maddy’s mom, Edna, lives one-thousand-three-hundred-fifty-eight miles away and we would take our time getting there. Freedom is delicious. I was working on a way to tell Maddy I’d been guilty all that time. I’d spent the last forty months working on a way to tell her. Maybe I just wouldn’t. We would never worry about money again. I hated to pile a lie on top of a lie. Would she even care?

I was driving the car although I shouldn’t be. I kept the speed under the limit and followed all the rules. I’d had the car thoroughly checked before we left, so there was no worry about getting pulled over.

Hot air swirled through the car. We drove with the windows down just to feel the wind on our faces. My wife wore yet another light summer dress, sky blue this time, that tied in front. Her seat was tipped all the way back and she had fallen asleep on the passenger seat with her legs at awkward angles. Sometimes a strong gust would lift her dress and flash me her panty-covered pussy. Sometimes the front would billow and flash me her lace-covered breasts. I was the luckiest man alive.

How do I tell her I lied?

The highway stretched out before us like a ribbon of molten asphalt, shimmering under the relentless glare of the brutal summer sun. Why does summer last so long now? The heat wasn't just a temperature, but a physical presence, like a heavy, breathing weight that pressed down on the landscape and made the air itself feel thick and syrupy. I gripped the vinyl steering wheel, sticky against my palms. The rhythmic thump-thump of the tires over the seams in the concrete was the only constant sound, a hypnotic drumbeat counting off the miles as we fled our old life for whatever new one awaited.

Maddy was deep asleep. Mom had driven into town this morning, and I’d taken the opportunity to fuck my wife’s brains out again. Her appetite for sex these days was ravenous. I wondered if her encounters with Scotty and Darren and Charly had ignited something deep within her. I suspect something got ignited in me. Yes, I was just released from prison and expected to want sex all the time, but it felt like something more than that. Something deeper.

Something permanent.

Her head lay against the headrest, her dark hair a wild halo fanned out against the fabric. Strands of it sometimes caught in the breeze, lifting and pointing like a witch’s accusing finger. She’d removed her wire-rimmed glasses. She looked like a painting in that dress. It was made of some light material, maybe cotton or rayon, and it was perfect for the heat. It hung from her shoulders by two thin straps, and the rest of it was just a suggestion of fabric, barely clinging to her curves.

The car had A/C but that air always feels wrong. Processed. We’d had the windows down since we hit the open road, the only way to combat the suffocating heat. The wind was a chaotic force, whipping through the car and playing with my hair along with Maddy’s dress.

I glanced at her often. The wind seemed alive, like it found her as intriguing as I did. It offered a constant, teasing dance. The air would lift and swirl the fabric, first plastering itself against the soft flat of her stomach, then billowing out like a sail before being flattening again, revealing the landscape beneath. The wind would sneak down the V-neck, fluttering the fabric away from her chest, giving me fleeting glimpses of the soft, full weight of her breasts.

My eyes would flick from the endless road to her, back and forth, a private show just for me. I watched as much as I dared, keeping the speed down and the car in the lane. Other cars passed us, but I was in no hurry. She was completely oblivious, lost in her dreams, while the wind flashed her for my eyes alone.

That’s when I saw him in the rearview mirror. A massive rig, a freight-hauling beast, appeared and grew rapidly larger. He was moving fast, eating up the miles, hot to make his delivery. As he got closer, the sheer size of it blotted out the sun for a moment, casting our car in shadow. I thought nothing of it. He was just another long-haul driver putting in his miles. He roared past us, the displaced air from his passage rocking our car. I got a quick glimpse of the driver as he went by, a silhouette high up in the cab, face shadowed by a baseball cap.

Then, I noticed he began to slow. The rig was dropping back, seeking to match our speed, settling into the lane beside us. A prickle of awareness ran up my spine. I knew why he was slowing down. He must have seen. In that split second as he passed, he must have gotten an eyeful of Maddy, her dress dancing in the wind, a flash of lace and sun-kissed skin.

I glanced at my wife, still deeply asleep. Still beautiful. A slow smile spread across my face. I almost laughed. The pull she’d had on him! She stopped him in his tracks in a split-second. I wasn’t jealous. I was proud. Proud of the effect she had, even in her sleep. What could happen? I decided to play dumb. I would let this horny truck driver get a good look at my gorgeous woman. What was the harm? If Maddy were awake, she might even want to tease the man, as long as she could act innocent about it. I wanted to see what he would do. I wanted to see how much he loved what he saw.

I eased my foot off the accelerator just a fraction. The needle on the speedometer nudged lower. The truck stayed right with me, a looming metal giant. I saw the chrome grille, the massive tires spinning. He was even with me, and he was watching. He had a perfect angle, a straight shot right down through Maddy’s open window. I kept my eyes fixed on the road ahead, but my peripheral vision was entirely on the cab of that truck. I felt the driver’s gaze like an unmistakable weight in the air, directed right at my sleeping wife.

The wind swirled, a perfect, timely gust. It caught Maddy’s dress and lifted it high, exposing the entire length of her leg, the sky blue of the fabric bunching around her waist. Her panties were fully visible now, a delicate white triangle against her smooth pelvis. The dress on top whipped away from her chest, and the thin straps of her lacy bra stood out, her breasts shifting slightly with the motion of the car. It was a moment of accidental exhibitionism, but I was the one who had choreographed it.

Through the sunroof, I risked a glance up at the trucker’s cab. His face was older, five o’clock shadowed. He was rapt, his mouth slightly agape. He was a rough-looking man, probably in his late forties or early fifties with a graying beard and a sun-weathered face. He looked exactly like you’d expect a man who spent his life alone on the highway to look. Right now, his entire world was contained in the passenger seat of my car.

We drove like that for a few miles, a strange, silent convoy. The truck was a steady presence at my side, its engine a deep, powerful rumble that vibrated through our car's frame. I became a conductor of this symphony of voyeurism. I would speed up slightly, pulling ahead, and then slow down, letting him catch up, each time giving him a new angle, a fresh perspective. I watched him in the side mirror too, his head never moving, his attention absolute.

Then, I saw his right shoulder begin to move. It was a subtle motion at first, a rhythmic rocking. I squinted, trying to make sense of it in the distorted reflection of the glass. His arm was low, down by his side, hidden from my direct view by the door of his cab, but the motion was unmistakable. It was the steady, insistent rhythm of a man working on something in his lap.

He was jerking off.

The realization hit me like a jolt. Maddy was so sexy, so desirable, that this man had to pleasure himself at the sight of her. This anonymous man, this road warrior, was so turned on by the sight of my sleeping wife that he stroked his cock right here, in the open, while driving down the interstate. He was looking at my Maddy, at her covered breasts, at the faint shadow of her pussy, and he was getting himself off to it.

My cock was growing hard, beginning to strain against the denim of my jeans. I shifted in my seat, trying to find a more comfortable position, but it was no use. The scene was too intoxicating. Here was my beautiful, innocent wife, completely unaware, being worshipped from afar by a stranger. I was in the middle of it, the facilitator, the exhibitor, the voyeur to the voyeur. I felt a surge of power, of possession. I held something so valuable he would take risks just to see it. She was mine, but I was generous enough to share the view.

We were locked together now, two metal beasts moving as one. The driver's right-hand motions became more frantic. His body was rocking now, his left hand white-knuckled on the wheel, his right arm a blur of motion. His face was a mask of concentration, his eyes wide, fixed on Maddy.

I looked at her again. Her lips were slightly parted, a soft puff of air escaping with each sleepy breath. A single drop of sweat trickled down from her temple, tracing a path along her jawline. She was the picture of serene, sensual oblivion. She had no idea that at this very moment, a man was pouring his lust over her, that his pleasure was built entirely from the sight of her face, her body. The thought made my head spin.

I swear I felt the climax building in the other vehicle, a tension that transmitted through the air. The trucker’s jerking grew faster, even more erratic. He was close. I found myself holding my breath, my heart racing. I hoped he would cum. I wanted him to cum. I wanted the sight of my exposed wife to drive the man crazy and make him ejaculate.

Suddenly, his head slammed back against the headrest, his mouth open in a silent shout. His body convulsed once, twice, a powerful shudder that ran through his entire frame. He convulsed again. The winds had left Maddy almost fully exposed, her hot body on display. He convulsed one last time and then he slumped forward, his chin resting on the hand which held the steering wheel. For a moment he did nothing but stare out the windshield. Then he gave me a little nod by way of saying thank you and stepped on the accelerator. He had lost time he needed to make up.

I watched his big rig slowly pull away. I knew that man’s shoes were speckled with semen. I chuckled. I was the maestro and Maddy was my orchestra. I used her, directing her beauty at the audience. I had power over men through her power over men, and after all that time behind bars, power over men felt good. No, it felt great.


Chapter 11

Maddy woke up an hour later and asked if she’d missed anything cool.

“Yes,” I answered. “About two dozen truckers staring at your almost naked body while you slept.”

“Ew. Really?”

“Yes. The wind took it upon itself to show off as much of you as possible.”

She chewed on that for a minute.

“Were any of them good looking?”

I shrugged.

“I was busy keeping us on the road, Baby. I’m sure some of them were. I think one guy even jacked off. He matched our speed and stared.”

“Are you serious? Some stranger jerked off to me?”

“Yes.”

“Are you saying that some truck driver jerked off as he drove, making himself orgasm just from looking at me?”

“Honey,” I said. “You need to look at you with male eyes. You never see what we see. You are a full on hottie. Yes, the man jacked off to the sight of your body in the sunshine.”

She had looked down at herself, eyes roaming her body, trying to understand. She was smiling.

“That’s kind of hot, don’t you think?” she asked.

“Hell yes. I think of it like a woman masturbating because she’s looking at me. I’d love it.”

“I think I do too.”

After that, we rode in silence. I hadn’t told her the full truth, but I felt like I’d said enough truth to let me off the hook. I knew she’d like it once she got used to it. We drove until I got tired and then stopped.

The motel was cheap. There were plenty of big rigs in the dirt lot surrounding it, but none of them were our baseball cap boy. I got the room key and rove around to the back. I dropped our suitcases on the bed. Maddy mentioned she needed a shower, but the stall was too small for both of us, so I checked the local stations but found nothing good. I crawled on the bed to wait for my turn to shower and was almost instantly asleep.

I was awakened by a soft, warm, wet pussy getting rubbed against my lips. She had tossed her towel aside and straddled my face while I slept, bracing both hands against the wall above me. She’d lowered her sweet pussy to my unsuspecting mouth. My hands came up to cup her round butt and pull her tight. 

I split her labia and lapped at her wet slit. Immediate thoughts of Scotty and Darren and Charly infiltrated my mind. I accepted this was just how things would be for a while. It was all so fresh in my mind. I couldn’t help but think of them. Those men had eaten her pussy just like I was doing now. Even Beth had tasted this succulent cunt. We’d all given Maddy orgasms. This was just my turn to do it.

Such thoughts fired my imagination. I dove into her like a pool of warm water. I licked and sucked all around, teasing her clit, flicking her soft inner lips. I needed to hear her cries of orgasm, and I soon did. Sooner than I expected. I think learning she’d been an unsuspecting exhibitionist turned her on. She rode my face and came really hard and then fell aside.

I left her like that. It was my turn to shower.

When I got back, her nap was over. I walked in with a towel wrapped around my waist and she sat up in bed, legs crossed at the ankles, arms circling her knees.

“What did he look like?” she asked.

I knew exactly whom she meant.

“Older. Fifty. Scruffy. Baseball cap.”

“What do you imagine he was thinking?”

“I’m fairly certain he was imagining you naked. His mind removed that pretty dress. To him, you were lying nude in the sun.”

“How did it make you feel?’ she asked. “You matched speeds with the guy gawking at your nearly naked wife. I think few husbands would have handled it the way you did. It’s like I heard pride in your voice.”

“You did.”

She chewed on that for a minute and then waved me closer with a finger. I moved to the edge of the bed. She untucked my towel and let it fall, staring at my limp, hanging penis.

“So, since you slowed down to give him a good look, can I assume you liked it?” she asked. “Can I assume you enjoyed showing me off to strangers?”

“Yes. I liked it.”

“Did it excite you at all?”

“Yes.”

“How much? Did you only like it a little? Or did you get hard too, like the scruffy man in the big truck?”

“I got hard.”

She gently lifted my penis with one hand, pinning it to my body, and then lifted my testicles on her fingertips with the other, turning my scrotum side to side as if she examined large pearls.

“I thought the idea of me and other men was something we left behind us,” she said. “I thought once you were set free from prison there would be no more of that kind of thing in our lives.” She lifted her eyes to mine. “I thought we left all that behind.”

“I just thought I’d give him a little thrill.”

“You did?”

“Yes.”

“You thought you’d use me to give him a thrill and give yourself one at the same time?”

“Yes.”

“Hm.”

“What’s wrong? Should I not have done that? Are you upset with me?”

She shook her head.

“I’m not. You may have intended to give yourself and him a thrill, but you’ve also given me one. Let’s be honest, Tucker. I’m an English professor. In fact, I’m an aging English professor. I’m over thirty and I’m socially awkward and I’m a little nerdy. Maybe more than a little. I’ve never been the woman that truck drivers masturbate over while steering forty tons down the highway at breakneck speeds. I’ve never been the woman that gets invited to a threesome or has sex with a handsome student. Everything has changed so fast. I thought once we sold the house and moved away from that life, it would be gone forever, yet here it is again in a different form.”

She released my penis and ball sack, allowing them to hang. She stared at my soft dick, but her mind seemed a million miles away.

“You said it gives you a thrill too?” I asked.

Her shoulder rose almost to her ear. She nodded, shy.

“You have more of those sexy dresses in that suitcase?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“You know, the days when you’d come to visit me in prison were anticipated by the entire guard staff. They’d argue over who got monitor duty while you were there. The last few days, when you started dressing extra sexy just to tease me almost caused several fights.”

“Shut up.”

“It’s true. One of the guards, Vincent, had a crush on you. He would always remind me how lucky I was.”

She turned her head aside.

“Since you like it and I like it and they like it,” I said. “How about you put on one of those sexy dresses again and we go eat at the motel restaurant? The place is packed with truck drivers. Let’s give them a thrill at the same time we please ourselves.”

“You like showing me off that much?”

“I do.”

A shiver ran through her.

“Will we have hot sex when we get back to our room?”

“Definitely,” I said.

“All right then,” she said. “You’re the man that just got out of prison. I’ll dress for you. I’ll wear as little or as much as you tell me to.”

I opened a drawer on the dresser. I stepped to her open suitcase and pulled out handfuls of bras and panties. I threw them into the open drawer and then slammed it shut.

“Now,” I said. “Get dressed.”

Her eyes grew big. I’d be sending her in there with nothing underneath. Her cheeks turned rosy. She remained seated on the bed.

“Would you ever parade me naked?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. “If you could? If the opportunity presented itself, would you expose me to a stranger? Would you let him see everything? Would you let him see your wife completely nude?”

She wanted me to say yes. I heard the strain in her voice. I heard the hope. All her life she’d been the bookworm, the geek. Now every man seemed to notice her. Every man seemed to want her.

“Yes,” I said, and she almost melted into the bed. “Tomorrow, on the road, wear that white wraparound dress that ties in front. Wear nothing underneath. You can cover your eyes with your sunglasses and pretend to be asleep. I’ll open your dress when the time is right and show you off to the world.”

She was breathing fast and shallow.

“All right,” she croaked. “I’ll get dressed for dinner.”

End Part One.
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