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Igniting the Tinder of Lust Ch. 01

I pulled my beat up nine-year-old Ford Explorer into a spot by the river, that was shielded from the county road by a thick stand of trees, and as quickly as the ignition was off, my girlfriend Lauren and I were leaning across the console connected in a passionate kiss.

“Ready?” I asked in a nervous voice.

With a nod, we opened our doors, stepped into the cold winter air and quickly climbed into the back where I instantly pulled her to me so that once again we were kissing. Like many generations that had come before us, we were “parking”, which was a country term for making out in some isolated spot, usually in the backseat of a car.

Lauren and I were both seniors in high school and would be graduating in just a few months. We had been dating seriously for a couple years, but had been quite close for much longer. You see, we grew up across the street from each other and had been classmates going back to kindergarten. Throughout that time, we had stayed quite close to the point that our parents treated the other like one of their own. When our relationship turned serious during our junior year, it was enthusiastically received from our families with lots of hope for the future.

Our sexual chemistry was awkward at first since we had been friends for so long, but even though we had moved past that phase, we were both still virgins. Lauren loved to kiss, as did I, which always got us worked up, and after a few months I was routinely fondling and kissing her breasts. Although this always made her very excited, it was another six months before she let me into her panties. We advanced from fingering to oral sex, and I was pleased with how responsive she was when I focused my attention on her very sensitive clit. For her part, she had become quite good at teasing and sucking me, enjoying the power she held as I writhed. Together, we had learned how to bring each other to climax, usually in the back seat of my SUV, but had not yet taken the final step.

Tonight, though was going to be different. It was my eighteenth birthday and Lauren had been giving little hints for weeks to expect something special. I was pretty sure it meant that she was ready for us to truly make love for the first time, so after dinner, when she suggested we find a quiet place, I made a beeline to our favorite spot by the river.

Lauren pulled my hand to one of her firm breasts while we continued to kiss, and feeling her small nipple at attention made my dick painfully hard. When the kiss broke, there was a flurry of movement as we helped each other shed our clothes, then I pushed her back and felt her warm naked body pressed against mine.

While we embraced, and prepared for the special moment, I thought about how lucky I was to have her as my girlfriend. I knew very few were fortunate to have the kind of relationship we did, and the fact that I was mesmerized by her looks made it all seem perfect. Lauren was a true beauty, a cheerleader, and a very popular person in a positive way by being friendly and respectful to everyone. She was 5′7″ tall and a slender 122 pounds with lustrous black hair, deep brown eyes and juicy lips. I was considered very lucky to have landed her to the point that I was the envy of most of the young males in our community, and had to deal with their continual efforts to steal her away.

“Greg, are we ready?” she asked, looking me directly in the eye.

“Yes,” I answered simply, knowing what she meant and wanting badly to make our relationship complete.

“Okay…I love you,” she replied nervously.

“Lauren, I don’t know what’s higher than love but that’s where I am,” I said to her, which made her take a deep breath.

“I’m ready,” she said, opening her legs wider.

While we had been in this position often before, with her letting my dick slide over her vulva, this time I would be penetrating that magical place. Unfortunately, my excitement was so high I began to shake and my efforts to make a connection failed several times as my head glanced off her very wet, but tight opening. Finally, I felt her fingers gently take hold and guide my dick to her entrance where she worked the head in slowly.

“Easy,” she whispered, and with a flex of her hips and downward pressure from mine, I felt my shaft sliding into an indescribable place of warmth and softness.

“Uggghhhh…” I gasped, unable to contain myself, while she threw her arms around my neck and squeezed hard.

“Greg, easy…” she whined, as our pelvis’ moved to connect.

When I was all the way in, I stopped and looked down at her wanting to savor the moment.

“Are you okay?” I asked in a ragged voice, struggling to catch my breath due to the excitement and seeing a similar look on her face.

“Yes…I love you,” she answered in a husky, sexy voice with her eyes partly closed, and that look alone almost made me ejaculate.

Rather than answer, I leaned down and kissed, and then started to move very slowly. I knew from listening to the more experienced boys in school that I wouldn’t last long and I didn’t, as the feeling was just too amazing. However, I stayed in until the last moment, then with an anguished cry I pulled out and sprayed my semen all over Lauren’s amazing body.

When my dick finally stopped releasing its juice, I fell on top of her and for a long time we hugged, kissed and occasionally wept as we proclaimed our love for each other. In the back of my mind, I was worried about her psyche and how she would deal with the emotions of her first experience. Luckily, my concerns proved to be overblown when she let me know she was ready for more.

“Can we do it again?” she asked, somewhat sheepishly, which made her even more desirable to me.

This time, we sat upright with her straddling me and took our time, breaking often to kiss and talk. It also gave me the opportunity to suck and nibble on her nipples, and I was delighted to learn that it had the effect of making her pussy spasm. Lauren breasts are nicely proportioned C-cups, barely C-cups as she would describe, with small areolas and nipples that I loved to play with while witnessing her response. However, it’s her perfect long legs and tight butt that I love the most and which held the top spot in my fantasies. Of course, I eventually climaxed again, but unfortunately, she didn’t, and in fact it took several more encounters over the next several weeks before she finally became comfortable enough to let go.

That was twelve years ago, and since then the time has seemed to fly by. First came college, and although there were a few rocky moments as our new freedom being away from home challenged our relationship, we made it through. We were married a month after graduation to the delight of our families who immediately brought up the subject of grandkids. We made it three years while we started our careers before Cary was born and two years later we were blessed with Josh. So, now we had the perfect new millennium family, with parents that lived an hour away in the country, and were always eager to help with the kids while we established our lives in the city.

Lauren kept her great body and looks, managing to stay within three pounds of her high school cheerleader weight, and despite nursing two babies, her breasts were still quite firm. I put it down to good genes and a healthy lifestyle which included routine workouts that we sometimes did together. This had kept me in decent shape as well, although nowhere near as good as her.

Sexually, our four to five times a week of intense lovemaking had turned into one to two times due to the demands of our jobs and kids, and although it was still satisfying, her passionate wails of pleasure had slowly become satisfied sighs. Of course, people talk and I did learn that we were in a better place than most married couples with kids.

And then there was the other issue — a very bizarre one. For maybe a year or so, I had become interested in how men looked at Lauren and interacted with her. At first, it was just a mild curiosity about what a man might be saying to her at a function or party, but it continued to develop until I sometimes found myself fantasizing about the man on top of her instead of me when we were making love. What was both strange and troubling to me was that it all seemed to have come out of the blue, as I had never in the past had any thoughts along these lines.

I realized I needed help and after an exhaustive search for the right person, that I kept hidden from my wife, I ended up with a counselor named Dr. Elizabeth Sturm who was a mid-50s woman that specialized in sexual issues. I had weighed going to a male versus a female counselor, but in the end, I just felt it would be more awkward explaining my situation to another man. Plus, a woman would provide the benefit of seeing things in a different way. It took several sessions before I felt comfortable even hinting at my issue and a few more before it started to come out. Fortunately, no doubt helped by the $175/ hr. fee, she stayed patient and nonjudgmental.

“Greg, how are you today. Would you like some water?” Dr. Sturm asked as I took a seat at the end of her couch while declining her offer, and when I was settled, she jumped immediately into the session, “When we left last time, you were going to broach the subject with Lauren and gauge her reaction.”

“Yes, that’s true,” I replied, instantly fidgeting.

“And?” she queried.

“And, I chickened out,” I answered, looking at the floor.

“I see. Well, we talked about that too. And, we talked about the length of your relationship and the trust that’s there. What made you change your mind?” she continued.

“I guess…. well…. I guess I can’t bear the thought of her not respecting me,” I explained, as she stared directly at me.

“Let’s go back a bit then. You know we’ve discussed at length your thoughts and fantasies. And, we’ve discussed that you’re certainly not unique with them. Many, many men have the same thoughts. There is quite a bit of literature on the subject and I see men very similar to you,” she said, describing aspects of what we had gone through since the beginning of the sessions.

“I know but….” I began, then stopped and an awkward silence filled the room.

“From what you’ve told me about Lauren, I doubt she will react badly, and you know that it’s the only way for you to feel relieved from the burden you’ve put on yourself,” she said, finally breaking the silence.

“I know,” I replied, with no real conviction.

Dr. Sturm let several moments go by before she spoke. “Well let’s park that for later. Tell me what else has been going on. Anymore thoughts?” she asked.

“Yes, actually,” I said.

It had taken a long time, but answering the question no longer terrified me.

“Tell me about them,” she replied.

“A man that Lauren works with. Older, maybe forty,” I answered.

“And is it the same thoughts?” she asked.

“Similar I guess, but the man is black,” I told her.

“And is she enjoying the sex with him like she does with the other men?” she followed.

“Yes,” I replied quickly.

She continued to explore the new fantasy before returning to the need for me to have a conversation with my wife and basically spill my guts, and after acknowledging once again that it was the best path forward, I left.

Several weeks later, I was back in the same spot on the couch with Dr. Sturm across from me with her notebook in her lap, and the look she gave me told me she knew the answer before it was asked.

“So, Greg. Did you discuss things with Lauren?” she asked, after a few opening pleasantries.

“No Dr. Sturm and I don’t think I can. Every time I try to start, my head starts spinning,” I explained.

“I see. Well, what do you think is the next step then?” she asked.

From our previous sessions, I knew her style and had anticipated this question.

“I was thinking it might be best if you tell her,” I blurted out.

For the next forty-five minutes, we discussed her doing so with the Doctor not saying no, but strongly suggesting otherwise. When the session was over, I left with an agreement that I would try once more and if unsuccessful we would discuss it again. Since I had made a sincere pledge, I did in fact try, but I just couldn’t make it happen. At the next session with Dr. Sturm, I described my attempts, and surprisingly, with little reluctance she agreed to meet with my wife. We decided we would try for late on a Friday, two weeks out, and I would take the kids to their grandparents that day so Lauren and I would have the weekend alone. Of course, my anxiety built as the date approached, and it wasn’t until the Thursday before that I brought up the subject and asked if she could meet with Dr. Sturm the next afternoon.

“Greg, what’s going on? Are you alright?” she asked, looking very concerned.

“I’m okay. I’ve been seeing Dr. Sturm for a while and we just think it’s time for her to talk to you,” I said, following my practiced script.

“Greg, tell me what’s going on,” she implored.

“Please just meet with her and we can talk about it after,” I begged.

Friday at midday, I gathered Cary and Josh from their nanny and headed out of the city. On the return drive, after visiting with both sets of grandparents, I started watching the clock, and halfway home I knew that Lauren was now seated in front of the doctor, learning of my issues that now felt like deep perversions.

I returned with about twenty minutes to spare, if they had taken the full hour, and immediately started preparing the dinner I wanted to have ready to try and get in my wife’s good graces. In fact, it was almost an hour later when I heard the door opening and the sound of Lauren’s heels on the wood floors. She walked into the kitchen where I was cooking, and took the glass of wine I offered after a quick kiss acting totally normal.

“Did you meet with…” I started to ask.

“Later Greg. After dinner, please,” she cut me off, and then left to change with the wine glass in her hand.

We had a nice dinner and, although we chatted on the standard subjects, the avoidance of the issue was like a monstrous elephant in the room. I made sure that her wine glass never reached the bottom, so by the time we were done, I could tell she was relaxed.

“Okay, let’s talk,” she said, leading me to the den after I had cleared the table.

“Okay,” I answered meekly.

“Greg, remember when we were in fourth grade and you broke my bicycle and tried to hide it? Remember, I told you then I didn’t care about the bike, but I didn’t like the hiding? You crossed your heart and promised never to do it again,” she reminded me when we were seated.

Of course, I did remember, and the fact that she was going to a childhood promise given our history instantly made me feel like pond scum.

“I remember,” I replied, in a whisper.

“You broke your promise,” she stated.

“I…I…” I tried to reply, but quit and just looked at my feet.

“Do you know how it feels, how embarrassing it is to hear about your husband’s fantasies from a stranger?” she fired the next shot, finding even a lower point to take me.

“Lauren, I’m sorry,” I answered, with the only words I could think of to say.

“Greg, I’m going to ask you something and be honest. This is so unlike you. Are you having an affair?” she asked.

“No! Honey…Lauren No! Absolutely not,” I instantly replied.

“Dr. Sturm didn’t think you were, but I told her I was going to ask,” she followed.

“What did she tell you,” I asked, realizing I was at a disadvantage on information.

“Some very good things and some surprising things,” she replied, pausing for effect before continuing, “She said you loved me very much. Much more than she had seen in any other relationship. She said you came to her because you were distressed about thoughts and feelings you were having. Then, she explained what those feelings were and why you were having them.”

“Did it make sense?” I asked, hoping her understanding would lead to acceptance.

“I understood what she was saying, although I didn’t like the message. I didn’t like the idea that men find monogamous women less interesting because no sperm competition is involved. But, she said it’s in your DNA, and that as a female I would struggle to understand, and that most men like yourself don’t understand either. Plus, she said it’s very common,” Lauren explained, and the almost clinical way she was talking made me hope that I might get off lightly.

“Good, well I’m not sure I would have ever been able to explain it the way…” I started, but was quickly interrupted.

“Greg, don’t even try,” she stated, giving me a determined glare.

“Okay, I’m sorry,” I said again, then once more returned to my shell.

“Get me some more wine,” she demanded, and I immediately jumped to my feet and went for the bottle.

“How did it end? You were there a long time,” I asked.

“We discussed what to do with you,” she said, then took a sip.

“And?” I asked, impatiently.

“It took her a long time and she tried to be professional, but finally it got woman to woman,” she explained.

“And?” I asked again, now sitting at the edge of the couch.

“Basically, she said if I give you a little of what you are looking for, I can get anything I want,” she answered, and a smile started to cross her face that she tried to fight back.

“That’s not professional. That’s conspiratorial,” I said, with mild surprise.

“Are you kidding? It serves you right. You should have come to me, your wife, your childhood girlfriend from the start. I think I have been very fair!” she answered, with her voice rising.

“I’m sorry,” I said, cowed once more.

“Who are the men? That’s one thing she wouldn’t tell me,” my wife asked.

I started to try and be coy, but after stumbling a bit became forthright, “Chris, Zach and Thomas, your coworker.”

Chris was the husband of one of her good friends who we often did things with socially, Zach was the mechanic who looked after our cars, he was younger, around twenty-four, and of Mediterranean descent and Thomas was the older black guy that I had described most recently to Dr. Sturm. There were others, but they were minor players, and Lauren accepted the information with no visible response.

For the rest of the evening we sipped wine and chatted with the conversation thankfully moving on to other topics. It appeared that her disappointment in me had faded, but later in bed when I reached for her, I was told sternly that I was still in the doghouse.

The next day, we had breakfast together then Lauren left to run errands and do some shopping. She was gone most of the day, and the fall shadows were getting long when I heard her come in. Jumping up in case she was carrying things, I met her in the foyer and the first thing I noticed was her blouse was unbuttoned so that the swell of her breasts and part of her bra were visible.

“Honey, why is your top like that?” I asked.

“Oh,” she exclaimed, dropping her bags and quickly buttoning up.

“Lauren?” I started, but she picked up the bags and went by me without speaking.

I followed her around like a puppy while she put away her purchases, and every question I asked was deftly ignored. Finally, when she was done, I cornered her in the kitchen.

“Where all did you go?” I asked.

“To the mall to shop, then to the grocery for some things and after that I went by to have Zach look at my car. It was making a noise,” she answered.

Now I knew her game. She was toying with me to get a reaction. I knew she didn’t see Zach and that she likely unbuttoned her blouse right before she walked in, but the idea that she might have; the tiny probability that she had been naughty with Zach made my dick instantly hard and threw my desire into high gear.

I took her hand and guided her to the bedroom, and this time there was no resistance as she let me hold, kiss and fondle her body while I worked to get her naked. My clothes quickly followed, then I was all over her, licking her body from her neck to her knees before returning first to her nipples and then to her slit, which I was happy to find was well lubricated. I reached for a condom inside the nightstand and fought with shaking hands to put it on while Lauren played with my nipples. Rolling on top of her, I was able to easily find my way inside and we groaned in unison with the penetration.


I tried my best to hold back, but I was probably only ten strokes into our coupling when I said, “Tell me about seeing Zach.”

“Mmmmm…he’s so hot…” she answered, softly.

Her words made my body shake and sent a surge of chemicals into my brain making my even more excited. I started moving faster and a haze seemed to encircle my sight.

“Did he see your breasts?” I asked, wondering if she would really play.

“Oh, yes…” she replied.

“God Lauren, what else!” I practically screamed at her, as my body moved into overdrive.

“Can’t you feel it?” she asked, as her fingernails traced my spine.

It took me a couple seconds to understand her meaning, but when it hit me I almost lost all control, “Lauren, did he…did y’all do it? Is his semen in you?”

“Mmmm…hmmm…” she responded.

I pulled out of her to remove the condom to add my seed to her pussy, but she pulled me back and said, “Give Zach a chance.”

I lasted just a dozen more strokes then, with a loud yell, I started to erupt and I lost all orientation, as the thought of Zach’s semen moving through Lauren’s body on its way to impregnate her was tremendously exciting. Completely spent, I collapsed to her side but amazingly, she wasn’t through. She peeled the condom from my deflating dick, then I felt her warm mouth take it in and her tongue begin dancing. Before kids, it was common for her to “clean me up” after sex, although I hadn’t received this treatment in quite some time.

“I love you,” I was finally able to gasp, as my hand moved to the back of her head.

She never slowed and it wasn’t long before I was hard again. Lauren rose and climbed onto my dick, and placed her hands on either side of my shoulders. She began a slow rocking motion, but after a minute she spoke.

“Are you happy?” she asked, with a smirk.

“Hell yes, Lauren,” I replied, with all the energy I could muster.

“Good. But understand. That’s a treat. I’m not going to lose my husband, so you only get it on special occasions,” she announced.

“We don’t have to play all the time. Maybe half,” I replied, thinking I was tuned into her message.

“Not half. Rare. If you’re lucky and a good boy maybe once a month,” she said.

“Okay, I understand. I really do love you. Should we get a condom?” I responded.

“We don’t need a condom. No way you cum again after that,” she said, then followed with, “And I love you too.”

I had the perfect view of my beautiful wife riding me while I played with her nipples until she climaxed in what looked like a very satisfying orgasm. She fell on top of me and stayed there as her heaving chest took in the air she needed to recover.

“Let’s get up. You’re taking me to dinner,” she demanded, after she had calmed.

True to her word, Lauren occasionally would give me the treat of playing into my fantasy using Chris, Zach and Thomas as characters. Although, I would have liked more, I appreciated her being a good sport, and the fact that I never knew when it might occur made things exciting. The play had the consequence of igniting our normal love making which almost doubled, and was now more engaging and intense. During these sessions, I always made sure to let her know how much I loved her, which was easy to do.

Several months into our new experiences, we met together with Dr. Sturm as something of an update session. We were quite open describing our play, which the Doctor thought was healthy then she asked my wife a question I had never considered, but which instantly piqued my interest.

“Lauren, did you find the idea of sex with another man exciting?” she asked.

My wife, who had been quite talkative while discussing my fantasy and how she was handling things, blushed deeply and replied, “I really haven’t considered it.”

Both the Doctor and I could tell she was lying.

“I see. Well it really wouldn’t be surprising for you to get some excitement from your involvement,” she clarified.

“Okay, thank you,” Lauren answered, cutting her off.

It was clear she wanted no part of the conversation, and the Doctor glanced at me quickly with a raised eyebrow. We left soon thereafter, but the question and Lauren’s reaction stayed with me. All along I had viewed myself as the provocateur of our sexual games with my wife being something of a victim who graciously supported me. The idea that she might be feeling some interest in it too, if true, would definitely shine a new light on things,

After the meeting with Dr. Sturm, the next major moment in our play occurred at Lauren’s company Christmas party a month later. It was to be held at a nice downtown hotel, and not wanting to drink and drive, my mom came up and got the kids so we could get a room for the night. Lauren had purchased a lovely black dress with a plunging neckline that was quite beyond the norm for her, but it had received my enthusiastic support.

Coming down from our room, we ran into one of Lauren’s friends and her husband, and ended up hanging out in the bar until the event was well underway, appearing just as dinner was being served. Later, when the band started up, I spent thirty minutes dancing with my wife, earning massive goodwill points, until I left her with another girlfriend while I hit the restroom.

When I got back, her buddy was gone and in her place, was none other than Thomas. I had wondered if we were going to see him and if somehow, someway we could interact in a way that would fuel my fantasy. So, finding them alone and talking created an almost perfect situation, and I made a detour to the bar so I could give them more time, watch some and see if I could collect fodder for later.

Since I had only met him once, I spent some time looking him over. He looked to be around six feet tall and in his early forties, putting him more than ten years older than us. His skin was a lustrous dark caramel color that made him look a bit mysterious, his head was shaved smooth, and it was obvious from the look of his toned body that he worked out often.

As I watched, I could tell he was taking the opportunity to ogle my wife’s breasts up close. He kept his head tilted down as if to hear what she was saying over the music, but it looked to me to be a ploy to get a better view. I was surprised that no one else joined their discussion, and equally surprised when she went to dance with him after a hurried look that I knew was an attempt to spot me.

They were out for a series of songs, fast and slow, and I watched closely to make sure he acted the gentlemen. I was standing where I left her when they finally returned with a light sheen of perspiration to show for their exertions. Lauren had a little smile when she spotted me, no doubt knowing what I was thinking, and when they arrived a quick reintroduction was made. I expected him to quickly wander off, so I was surprised when he engaged in the conversation showing no interest in leaving. He turned out to be a very pleasant person, spoke well and exuded confidence. He remained with us as another couple joined the group, and it was then that I decided to push some more.

“Lauren, I’m going upstairs for a few minutes. Thomas, will you watch after her?” I asked.

If was a very legitimate request, and unless you knew about my fantasy and our games, no one would pay it any mind. Lauren gave me an odd look, but said nothing while Thomas instantly agreed. I did go to the room, to hit the bathroom, then came back to watch, although it wasn’t clear to me exactly what I expected to see. Interestingly, when I spotted them they were alone again now with their heads much closer as they talked and I could see my wife’s head nodding as if she was answering questions. I left them like that for a few more minutes while I got us some drinks then rejoined.

“Miss me?” I asked when I arrived, then kissed Lauren on the cheek.

“Of course, are you ready to dance some more?” she quickly responded.

I knew the correct answer was yes, so I led her out after telling Thomas we would be back shortly. As soon as we got to the dance floor, a slow song started, and I pulled her close while nuzzling her neck. The smell of her perspiration mixed with the perfume was arousing, and I felt my dick swell.

“You going to let him have you?” I whispered, hoping she would play along.

“I’m supposed to meet him in his room later,” she responded, letting me know it would be a fun night.

“What were you talking about with him?” I asked.

“He was telling me how good my boobs looked and he wanted to know if I shaved,” she answered without hesitation.

Her words made me push away and look into her eyes, but her expression provided no clue as to whether she was telling the truth.

“You let him do that?” I asked, pulling her back to me.

“Isn’t it what you want? Isn’t it why you stayed away so long?” she asked, with an impish smile.

Suddenly, my mouth was too dry to speak, so I pulled my wife closer and swayed to the music until the song was over. Fortunately, by then, my dick had shrunk to a respectable level, and we walked hand in hand back to our spot finding Thomas still there.

“Hey, we’re going to head to the hotel bar for a night cap. Care to join us?” I asked, and instantly felt Lauren squeeze my hand, although I wasn’t sure if it was meant as a positive or negative sign.

“Sure, I’d love too,” he responded, and fell in beside us.

As soon as we arrived, I went to the bar to order while Lauren and Thomas took a table near the back. When I brought their drinks, I saw that my wife was seated to his left and turned in such a way that her top opened and put her entire left breast on display. He was staring at it intently, and didn’t realize I had arrived until I was putting the drinks on the small table. For some reason, I made no effort to warn Lauren of her partial nudity, and returned to the bar to pick up my drink. Unfortunately, when I got back, Lauren had changed her position which eliminated her exposure.

Having heard my wife’s brief description of their conversation, I chatted with Thomas in an attempt to feel him out and to see, if in fact, he had engaged in a racy discussion with her. Several things quickly became apparent. First, he wanted Lauren in a bad way. It wasn’t something he said, but rather the way he looked at her and his overall body language. Second, Lauren was very uncomfortable and was fidgeting nervously. Of course, I had no way to know if it was due to her admission, him saying more or the mere closeness of one of our key role playing characters. That was something I would have to determine later.

I had hoped we could establish a nice flirty conversation, but it turned out to be quite awkward. So, after we finished the drink, I knew enough had occurred for one night, and it was time to take my wife to bed. With a quick goodbye, we headed to the elevators, and unfortunately others were in the car so we had to behave until we got to our room. Exiting on the 11th floor, we were almost to our door when Lauren spoke.

“That’s his room,” she said, nodding towards 1125.

“Convenient,” I said without slowing, as I now wanted her urgently.

As soon as the door to our room closed, we started pulling each other’s clothes off with Lauren acting just as eager and horny as me. She pushed me back and straddled my waist leaning down to kiss me, which she did with passion. Reaching behind her, she grabbed my stiff dick and brought it to her pussy then pushed onto it.

“God Lauren you’re so wet,” I announced.

“I need it Thomas,” she replied, indicating that the game was on.

“Lauren baby, I’ve wanting to play with these titties all night,” I told her, while rolling her nipples between my fingers.

“I know Thomas. I wanted you to. Suck on them,” she said, and lowered her chest to my ready mouth.

I did suck on them then nibbled on her tender flesh making her squeal. Then, with a quick move, I flipped her onto her back so I could take her hard. Just as I was about to start, I remembered I didn’t have a condom and started to get up.

“No Thomas, don’t stop. I want you to cum in me,” she said, pulling me back.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

Playing around was one thing, but another child wasn’t something I was sure I wanted.

“Yes, Thomas. Do it,” she demanded.

This was the most engaged in the game I had ever seen from my wife, but I certainly wasn’t going to complain. The real-time interaction at the party had provided a new element that clearly had excited Lauren and now I would get to take advantage.

“Baby, I love your pussy,” I grunted, into her ear.

“Ohhh…uhhh…” she instantly groaned, which was accompanied by a shiver that swept through her body.

I suddenly realized that this wasn’t play acting just for my benefit, and that Lauren was hot with the thought of Thomas fucking her! My mind shot back to the question Dr. Sturm had posed and I realized the answer was being played out in front of me.

“I’m going to fill you up, baby. Make that tummy swell up,” I continued, now wanting to push and probe her limits.

“Oh yes, do it,” she whined back.

Then, I felt her body begin to tremble in the way I knew from experience meant she was on a short path to orgasm. Sure enough, it was less than a minute later, while I focused on giving her deep, steady strokes that it hit.

“OHH…OHH…I…I…UGGHHH…UGGHHH…Don’t Stop! Thomas, don’t stop!” she cried out, while her body thrashed in a way that almost threw me off.

It was a powerful release that lingered, but the most interesting aspect was that it was the first time she had climaxed from the game playing! Thomas was clearly in her head, I had no doubt about that, and the thought excited me immensely. Seconds later, as she continued to writhe with her post release feelings, I emptied my balls into my wife’s unprotected womb.

There is something special a man feels when he plants his seed into a beautiful, fertile woman. A sense of power seems to be added to the coupling creating a more forceful ejaculation. I came so hard my balls ached when I was finished, and all the energy in my body was gone, used in the process of an attempted impregnation. I collapsed next to my wife and both of us struggled to breathe which made it impossible to talk for several minutes.

“Wow. That was amazing,” I finally was able to force out.

Lauren shot me a quick look and I could tell she felt self-conscious. Rather than speak, she snuggled close and buried her head in my chest.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Yes, I’m fine,” she answered, a little too rigidly.

“Are we having another child?” I asked, with some worry.

“No honey, my period starts in a day or two. It’s fine,” she explained, and while her answer provided me some relief, there was a touch of disappointment too.

“You got a little wild,” I said after some silence, then realizing the potential impact, I added, “I liked it.”

Lauren didn’t reply, at least not in words. A minute passed then I felt her hand moving to my groin where she pulled on my dick a few times then began tickling me with her fingernails beneath my balls. It wasn’t unheard of for my wife to do something like this, but it was rare, and it had never occurred after she had experienced a big orgasm. In fact, the few times it had taken place were when I had cum too soon and left her hanging. Despite my own powerful climax, she quickly had me hard again and she climbed on top again while pulling my dick into her. She sat up straight, as she ground her hips, which presented her lovely breasts for me to fondle, and as we looked into each other’s eyes, I could tell something was on her mind. I felt I knew what it was, but broaching the subject would take delicacy.

“What are you thinking?” I asked, hoping she would be open.

“How much I love you,” she replied, and while it was a sweet answer, it told me she wasn’t ready to share.

“You had a nice orgasm,” I said, still probing.

“Thomas is a good lover,” she responded with a little smirk, and her words both surprised and delighted me.

“I bet he’s waiting in 1125. Probably still up playing with himself and thinking about you. It’s just a few steps away. Why don’t you go to him,” I replied, having no idea why it came out of my mouth, but once I started it just kept flowing.

Lauren stopped moving and looked at me with a strange expression. It was a look of surprise, maybe some shock, but also something else that I realized was lust.

“Stop it,” she said after an awkward pause, and playfully hit my arm.

I knew she was trying to lighten the mood, but we both knew that for a tiny moment she had considered my words.

I dropped it and made love to her in an expressive and intimate way. That night she had given me a peek at her own desires, but I remembered that one of her biggest fears about my fantasies was that they would take over our relationship. Even though I wanted to probe further, I decided that the rest of the night would be about husband and wife with no games. It turned out to be the right decision.

“Lauren! Come here. What did you do?” I called out to my wife on New Year’s Eve.

We were getting ready to go out to a small party, and when she came out of the bathroom naked, headed for the dresser, I could see that all the hair was missing from her pussy. With a smile, she moved until she was standing in front of me, and with a quick inspection I could see that her well-groomed bush was gone and her skin was glistening from the lotion she had used after shaving. It looked absolutely amazing.

“What brought this on?” I asked, while sporting a huge grin and a rapidly growing dick.

“Oh, just thought I’d try something different. Besides, Thomas wanted me too,” she replied, then turned back quickly to the dresser.

“That’s right he did. But you’ll be with Chris tonight,” I said, while I moved behind her and rubbed my hand across her smooth mound letting my finger dip into her wet slit.

“I think he’ll like it too,” she replied, leaning back against me and moaning from my touch.

Since the night at the Christmas party, Lauren had been much more open to playing, and for the past few weeks had indulged me several times. Plus, on one other occasion, when the talk was about Thomas, she reached her climax first. It was in fact talk about the night of the party at the hotel where I probed for at least the tenth time about what they had chatted about. Lauren, as she had on my previous attempts, was frustratingly vague, although she maintained with a smile that her black coworker did ask her about her pussy and gave her his room number, which of course kept me guessing. I never questioned her about her climax as I didn’t want to make her self-conscious, but I truly felt she had been fantasizing about Thomas.

It took me a while, but with persistence, I was able to convince Lauren to take off her panties and go commando under her knee length flannel skirt. With it, she wore a thin sweater top that showed her breasts off nicely, and it was all I could do to keep my hands off of her during the short drive.

We were one of four couples at the New Year’s Eve party being hosted by Claire and Jacob, who were a couple we had met through Chris and Stacey. Rounding out the group were Warren and Roxanne, a couple who we had never met before. Lauren was easily the best looking of the wives with only Claire being in her league. In fact, in many ways, Claire was a blonde equivalent of my wife although she lacked Lauren’s style and easy going charm. The house was full of booze, and for the next several hours we drank and mingled. Of course, I paid particular attention any time Lauren and Chris were in close proximity, and twice my wife caught me staring, giving me a roll of her eyes in response.

“Come with me,” I whispered to her, after she had finished a long conversation with Chris.

“Where are we going?” she asked, letting me guide her with my hand.


I directed her to a bathroom that was down a long hall, and closed the door behind us as we entered. Quickly, I turned her so that her butt was against the vanity and kissed her hard.

“You drive me crazy,” I declared, when we broke.

“What do you want?” she giggled, with an alcohol assisted grin.

“You,” I answered, and kissed her again while my right hand went to her breasts.

This kiss lasted even longer, and when it ended I immediately dropped to my knees and lifted her skirt while pulling her right leg over my shoulder. My tongue found her juicy opening, and began a rapid tongue lashing that soon had her softly moaning.

“God Lauren, I’ve wanted to do this forever,” I said, hoping she would realize I was pretending to be Chris.

“Oh, Chris…It feels so good. Please don’t stop,” she instantly replied, letting me know she was with me.

I continued to lap at her newly shaved pussy, enjoying the feeling, while occasionally using the tip of my tongue to tease her clit. I wanted to get her off and was happy to forego my own needs for the time being, but her hands began pulling on my shoulders and then she spoke.

“Chris, I need you inside me. Please baby,” she declared.

It was like an explosion went off in my brain, and I stood, spun her around and dropped my pants. With my dick in my hand, I found her opening and pushed inside while she moaned her acceptance. With her partly bent over the vanity, I started pounding her hard, forcing little squeals from her mouth, while we stared at each other in the mirror.

“Damn Lauren, I knew you would feel good,” I grunted, still pretending to be her friend’s husband.

“You feel good too…ohhh…ohhh…don’t stop,” she whined.

Her excitement and words proved to be too much, and I felt my balls tighten and the sensation in my groin begin to take hold.

“Baby, I’m going to cum in you,” I announced.

“No Greg, not tonight,” she responded, suddenly breaking the play to let me know it wasn’t a good time.

Five strokes later, with my breath coming in short gasps, I pulled out and covered my hole with my hand to receive the rapid blasts that soon had it covered in sticky semen. I was so completely spent that I struggled to keep from falling, and had to hold onto the towel rack for balance. Lauren had stayed in place and was watching me in the mirror with her smooth, dripping slit still on display.

“Shit,” I gasped, and reached for a Kleenex.

“We better get back,” Lauren said with a giggle, and reached for the Kleenex too.

“No,” I said, grabbing her hand.

“Greg, I’m a mess. I can’t go out like this,” she stated.

“Please?” I whined, and gave her my best puppy dog look while pulling her skirt down.

“Greg! I’m too wet,” she tried again.

“Please?” I asked again, and pulled her close for a kiss.

When we opened the door, Claire was just approaching from down the hall and gave us a knowing smile.

“It’s not midnight yet,” she laughed, as we passed.

“It must be somewhere,” I responded, but kept moving.

We returned to the group and it was amazing to be among our friends knowing that Lauren was freshly fucked and dripping wet beneath her conservative skirt. I could tell that she was nervous by the look in her eyes and the stiff way she held her body which made it even better, and once, when she thought I wasn’t watching, she tried to sneak to the bathroom, but I intercepted her and told her she couldn’t go until after midnight.

When the time came, I gave quick kisses to Claire and Roxanne, but held Stacey in a long embrace hoping her husband would reciprocate with Lauren. I wasn’t disappointed as Chris kissed her deeply and it lingered to the point that the others started laughing. Of course, they had no way of knowing that he was being manipulated for our purposes.

“This skirt’s going to be ruined,” Lauren said, as we walked to the car forty minutes later. She had her arm through mine, and it was clear she was quite tipsy.

“Then take it off,” I suggested, surmising she was referring to the effect her wet pussy would have on the material.

“Don’t be an ass,” she replied.

“I’m serious. Drive home without it,” I whispered, when we had reached the car.

“God, you’re turning me into a tramp,” she replied, letting me take her in my arms.

“Mmmm…but you’re a beautiful tramp,” I countered.

She looked into my eyes and her expression slowly turned into a smile. With one hand, she undid the clasp and lowered the zipper then with an amazingly coordinated move, she opened the door, dropped the skirt and planted her naked ass on the leather seat. I quickly moved to the driver’s side, and as soon as I climbed in and the light went off, she leaned over the console and pulled my mouth to hers.

“Hurry,” she said in a husky voice, while her lips went to my neck.

Once the car was safely in the garage, we practically ran to the bedroom and in seconds we were naked and pulling each other close with the cool sheets energizing us.

“God, Lauren I get to have you twice in one day,” I started, pretending to be Chris again.

“No, Greg. I want my husband now,” she replied.

It was a fair statement given all that had occurred, and I concentrated on making tender love to my lovely wife to celebrate the start of another year. With a series of deep moans, and her arms and legs tightly wrapped around me, I felt her body shiver signaling her climax. It wasn’t a particularly dramatic release, but her sighs told me she was satisfied, and with my mind visualizing Chris between her legs I quickly reached my own peak and at the last second pulled out and fired my seed over her body. After that, I fell onto her and kissed her deeply letting the semen spread between our bodies.

“Your kiss with Chris turned me on,” I told her, when I finally slipped to her side.

“I could tell,” she answered, with a soft giggle.

“Did anything else happen?” I asked, wondering if I had missed something.

“Not with Chris,” she replied, after a short pause.

“What do you mean?” I asked, and after several seconds with no reply I leaned over her on my elbow and said, “Tell me what happened.”

“Warren asked for my number,” she replied.

Warren was the husband of Roxanne, the couple we had not met prior to the party. He was a heavyset guy, but more thick than fat, and probably around six feet tall with red hair and a ruddy complexion. He wasn’t the best-looking guy in the world, although he did have a good natured, boisterous way about him that attracted people. However, I wouldn’t have taken him for a “player” and was surprised he came on to Lauren

“There’s more to the story than that,” I responded.

It took a bit more goading but Lauren finally explained that after the New Year’s kiss they had run into each other in the hall to the bathroom and he asked for another kiss. Amazingly, my wife had agreed and it turned into a long one with him taking her ass in his hand. Afterwards was when he asked for her number which she admitted she had given, although she was quick to blame the drinking.

“He was drunk too. He’ll forget about it,” she attempted to rationalize.

“No, he won’t,” I answered.

Her admission had made my dick hard again, and my hands were now exploring my wife’s body from her breasts to her thighs.

“You’re making me horny,” Lauren admitted, after several more minutes of my play.

“Do you want him?” I asked.

My question would have been unheard of a few months ago, but the game playing had become so intense she accepted it without anger.

“Do you want me to?” she replied, seconds later.

“Yes,” I blurted out, loudly.

“Greg! That’s four men now,” she exclaimed.

“I know. Which one are you going to have first?” I asked, feeling that since she was in a good, talkative mood, I would press.

“Mmmm…how do you know I haven’t already had one?” she answered, while reaching behind her and finding my dick.

“Shit, Lauren. Who was it? It was Thomas, right?” I fired back.

I knew she was toying with me, but the excitement of the play had always been based on the slim chance it was true. I tried to push her onto her back so I could mount her, but instead she rolled me onto my back and her lips went to my dick. She started by licking around the shaft then dropped her warm mouth onto it.

“You like that?” she asked, pulling away for a moment in response to my groans.

“Was it Thomas?” I asked again, having not lost my train of thought.

For the next several minutes, she made love to my dick swirling her tongue around the shaft as her head moved up and down with her lips forming a tight seal. She had me squirming which seemed to excite and encourage her efforts.

“Do you want it to be Thomas?” she asked, stopping to ask the question then starting again.

“Yes, I could see how much he wanted you. How many times have you done it?” I replied.

Her fingernails had begun tickling my scrotum and I was close to losing all control.

“More than once,” she said, breaking for a moment again.

The combination of her sucking and the visualization of Thomas between her open legs rapidly pounding her wet, fertile pussy proved too much and with a pitiful cry I released what was left in my balls and fell back completely spent. My last conscious memory was Lauren kissing me lightly on the cheek.

The six texts Lauren received the next day made it clear that Warren had not forgotten her number. However, now sober, she felt embarrassed and ashamed that this married man, whose wife was a friend of her friends, had her number and was trying to communicate.

“Shit. I knew all this would turn out badly,” she sighed, seemingly trying to lump our play in with it.

“Lauren, it’s not the same…” I tried to say in defense, but was interrupted.

“It is the same because I’m doing things that aren’t me,” she replied.

“Look, just ignore him,” I suggested.

“I am and I’m going to block him too,” she said, reaching for her phone.

That little episode set things back significantly as Lauren refused to participate in my fantasies. It made me realize how fragile her psyche was around the aspect of our play and particularly, the importance of ensuring nothing would occur that could impact her reputation. Unfortunately, just a few weeks later, Lauren company started a restructuring that put her on edge and essentially took away her libido. Of course, in this state, I didn’t dare raise the subject and several months quickly ticked by. While we continued to make love, it lacked adventure and seemed almost perfunctory.

Spring was upon us when Lauren’s job situation started to become settled, and in fact it looked like she was going to end up with a bigger role, more responsibility and more money. Thankfully, her mood had dramatically improved over the past few weeks, and as something of a celebration, we had taken the kids to their grandparents so we could have the weekend alone. Returning home from dinner, Lauren disappeared into the back of the house, and I was sitting on the couch watching TV when she suddenly reappeared, wearing a robe and jumped on me straddling my waist.

“What happened to my naughty boy?” she asked, while kissing my neck.

Even though I knew she was feeling upbeat, after the long break her actions caught me off guard.

“Well…I don’t know…are you feeling better now?” I asked, stumbling for how to respond.

“I’m fine sweetie. And all this time you’ve been quiet and patient because you were worried about me. You are so sweet,” she whispered, then ran her tongue over my ear.

My hands went to her robe and I was thrilled to find her naked body beneath the terry cloth material. It only took a little effort to pull it off her shoulders, and as soon as she was naked, her hands began to work the buttons of my shirt.

“Mmmm…it’s nice to have my horny wife back,” I teased.

“Miss me?” she giggled in response.

“Hell yes,” I replied, while moving so she could pull the shirt away.

“Take your pants off,” she demanded, moving to one side.

I quickly followed her direction standing briefly to shed them before returning to my spot with my aching dick now standing at full attention. As soon as I was seated, Lauren straddled me again, and I used my hands to pull her tightly against me, reveling in the feelings of her bare skin against mine. Amazingly, through her period of distress over the past several months, she had continued to shave her pussy and it felt wonderfully warm and wet pressed against me. She only stayed in that position for a few seconds before I lifted her, and with just a bit of fumbling found her opening and let her descend on my shaft as we groaned loudly together.

“Damn you feel good,” I moaned.

“You do too Thomas,” she replied with a throaty sigh.

I couldn’t help but smile and as our eyes met the look on her face let me know she was being purposefully playful with me. Sensing that for the first time in months I didn’t have to watch every word, I decided to be provocative.

“About time you got back on this dick,” I said.

“I missed it,” she answered instantly, with a playful smile.

Thrilled by her demeanor, I grabbed her hips and began pulling her forcibly against me forcing my dick to climb high within her body. With her hands gripping my shoulders and a sexy look evident through her half-shut eyes, I was rewarded with soft mews of pleasure coming from her mouth. We stayed that way as the minutes ticked by, enjoying the feeling of each other’s body while we shared soft kisses and soulful sighs.

“I’m going to knock you up baby,” I whispered to her, slipping back into my Thomas mode when I felt my balls begin to boil.

“Do it,” she responded, and started pushing her hips more strongly against me.

Her acceptance drove me to an even higher state and I knew I was just seconds away from releasing a huge load. Of course, Lauren knows me extremely well and she timed her movement perfectly, as just as the first blast was about to be released, she lifted off my dick and a geyser of my semen leapt a foot in the air then fell back onto my balls.

“No…” I whimpered in disappointment, as the first shot was quickly followed by several more, leaving me coated in my own cum.

“Wow!” she exclaimed when my spasms finally stopped.

I had barely the strength left to look at her, but when I did I could see she was looking down at me with a smile. Suddenly, she dropped to her knees and her mouth went to my groin where she spent the next minute cleaning the goo from my balls and dick. It was naughty and out of character for her, but at the same time, it was so arousing that I got fully hard again, and as soon as she finished, I pushed her onto her knees on the couch and took her aggressively from behind.

“You like that,” I asked rhetorically, when squeals of pleasure started coming from her mouth.

“Yes, honey…yes…I want to cum…make me cum,” she pleaded, speaking in a needy way that was far from the norm.

“You going to fuck them?” I asked, using the situation selfishly to push on her.

“Who?” she shot back instantly.

“All of them,” I declared, now hammering her so hard that a wet, slapping sound filled the room.

“Greg…uhhh…uhhh…oh…uhhh…uhhh…do you want me too?” she forced out between her groans of pleasure.

“Yes,” I declared.

“Uhhh…uhhh…okay…okay…I’ll…I’ll do it for you,” she responded, and the tone in her voice and the tautness in her body signaled that she was getting very close.

In retrospect, I think her agreement must have made me go a little crazy because suddenly I was acting possessed and speaking to her nastily, “Yeah baby, you’re going to fuck them all. Every week you’ll be getting more cock than any girl in the city.”

“Uhhh…uhhh…ummm…ohhh…uhhh…OHHH…OHHH…OHHH…,” she cried out as her climax arrived, before her sounds devolved into squeals then whimpers while I felt the wall of her vagina grip then release my shaft.

If I would have had any fluid left in my balls I would have launched it into her, but I was already so drained that I was able to witness the full measure of her release. I could tell it was strong and complete, and when I let go of her hips she fell forward onto the couch. Rather than disturb her, I took a nearby comforter and put it over her still heaving body so she could enjoy the aftermath.

“Who’s going to be first?” I asked later, when we had retired to bed.

“No one. That was just sex talk,” she answered dismissively, although I felt her butt wiggle against me.

“Uh uh…no way,” I replied.

“You’re crazy,” she answered, and soon we were asleep.

I kept on her, continually reminding her about her acceptance, with no success. Playfully, I began sending her texts during the day asking if she had contacted any of the guys and where things stood. Most she ignored, but every now and then she would respond with an equally playful answer. This went on for weeks and while entertaining it wasn’t advancing things, although when my senses were with me, I knew I should remain satisfied with just the fantasy.

Then, seemingly out of the blue, the fateful day arrived that changed my life forever. It was a Thursday and a slow day at work, so I had been pestering my wife with text messages about her commitment to take on the four men in my fantasy. Even though by noon I had sent about a half dozen message, she had not responded, so when I heard my phone beep in the early afternoon, signaling an incoming text, I picked it up quickly. Hoping I would get a playful reply, I was smiling as I navigated to the screen and saw her reply.

“Thomas wants me to get a drink with him after work. Can you watch the kids?”

Instantly, I typed out a reply acknowledging that I could and sent it back thinking she was toying with me and expecting a follow-on message telling me I was crazy. However, the minutes ticked by with nothing coming in, but I resolved that I would not give her the satisfaction of reaching out for more info. At four, I left to go to the kids still not having heard anything, and it wasn’t until almost ten, with the children fast asleep, that I heard the garage door opening.

“Hi sweetie. Did you have fun,” I asked nonchalantly from the couch when she entered.

“Yes, it was nice,” she said, giving me a smile.

“How is Thomas?” I followed, still trying to show indifference.

“Honey, I went to the movies with Stacey,” she replied, while shaking her head.

Instantly, she burst my balloon, but I did my best to hide my disappointment while she headed towards the bedroom. I had hoped that at a minimum she would meet him for a drink, flirt and come back with some stories to tell. Instead, it all turned out to be nothing, and I was faced with the reality that she would likely never go any further.

I started to go to talk to her, but when I got close I could hear the shower running, so after returning to the kitchen, and needing to kill time until she was finished, I started cleaning the dishes from dinner which reminded me that tomorrow was trash pick-up day. I pulled the bag from the indoor container then walked to the garage and put it in the street bin. Then, remembering I had some trash in my car, I collected it then glanced into Lauren’s car to see if she had any. On the passenger side floor board, I could see a bag that looked empty, so I opened her car and picked it up and was about to toss it into the bin when I felt something inside. Looking, my feet immediately froze in place and my body began to tingle.

It was a pharmacy box with a long medical name for the drug, but just beneath were the words “Emergency Contraception”. A receipt was also in the bag informing me the purchase had occurred forty-five minutes ago, but the most shocking thing was that the box was empty. Instantly, I knew it could only mean that Thomas had fucked Lauren and put his seed in her womb. Now, faced with the reality of the situation I had encouraged, I found my mind in complete turmoil making the circle of emotions turn from anger to despair to excitement and back again.


I was laying on the bed when Lauren stepped from the bathroom with only a towel around her lovely body. She made for the dresser but came to a full stop when she spotted the medicine box I had placed prominently on top. After taking a deep breath, she turned towards me with a frightened look, and without speaking I patted the spot next to me on the bed. Slowly she inched towards the bed and sat with her eyes locked onto mine, now with a look that appeared to seek forgiveness. I had managed to collect myself while she was in the shower, and knowing that it would be a fragile situation I had determined I needed to be tender and calm.

“Were you with Thomas tonight?” I asked.

“Yes,” she whispered softly, while nodding her head.

“Did he cum in you?” I followed.

This time she didn’t speak but merely nodded her head, and for the next few minutes I gently interrogated her learning that she had gone to his house where he had fucked her twice. Each time, he brought her to climax, and in fact it was during her first orgasm, when she had lost control, that he inseminated her.

“What now?” she croaked.

“Now we’re going to make love,” I replied and started pulling on her towel.

Immediately, I could tell that my show of desire instead of rejection was having a positive impact as the distressed look on her face was replaced with one of relief. Quickly, I had her on her back then I stood and stripped and joined her where my hands wandered her body while I kissed her softly.

“Do you still love me?” she asked softly.

“Of course, sweetie,” I responded.

My hand was now caressing her pussy and I could tell she needed some time to get ready after the shower, so I kissed her breasts, neck and lips while I lightly teased her opening.

“I’m sorry I was bad,” she said, after a long kiss.

“Lauren, I’m glad you were bad. I just wished you trusted me enough to tell,” I replied.

“I was going to…I just…just needed some time,” she answered.

“It’s okay,” I told her.

Soon, she became slick, and I lifted over her, got into place and with her help found her opening and pushed inside.

“Mmmm…uhhhh…” she gasped, as I penetrated.

In my mind, I thought she would feel different, but there was no change in what I had known and loved all these years. I had to force myself to go slow, as my excitement was so high that every time I thought about Lauren and Thomas together, I would get a sudden urge to move faster. Fortunately, we locked into a rhythm, and in doing so it seemed to free me to interrogate her further.

“Did he fuck you good?” I asked in an aggressive manner, and when she didn’t reply I added, “Tell me baby. Did you like it?”

“I’m sorry,” she responded, either thinking I was mad or seeking her own salvation.

“Don’t be sorry Lauren. It’s okay. Just tell me if you enjoyed it,” I followed, but this time in a softer manner.

“Yes,” she whispered.

It was a tiny voice, but it unlocked my fantasy and allowed it to hit me with full force. My beautiful, loving and heretofore chaste wife had given herself to another man, a lover that had pleased her and planted his seed deep inside her body. I knew I should be appalled and tormented, it was certainly the expected reaction, but instead I had never been more sexually excited.

“Damn Lauren, that’s so hot,” I declared, now trying desperately to hold back my release.

Unfortunately, the combination of the vision in my brain and her soft, warm pussy couldn’t be denied and with a deep grunt, followed by several gasps I shot my load into her.

Lauren seemed happy that it was over, and I pulled her close to me and kissed her tenderly for a while before we got up. I could tell she was struggling with what had occurred, so for the rest of the evening I stayed away from the subject, but made sure she received lots of attention.

“I…I can’t believe I did that…I…I just can’t,” my wife stammered to me the next morning as we lay in bed.

Clearly, she was upset and remorseful, and didn’t want to hear my words of comfort. That set the tone for the next few weeks as she struggled to process her action and was fearful of having to deal with Thomas at work. Now, I felt guilty and low as my desires had caused pain to the person I held most dear. It was a stressful time, and when the kids began to pick up on the fact that something was wrong, we purposefully changed our behavior in front of them.

“Greg, I have an appointment with Dr. Sturm for this afternoon. I just want you to know,” Lauren announced one morning, about a month after her encounter.

“Honey…” I started to speak, but she gave me a look that told me she didn’t want to discuss it.

Of course, it stayed in my head all day, and when I got home that evening I hoped that she would be in a mood to discuss. However, she was busy with dinner and kid things until they were put to bed, then quickly disappeared into the bathroom. It was only later when we were in bed that I got a chance to ask her about the session.

“Did you see Dr. Sturm?” I asked, intentionally making the question open ended.

“Yes,” she answered without elaboration.

“Well…uh…can you tell me about it?” I asked, with a hint of irritation.

After a moment, she turned onto her back and put a pillow beneath her so she was sitting up. Then, after looking at me for a moment, she spoke.

“I told her all about what happened,” she said.

“I see,” I replied.

“Everything. Your pushing, Thomas’ pushing, my thoughts and responses and your reaction when you learned about it,” she explained.

“Okay, well I guess that probably was necessary. How did the talk go,” I responded, trying to be supportive, but with a building sense of concern.

“Yes, it was,” she stated with a stern demeanor.

I actually thought about just letting the conversation die, as it seemed I was going to be the bad guy, but I couldn’t hold back and asked, “What did y’all discuss? What was her advice? Her counsel?”

Now, it was her turn to be quiet and she looked at me for several seconds before answering, “She wanted to know why I did it and what was now making me upset.”

“And? What did you tell her?” I followed.

“I told her I felt like I had been worn down by your fantasies and Thomas’ pestering, but that I did have some curiosity too,” she said, and looked at me for a reaction.

“I see. What else?” I asked, wanting her to talk even though it was like pulling teeth.

“She asked if I enjoyed it,” she started then paused and looked at me before finishing, “I told her if I was honest I had to admit I did. And she wanted to know what I enjoyed, so I told her it was the physical aspects as well as the curiosity since I had only been with you.”

The end of her statement felt like a shot, but I let it go and said, “I understand.”

However, she had now picked up steam and barely acknowledged my comment before continuing, “Then she wanted to know what made me upset…why I had come to her. I told her that it just wasn’t me. It was too far from my values even if I did have my husband’s permission.”

“I see,” I said in a low voice, knowing that my fantasy had likely been totally shot down, but finally added, “What did she say?”

“She said that I was an intelligent woman and that I knew myself. She said in my case, since there were no hidden things in our relationship, that the choice was simple. Either take a different view on my values or don’t do it again,” she explained.

“Well…I guess that pretty straightforward and…uhhh…practical advice,” I replied.

It was a disappointing message, but certainly not unexpected and the bottom line was that the happiness of my wife was much more important than some strange fantasy.

“You’re okay with that?” she asked, staring straight into my eyes.

“I’m fine with it sweetie. Nothing is worth you being unhappy,” I told her, and was pleased when a small smile came to her face.

So, just when I thought a major breakthrough had occurred, my hopes were instead completely ended and in the process Lauren had been made upset. In addition, the fantasy play between us was over too. Clearly, I had pushed too hard, and in retrospect I should have just let it remain as a game between us.

Of course, life with my lovely wife and kids is fantastic on its own, so I concentrated on being a good husband and father. It took several months, but slowly Lauren got past the event and seemed to get back to normal. She had even been able to work out something with Thomas, so that they could continue to work together and move beyond their sexual encounter. So, it was a surprise when during a love making session late one night, my wife, seemingly out of the blue, started to tease me.

“I saw Zach today,” she whispered into my ear, as I rolled my hips slowly savoring the feeling of our connection.

“What wrong with your car?” I asked, slow on the uptake.

“Nothing, he fixed it quickly,” she answered in a soft, purring voice.

Suddenly, it dawned on me where she might be heading, but the territory was so dangerous I was reluctant to respond. Instead, I focused on the motion I was providing, and put my lips to her neck and began to gently lick and suck on the sensitive flesh while my mind raced.

“Did…did you do anything?” I finally croaked out.

“Mmmmm…he kissed me and put his hand in my blouse,” she answered, while the tip of her tongue tickled my earlobe.

“That’s…that’s all?” I forced out, as it felt like my dick grew an inch.

“He wanted more, but I said no. Should I have let him?” she teased, as my thrusting became more urgent.

I didn’t answer. Instead, I took her hands in mine and pushed them over her head and for the next few minutes pounded her with deep movements until her body stiffened and after a series of high pitched whines she suddenly pressed her mouth against my arm to muffle the sounds of her climax. Seeing her let go, I soon followed and blasted into the condom to the point that I wondered about its capacity.

“Where did that come from?” I finally asked as we recovered.

“Remember Dr. Sturm said if I give a little I can get a lot. I just can’t give too much,” she answered, fighting back a giggle.

“And, what do you want?” I followed.

“You’re taking me to that new restaurant Saturday,” she announced.

It was a very nice but expensive place we had been debating about going to for over a month, but to me that wasn’t the point. What my wife had just communicated to me was that we were truly back to normal, and from that point, I would occasionally get the naughty Lauren to tease and play with me during sex.

My wife’s company Christmas party was scheduled for a Friday, and since it was required she attend, we again arranged for the kids to go to the grandparents, although this year we passed on staying in the hotel. Instead, we would taxi both ways, but awaken in the comfort of our own home where we could sleep in late if we wanted.

We spent the evening mingling with her normal coworkers, including Thomas, who did not seem the least bit self-conscious about his brief affair with my wife. In fact, he danced with her several times, which only brought a quick glance from Lauren when he made his first request. I had wondered if Thomas had talked about the sex and created some company gossip, so I was pleased to see that no one showed any mannerisms to indicate they were aware of anything. It was when we were standing alone waiting for my wife to return from the restroom that the black man broached the subject.

“How is she doing…you know?” he asked in a seemingly sincere way.

I looked at him for a moment debating whether it was appropriate to respond, and wondering how much about my involvement he knew, before finally saying, “Well, it’s taken some time, but I think she’s okay.”

“Good man…good. Beautiful lady,” he responded, just as she returned.

The party continued with lots of socializing and drinking, but an hour or so later, just as things were starting to wind down, I found myself alone with the black man once again. Our previous, brief conversation had stayed with me, and whether it was the large amount of alcohol I had consumed, knowing I wouldn’t be driving, or just my own perverted mind, a thought hit me.

“Thomas, do you want to come over for a drink?” I suddenly asked.

“Uhhh…are you sure? I don’t want to deal with those tears again,” he replied.

“No, I’m not sure. We’ll be playing it by ear,” I explained.

We talked about it in a general non-specific way, but he still was worried, so we left it that if he didn’t show up within forty-five minutes of us leaving, then he wasn’t coming. I figured it would take us twenty minutes in the taxi, so I would have to keep her amused, and out of the bedroom for about a half-hour. Now that the conspiracy was in place, I began thinking about all the bad things that could happen, but I was buoyed by her return to our role playing, so decided to risk it.

The surprisingly clean taxi dropped us off in our driveway exactly twenty-five minutes after we left. Lauren was nicely buzzed, but completely in control so I suggested we open a bottle of wine and watch TV for a while. We were just moving towards the sofa when we heard a distinct knock on the door.

“Who’s that?” my wife said in surprise, but quickly turning to avoid eye contact, I just shrugged and moved down the hall.

As soon as the door swung open, I saw the black man standing there with a hopeful, but worried look. I stepped back and he passed me as he stepped inside.

“Thomas…what are…” my wife started, then stopped mid-sentence.

Several tense and awkward seconds went by before I summoned the courage to speak, “I suggested he drop by for a drink. Come on, let me pour you some wine.”

“Greg, what’s going on?” she asked, while shaking her head.

It was a moment of truth and I had to decide whether to admit it was silly idea or go all-in and see if I could somehow move things forward.

“Just having a drink, honey,” I replied while once more avoiding eye contact.

Thomas followed me into the kitchen and I started to pour the wine, but Lauren disappeared and I wondered if she had retreated to the bedroom, disgusted by my actions. However, just as we were entering the living room, she returned and joined me on the sofa while our guest sat in our large leather chair. While Thomas and I had collapsed completely into the furniture, Lauren sat on the edge, very lady-like, still dressed in the black cocktail dress she had worn to the party. The dress came to mid-thigh and allowed us a nice view of her slender legs, while the top of the dress, held up by spaghettis straps, provided a teasing look at the top of her breasts that we could see were gently rising and falling as she breathed.

“Well isn’t this cozy,” she said sarcastically to break the silence.

“I didn’t get the chance to tell you earlier how amazing you looked tonight,” Thomas said, ignoring her jab, and despite her annoyance we saw her blush slightly.

“Yes, she did. I especially like how that dress shows off her rear,” I added, which was quite true as it clung to her body, leaving little to the imagination.

“Greg, what are we doing here?” she challenged me again.

“Just having a drink, honey,” I answered, feigning confusion.

“So, should I just get naked and wait in the bedroom?” she said, once more in a sarcastic tone.

“No honey. We wouldn’t get to talk to you,” I answered, but realized I had been too cocky when she started to stand.

“I’m going to bed. Good night Thomas,” she said, and waved for him to stay seated.

“You are a damn lucky man,” the black man said, as soon as she had left.

“I know,” I answered with a smile.

“Man, I enjoyed the hell out of our time together,” he stated, suddenly crossing into talking about their fling.

“Yeah, maybe she liked it too much,” I replied, letting the words come from my mouth without thinking, then realizing they very well might be true.

“Oh, you know it. When she left, I thought she would be back for more the next day,” he quickly responded, then paused before adding, “She has willpower.”

After that, we changed subjects and chatted about sports for a few minutes until I heard Lauren’s heels on the hardwood floor and saw that she was headed towards the kitchen. She disappeared from my view for several seconds then reappeared carrying a bottle of water in her hand as she moved back towards the bedroom. Thomas had his back to her so he couldn’t see what had taken place, and I was confused why she was still in her party attire.

“She grabbed some water,” I said to him, to which he just shrugged.

We resumed our conversation pausing only to refill our glasses, but less than ten minutes later I heard the sound of my wife’s heels once more, and like before she disappeared into the kitchen, but this time left with nothing I could see.

“She’s trolling,” I whispered to Thomas.

“Trolling?” he asked, confused.

“She wants attention,” I clarified.

“You think so?” he asked, suddenly looking interested.

I nodded my head slowly and thought about everything that had occurred, weighing the plusses and minuses before looking at him and saying, “Go to her.”

“Okay, man. I hope you’re right,” he said with some concern, as he rose from the chair.

Now it was his heels I heard on the floor disappearing the same way my wife had while I sat nervously bracing for an eruption. However, after it had become quiet for several minutes, I knew my instincts had likely been correct. I waited several more minutes, then slowly and quietly made my way towards the bedroom until I was standing in the shadows peering in through the partially opened door.

My wife was still in her dress and heels but Thomas was standing very close to her with his arm around her waist while she looked up at him with her hands on his shoulders. They were talking in low voices and it took all my concentration to catch their words.

“I can’t Thomas. I’ll feel so guilty,” Lauren protested.

“Baby, I don’t want you feeling bad, I want you to feel good like I made you last time,” he replied in a seductive voice, and I saw his hand slip down to her ass.

Even though Lauren was turning him down, she didn’t appear to be upset by the attention and I wondered what they had talked about before I arrived, and how Thomas had gotten her in his arms. For another minute, the black man tried to seduce her in a soft voice, but she declined each advance. Then, things began to change.

“Just let me kiss you once,” he pleaded, and when she didn’t respond he bent down and with little effort found her lips.

The kiss began lightly, but as it continued it became more passionate and soon Thomas had one hand in the middle of her back pulling her tight while the other fondled her ass. Once they broke, just for a moment, but the black man quickly reconnected before she could decline and again they started a deep, passionate kiss. When it finally ended, rather than separate, he moved his mouth to her neck and started working her soft, sensual spots.

“Oh, my God…Thomas,” she whined.

He held her tightly as her body responded to his touch and then, over her mews, I heard the sound of her zipper being moved. His experience was evident as he kept the assault going with his lips while he unzipped the dress then pushed the straps off her shoulders. Soon, it fell to her waist and she was standing before him in her sheer black bra with her erect nipples on display.

“I…I need Greg,” she moaned, finally breaking free.

“I’m here,” I said stepping through the doorway.

“Greg…” she started, but I interrupted.

“I’m just going to sit here,” I informed her, which brought a strange look to her face and a smile to our guest’s.

Thomas’ head descended back to her neck, but our eyes stayed locked for several seconds before she succumbed to the feeling of his lips. Over the next few minutes, I watched him finish her undressing until she was standing before us in only her black heels. With that, I watched my wife, with shaking hands, help him with his clothes until he was down to his boxers. Thomas was definitely in good shape for his age; quite fit with muscled arms and thick thighs. Starting their kissing again, he moved her backwards and onto the bed, positioning her near the center, then moved his mouth to her nipples.


My wife sighed in pleasure as he sucked and licked on them making wet sounds along the way. Occasionally, he would rise and kiss her again, and his efforts soon had her at a high state of arousal. But, just when I thought he would plunge into her and take her, he lowered his head between her thighs and started slurping on her soaked slit.

“Uhhhh…ohhh Thomas…oh God…mmmm…mmmm…” she cried out over and over, as he excited her nub.

Then, I saw her looking my way and our eyes locked. Her hand raised to beckon me to her and I made the few steps to her side.

“Yes, baby,” I whispered.

“Kiss me,” she demanded, and I did what she asked, but when we broke she asked, “Is this what you want?”

“Yes, baby. I want you to completely let go,” I told her, then lowering her hand, I moved back to the chair as her eyes followed me.

Thomas never slowed his licking while I was with my wife, but once I was seated he stopped and moved off the bed where he pushed the boxers over his muscled ass. His cock came into view, extending almost perpendicular to his body, and I could see that he was a bit longer than me, but not greatly so, although he had a nice girth. It was fattest in the middle, like a black anaconda that had recently devoured prey, while the tip tapered to almost a point. One prominent vein started near the base and twisted to the side until it disappeared close to the head, and a set of heavy balls hung down prominently. This had been the instrument of my wife’s taking, bringing her to multiple orgasms, and instinctively I knew it would happen again.

Her black coworker crawled between her spread legs as she watched then took her beneath her knees and pulled her towards him until his cock was at her entrance. There, he let go of one leg, took his cock in his hand and started to rub the head over and through her wet slit while occasionally using it to slap her pussy. It had the effect of making Lauren moan and writhe in a way I had never seen, and a wave of jealousy shot through me as I realized he would experience her in a way I never had.

After almost a minute, Thomas stopped the manipulation of her pussy and I watched as he brought the tapered tip to her opening and with a slow push downward made it disappear inside while my wife began to whimper. Once he had it started, he took hold beneath her knees again and slowly pulled her onto his cock. Inch after inch was fed into her until there was nothing more, and Lauren’s eyes began a rapid look between their connection and her lover’s face.

“Baby, you ready to get fucked good?” he asked in a demanding voice.

“Yes,” she quickly responded, while nodding her head in a way that showed she was prepared to give herself to him completely.

He flexed his arms, pulling and releasing on her legs, which resulted in a slight movement of his cock in and out of her, but even this small movement had a profound impact on my wife who was now gasping and moaning. However, Thomas didn’t appear to be in any hurry as he seemed content to enjoy toying with and teasing her body, and when he started talking to her I knew his goal was to totally conquer her.

“You going to cum all over me like last time? That what you want?” he prodded, and when at first she didn’t answer he pushed more, “Come on baby, talk to me…that what you want?”

“Yes…” came her reply, clearly discernible and with a needy, urgent edge.

“Play with your nipples,” he demanded, and her fingers reached for them without hesitation.

For the next few minutes, Thomas fucked her with short strokes with his hands beneath her knees as she pinched her small nubs and moaned and sighed in obvious excitement and pleasure. From my position, I could see the black man’s heavy ball sack swinging slightly with each movement, and I realized that soon he would be filling her with his hungry seed, intent on finding her egg.

“You ready now?” he asked, but before she could answer he dropped forward, driving his cock into her deeply and forcing a loud groan from her mouth.

His ass started a rapid movement as he pistoned into her while the rest of his body stayed amazingly still. I could tell my wife was enjoying every thrust as a litany of sighs, moans and grunts escaped from her mouth, while at the same time, her long legs, which had been spread wide, slowly closed until they were locked around her lover’s waist. Suddenly, Lauren gave out several high-pitched squeals, and I could see her fingernails dig into his shoulders. I immediately wondered if she had climaxed, but it was just as quickly over.

“Yeah, baby. Give it up. Keep cumming like last time,” Thomas said into her ear, loud enough for me to hear.

At that moment, I realized that she was reacting to him in ways much different than with me, and he was experiencing her in ways I never would. My jealousy, which I thought I had well under control, instantly peaked and it took all my will power to stay seated.

“Ohhh…God…ohhh Thomas…ohhh…” Lauren let out in a long, low groan, and I actually rose from my chair before settling back down.

My wife had been taken to a plateau of arousal and pleasure far different than our husband-wife coupling. It wasn’t lovemaking. Rather, it was just hard, raw sex, but there was no denying she was enjoying all of it. Her squeals announced another mini-orgasm had arrived and just a minute after that it happened again, but this time she didn’t seem to calm. Instead, the furtive movement of her hands and legs indicated that something more was coming and it looked like it would be big.

“Oh yes…yes…please…oh please…GOD DON’T STOP…” she screamed, and when her words ended a wailing moan filled the room.

“Yeah baby…milk it…squeeze my cock…” her lover encouraged, then added, “Yeah…fuck yeah…”

It must have proved to be too much for the black man because he started grunting in time to his rapid thrusts and then with a final push he let go.

“Oh fuck…fuck yeah…damn this is good pussy…fuck yeah…” he exclaimed while making several deep pushes into my wife.

From my position, even in the dim light, I could see the spot behind his balls spasm like a fist clenching and releasing over and over as ropes of semen jetted through his cock and into my wife. Then, with one last push, he collapsed onto her body. Still not completely through, their connected pelvis’ undulated in slow movements while each gasped from the lingering feelings.

It wasn’t long before I could see that Thomas was kissing her ears and neck and that soon progressed to her lips. They shared several long, deep kisses letting out sighs of pleasure before Lauren pushed on his shoulders and turned him onto his back, finally breaking their connection. At first, I thought she was indicating it was all over, but as soon as he was settled she moved and quickly took his cock into her mouth.

“I love how you do that,” the black man announced, informing me that it wasn’t the first time he had received the attention.

When Lauren shifted and took a position on her knees, her pussy was suddenly just a few feet before me, and I was stunned to see a frothy substance that I knew was from their combined juices covering her entire mound. In all my fantasies, I never imagined such a sight, and I knew it was a sign of how completely she had just been taken. It didn’t take long for my wife’s mouth to get Thomas hard again, but I now wanted him gone because I had an intense desire to have her myself, so when we made eye contact, I gave the black man a quick nod of my head to let him know it was time to go. Fortunately, he accepted my message and after just a bit more attention from Lauren, he started to move.

“I think it’s time for me to go,” he said softly with a gentle touch of his hand on her shoulder.

Lauren, sensing the meaning, turned quickly to me and I think she suddenly remembered I was in the room. Without speaking, she stood and came towards me and I met her and took her into a deep embrace. I could smell the sweat and sex on her body, but I ignored it, then kissed her cheek before letting her leave for the bathroom.

“Thanks man,” Thomas said when we were at the door and just as he started to leave he turned back and asked, “So, what’s this mean?”

“I don’t know…we’ll see,” I answered.

My wife was in the shower when I got back, so stripping quickly, I joined her and pulled her tightly against me as the warm water cascaded over us.

“You are incredible,” I whispered.

“How can you not be jealous?” she asked looking at me with needy, pleading eyes.

“Because I know you’re mine and you looked so incredible,” I answered, leaving out the fact that some of it did in fact make me very jealous.

“We need to go to the pharmacy,” she stated.

“Is it a bad time?” I tried to clarify.

“It’s the worst time,” she acknowledged.

“Okay, we’ll go after I take you to bed,” I replied.

That’s exactly what we did and minutes later I was between her legs buried completely inside. The water from the shower had cleansed the external signs of their mating, but inside I knew from the wetness that I was bathing my dick in Thomas’ cum. I went slowly, focusing on Lauren’s emotional needs through kisses and caresses, but I was still too excited to last long and soon my semen was added to the mix. An hour later, we were snuggled together in bed after a quick run to the 24-hour pharmacy for the pill.

“You know I was all past it and you just opened it all up again,” my wife declared the next morning over coffee.

We had slept late, then had a light breakfast, and as soon as it was over she decided she wanted to talk. Thus, for the past thirty minutes we had essentially gone in circles on the same issues; her saying it wasn’t what she was about and I was an ass for inviting Thomas over.

“Okay, I got in honey. I got carried away and went too far,” I acknowledged.

“How am I supposed to deal with Thomas?” she added.

“Look, I don’t think he is going to be a problem. It’s clear he respects you,” I started, continuing to feel defensive. However, just as the words left my mouth, I decided I wanted to get some things on the table so I asked, “Honey, can I ask some questions?”

“What?” she asked, suddenly looking nervous.

“Did you like the sex?” I asked.

“Why are you…” she started to respond, but I stopped her.

“Please, just let me ask and you answer,” I pushed knowing I was on shaky ground.

Her eyes got big for a moment as it was rare for me to be so direct with her, but after a short silence she replied, “Yes.”

“How many times did you orgasm?” I followed quickly.

Again, there was a moment where I could tell she was bristling, but after a moment she said, “Enough.”

“Okay, and you know you have my permission? Actually, you have more…you have my encouragement.” I said.

“I know but…” she started, then became quiet.

“But what?” I prodded.

“I…I…I just can’t,” she replied, and it looked like she might cry, so I stopped.

It wasn’t the time to push, but I knew we would come back to the subject. I couldn’t shake the sight of my wife in full sexual abandon and suspected it was in her head too, although surrounded with many more defenses.




Igniting the Tinder of Lust Ch. 02

The holidays went by uneventfully as we spent them in the country with our parents, and between family and the close quarters, there was no time for further discussion. Fortunately, Thomas had acted appropriately and wasn’t pushing her or being indiscreet which allowed the memories to remain mostly positive. Like before, I wondered if we would return to our occasional role playing, although I wasn’t sure that now having witnessed the real thing if it would suffice.

“I flirted with Zach today,” my wife announced from the blue one Monday evening in late January.

I had been sitting on the couch watching TV, and Lauren had joined me after putting the kids to bed. Although I knew she was taking her car in for the inspection sticker, I was surprised by her admission, but somehow managed to remain expressionless.

“Tell me about it,” I said in a flat, even voice.

“I…when I was waiting we started talking and I just kind of flirted,” she replied, offering little detail.

She had changed from her work clothes and was now in her robe, and if she had followed her norm, underneath she would be dressed in a cropped t-shirt and thong for bed. I stared at her and after several seconds her face broke out in an impish smile.

“Are you serious or are you playing with me?” I asked.

“I’m serious! Isn’t it what I’m supposed to do? How I’m supposed to act in Greg’s strange, bizarro world?” she answered, now giggling a little.

“Well, then give me some details,” I demanded.

“I told you. I flirted,” she replied, and by her manner and words I suddenly realized that she was giving me a message.

“Do you have a meeting set up?” I asked, jumping past her flirtation trolling.

“What? Uhh…” she started, but got tongue tied and now it was me that was laughing.

I took her arm and pulled her towards me, turning as I fell back so we ended up lying next to each other with her pressed against the back of the couch. Now, somewhat trapped, I took her head in my hands and kissed her, working through her initial reluctance until she was passionately kissing back.

“Tell me what happened,” I said again, as I held her tightly.

“No. You’re being mean,” she said in a made up pouty voice.

“Tell me sweetie,” I whispered in a low voice, while my tongue found her earlobe.

First, she gave out a soft purr from my touch, then took a deep breath and started, “We were alone in the office after he looked at my car and, well we started chatting about things…you know just kind of talking. And…well, he kept giving me this look and staring at me like you know, he was interested.”

“Honey, every man is interested in you,” I whispered.

“That’s not true,” she replied, but when I started kissing her neck she continued, “I asked about his girlfriend and he said he didn’t have one. Then, he asked about me and you and I guess I kind of gave off some signals.”

“Why?” I broke from kissing her long enough to ask.

“He asked me if I wanted to meet for a drink,” she answered, and now she had my full attention.

“When are you meeting him?” I asked, thinking I was being clever.

“Can you watch the kids Thursday?” she replied with no hesitation, which left me stunned.

“Of course, sweetie,” I replied, although I wasn’t entirely sure she wasn’t toying me and playing for a reaction.

Over the next couple days, the subject of her meeting with Zach came up repeatedly and I became convinced that she was in fact telling the truth. Not surprising, the subject of birth control was raised as well, as neither of us thought it was a good practice to make emergency runs to the drugstore for the morning after pill. So, Lauren agreed she would see her OB/GYN about a diaphragm, but since she wasn’t able to get an immediate appointment, she had to fall back on a sponge.

Thursday came, and as I sat at our house having dinner with the kids, I wondered where my wife was at that exact moment. Was she at some bar having a drink and talking to the mechanic or had they foregone the formalities and gone straight to bed. I thought it was unlikely she would jump to sex so quickly, but you never know…

When ten o’clock rolled around and Lauren hadn’t come home, I began to imagine scenarios about what was going on, but when eleven arrived I began to get nervous. Twenty minutes later, I texted her a simple message of a question mark, and mentally kicked myself for not getting more info on where she was going. No reply came, and over the next hour I tried three more times, but got nothing back. Of course, by now I was getting quite worried, but with kids to watch and not wanting to involve the police, I really had no alternative but to sit and wait. Finally, at exactly 2:13 AM, while I was watching TV to try and stay awake, a text arrived.

“coming home,” was all it said.

I tried to call, but there was no answer, so I was ecstatic when just a few minutes later I heard the garage door opening.

“Are you okay?” I asked as I stepped towards her car when she opened the door.

“I’m fine,” she replied, and I noted nothing out of the ordinary in her appearance except a tired look.

I took her by the hand and led her to the bedroom where we separated so she could go into the bathroom. A few minutes later, she came out wearing her sleep attire, and I quickly stripped to my boxers and joined her in bed.

“Lauren, what happened?” I asked.

“Nothing, honey…nothing,” she replied, showing some irritation.

“Well, come on tell me what you did all night,” I pushed, as my hands wrapped around her body and pulled her to me.

“We met at Clough’s and had several drinks then went to his place which was a complete dump. His roommate was there with another guy and a girl, and they were smoking pot,” she started.

“Ohhh…okay, what happened?” I pushed.

“Zach started smoking and I stupidly took some and passed out,” she explained.

Her description reminded me of numerous people I knew from my college days, and I had to stifle a laugh as I thought about the young guy that had an available and willing beautiful woman at the ready and couldn’t make it happen. It was such a simple and straightforward story that instinctively I knew it had to be true.

“So, you just woke up?” I asked.

“I woke up with my blouse unbuttoned and his friends watching while he tried to get my bra off,” she explained.

I thought about the silliness of Zach’s approach and how completely disrespectful it was towards my wife. She was all his if he had been able to show the minimum level of style and decorum, but I guess it had proved too much. Now, I just wanted to make Lauren feel special after her long and wasted evening.

“Good, I’m glad,” I whispered into her ear.

“Why sweetie?” she asked in a sleepy voice.

“Because now I get to have you all for me,” I replied, and hugged her tighter.

My words seemed to resonate with her because she turned and soon we were locked in an embrace. That one led to a kiss and my hands began to fondle her tight bottom while hers went to the side of my face and tenderly caressed it.

“I’m sorry Lauren. No one should ever treat you like that,” I told her.

Just a few minutes later, we were connected and I moved into her in a slow, gentle rocking motion. However, that was secondary as the real connection was the kissing and tender, loving words we said to each other. Both of us knew that it wasn’t about an orgasm; that our connection was more important.

“I live for these moments,” she whispered.

“Why, honey,” I whispered back while kissing her neck.

“I know with absolute certainty that you love me,” she replied.

“I’m a failure if you don’t know that every single day,” I responded, and after hearing her let out a sigh, I continued, “No more play Lauren.”

“Why?” she asked, in a soft, sensual voice.

“You’re too special to ever get treated this way,” I answered, and instantly I felt her arms squeeze me.

We kissed and cuddled for another ten or fifteen minutes before we finally drifted off. Unfortunately, all too soon the alarm clock shattered our sleep and we were forced to meet the day with much too little rest.

In retrospect, I think it was seeing the box of contraceptive sponges on the shelf in the medicine closet the following week that reignited my thoughts. Staring at them, I was faced with the reality that they were meant only for the purpose of dealing with another man’s deposit of seed in my wife’s vagina. It should have been a disgusting thought, but in fact I found it exciting, almost exhilarating. However, at the same time, I didn’t want my wife to be treated rudely again.

I supported Lauren’s decision to cancel her appointment with her OB/GYN that she had set up to get a diaphragm. We talked about that method as an alternative to our use of condoms, but couldn’t really see an advantage, and besides, the required use of contraceptive cream would likely take away from any oral play.

The following weekend, Lauren drove the kids out to their grandparents with the intent of dropping them off and returning to spend a quiet evening alone with me. Unfortunately, she had been delayed and left late, and when she arrived she decided she was too tired to return. Thus, I was by myself for the night and after several tumblers of whiskey I started thinking. It wasn’t long before I was recalling the strange sequence of events that had occurred over the past several years. In fact, it was almost exactly two years since I first contacted Dr. Sturm about my disturbing thoughts and desires. Then, there was the admission to Lauren and her mostly supportive and playful acceptance that somehow culminated in the sex she had with her coworker. That had come with lots of angst and self-doubt, but just when it seemed she might be getting into the concept, Zach’s behavior destroyed the momentum. I knew I truly loved my wife and never wanted to see her upset, that was a given, and I challenged myself as to whether my desires could occur without damage.

As I contemplated the thought, still sipping on the liquor, I knew that if I was honest the answer was no. Yet, it wasn’t just the impact to Lauren that needed to be considered, as I too had felt the emotional sting. Witnessing my wife’s sex with Thomas, I had learned the reality could be far different than the fantasy. I had never considered that she might react different with another man. In all my thoughts, it had always been the wife I knew, reacting as she always had, just with a different body involved. Seeing her responses and hearing her sounds provided a powerful lesson about human sexuality, and I now realized that each man she was with would experience her in a different way. For hours, my mind churned around concepts of selfishness, possessiveness and betrayal, but each time I reached the point of declaring an end to everything, I returned to the anticipation and excitement I had felt, and much like a junkie, I knew I was hopelessly hooked.

“Let’s get drunk,” I said to Lauren as she stood next to me in the kitchen.

She had returned from our hometown about thirty minutes before, and we were nibbling on some left overs for lunch. In our early years of marriage, when there were no kids and very little money, we would occasionally spend the day getting hammered, which always led to a wild time in bed. We hadn’t done it intentionally in years, but the look on her face let me know she was in.

“What are we drinking?” she asked seconds later.

“Mojitos!” I declared without much thought, then added, “I’ll run to the liquor store and get what we need.”

Thirty minutes later I was back, and twenty minutes after that I was handing her the first drink. She moved to the patio, and a few minutes later I joined her carrying my own cocktail. Through several rounds of drinks, we idly chatted about kids, work, parents and friends, but it was clear with each sip we were headed towards our goal. In fact, we killed most of the bottle of rum before we quit, ending up absolutely smashed. Near the end, I became very emotional, almost maudlin, as I professed my love for Lauren and apologized repeatedly for getting her into the sordid sex. She held me and stroked my hair, telling me it was alright, but when we started kissing, things escalated rapidly and it wasn’t long before we were both naked in bed.

Sunlight was still streaming in through the windows when I woke next to my sleeping wife with just the bedsheet over us. The comforter had evidently been kicked to the floor, and I could see our clothes scattered about as well. A minute or so later, I realized I still had a used condom on my dick which was crusty with dried juices, and slowly I started to remember the lusty and aggressive sex we had shared. I pulled the latex sheath from my shaft and threw it onto the floor, then snuggled against Lauren’s backside. I felt surprisingly good, although I was still very much aware of the drinking, and I let my hand drape over her body and cup her breast.

“Mmmm…hold me…” she purred softly.

I pulled her tighter and her ass felt so good against my dick that I started to slowly move my hips. It wasn’t long before she joined me in the fondling and within ten minutes we were completely awake.

“Do you want to make love again?” I asked.

“Mmmm…you know what I want?” she declared.

“What?” I quickly responded in anticipation.

“Another drink,” she announced, while breaking out in a giggle.

“Are you serious?” I asked, quite surprised since she had never been a big drinker.

“Yes! I don’t know why, but I want one,” she laughed again.

So, we moved back to the kitchen, still completely naked, and she stood close and rubbed her body against mine as I made another round. From there, we moved to the couch and with Lauren on one end and me on the other we sat facing each other with our legs intertwined. It was a simple arrangement, but in reality, a husband and wife rarely find themselves able to look at each other this way. I found myself admiring my wife’s beauty and it wasn’t long before my dick started to stiffen.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked with a smile.

“How beautiful you are,” I answered.

“That’s all? No games?” she probed, while keeping her smile.

“No, sweetie. I told you I’m sorry,” I replied.

“Oh Greg, don’t beat yourself up so much. You’re one and one,” she giggled.

Instinctively, I thought I knew what she meant, but I still tried to clarify, “One and one?”

“Yes…one good one with Thomas and one bad one,” she replied, confirming my suspicion.

I was surprised, shocked really, that she had raised the subject and treated it in such a lighthearted and in fact positive way. It forced a surge of arousal through my body and my dick stiffened such that it moved from a position over my thigh until it was pointing straight towards my chest.

“Oh my,” my wife laughed, then added, “It is on your mind.”

I felt myself blush in embarrassment and I was completely at a loss for words. Plus, I now wondered what was going though Lauren’s head. I knew she was tipsy, but she still seemed well in control. Was it just playing and teasing or did she have some deeper desires of her own?

“I can’t help it,” I finally croaked.

“Why baby?” she asked, still showing her little smile, and now using her toes to tease my balls.

“Because, you looked so damn hot,” I replied, with intentional boldness.

There was a silence that lasted several seconds while we stared at each other and then Lauren spoke, “You want more, don’t you?”

“I don’t want you upset. I hate that,” I answered.

“That’s not telling me what you want,” she came back, and as she spoke she rolled onto her knees and moved towards me until she had her hand on my aching dick. Then, with a smile she licked my head and said, “Tell me what you want.”

Before I could answer, she engulfed my rigid dick with her warm mouth forcing a loud groan from me and making my ass lift from the couch. At first, I thought she had meant the question to be rhetorical, but her eyes maintained an expectant stare.

“I…I…I want you to keep doing it,” I gasped.

“Doing what, honey?” she pushed.

“Having sex…with them,” I admitted.

“Are you sure?” she asked, while taking a long lick on my dick from the base to the head.

“Yesss…” I groaned, and for some reason it felt like it was the answer she wanted.

Lauren gave me a few more long licks then rose quickly, straddled my waist and lowered onto me. With a deep sexy moan, she fell forward until she was hard against my chest with her head next to mine. I could hear soft sighs of pleasure coming from her that somehow made me even harder.

“I can’t be with Chris. I can’t do that to Stacy,” she announced, and I realized what she was agreeing to.

Come on Lauren, he was the first one,” I replied in a somewhat whiny voice.

“No, honey. Besides, he’s small,” she answered.

“How do you know that?” I quickly asked.

“Stacy told me,” she responded without pause.

“Damn Lauren. What did you tell her about me?” I probed, suddenly feeling vulnerable.

“I told her you were a stud,” she replied, while hiding a little smirk.

“Baby, that just leaves two,” I said after a bit of thought.

“Uh uh…Warren’s too close to our group. He might tell,” she followed.

Now, I sensed where it was all leading, as I suspected even with my alcohol influenced brain, that what she really wanted was Thomas as her lover. I knew that he had taken her to a purely sexual level that she had never experienced, but I didn’t like the roundabout game she was playing to get what she wanted. It would have been much easier to accept if she had just come out and admitted it.

“No, honey. If it’s just Thomas, it’s not the same. Let’s forget it,” I replied, picking my words with some thought to see if I was correct.

“Okay,” came her soft answer that I could tell was tinged with disappointment.

She had practically stopped moving, so I put my hands on her ass and used them to get a rhythm going. We made love in silence as the minutes ticked by, broken only by an occasional sigh or moan.

“Damn, you feel good,” I whispered.

“Maybe Zach,” she offered a minute or so later, as if she were negotiating.

“No, I don’t like his attitude. Better, to forget it,” I answered, feeling bolder.

I now felt strongly I knew where her head was, and I had to admit that it was a bit troubling to see her so focused on the black man. However, at the same time, it gave me the courage to press forward and I decided I was going to take an all or nothing approach.

“Okay,” she whispered in reply.

I continued to guide her movements, although I could tell her mind was elsewhere. I strongly suspected she was still thinking about Thomas and how to get what she wanted. Thus, I wasn’t surprised when she returned to the subject.

“Honey, Thomas and Zach is giving a lot,” she said softly.

At first, I didn’t verbally respond, but instead took her stiff nipple between my lips and sucked on it. It made her move faster on my dick as I went back and forth between her breasts, and after several minutes I finally spoke.

“Lauren, my fantasy was all four and if we can’t do that it’s just not the same…not worth it,” I said.

“Honey, she’s my closest friend!” she declared.

“I know, I realize that, so like I said, let’s forget it,” I answered.

After that, the subject didn’t come up again, although I sensed her mind was elsewhere for a while before she came back to me and we finished our lovemaking in the bedroom. Later, after another round of lovemaking, we set off to pick up the kids, and have a short visit with our parents. I expected that we would have more discussion during the drive, but surprisingly she remained silent. In fact, neither Lauren or I brought the subject up again for five or six weeks, and just when I thought she had decided the involvement of those in our circle was too much, without warning she dropped a small bomb on me.


“I got a text from Warren today,” she announced.

“I thought you blocked him long ago?” I asked, genuinely confused.

“I unblocked him,” she replied.

“Well, he doesn’t know you unblocked him. You had to reach out first,” I challenged her.

“Yes,” she responded, letting me know she was going to be coy.

“What did you say? I mean how did you start?” I followed.

“Just said hi,” she replied, showing me a small grin.

“So, you said hi and he sees it as something positive and messages you back?” I tried to clarify.

“Pretty much. Oh, and he wants to meet for a drink,” she stated.

“And?” I asked,

“We’re meeting Thursday. I mean, if you can take care of the kids,” she informed me.

That conversation occurred on Tuesday, two days before the planned rendezvous, and surprisingly we really didn’t talk about it much more. However, at eight o’clock Thursday evening, when Lauren still had not come home, I began to wonder if they had found some place for something more than a drink to happen. With my curiosity and anxiety peaking, I was just about to call her when I heard the garage door opening.

“Well?” I asked when she joined me after checking on the kids who were finishing watching a movie.

“It was just a drink,” she said, and by her look I knew she was being honest.

“That was a long drink,” I replied.

“Honey, I got held up. We didn’t meet till almost seven,” she advised.

“Okay…and?” I pushed.

“He was very nervous. We just had a drink and talked,” she responded.

Okay, well I guess he wasn’t liquored up like the Christmas party,” I said, rationalizing the difference in his demeanor.

“Probably,” she agreed and snuggled closer to me.

A piece of me wondered if she was just making it all up to see if she could get my agreement to see Thomas, but as we sat their cuddling I heard her phone give off the telltale sound of incoming message. While I watched, Lauren picked up the device and looked at the screen.

“He wants to know if I can meet him Saturday,” she explained.

“Let me see,” I said, reaching out for her phone.

She gave it to me without hesitation and I could see that in fact she had received a text from a phone number designated as Warren asking, as she had said, to get together. Without really thinking about it, I exited that message and quickly her screen went to a listing of past messages and I saw that within the past few hours she had communicated with both Thomas and Zach as well.

“Damn, Lauren…busy afternoon,” I said, still staring at the screen, but only seeing the message headers.

“Isn’t it what you want?” she asked, looking at me with an odd, almost challenging, look.

“Can I see them?” I asked, and received her nod of ascent.

First, I went to Thomas’ and saw that there was a brief exchange where he pressed her on when they could get together. It was clearly about sex, and I was a bit surprised that my wife deflected his advance and told him she wasn’t sure. After that, I looked at Zach’s and saw that he was much more brazen in his communication. There were several texts where he described what he wanted to do to her body, and rather than ask, he suggested times for them to meet. However, like Thomas’ she had deftly put him off.

“Looks like everyone but Chris,” I announced, intentionally trying to provoke a response.

“He uses email,” she replied with an impish smile.

“Show me,” I demanded, and she took the phone and after manipulating it for several seconds, handed it back.

I scrolled through a string of emails dating back over a month that, while very proper on the surface, left no doubt that her friend’s husband wanted Lauren badly.

“How long has this been going on?” I asked with some surprise.

“A while,” she acknowledged.

“How long, Lauren,” I pushed.

“Since the Christmas party when we kissed,” she admitted.

“Just like Warren? Have you seen him?” I followed, with some concern as it would mean she had done so in secret.

“Yes, like Warren, and no I haven’t met him. I really don’t want to either,” she stated.

“And yet you trade emails for many months,” I challenged her, which brought a strange look to her face.

“It isn’t smart, I admit,” she responded.

“Then why?” I asked.

“I don’t know…maybe because I know you want me to,” she replied.

I wasn’t the least bit surprised that these four men wanted to be with Lauren. Hell, there were probably thousands that would step into their place given the chance. Yet, faced with it being so close and so real felt very strange. Surprisingly strange, given it was the essence of my bizarre fantasy. It almost made me think that my wife was a lamb and the hungry wolves were circling waiting to pounce.

“Who first?” I asked.

“Maybe Thom…” she started, but I cut her off quickly.

“No, honey. You’ve already been with him,” I fired back.

There was a look of disappointment on her face, and for a moment it seemed like she was going to speak, but instead she took a deep breath and asked, “Who then?”

“That’s up to you,” I answered, for some reason enjoying her dilemma.

At first, she didn’t reply, although from the look in her eyes I sensed she was considering the alternatives. However, after about a minute she said, “I won’t do anything with Chris. I’m not going to do that to Stacy.”

“We’ve discusses this…” I started before she cut me off.

“No, you made a demand. We didn’t discuss it, and my decision is final. So, you need to decide,” she replied, with a firmness in her tone that left no doubt she was very serious.

I sat quietly, staring at her as the seconds ticked by, but she held her gaze showing no sign of bending.

“Okay…well, if that’s the case…I mean I understand, but Warren, right?” I stumbled in reply, finally giving in.

“Yes, Warren I guess,” she conceded, and amazingly after that, our conversation moved to other subjects.

However, after that things started moved forward faster than I expected.

“Honey, it’s a nice day. Let’s take the kids to the zoo,” I suggested to Lauren the following Saturday morning after breakfast.

“I have plans this afternoon, but go ahead,” she replied, and by the look she gave me I knew she had a rendezvous arranged.

“When will you be back?” I asked in a too needy voice, suspecting that she was meeting Warren.

“I’m not sure,” she replied, smiling at my curious expression.

I did in fact take the kids to the zoo, leaving just after lunch with my wife still in our home. We took our time, then went for ice cream before returning to the house around five. Lauren’s car was still in the garage, so I wondered if she had been picked up or arranged transportation, and since I had expected she would be back when we returned, I had to scramble to make dinner for the kids. I had just finished putting them to bed when I heard our front door opening. I met her in the hall and saw that she was dressed in slacks and a simple but stylish blouse. The look on her face gave no message or indication of what had occurred, although I could tell she had been drinking.

“What happened…where did you go…who…” I started speaking, with my mind moving too rapidly to complete a thought.

“Let me go to the bathroom,” she begged when I tried to hold her.

I let her move past me, then like a puppy dog, I followed several paces behind. She went directly to the toilet and I could hear her peeing, then she emerged and gave me a wry smile.

“Your guys don’t want me,” she stated.

“What do you mean?” I asked, truly confused.

“I need some water,” she announced, and once I again found myself following her as this time she moved to the kitchen.

“What happened?” I asked once she had grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge.

“I met Warren, but all he wanted to do was drink and talk about his wife,” she replied with a small laugh, then after a moment added, “I feel like an idiot.”

I took her hand and led her to the sofa and for the next ten minutes she described the evening. They had met at an out-of-the-way bar and Warren had been very nervous. The boldness that he had shown in his texts were replaced by a subdued demeanor and Lauren could tell quickly that he was too nervous to make a move. So, she had dutifully listened to him for hours as he consumed a great deal of alcohol, and although the evening had been a bust, I sensed that she wasn’t upset about it.

“That’s strange,” I stated during a lull, feeling I needed to say something.

“Is it? I might be wrong, but as he was talking I thought it was exactly how you would act,” she answered.

Struck with the words, I thought she might be on to something. I had assumed that any man, especially one that had flirted with her, would be ready and eager to get her in bed. Now, as she described the evening, it made me realize that there was a big leap between flirting and action, especially if the man was married. I also realized how awkward it must have been for her to try and act on my prodding and then deal with Warren’s reluctance.

“Yeah…maybe…I’m sorry sweetie,” I replied, unsure as to what to say.

“Yes…,” she said, and after several seconds added, “Very embarrassing.”

“Okay, I understand,” I said.

I reached for her and was happy that she let me pull her next to me in an embrace. For a moment, I wondered if she had purposefully sabotaged the meeting in her effort to position Thomas as her full-time lover. However, she seemed to be truly sincere and I relied on our years together to give me comfort that I knew her mannerisms.

Minutes later, we went to bed, and although we were snuggled together, neither of us seemed interested in making love. I sensed she still wanted to talk so I wasn’t surprised when, a few minutes later, she spoke.

“I knew it wouldn’t end well with Chris or Warren. It’s just too close to us,” she stated with her back to me.

“Lauren, I got it. I understand. Maybe you were nervous and giving off bad vibes, but it doesn’t matter. You tried and it didn’t go anywhere. Time to move on,” I replied.

“I didn’t give off bad vibes,” she responded.

“Okay. It doesn’t matter. It’s the same outcome,” I clarified.

“So, no more Warren?” she asked.

“No more,” I confirmed.

“Your list is getting short,” she answered, with just a hint of humor in her voice.

“That’s fine,” I said, pulling her body to me.

“Thank you,” she replied, and I had to hold back a laugh as I thought about the oddness of the exchange.

Surprisingly, the evening with Warren didn’t really set things back, and in fact seemed to relieve Lauren of some stress. With mutual agreement, she started a process to disengage from both Warren and Chris, but continued to accept my fantasy talk about Zach and Thomas.

“Are you going to give Zach another chance?” I teased several weeks after the Warren encounter, when I felt the dust had settled.

“I’d rather it be Thomas…” she started.

“No…you’ve done that already,” I cut-in.

“So? It’s so much easier,” she said in a whiny voice.

It had been a long time since she had sex with her coworker and it would indeed be very easy to set up a meeting, but I had already compromised so much that I felt I needed to be firm.

“Zach first,” I replied, which brought an irritated look to her face.

“I talked to my mom and yours today. They want the kids for the weekend,” Lauren announced the following Wednesday.

“Do we have plans?” I asked, picking up on the look in her eyes.

“I do,” she replied, as a smile came to her face.

“Zach?” I asked, as a strange feeling passed through my body.

“Uh huh,” she answered.

“Okay, well…uh Lauren I think it’s time you see the doctor and get fitted for the diaphragm,” I stated, suddenly thinking practically.

“I saw her Monday. I pick it up tomorrow,” she replied.

“Good,” I told her, although I felt some annoyance that she had acted so decisively without telling me.

Through further discussion, I learned that her date was for Friday, and that the agenda was for them to go clubbing. Zach’s plan made the age and maturity difference between them quite apparent, and I was somewhat surprised that she had agreed, as she had never shown interest in the party scene.

Unfortunately, I left for the country before Lauren arrived home from work, so I didn’t get to see her prepare. Of course, all the way there and back my mind churned with erotic thoughts on how the evening might play out. However, foremost on my mind was the hope that the young mechanic would act better than he had last time.

I pulled into the garage at a little past nine, and immediately went to the bar and made myself a big drink. Turning on TV, I idly spun through the sports stations trying and failing to find something that would hold my attention. Two hours and four drinks later, I was still very much on edge. Because of the anxiety I felt during her last meeting with Zach, I had programmed her phone so that I could track her location. Maybe it was the fact that it was still relatively early or maybe it was because I hadn’t told Lauren about it, but for some reason I didn’t want to look. However, with each passing minute, my desire became stronger and my reluctance harder to understand.

I made it thirty more minutes before I picked up my phone and quickly found her location on the map. It didn’t take long to determine that she was at a nightclub called Plush which from the website looked to be a dance place for an early twenties crowd. I knew she looked younger than her age and could easily fit in physically, however she always seemed annoyed when dealing with immaturity and I suspected the place was consumed with it. Plus, our game was supposed to be about sex, not dating, so I had concerns that she would think it was too involved.

I forced myself to wait thirty minutes between checks and it was during the 1:30 AM update that I saw they had moved and were now in what looked to be a residential area. Once again, I used my computer to take a deeper look and saw that they were in what appeared to be a rundown neighborhood with small bungalow homes. Despite the voice in my head that told me not to, a few minutes later I was heading towards the address with the intention of driving by to see that everything was okay.

It took almost twenty minutes to arrive, and when I got close it wasn’t difficult to spot the house. It was a small one story home in some disrepair, and several lights were on which made it stand out from the rest of the houses that were dark. There were two cars in the driveway, one parked on the lawn and a pickup at the curb out front. Nothing seemed to be wrong, so I drove slowly past, but when I reached the end of the block, instead of heading home, I u-turned and drove by again.

“Well, fuck,” I said to myself when I reached the next stop sign.

Idling at the intersection I thought for a few seconds then pulled through and parked my car along the curb. Then, with a deep breath, I got out and walked purposefully towards the house. As I approached, I scanned the area and decided I would move to a dark spot between the houses. In seconds, I was there, and with no security light coming on and no dogs barking I felt a certain sense of safety. There was an old wooden fence around the backyard, but the gate was loose on the hinges and I was able to slip through without much effort. From there, I moved close to the patio where I could see through the uncovered patio glass door into the kitchen and breakfast area and further into the living room. In front of the TV were two guys, sitting on a sofa, engaged in a video game, and in the kitchen, were two men and a woman, but no sign of Lauren or Zach. One of the men was an average looking white guy with longish hair while the other was larger, likely Hispanic, with a broad chest, a very tight haircut and a cropped beard that ran along his jaw line and descended several inches down his neck. However, what caught my attention the most, was the young woman who was a very pretty, slender blonde with long hair and shapely legs. Like the men, she was dressed in clothes that indicated they had been at a club, which in her case consisted of a blue mini-dress that showed a lot of leg and a low top that highlighted her full breasts. They appeared to be talking back and forth casually while they sipped on drinks.

I was just about to try and slip to the other side of the house to check the bedroom windows when Lauren suddenly appeared with Zach close behind. My wife was dressed in a black skirt that almost reached her knees, a reddish silk blouse, and low heels. She looked quite good, but she certainly hadn’t dressed with the sexy intent of the blonde. They smiled and joined the conversation, and it was immediately evident that my wife was not under any duress. The blonde poured what looked like wine into a plastic cup and handed it to her, and for the next few minutes I looked on as they chatted. However, like the last time, it didn’t seem that Zach knew how to close the deal, and by his inactions, I began to wonder if he truly wanted to.

I watched for a few more minutes thinking it might be best to go home and wait for Lauren to arrive, but suddenly things began to change. The larger man had left the room, and when he returned he was carrying something that I soon realized was a small mirror. Quickly, he reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out a vial, and over the next few minutes I watched as he poured some of the contents out then used a credit card to form the white powder into thin lines. I wasn’t so naïve that I didn’t understand what was going on, but I was very surprised to see my wife merely stand by and take it all in. It was one thing to smoke some pot like she did last time, but this was something more altogether.

The blonde went first and it was clearly not her first time as she deftly took a rolled-up bill and quickly inhaled the substance. Then my wife was offered a turn and I was stunned when, without any obvious prodding, she snorted the drug. There were some laughs from the others as she reacted to the burning in her nostril, but it disappeared fast and soon everyone had imbibed. A few minutes past as they talked, then more of the drug was poured out and they went through the process a second time.

For several minutes after, I watched them continue to talk, and slowly I could see that Zach was getting horny. It started off as merely moving closer to my wife and progressed until he had his arm around her waist and was periodically nuzzling her neck. Then, with some final words to his friends, that drew laughter, he directed my wife back down the hallway. Moving deeper into the yard, away from the sliding glass door, I too moved in the direction they had gone. The first window I came to had ratty blinds that made it easy to see through, and enough light was filtering into the room that I could tell it was empty. So, I moved to the next window which was similarly covered and spotted Zach and my wife, still fully dressed, in an embrace next to an unmade queen-sized bed. The room looked like it must have been the master bedroom as it had a half-open door through which I could make out a small bathroom, and the light emitted from this room made it easy to discern all that was taking place, or was about to.

Zach was standing behind my wife and had his arm was looped around her waist pulling her against him. His head was buried into her neck, and his lips kissed and traced over her soft flesh while she reached back and stroked the side of his head with her hand. It wasn’t long before his hands went to her breasts, and after massaging them for a short time, he tugged on her blouse, pulling it out of her skirt, and together they began to work on the buttons. Quickly it was removed, and Lauren’s lovely breasts were showcased in a sheer, white bra. The young mechanic reached for the clasp, which he deftly released, then pulled the garment free. For a moment, as if it were a reactionary move, Lauren’s arms covered her mounds, but Zach pulled them away and used his hands to fondle and gently massage them. Once more, he moved to kiss her neck, but this time my wife turned and found his lips with hers and they began a passionate connection. I could tell by her actions that my wife was aroused and knew that Zach was going to have the chance to fully experience her.


Amazingly, it was Lauren that pulled down the zipper to her skirt then tugged it over her hips until it became free and fell at her feet. With that, she stepped out of it, kicking it away along with her heels which made her several inches shorter, so that she was now noticeably looking up at her soon to be lover. Zach turned her and pushed her back onto the bed, and while she looked up, he undressed until he was standing fully nude. His cock was very stiff, protruding away from his slender body, and looked average in length and thickness, which for some reason pleased me.

He looked down at Lauren for several seconds, while tugging on his erection, then leaned forward, took her by the legs and pulled her butt to the edge of the bed. There, he dropped to his knees and immediately buried his face between her thighs. Instantly, Lauren’s back stiffened and one hand went to the back of his head while the other grabbed a handful of the sheet. For the next several minutes, I watched as he moved his head over her covered sex while she wiggled in response until I saw his hand grasp the strings of her thong and peel it down her long, smooth legs. For a moment, I thought he would move up and take her, but instead he returned his mouth to her pussy, although this time he was in direct contact. Once more, her body began to writhe in response to the stimulation she was receiving and clearly enjoying. I knew from long experience that my wife’s pussy tasted wonderful, and clearly Zach agreed as he showed no eagerness to end his oral feast.

Then, from the edge of my vision, I saw movement at the partially opened door and I could see that the blonde and the larger of the two men from the kitchen were peering in while trying to stay undetected. Both looked fully dressed, and I could see nothing that indicated they were touching or fondling. Instead, they seemed content to witness my wife’s taking from a few feet away.

With my eyes moving back and forth between the two scenes, I didn’t notice at first when Zach’s tonguing stopped. When I caught up, he was guiding my wife to the center of the bed, following her on his knees, and when she arrived he immediately moved into position between her legs, and using his hand brought his cock to her opening. It was easy to deduce the moment of penetration as Lauren’s legs spread wider and pulled back while her hands moved to his arms which were holding him up over her body. After a short pause, he started moving with an easy motion that slowly increased in pace until he was fucking her with full, deliberate strokes. Zach maintained his position with extended arms, looking down into my wife’s face, but Lauren’s legs rose and wrapped around her new lover’s waist and one hand moved from his arm to the small of his back. I could just make out the look on my wife’s face that conveyed she was excited and clearly being pleasured.

The two voyeurs at the door had left for a bit but were now back watching closely as my wife received the third cock of her life, and it made me envious to think that unlike me, they were also experiencing the erotic sounds of the coupling. Suddenly, Zach’s body dropped to his forearms which shielded my view of Lauren’s face, but the rhythm of his ass never faltered. Just a minute later, I saw her legs come free with her knees moving towards her chest in a way that indicated to me that she was building towards a climax. Zach had maintained a steady assault that I knew was what my wife liked and needed to orgasm, so I suspected it wouldn’t be long before we witnessed her release.

In fact, things progressed rapidly with her hands moving to his ass while her legs spreading even wider, and despite not being able to get aural confirmation, I knew she was in the middle of an orgasm. Her excitement must have triggered the young mechanic because soon thereafter his movements lost focus and with several awkward thrusts he finished. He immediately collapsed onto her body, but continued to make random pushes while her hands stroked his back and neck. Lauren had been taken once more by a new lover and now her womb was filled with the seed of a young man that was likely very potent. I thought about the diaphragm inside her and how it must now be coated with Zach’s semen with all those millions of sperm cells so eager and close to the prize.

They stayed connected for several minutes and I was debating about leaving when I saw Zach start to rise. Wanting to see if I could tell Lauren’s frame of mind, I decided to stay a little longer. As soon as he was off the bed, he went to the bathroom and started to urinate without closing the door, and surprisingly, my wife stayed in place, fully exposed, showing no signs of shame and making no attempt to cover herself with the linen. When he finished in the bathroom, Zach put on his boxers and after saying a few words to my wife, left the room. Now, I was sure she would move to get dressed and leave, so I was once more taken aback when she remained in place. In fact, she seemed quite content, and I wondered if her orgasm had left her fully satiated.

It was several minutes before Zach returned and when he did he shucked his underwear and crawled in next to her. He pulled her so that she was lying partially across his chest and started to idly stroke her hair while they talked. Then, without any apparent warning, the blonde girl suddenly appeared in the room and walked up next to the bed. This caused my wife to search for the sheet, but Zach took her hand and stopped her movement. I could tell that Lauren was now embarrassed and self-conscious, and I thought it might make the other girl leave. Instead, she took a simple folding chair that had been off to one side and pulled it next to the couple. A conversation ensued, although most of the talking seemed to be between Zach and the blonde, and at the same time, I noticed that his cock had once more become stiff.

As they chatted, Zach took my wife’s hand and brought it to his shaft, and at first, she held it without moving, but after a bit I could see her pulling on it with small tugs. I was now completely perplexed by her actions. It was one thing to have convinced her over such a long period of time to play, but to be naked in front of this woman and to fondle her lover’s cock while being watched was beyond the realm of my fantasy. I knew instinctively that this was all her, something inside her was being aroused, and it wasn’t merely a fulfillment of my wishes.

Zach sat up further in bed which brought his cock within an inch of my wife’s mouth. I knew what he intended, and I’m sure Lauren did as well, still I held my breath when he pushed on her neck and was shocked when her lips went to his shaft without protest. Slowly, she worked him into her mouth until she had most of it while her hand left her side and fondled his hairy balls. I saw the blonde smiling at Zach and suspected something had been planned, making me wonder if I would soon see the young woman in bed too.

Zach positioned Lauren so she was between his legs and in doing so brought her to her knees. Now, her head was bobbing on his shaft, which she held firmly. She seemed to have forgotten about the girl, who was still on the chair, while I continued to wonder about their end game. Then, like before, I saw movement at the door and standing there was the large Hispanic guy. I saw him make eye contact with the blonde and then he quickly started to strip. It seemed that within seconds he was nude, and I could see he had a broad hairless chest, a beefy middle, and thick muscular thighs. But, the most pronounced aspect, the thing that got my full attention was what looked like an 8” fat cock that thrust out and upward from his body. It was easily the largest appendage I had seen outside of porn, and I now knew what they had in mind.

His bronze body sported multiple large tattoos on his arms, torso and thighs, and he stepped towards the bed and my unsuspecting wife with purpose while Zach and the blonde looked on. It was a moment of truth. All kinds of thoughts went through my head as I debated everything from banging on the window to running into the house, but each movement now seemed to mesmerize me, and rather than act, I found my feet planted firmly as if they were encased in concrete.

Lauren still hadn’t sensed the presence of the large man when the blonde suddenly stood and used her hands to pull my wife’s ass cheeks open. At her touch, Lauren tried to pull her head up, but Zach was prepared and held her firmly, then with amazing speed the large man was behind her on the bed with his large cock at the entrance to her pussy. As soon as he started to push inside, I saw Lauren’s body try desperately to move, but the combined strength of the three kept her in place. The leftover juices from her sex with Zach must have helped a lot because with just a few thrusts the man’s shaft was completely implanted. He started a very slow movement in and out, while he maintained a grip on her hips, and I watched as my wife’s hands slowly relaxed. Several times, she tried to remove her mouth from Zach’s cock, but each time he pulled her back while his friend slowly picked up the pace until he was taking her with full, deep penetrating strokes. The blonde fell back into her chair, and at first, I thought she was content just to watch, but it wasn’t long before she pulled her tight skirt higher and she pushed her hand between her thighs.

This scene continued for several minutes, but I could tell Lauren was losing focus on the dick in her mouth, and Zach finally let her release it and rest her head on his stomach. With her head turned my way, I could see her eyes were squeezed shut and her mouth was hanging halfway open, projecting a look of complete sexual abandon. I expected that the man would continue like this until they he was finished, but after Zach and the large man exchanged some words, their movements halted. For a moment, all was still, then Zach slid out of the way while my wife was flipped onto her back.

The large man reconnected without protest then took my wife’s legs in his hands and pushed them back until her knees were in her armpits. She was spread completely open, but rather than take her with a steady rhythm, he lifted until his cock was almost completely out, paused for a moment, then let the weight of his body drive his shaft fully and forcefully inside. His actions bore no resemblance to any form of lovemaking. Rather, my wife was being sport fucked and used as a device, a hole to receive his large weapon.

With each descent, her breasts would dance in a circular motion, and although her eyes were once more tightly shut, the look on her face and her now completely open mouth made me think that she must have been emitting some sounds. It was impossible for me to know whether these were cries of pain or arousal, and that made me practically shake with nervous energy.

Lauren and I had never had hard physical sex like this, so I was completely at a loss to guess her feelings and for a moment I thought about going inside to help her. But, when I noticed her hands, which had been holding a death grip on his biceps, move to his shoulders it gave me a small indication that she was not panicking. The blonde girl’s hands were now moving rapidly between her legs and she was bent forward in an awkward position as she watched, and even though Zach stood beside her, he showed no interest in engaging.

The large man was relentless and maintained a deliberate movement that fed my wife the full length of his fat shaft with each cycle. Sweat glistened on both their bodies as his assault continued and Lauren’s head began to slowly loll back and forth as if she was deep inside some special place. The first sign that their mating might be reaching its zenith was when I saw my wife’s mouth open even wider as if she was attempting to force something out. It passed, but soon she was doing it again, and I counted six more times before her fingers moved back to his biceps, gripping them tightly while her mouth opened obscenely wide.

I heard her cry, a scream really, through the window of the house as her body began to experience a monstrous orgasm. Held in place, she was limited in how she could react which made the spasms in her abdomen and the thrashing of her head much more apparent. I was dumbstruck by the intensity, as it was certainly something I had never seen from her or anyone else for that matter.

The Hispanic man continued the fucking showing no sign of flagging, and it was several minutes before the visual clues came that he wasn’t going to last much longer. All through this, my wife’s head rocked back and forth as if he was keeping her at an aroused level. Finally, his movements became more frenetic and he ended with several quick thrusts and then a deep one where he held himself completely inside her.

Once more, my thoughts went to the diaphragm. I knew it had likely been in her a long time and I wondered if she had been able to add more spermicide. Plus, with this man’s big dick, I was nervous his movements had dislodged it from its necessary position. For some reason, I visualized the device pushed aside and his thick offering gaining unfettered access into my wife’s cervix.

Everything quickly became still on the bed and even the blonde ceased her masturbation. Both her and Zach stared towards the connected couple on the bed, and near the door to the rooms, shadows moved in a way that made me guess that others had been drawn to the scene as well. Several minutes went by before the man started to remove himself from my wife, and as her body came into view I could see that her normally delicate opening was gaping and a white froth surrounded her pussy and coated her upper thighs. Almost immediately, Lauren curled into the fetal position, and for the next few minutes I watched her body occasionally spasm in post-coital electrical aftershocks, while the others slowly started to move about.

The large man was the first to leave. Showing surprising resiliency after the effort he expended, he dressed quickly and disappeared. I could see the blonde, with her dress now back in place, talking with Zach while he slowly gathered his clothes, and together they walked out leaving my wife alone and naked. Lauren lay there for what seemed like a long time before she started to stir, and finally, with slow deliberate movements, she rose and began to put on her things. Thinking it was now over, and wanting to be home and composed before she arrived, I gave her a last look and left.

All the way home I thought about the sordid scene. The sex with Zach was in keeping with my fantasy and expectations, but the wild, animalistic mating she had experienced with the other man certainly was not. Although I had watched, and viewed her as a willing participant, I began to have doubts and wondered if she had in reality been forced. Her orgasm had been huge - more powerful than I had ever seen, but I still began to get a gnawing feeling of dread in the pit of my stomach, and as I pulled into the driveway, I thought about the consequences.

I had expected Lauren to be close behind me, but it was in fact almost three hours later that I heard the key in the door, just as dawn approached. During that time, I was left to wonder what was taking place and whether she was having even more sex. I met her in the hallway and she looked amazingly fresh, although there was distinct tiredness in her eyes.

“Welcome home. Everything go okay?” I asked, giving no hint that I had any knowledge of events.

“Mmmm…hmmm…” she responded with a small smile, as I took her in my arms and gave her a quick kiss.

“I have some open wine. You want to have a quick glass and tell me about it?” I asked.

“Okay, a quick one, but let me jump in the shower first,” she responded, as she moved towards the bedroom.

I poured two glasses, emptying the bottle I had been working on, and carried the drinks towards the bedroom. The bathroom door was closed and I could hear the shower running, so I set the glasses down and was preparing to enter when I saw her thong on the ground near the hamper. Curiosity drove me as I moved to the garment, and as I started to lift it a thick wad of tissue fell out. Instantly, I knew what it was for, as my wife had used this technique before, so with my fingertips I picked up the matted paper to have a look.

The pad was about four inches long, and as soon as I touched it I could feel that it was soaked. On closer inspection, I could see that on the wet side were numerous pubic hairs that I knew had come from her lovers, and once again I was left to ponder if she had participated in more sex after I left. I put the wad back and was about to check her purse to see if any further evidence was available when I heard the shower stop, and within a minute she opened the door to the bathroom.

“Here you go honey,” I said, holding out a glass.

Lauren had a towel wrapped around her body, and she took the glass then sat on the bed. I was dying to get a look at her well-fucked body, but I knew I needed to remain coy for the time being.

“Why do you make me do this?” she asked, but her words lacked conviction.

“What happened? Was it better than last time?” I replied, ignoring her dig.

“I suppose,” she answered, still being vague.

“Did you…did y’all have sex?” I followed.

There was a moment of hesitation while she looked at me before she answered, “Yes, our auto mechanic took your wife to bed.”

“And? I mean did you enjoy it? Did you…” I started before letting the thought go.

“Did I cum? Is that what you want to know?” she asked, then added after I remained silent, “Yes, Greg. Zach made me orgasm.”

My dick was very hard and I wanted Lauren badly at that moment, so taking her glass, I set both on the nightstand then pulled her to me.

“What do you want?” she asked with a smirk.

“You,” I countered, and began to pull the towel from her body.

In some ways, it was like opening a present as I had strange anticipations about what I might find. However, when she was fully naked, and I had chance to quickly look her over, other than some light bruises on her thighs, she looked unscathed. Even her pussy, which had been so completely ravaged only hours before, now looked normal.

“Do I pass inspection?” she asked, sensing the meaning of my looks.

“With flying colors,” I responded, as I began to undress.

Quickly, I was naked with my head between her legs as I worked to get her ready. Knowing that this was at least the second time she had been orally pleasured that evening strangely excited me and I lapped at her hungrily as she slowly ran her fingers through my hair. I kept at her until she was completely wet and soft sighs were coming from her mouth, then I rose and entered her in the missionary position. We instantly merged into our learned rhythm and for several minutes we moved together with only our sighs filling the room.

“Tell me about it,” I finally probed, knowing it was unlikely she would become aroused enough to climax again.

“We went to his house,” she offered, but provided no details.

“And? What happened? Were others there like before?” I pushed.

“We went to the bedroom. Yes, there were some people there,” she answered.

“And he took you to bed and gave you an orgasm,” I stated more than asked, then quickly added, “How many times did he have you?”

“More than once,” she answered huskily into my ear.

Her words were arousing and I pushed hard with my hips forcing a gasp of pain from her, reminding me that she was likely quite sore from the big cock she had recently taken.

“You must have liked it,” I whispered back.

“Mmmm…” came her simple moan in response.

“What else happened?” I asked, giving her the opening to tell me about what I had witnessed.


“Nothing,” she quickly replied, but I felt her tense just for a moment.

Now, I knew that she was going to keep secret, at least for the moment, the wild things that had occurred. I thought about challenging her some more, but decided it was best to let it wait for another day, so with all the tenderness I could muster I made love to my beautiful wife, pulling out at the last possible moment and spraying my seed across her body. Without rising or cleaning, we forgot about the wine and held our embrace until we fell asleep.

I expected, based on her prior behavior, that she would at some point start to bring up meeting Thomas. However, days went by and there was no mention of him, but instead of probing I stayed quiet on the subject, preferring she be the one to broach the subject.

Two weeks after her encounter at Zach’s house, we were just starting our Saturday morning when I was presented with some unexpected information. Lauren had her laptop open on the counter in the kitchen doing emails while she drank coffee. She had left it unattended while she went to the back of the house for a minute and I happened to glance at the screen. It was open to her calendar and my eyes somehow locked on to an appointment she had for Tuesday afternoon with Dr. Sturm. What I found odd was the fact that we hadn’t discussed nor seen the counselor in many months.

The knowledge of her appointment stayed in my head, and I contemplated the meaning over the next few days while hoping that she would inform me at some point. When Tuesday passed with no discussion, it only raised my curiosity. For days, I thought about the subject of their meeting, and many times I rationalized that it was not surprising, and in fact likely healthy, that she would reach out to a trained professional for counsel. However, I just could not get past the fact that I didn’t know exactly what was being said and how I fit into the conversation. It became the motivation for me to schedule my own appointment with Dr. Sturm.

I was somewhat surprised that she accepted the visit, as I thought there may very well be a conflict between my wife’s visit and mine. However, her assistant booked me for ten days out and I never heard another word. It was with this as a backdrop that I found myself pulling into the parking garage of the counselor’s office late on a Wednesday.

“Good afternoon, Greg,” the doctor spoke pleasantly, as her assistant held open the door.

“Afternoon,” I replied.

I knew that the doctor was likely not going to just share what was discussed with my wife. I was going to have to be clever and perhaps a bit devious to get her to provide some clues. With that in mind, I had decided to try to come across as open and light hearted.

“I’m really just checking in,” I declared, and I cringed internally at how contrived it sounded.

“I see. Well, is there a particular subject or area that you want to focus on?” she asked showing no sign that she saw through my attempt at subterfuge.

I answered that there was nothing specific and we started by recapping the history of our counseling and how I was pleased with the help she had provided. My intent was two-fold. First, it allowed me to remain positive, which hopefully would take her defenses down. Second, everyone likes compliments and I hoped that giving her praise would get her on my side. It wasn’t long before the subject moved to explicit discussion about my wife’s sex with the others. It took a great deal of willpower not to digress to talk about my own doubts and fears, but fortunately I was able to hold back.

“There were some rough spots, but I think she had become more comfortable with the idea,” I answered in response to one of her questions, intentionally trying to keep it open ended.

“And what’s your reaction…your feelings about her involvement?” she followed.

“Well, of course I’m very happy. I’m certainly pleased to see her enjoying herself,” I replied.

“Have you thought about your limits?” she followed, passing over my comment on enjoyment.

The question caught me off-guard, so to buy time I came up with a vague answer while forcing the smile to remain, “Oh, I think they are fluid.”

“Fluid?” she followed.

“Yes, situational,” I replied.

In that brief and rapid exchange, my mind caught up, and processing the key words in her last several questions a thought hit me that I would have never considered. It was so unexpected that at first, I thought I must be mistaken, but suddenly the therapist’s words and my wife’s surreptitious appointment coupled with my own observations brought forth an idea I couldn’t shake. All the time, I had approached and viewed the sex as something my wife was doing to accommodate my desires, my fantasies. Could it in fact be that she was equally interested? Had she become obsessed like me? Could it be that she had become even more so?

It’s amazing how fast the human brain can process information at times and in this case, it had all occurred in the span of several seconds. However, even on the slim chance my theory did have some merit, I was left with thinking up very quickly a question or probe that would move the conversation in the right direction without causing Dr. Sturm to become defensive.

“I’m not sure I understand,” she responded.

“As Lauren’s comfort and desires continue to develop, I don’t want there to be rigid boundaries. I want to make sure I’m supportive of her and the directions she wants to go. I know she has an interest in exploring more and I need to assist her in a positive way,” I answered, wondering if I was anywhere close to the mark.

“Past your group? Your fantasy partners?” she replied, and with her words I knew I was indeed on the right track.

However, almost as soon as she spoke she stiffened in her chair, exhibiting body language that made me think she knew she had been too forthcoming. So, knowing I needed to proceed delicately if I wanted the conversation to continue, I chose my next words carefully.

“If that’s where her desires take us. It’s up to her,” I responded, and she seemed to relax a bit.

After that, we returned to talking about my motivations and reactions, but needing to be in control of things in case I wanted to return, I ended the session after just a few minutes.

“Dr. Sturm, I’m a bit pressed for time, so I hope you don’t mind if we wrap up a bit early,” I said, keeping my smile, and hoping my demeanor was effective as camouflage.

“Of course,” she answered, showing no outward sign of suspicion.

As soon as I was in my car, my thoughts went instantly to my wife. It seemed so unbelievable to me that she would become an eager participant, perhaps even an instigator, as all my thoughts over the years were of her as the reluctant partner who merely tolerated my deviant fantasies. She was always the innocent one; pushed by me, but always ready to return to the firm ground of a conservative, faithful married woman. However, piecing things together, I had to admit she had been eager with her coworker and it was she who reenergized the game playing when I had considered it dead.

I returned to the comment the counselor had made about my wife’s interests expanding past my group which made me think she must be referring to the Hispanic man. I had witnessed him force a powerful orgasm from my her and now I wondered what more might have occurred after I departed. Had he taken her again? Had he so excited her that she wanted a repeat performance?

“Can you watch the kids Friday?” she asked a couple weeks later.

The question had become the signal of an impending encounter, and I was a bit startled to hear it as I had begun to think the session with Dr. Sturm had jolted her back to her normal self. Still, I was able to put a smile on my face before responding.

“Thomas or Zach?” I asked, although I was almost certain it was her coworker.

“Mmmm…good question,” she answered before turning and leaving me to stare at her back as she moved down the hall.

She didn’t leave the house Friday until after eight which surprised me as I had expected her to meet Thomas right after work. With a quick kiss and hug to the kids, she was out the door, and almost the moment she was gone, both started acting very needy. To entertain them, we went to get some ice cream, then returned to watch a movie, so it was well past their bedtime before I got them tucked in. Afterwards, I poured a double whisky and flopped onto the couch and tried to watch TV, however now with no distractions, my thoughts went quickly to Lauren.

I knew I was going to check her location, but I deluded myself until eleven I wouldn’t, before finally calling up the app. Going to her blip, the map showed that she was in a part of town I hadn’t expected. It was the barrio, and not on the edge but square in the center of what I knew was a poor area with rundown apartments and dingy businesses. Zooming in further, I learned that she was at a place called La Tropicana which I quickly learned was a nightclub. It took only a few more clicks to learn the place was well represented as a frequent scene of altercations and police dispatches. The information left little doubt in my mind that my wife was with the large Hispanic man from the previous encounter. Zach might be there too, as well as the others, but for some reason I felt this unknown man, that had taken Lauren powerfully, was in charge. My instincts told me to check on her, and for a moment I actually began to rise to head out, but I quickly remembered the kids and knew I was immobile for the night.

I thought about calling, however after giving it some thought, I decided it was more likely under the circumstances that Lauren would respond to a text. So, I rapidly fired one off and five minutes later when no answer had been received, I pecked out another. The minutes ticked by as I waited for a reply, but two more double whiskeys later, nothing had arrived. Of course, my mind swirled with countless scenarios, some that made me very concerned, but as much as it bothered me, there was really nothing I could do. Fortunately, the alcohol soon had me in a stupor and I passed out.

“Honey, are you okay? Let’s go to bed,” I heard my wife’s soft voice whispering to me.

Coming to with a start, it took me a few seconds to get oriented, but when I did I could see her beside me, dressed as she had left, looking amazingly fresh.

“What time is it?” I forced out.

“Four-thirty,” she replied, while tugging on my arm.

Moving to the bedroom with her assistance, I fell onto the bed while she went to the bathroom and closed the door behind her. Despite my attempt to stay up until she re-joined me, it wasn’t long before I passed out once again.

As soon as I woke, I could hear faint sounds of children’s laughter, and turning I realized Lauren was already up. With a thick head, I got up and after washing my face and brushing my teeth, I moved deliberately towards the kitchen.

“Well, well,” my wife said with a smile when I appeared.

“Coffee…, I forced out.

Between the presence of the kids and my rough feelings, there wasn’t a chance to have a conversation with Lauren about events. In fact, it wasn’t until late that evening, when once again they were in bed, that we had the opportunity. In between, I went back to bed then took the kids to the zoo while she napped for most of the afternoon.

“How was Thomas?” I asked to open the discussion.

“He’s doing quite well,” she replied.

Her quick reply almost felt like she was ready for the question and had rehearsed her answer. Regardless, I now knew I would not be getting the truth.

“What did y’all do?” I probed.

“Honey, what do you think we did. We did what you wanted,” she responded, as her hand moved to my thigh.

“I mean before. Did you go out?” I asked.

“We had two drinks at a bar then went to his place,” she said, and once again, her mechanical response was a tip-off.

“Did you wear your diaphragm?” I queried, hoping to gain some sense of truth from her answers.

“Yes, I put it in at the club,” she replied, and I saw her cringe momentarily.

No doubt, she was nervous about calling the location a club, but I let it go without follow up. I wanted to know the extent of her deviousness. At some point, I would challenge her with the truth, but not yet. For now, I wanted to see how deep a hole she would dig.

Her hand was softly stroking and teasing the inside of my thigh when I asked, “Uh, how many times did y’all?”

“Three,” she shot back.

“Well, are you going to provide a description?” I pushed.

“Baby, we did everything you would expect. Everything we do,” she answered, then after a moment added, “I had two orgasms.”

“And him,” I asked.

“Three…I think,” she replied as her hand moved to rub my dick.

“Sounds like a big night,” I said, suddenly at a loss for words.

“Ummm…hmmm. Just what you wanted. Now take me to bed,” she responded with a wry smile while starting to stand.

Minutes later, we were naked in bed, and after just a few minutes of kissing and fondling, she pushed me onto my back and straddled my waist. Like before, for just as instant as I penetrated her, I saw her face contort in pain. However, once fully inside, she started a slow, full motion while she looked down at me smiling. We stared into each other’s eyes, and I held off on any questions just enjoying the connection. It was her that spoke first.

“What are you thinking?” she asked.

“How beautiful you are. How wonderful you are to indulge me. How much I wish I could have watched you with Thomas,” I answered.

“Mmmm…maybe next time he can come here,” she purred.

“Yes, I want that. We should do it soon,” I shot back, as I lifted my hips to join her rhythm.

My wife’s pussy feels so good that she can mesmerize me quickly. Tonight, was no different than countless times before, and for a moment my mind went to the Hispanic man and how lucky he must feel to get to enjoy Lauren. I knew he must be bragging to his friends about taking the beautiful married woman, and for some reason this thought brought excitement, rather than disgust.

“What about Zach? Have you forgotten him?” she asked with a teasing look.

“No, we can’t forget him,” I answered vaguely.

“Okay, if it’s what you want,” she said, and the way it came out made me think she felt she had received permission for her deceitful activities.

However, just then she bent forward to kiss me while putting her hand back to tickle my balls with her fingernails. Quickly, I forgot about the others and concentrated on the magical, tingling feeling between my legs.

“Cum in me,” she whispered.

“Is it okay?” I asked perfunctorily.

“Yes, its fine,” she said.

Less than a minute later, I was grunting like a pig as my dick fired streams of semen into my wife’s unprotected womb. During it all, Lauren whispered encouragement and purred in my ear. When I was finally done, and drifting with the cloudlike post-climax feeling, it dawned on me how unlike her it was to be so sexually purposeful. I realized she was learning from the others, experiencing new things and bringing them into our bed.

“Zach called,” she announced the following Thursday.

“Okay?” I replied, wondering if she was attempting to see the Hispanic guy two weeks in a row.

“He wants to get together next Saturday,” she replied.

“Day after tomorrow?” I tried to clarify.

“No, a week from then. A week from Saturday,” she said, looking a bit strangely.

I read the strange look to indicate hope on her part, and with a shrug I replied, “Sounds good.”

On both Friday and Saturday, we had sex multiple times in a frenzied state that we hadn’t experienced in years. It made me wonder whether it was driven by guilt, her anticipation of her upcoming encounter or perhaps even her desire to reward me. Regardless, it was an awesome weekend, with the only downside being my concern over her deviousness and the questions about how we would get reconnected.

“My parents want me to bring the kids out for the weekend,” I announced on Thursday.

In truth, it was my idea as I wanted some freedom and flexibility for Saturday, but if Lauren suspected anything it didn’t show. Rather, she thought it was a good idea and just wanted to make sure that her parents got to interact as well. So, as had become quite common, on Friday after work I found myself making the drive out to deliver our children to their grandparents. Returning the same evening, I convinced myself on the drive back that once alone with my wife, she would open-up and admit what was really taking place. However, when I arrived, rather than finding her guilt ridden, she was happy and playful, and after a few glasses of wine we moved to the bedroom.

Lauren maintained the same easy-going manner the next day, and it was actually me that seemed nervous with anticipation. It took some effort to mask my feelings while we did things together that day until she disappeared around six to get ready. I had tried to query her on the plans, but she remained vague saying she wasn’t sure and with Zach things always changed anyway. Finally, just after eight she departed leaving me alone in what suddenly was a very quiet house.

My first reaction was to pour a drink, but with the recent memory of the last episode, I was able to force myself to sip on water instead. At nine, I check her location and found she was stationary at a house in a bad neighborhood just a few blocks from the club. I wondered if Zach was there or the blonde or if it was just my wife and her secret lover. They were still there at ten, and I thought perhaps they would remain there all night. Maybe Lauren was already in bed, on her back with her legs pushed back as he drove his cock into her. However, when I checked again at eleven they had moved to the club, so at least it meant there was a break in the action.

No longer able to remain still, I practically ran out of the house and jumped in my car with no clear plan about what I wanted to accomplish. In truth, I just had an urgent need to get closer to my wife. It was raw emotion rather than logic, but nonetheless I was soon on my way. It took almost twenty minutes to get to the area of town and along the way I had decided to first go by the house. I was able to find the neighborhood easily and as soon as I turned down the narrow street I could see that on both sides the homes were ill-kept, with most in an advanced state of disrepair. In the driveways, on the street and in some cases even in the yards were older model cars that had the same neglected look. I knew the house I was looking for was three houses from the end, so as I got closer I turned all my attentions that way.

The house was non-descript and like the others, although my wife’s car which was parked neatly in the driveway, did seem to stick out as something of a beacon. Next to her vehicle, the space was empty however there was an older pickup at the curb and lights were on indicating that someone might be home. I noted that the back was dark with what looked like a chain link fence around it, then I headed towards the club.

It was only a short distance away and in a seedy strip center on a six-lane divided avenue. There was a large parking lot and while waiting at the light I could see that the section in front of the club was quite crowded. In addition, small groups of people, mostly men, were huddled in various location amongst the vehicles. It seemed almost surreal that my wife would be in such a place, and even more bizarre when I considered the casual way she approached the evening. Was this guy really such an amazing allure that she could enthusiastically accept this type of scene?

My car rolled slowly across the avenue after the light changed and I found myself in the parking lot at the fringes of the crowd. It seemed dangerous to move closer, and although I wanted desperately to go inside to witness Lauren’s actions, I knew there was no way it would end well. Thus, after several circuits, I left and drove down the avenue until I came across a bar that seemed reasonably accommodating. Inside was a small, mostly older crowd that appeared past their confrontation days, so I took a stool at an empty section of the bar, and with my phone propped up to monitor Lauren’s movements, I ordered a beer.


The bartender, like the patrons, showed no interest me, which left me to drink, watch the TV which had the sound turned off, and think about the events that brought me to this spot. It was just after one and I was on my fifth beer when I lit my screen and saw that there had been some movement in the blue dot. It wasn’t much, but it was noticeable and I surmised that she was now somewhere in the parking lot. After several minutes, when it didn’t appear to move, I left my stool and moved swiftly towards my car.

Just a few minutes later, I was in the lot, trying to remain at the fringes to avoid detection and hoping to spot my wife. The GPS said I was very close, but I knew the tolerance wasn’t to be trusted, which resulted in me scanning the entire crowd over and over without success. Fortunately, no one seemed to be paying me any mind, and I was just completing another scan when I realized the brunette, about fifty yards away, wearing the miniskirt with her breasts spilling out was Lauren. Once I spotted her, it was easy to recognize that the large guy next to her was the man I had seen at Zach’s.

For some reason, even though they were in a circle of about twenty people, I got the impression they were alone. Now focused on her, I could see that the dark skirt was extremely short, barely covering her ass, and she wore a tight, low cut red top that put her breasts on display. By the way they were formed, I suspected she was wearing a special bra. In addition, she had on red pumps and her dark hair was teased out in a way that made her look younger, but also trashy. To my knowledge, she didn’t own any attire like this, so I guessed the man had provided it and perhaps directed her on the look he wanted. Whatever the situation, she now stood as part of the group next to her man, watching as he engaged with the others.

It was ten more minutes before they left the crowd and when they did almost every male turned and watched my wife’s ass as she strutted away. I stared as they made for a new model black Ford pickup where the Hispanic man gallantly open the passenger door for my wife before getting in. Quickly, the lights came on and they left, but knowing their destination, I waited a few minutes before discreetly following.

When I arrived at the rundown house, I immediately saw that the pickup was parked next to my wife’s car. Slowly making the block at 15 MPH, I thought about what to do and decided by the time I had returned that like Zach’s house, I needed to see what was taking place. So, parking several houses down, I tried to casually walk back, hoping I wouldn’t draw attention, and when I got close I crossed the weed infested yard until I hit the chain link fence. It was then that I spotted, chained in the yard with a bare spot marking the radius, a large dog. He hadn’t spotted me, so slowly I backed away while trying to determine another course. Unfortunately, the front windows were well covered and there were no bushes to conceal me, so I returned to my car.

Sitting still and staring ahead in frustration, I tried to think of what to do and twice started the car with the intent to return home. However, each time I stopped, thinking about what was occurring mere yards away and trying to convince myself that my actions were driven by her need for safety rather than by my sordid desires. Finally, I started my car and pulled up the thirty yards until I was parked behind the pickup at the curb.

The walk to the front door took every ounce of my will power and I could feel my heart beat pounding in my ears. It had been forty minutes since they left the parking lot and I didn’t know what I would find, or even how Lauren would react, but I knew I wasn’t going to just drive away.

The door was opened by a fortyish Latin man wearing jeans and a white wife beater, which allowed me to see a collage of tattoos on his arms and shoulders. He was slender with his hair pulled into a tight ponytail and had stubbly growth at the tip of his chin. In addition, he was barefoot and intoxicated, appearing to hold onto the door for balance. He looked at me with a confused expression.

“What you want?” he asked with some aggressiveness.

“Uhhh…I think my wife is here,” I said in a low, even voice, purposefully trying to not sound confrontational.

“Yeah…?” he started, but suddenly the reality of the situation dawned on him and he started to become obstinate, “Yeah, so what?”

“I…uhhh…just want to see if she’s okay,” I replied.

“She’s cool,” he retorted, with his accent now more noticeable, and started to close the door.

“Wait,” I said which surprisingly got him to stop, then continued, “Can I come in for a minute?”

“What the hell for,” he answered with a slight slur.

“Like I said, I just want to make sure everything’s okay,” I told him.

“Fuck man. No trouble, okay? I don’t need no more damn trouble,” he replied while shaking his head.

“No trouble,” I said with a nod, and with that he opened the door wide enough to let me pass.

Instinctively, I knew it was his drunken state that had gotten me inside, and stepping through, I could see on the left a small kitchen with a pile of dishes in the sink, while on the right was a living room with an old blanket covered couch, a similar easy chair, a large flat screen TV set on a folding table and in the far corner an identical table filled with paraphernalia I couldn’t make out. The carpet was so dirty I thought it was unlikely it had been cleaned in a very long time. A single bulb from an uncovered ceiling socket provided illumination along with the TV, and the only discernible sound in the house came from the program.

“Beer?” the man asked to which I nodded my ascent.

His sudden hospitality given the situation added to the surreal surrounding. I quickly found myself feeling odd, almost disoriented, which was only increased when he returned with a bottle of craft beer that was completely incongruent to the conditions. However, without speaking, I followed him to the couch and sat on the opposite end to him. He seemed very quirky, and at first, I thought he might be high on something, but after watching him for a while I decided it was just his nature.

“She’s your wife?” he asked several minutes later.

“Yeah, is she in the back?” I asked hoping to use his question as an entrée.

“They’re in the back. Probably going to be a while,” he replied, nonchalantly.

“Maybe I could just go back and check on her,” I suggested.

“No man. That’s fucked up and Cezar will get pissed. She’s okay. She’s been here before,” he rambled, then stopped and seemed to think for a second before changing direction, “Man, you should go.”

“Look, I’m not going to start any trouble. She can do what she wants. I just want to know she’s okay. You can understand that,” I said hoping to calm him.

“Yeah, man. I get that,” he said, and returned to the TV seemingly assuaged.

A few more minutes went by before suddenly we heard a door open followed by a light in the hallway coming on. Seconds later, we heard a man peeing into the toilet with a heavy stream. When it finished, the light went out then seconds later Cezar’s thick tattoo covered body appeared in the doorframe with his heavy cock dangling obscenely. He looked between me and the other man for a second before speaking.

“Uncle Felix, who the fuck is this?” he asked with agitation.

Up close, Cezar looked even younger than I thought, but despite the age difference between the two men and the fact Felix was his uncle, he showed no deference. His eyes kept shifting between us until Felix nervously answered.

“It’s her husband,” he forced out.

“L’s husband?” he asked incredulously, while his use of a nickname for my wife made me equally surprised.

“Yeah,” he replied, now totally cowed.

“What the fuck you want?” Cezar asked, quickly turning to me.

“I want to make sure she’s okay,” I answered, using the same excuse that had got me this far.

“She’s fine. Get the fuck out of here,” he shot back.

“No, not happening,” I immediately replied, sensing his bullying ways needed to be met head on.

“Well fuck. Sit there, I don’t give a shit,” he responded, and with a last look he turned and disappeared into the hall.

“Shit,” Felix declared with relief when he was gone.

“Is he a bad guy?” I asked, wanting to understand who Lauren was with.

“Just a temper,” Felix replied.

I was just about to speak again when Lauren appeared at the doorway wrapped in a sheet with Cezar, still nude, right behind. It was obvious that she too was naked beneath her hasty cover, and she looked at me with surprise and confusion.

“What…what’s wrong. Are you okay?” she asked, ignoring the fact she was supposed to be with Zach.

“I’m fine. Are you?” I countered.

“I’m…I’m fine,” she declared just as Cezar snaked his arm around her waist and pulled her back against him.

“Where’s Zach?” I asked pointedly.

Several seconds of silence ensued, then in a shaky voice she replied, “Look, let’s go home.”

“Baby, we’re just getting started,” Cezar declared, clearly annoyed, and squeezed her tighter.

“I…we…need to go,” Lauren answered, but I could tell her voice held some disappointment.

This time, Cezar’s response was to put his lips next to my wife’s ear and start a whispered conversation with her. At the same time, his hand holding her began wandering and it soon was traversing from her thighs to just below her breasts. I knew he was horny and making a last-ditch effort to seduce her and I knew that my intervening would likely stop it and get us on our way. However, I wanted to see how she would handle it and I wanted it to be her decision to leave so I stayed quiet and waited for an outcome.

“Honey…can we…uhhh…can we stay for a little bit?” she asked in a throaty voice that informed us he had been successful in getting her excited.

“Is that what you want?” I asked to be certain there was no misunderstanding.

“Yes…” she said in a voice barely above a whisper as her eyes moved from me to the ground.

“Come on baby,” Cezar said with a cocky smile, as he pulled her into the hallway.

With a last look, she disappeared and once again Felix and I were alone in the tiny living room. The ramifications of the conversation weren’t lost on the older man who now seemed energized. He practically jumped up to get us another beer and when he returned he was eager to talk.

“Man, Cezar gets any girl he wants,” he stated as soon as he sat, unaware or uncaring of how it sounded.

However, rather than follow his line of discussion, I decided to take a different tack and see what I might learn.

“Were you here last time Lauren came by?” I asked.

“Yeah, of course. It’s my house,” he explained.

“What happened?” I followed.

“He fucked the shit out of her. I mean like for hours,” he instantly answered, then continued with, “Sorry man. I don’t mean to be rude, but he did.”

“How do you know?” I followed, realizing that while very likely he did, nothing was evident from our position.

“Shit, are you kidding? Go back there. There’s no door on the room,” he said as he started to laugh.

“Uhhh…was it just him?” I asked, scared of the answer.

“Yeah. I wanted to fuck her too, but Cezar wouldn’t share,” he replied.

Suddenly, everything was starting to fit. Her visit to Dr. Sturm, the strange message I received from the counselor, and her repeated visits to this house. Cezar had touched something in her that night at Zach’s house and she wanted more. So much more that she had been turned into a wanton slut openly seduced just feet away from her husband. For some reason, I found it amazing that she could experience such sordid encounters and still show up at home looking like my normal wife.

Without asking, I stood and moved towards the doorway and quickly found myself in the dark hallway. With each step, I expected him to come after me or at least yell a warning, but neither happened. I found that all the rooms were open, but it was the last on the right that was missing the door, and by Felix’s description this is where I would find the couple. With small steps, I made the last couple yards and found there was a surprising amount of light filtering in that made it easy to see Lauren on her knees between the Hispanic man’s legs with a firm grip on his cock while her mouth worked the fat head. I stood transfixed watching my wife service the younger man, and several times witnessed her attempt to straddle his waist, but each time he pushed her back and made her continue her oral efforts.

“Please?” she begged after another minute of sucking.

This time, he nodded to her and I watched as my wife eagerly moved over his body, while holding his cock, and positioned it at her opening as she dropped her hips.

“Uhhhhh…uhhhh…ohhhh…” she let out in a series of exhaled moans as she settled onto his shaft.

Instantly, she started to ride him while he seemed content to watch the show with his hands tucked behind his head. I was taken by the sight of my wife’s rolling tummy and dancing breasts as she moved, and wondered why I had never noticed them in all the times that we made love. In fact, I quickly realized that, just like with Thomas, I was watching her experience sex in all-together different way. It was an odd feeling, something akin to betrayal, but I knew I couldn’t take that view with all the pushing I had done.

Evidently awoken, Cezar suddenly grabbed her hips, pulled her off him and positioned her on her knees. With a fluid movement, his cock found her wet hole and he slammed forward hard.

“Ugggghhhh…ohhh…ohhh God yes,” my wife groaned, in obvious pleasure.

He began a rapid pistoning into her with full strokes that quickly had her squealing with delight. She started with her hands holding her up, then dropped to her elbows and finally ended up with her head against the bed and her arms splayed out to the side. I could see her face, which was contorted in a way that made me think of exquisite pain. It was clear she wasn’t going to last very long.

“Ummm…ohhh…” she started to whine softly in a repetitive way.

Over the next minute, these sounds became more pronounced and I saw that her hands were now tightly gripping the bedsheet.

“You ready?” Cezar asked while maintaining his rhythm, and I could see rivulets of sweat trickling down his broad back.

“Yesss…” my wife answered as a pitiful plea.

“Squeeze my cock baby…squeeze it,” her Latin lover demanded, then quickly added, “Yeah…yeah like that.”

I watched enthralled as they moved together, and when I saw my wife’s body go stiff then start to tremble, I knew it was happening.

“Ohhhhh…ohhhh…oh please…please don’t stop…oh my God…oh my God…oh God fuck me…fuck me,” she called out in a loud, pleading voice.

It was as if the biggest fear she had in the world at that moment was his shaft becoming still, and while she begged, her body shook and dark hair flew in every direction as she tossed her head.

“Fuck yeah baby, squeeze…yeah…fuck yeah,” Cezar grunted.

I knew what he was feeling as several times, when Lauren had a full orgasm, her pussy would involuntarily spasm around my dick. The Hispanic man had taken her to the heights of sexual ecstasy and in return she was treating him to all her body had to offer. However, he wasn’t done and kept a steady pace going, although it wasn’t quite as aggressive as before.

“I can’t…I need to rest,” my wife whined, but when Cezar gave no sign of stopping she continued, “Please, I can’t take it anymore.”

Lauren gets very sensitive after she climaxes and I knew his continued fucking must be driving her mad. Her lover ignored her request and maintained the pace, which soon had my wife biting and whining through the bedsheet. She even made several attempts to twist away, but he was much too strong and held her firmly in place. Fortunately for her, it wasn’t long before his movements became more deliberate indicating his impending release.

“Fuck baby. I’m going to cum,” he announced through gritted teeth.

“Do it…do it,” Lauren groaned.

Cezar slammed into her ass hard and held himself there for several seconds, then gave her a series of quick thrusts before pushing hard again and this time he threw his head back and roared loudly. I knew at that moment his reproductive system was contracting and a thick load of his semen was jetting into her waiting body. By now, the thin diaphragm was likely coated with his cum, attempting to perform its function as protector of her womb.

The Latin man stayed in place, breathing heavily, as minutes ticked by before he began to separate and his thick, wet shaft came into view. It dropped down heavily when it was finally out of my wife, clearly spent. With that, Lauren fell to her side while Cezar stood shifting his weight back and forth and still taking deep breaths.

“Bitch, you can fuck,” he suddenly forced out.

I cringed at his words, even though I felt that in his world it was normal talk. I also expected Lauren to say something, but she just moaned and rolled over giving us a full view of the front of her body.

“You like it?” she asked, as she lifted a breast with one hand while running her finger through her pussy lips with the other.

She just didn’t seem to be able to get enough from him, but I had, at least for the moment, so I left them and returned to the living room where Felix was still fixed to the TV.

“You watch them?” he asked, to which I merely nodded, and undeterred he continued, “Man, they love to fuck.”

“Seems so,” I acknowledged.

“Man, why do you let her out? She’s hot,” he said and turned to look at me.

“Shit, I don’t know. It started as a…I don’t know,” I replied, deciding I didn’t want to get into the discussion.

“Man, you’re crazy,” he followed.

“Felix, come here,” Cezar’s voice came from down the hall.

He dutifully stood and left the room without looking at me, but before I could get worried about what might be taking place, he reappeared and went to the table in the corner. He busied himself there for a minute then went back down the hall once more and was gone for longer this time. I was just about to head back myself when he came back in the room and went back to the table, dropped some things and came to the couch.

“What’s up? I asked, confused and curious.

“Nothing,” he replied, although I could tell he was being evasive.

I was fast becoming antsy, so I was happy to see my wife appear fifteen minutes later in the attire she had left our house in hours ago. She gave me a wan smile, and I stood just as Cezar came up behind her still completely naked. He wrapped his arms around her waist and whispered something in her ear, then let her go. He smiled at me in a way that I knew was meant as a challenge, but I ignored his taunt and together we exited the house.

“I’ll follow you,” I said, which were the only words spoken as she merely acknowledged my statement with a nod.

Twenty minutes later, we pulled up into our driveway and entered the house together. Lauren left me to go to the bathroom and I heard the shower come on, so I retreated to the kitchen to make myself a drink. It was almost an hour later, and I was deep into my second drink, when she walked in wearing a robe.

“Can I have one?” she asked.

“A whiskey?” I asked in surprise.

“Yes,” she answered, so I dutifully poured her a healthy amount.

“You lied to me,” I said after she had taken several small sips.

“I know. I’m sorry,” she admitted while looking down at her feet, then she added, “It just seemed too crazy and I was ashamed.”

“How did you meet this guy…Cezar,” I probed, even though I knew the answer.

“Through Zach,” she admitted.

“And, how many times have you been with him?” I demanded.

“Three times,” she replied, which was consistent with my information, she then asked, “How did you know where I was?”


“I activated a tracking feature on your phone. I was worried about you and wanted to be able to find you if need be. When I saw you in the strange neighborhood, I got worried,” I answered.

“You should have told me…” she started, but my expression halted her attempt.

“Lauren, I saw you in the parking lot of that Latin club dressed in the miniskirt…,” I told her.

Her eyes found mine and she took a deep breath and a quick drink before she finally spoke, “I…I don’t know what to say.”

I stepped next to her, took her in my arms, hugged her and whispered, “Just tell me the truth. Tell me what you’re feeling. I want to know. I really want to know, and it’s not to be judgmental. It’s to be with you.”

She was quiet for a long time as if she was contemplating my words and several times she started, then stopped before she finally began, “I…I found…because of your pushing…your fantasies…I found I like some things I didn’t know about before. I…I like being naughty and bad and I like…sex…I like sex. And I like sex with bad guys I guess.”

“Keep going,” I encouraged.

“I guess that’s it,” she responded, clearly very uncomfortable.

“No, honey. I want to hear about how you feel being bad and why you like it,” I pushed.

Another long pause ensued before she gathered the courage to continue, “I guess because it makes me excited and it’s so raw. Just sex. No emotion and no involvement. And, I guess…it’s just so different which also makes it exciting.”

“Did you like dressing in the miniskirt and low top?” I asked.

“Yes, he made me do it, but I liked it too and I guess I liked him making me,” she explained.

Her admission which bordered on submission both surprised and enthralled me, and I wondered how much of this concept she had discussed with Dr. Sturm. In addition, I had to admit that I found some of her words and desires troubling as I suddenly felt inadequate. Had I been neglectful in not recognizing her inner needs?

“How come you never told me about these things…these desires?” I probed, nervous about her answer.

“I didn’t know about them myself! It was only when we got started and the deeper we went the more they started to appear. And I don’t know maybe it’s because it’s with others…outside our real life…it’s not love,” she rambled, although I thought I understood her concept.

“Lauren. Who have you been with?” I asked, wanting a clear understanding of the situation.

“Thomas, Zach and Cezar,” she immediately replied.

“You haven’t seen Zach but that one time, have you?” I tried to clarify.

“No, just the one time. The other times, I met Cezar,” she replied, and her honesty gave me some comfort.

“And that’s it?” I said as a way to end the discussion, but when I felt her body tense I suspected there was more.

“I’ve been with Thomas some,” she squeaked out.

“What? When?” I asked, truly surprised.

“During lunch…he lives close to the office,” she whispered.

“How many times?” I demanded.

“I don’t know. A few,” she answered evasively.

“How many?” I pushed.

“Six,” she finally said after a pause.

“Damn Lauren. You’re being really sneaky and I have encouraged you. Why?” I demanded, as my emotions rose.

“I don’t know,” she whispered.

“Did you have your diaphragm?” I asked.

Normally, it was in its case in a drawer in the bathroom where I think I would have noticed it missing, and when several seconds went by without her speaking, I had my answer.

“Damn Lauren,” I whispered.

“I was careful,” she offered, but seeing how excited she got with Thomas, I doubted she had that much willpower.

“Okay, well let’s go to bed. That’s enough for one night,” I said.

“Honey, there’s one more thing…” she said in a low, frightened voice.

“What?” I asked in surprise, wondering what more could possibly be out there.

Lauren broke our embrace and moved a step away, then slowly opened her robe revealing her nude torso until her left breast came into view and there, extending through her small nipple was a round bar.

“Lauren! When…?” I gasped.

It had to of occurred that evening and I remember seeing her breasts while she was fucking Cezar and it wasn’t there. Then I recalled that Felix had been called back and had taken something in his hand. Instinctively, I knew that was when it occurred.

“At the house. Cezar told Felix to do it,” she replied, confirming my suspicions.

“Why?” I asked, truly dumbfounded.

“It was either this or a tattoo,” she responded.

“Why anything?” I shot back.

“I don’t know…he wanted me to and…” she started to explain before her logic failed her too.

With a shake of my head, I took her hand and led her to our bedroom where we were both quickly naked under the covers. So much had occurred so quickly that I decided to go slow and show Lauren lots of attention. After all, finding ourselves where we were now was completely a result of my fantasy, my construct, where she was the primary variable. It would have been shallow and callous to now become angry with her even though I did harbor many questions and concerns.

Snuggled closely beside her, I turned her head and began to plant soft kisses on her full lips while my hand slowly caressed her lovely body. The minutes ticked by, but I was in no rush, and soon she was purring in loving contentment from the attention. I sensed her anxieties leaving as we continued to cuddle and I was just about to roll onto her to make tender love when my fingers hit the bar.

“Uhhh…” she gasped in pain.

“I’m sorry. Is it tender?” I asked softly.

“Very,” she whispered to me.

I moved so that I was over her and between her legs, but I rested my body on my forearms to stay off her breasts, which also allowed me to look into her face. It was Lauren’s hand that guided my dick to her opening and once connected we started a slow rolling movement, with no urgency, while we continued to kiss.

“Do you want to…keep going,” I whispered.

“Can I?” she asked instantly.




Igniting the Tinder of Lust Ch. 03

It didn’t take a rocket scientist to see that my once conservative wife had found something hidden within her that became exhilarated by illicit sex. Before it all started, I had always assumed I would be the instigator, pushing her to accept my strange desires, and then, if anything happened, dealing with the aftermath of her guilt and anxiety. However, the reality I now faced was a developing addictive behavior from her that seemed to be drawn towards aggressive sexual exploration. The metal ring that penetrated the tender flesh of her nipple was a vivid and sobering reminder of how far things had gone, and what made it even more appalling was the fact that she had consented to the piercing, and then laid back, freshly fucked, while another man performed the procedure. I thought it likely that If I, her husband, had mentioned a piercing, I would have been reprimanded harshly for the mere suggestion. Thus, it seemed that her desire to please her lovers had created within her an alternate dimension of values.

The one upside to the situation was that her new sexual appetites weren’t limited to her lovers. Her heightened arousal carried over into our bed, too. We were now making love at least three times a week with the only limiting factor being the demands of our children. In addition, Lauren was achieving a climax almost every time. In some ways she had become a focused sexual being that needed a release as basic sustenance.

At first, when I tried to remove the piercing, she claimed that her nipple was too sensitive. It was an understandable reaction, so I let it go for over a week but when I brought it up again, she gave me an odd look and tried to brush me off.

“Why Lauren? You want that thing?” I asked.

“I don’t want to deal with it now. We can take it out another time,” she replied.

I was certain she hadn’t seen Cezar since receiving it, so I was confused about her motivation. In a certain way, its presence acted as a strange beacon signaling her change from reluctant participant to active player and from soccer mom to wanton woman. These circumstances, along with the memories of witnessing the debauchery churned in my brain, and it wasn’t long before I called Dr. Sturm to schedule an appointment.

“Hello,” I said as the counselor ushered me into her office.

“Greg, it’s good to see you. How are things?” she replied, deftly giving me the opportunity to direct the discussion.

I started by explaining that things were mostly good, and then slowly went on to describe all that had occurred, including Lauren’s involvement with Cezar and the nipple piercing. While I left out none of the facts, I was careful to skirt around my true feelings.

“I see. Well, that certainly is a big step from where you started,” she said with a concerned look when I was finished.

“Yes…yes, it is…” I replied, uncertain about how to broach the real purpose of my visit.

“Are you comfortable with this…these things? Is it still what you desire?” she probed, accurately sensing my thoughts.

“I don’t know…maybe…maybe it’s all gone a little too far,” I admitted.

“More than you anticipated? she asked, and when I nodded, she asked, “In what way?”

“I…I just…I don’t know…it just seems to be getting out of control,” I forced out.

“Out of control? Or, not in your control?” she asked.

For the next thirty minutes, we more or less spoke along the same lines. I realized part way through that she seemed to be more interested in gathering information than giving advice, so I wasn’t completely surprised with her conclusion.

“Greg, I think I need to speak with Lauren individually, and based on that perhaps both of you together,” she said.

“Okay…but why?” I asked, as I was hoping to keep my contact with her a secret.

“There are several dynamics at play that I need to understand, and since I have an established relationship with both of you, I think that route will prove the most productive,” she explained.

Unfortunately, the plan left me with the obligation to discuss it with my wife and get her to schedule an appointment. I thought it would prove to be a difficult chore, so I was surprised when my suggestion was accepted with barely any push back. I explained that I had met with Dr. Sturm and discussed the current state of things and that she had suggested that it would be good to meet with Lauren as well. However, I danced around the actual reason for my visit, and neglected to tell her that there would likely be a follow-up session with both of us. Instead, my wife simply thought she was going in to have something of a catch-up session.

“Nothing from Cezar?” I asked later that evening.

I wanted a break, at least until after the meetings with the counselor, so I was interested in checking on her interactions.

“He wants to get together Saturday,” she replied, although nothing in her expression indicated her thoughts.

“Uh uh…no…I want you to myself this weekend,” I declared, which brought a smile to her face.

After that, I probed a little about Thomas and she informed me that he had recently started seeing someone and had backed off. Thus, it seemed the decks were clear to work through the meetings with our counselor.

Lauren’s appointment was the following Thursday, late in the afternoon, and I was home when she arrived. My tension had built as I thought about their interaction and how Dr. Sturm might use the information I shared during my visit. So, I was a little surprised when Lauren entered the house showing no distress. In fact, she appeared a little bubbly, and accepted the glass of wine I offered.

“Looks like things went okay?” I said, hoping to hear some details.

“Yes, I feel like I’m really tuned into her,” she replied.

“What did y’all discuss?” I tried once more.

“Really, just more or less the same things we talk about,” she responded, then she turned and headed towards the bedroom. Halfway there, she called out, “We have an appointment next Friday at four if that works for you.”

I was intrigued by Lauren’s message or lack thereof, and since I didn’t think she was being evasive or coy, I could only conclude that Dr. Sturm had steered clear of any sensitive areas. While, it removed the immediate stress, it did create some foreboding about our combined session. In the intervening time, on several occasions I considered sitting Lauren down and forcing a discussion about our individual messages, but each time something would happen and the moment would be lost.

“Come in, please,” the counselor said with a smile as she held open the door.

Lauren and I took a seat together on the sofa, and Dr. Sturm moved to her chair. After exchanging a few pleasantries, she started.

“Look, I must say that the entire relationship with you two has been quite different. It’s very uncommon for any professional person to counsel both husband and wife, but in this case, we have somehow evolved together over time,” she started, and after a short pause where she exchanged eye contact with us individually, she continued, “I must also say that while the subject at hand is by no means unique, the openness between you too is vastly different than the norm. I think it’s why things have developed between us the way they have.”

“We understand Dr. Sturm, and have no issues with how things have been,” Lauren interjected.

“Good…well…that brings us to today. I will be honest here and say that I see a diverging viewpoint that I’m quite concerned about,” she said, which caused my wife’s back to stiffen and she shot me a quick, questioning glance.

“What do you mean?” Lauren asked.

I could see the discomfort on the doctor’s face, but she replied, “When I met with Greg, he voiced some concerns about how things had developed and perhaps they had gone too far. Lauren, our conversation was much different, with no similar issues. So, that makes me worried that you two are in different places, and most importantly, that there is less communication taking place. I truly believe that in your situation, that dialogue, honest dialogue, is the most important factor.”

It was now out, thrown into the open in a professional, although not necessarily tactful way. I could see my wife’s face turn red and knew from years of marriage that she was bristling while using every ounce of willpower to stay in control.

“I see…thank you,” my wife said, and then continued with, “Perhaps Greg can elaborate on his concerns.”

Now, all eyes turned to me, and even though I hoped for a lifeline from the doctor, none was forthcoming.

“I…I…recently, I’ve been getting worried. You know with Cezar and the things that happened,” I said, and somehow my words gave me courage, so I added, “And the times with Thomas that you hid.”

“Look…I feel…I think I’m being ganged up on,” my wife suddenly responded in a voice tinged with anger.

“Lauren, that is certainly not the intent. I think we all want to foster open communication,” the counselor replied.

“Yes, I’m all for that, but it seems my husband needs a formal setting,” she fired back, making me cringe.

Somehow, we made it through the hour without anyone going ballistic, but I knew my wife was very upset. In addition, she had even been able to get the counselor to take sympathy with her view that I had been free to share my concerns at any time.

“I’m sorry…I thought…I thought I was doing the right thing,” I offered once we were in the car.

“You did it again,” she responded and we drove the rest of the way home in silence.

For the remainder of the day, Lauren only communicated with me with terse one-word responses. I can honestly say that I had never seen her so upset and even our kids picked up on the tension. After they were put to bed, I hoped to corner her in the bedroom and force a conversation. However, that plan didn’t meet with any success.

“Lauren, come on. I know you’re mad at me, but we need to talk,” I tried.

“Mad? I don’t think mad adequately conveys the emotion I’m feeling, and once again you hid things. It’s so damn low, and how do you think I feel? I was basically on trial!” she exclaimed.

“We need to talk,” I tried once more.

“Greg, we will…we will,” she said, softening her voice and giving me hope before adding in a pointed, angry tone, “But, not tonight, and you’re not sleeping in here.”

In all our years together, I had never experienced Lauren this way, so I heeded her words and shuffled back to the kitchen where I poured a full glass of whiskey.

The rest of the weekend and the following week were more of the same. I felt like I was on eggshells, so I just decided it was best to give her space until she was ready to talk. It finally took place the next weekend, and the first indication was when I arrived home from work with the house quiet and Lauren sitting in the living room sipping on a drink.

“Where are the kids?” I asked.

“My mom drove in and got them,” she explained in a voice still hinting of irritation.

She was still in her work clothes, a knee length black skirt, low heels and a red blouse, and I poured myself a drink and then quietly joined her. We sat together awkwardly as the minutes ticked by, sipping from our glasses, before my wife evidently had had enough.

“You’re a bastard,” she proclaimed.

“I’m sorry,” I replied softly.

“What are you sorry for? Do you even know?” she challenged me.

“For making things awkward with Dr. Sturm,” I replied.

“Greg, that’s just the tip of the iceberg,” she replied, and then paused before launching on me, “You push me to get into your perverted world, and you want more and more. Plus, these are people in our lives! Coworkers, friends, and…and…stuff! It was your deal…what you wanted and I didn’t understand, but I tried to do it. Then, suddenly, I’m the one being judged! I’m the slut…the tramp, and I don’t even hear about it from you! No! I get the message from some fucking doctor!”

Although there were monstrous gaps in her position, I decided it was best to accept the blame, so I merely said, “You’re right. I should have come to you, and I’m very sorry. But, let me say I had no intention of judging or making you feel attacked.”

“Let me tell you something else. I called Dr. Sturm Wednesday to schedule an appointment and she said she would no longer see us both. It was either you or me, but no more mutual counseling,” she explained.

“Take her,” I replied.

“What? No more conspiracies? What are you going to do?” she responded with condescension.

It caused my anger to flare, and suddenly I was playing offense instead of defense, “Look, Lauren. I made some mistakes, but quit acting like you’re up for sainthood. You’ve been sneaking around with Thomas, and you moved from Zach to this…this…dangerous guy that just put metal through your nipple. I won’t even get started on the whole pregnancy thing. It’s a miracle you haven’t got knocked up! It was supposed to be about us, but somehow you made it all about you! That’s why I went to see the Dr. Sturm.”

The wine from my wife’s glass hit me square in the face, and I could hear her heels clicking on the floor as I tried to clear my vision. A few minutes later, I found her curled up on the bed, sobbing softly.

“Pretty good shot,” I said as my hand found her shoulder, hoping to defuse the tension.

“I’m not a slut,” she forced out between her sobs.

“Of course not. I don’t know why you’d think that,” I whispered.

“Why did you start this?” she whimpered, but before I could respond, she added, “No more…never again,” she replied.

“Okay, honey,” I said, and after stroking her back a few times, I added, “Let’s talk some more.”

“Get this thing out,” she suddenly blurted out, ignoring my words, while she turned and glanced down at her breasts.

Lauren sat on the edge of the bed and pulled off her top and bra. I looked over the metal device, but having no experience, I only managed to irritate her nipple as I tried to figure out how to remove it. Finally, I stepped away and did an internet search, and after learning how the pieces went together, I was able to return and swiftly get it out.

“There,” I said, hearing it clunk as I dropped the metal into her jewelry dish on the dresser.

When I turned back, she was examining her breast, and when she saw me staring, she said, “No permanent damage.”

Her selection of words was poignant and I hoped they might prove to be a metaphor for our situation. I think Lauren’s mind went to the same place because I saw something in her eyes, and then she patted the bed next to her, indicating for me to sit.

“I’m sorry,” I said as I sat, hoping to head off another scolding.

“I don’t want to be angry anymore,” she replied in a soothing voice.

It was like a huge weight was pulled from my shoulders, and with just a hint of a smile, I answered, “I’ll do better.”

“Well…I…I hope you got out of it what you wanted,” she stated.

“It’s time to move on,” I replied, and was happy when she started nodding her head slowly.

We made love that night. It lacked real passion, but it was needed, and there was enough tenderness to give me hope that we could return to our normal ways. I spent the following day with her shopping and then took her to one of the better restaurants for dinner. Afterwards, we made love again, but like the night before we couldn’t progress to a deep level. Instead, after stopping when it was apparent she wasn’t going to climax, we cuddled and kissed until we both drifted off. It was another four weeks before Lauren finally achieved an orgasm, and I could tell she was as happy as me to have it behind us. Other than the bedroom issues, she appeared to have returned to her old self, and was vivacious in our daily interactions. It made me feel that I was seeing the light at the end of the tunnel on our road back to normalcy. It would be nice to say that’s what happened. That we reconnected completely as husband and wife, raised our children to be successful adults, and peacefully grew old together. However, it turned out things were not yet concluded, and the events unfolded in a very unexpected way.

“I still don’t understand why you wanted me to do those things,” Lauren said.

We had just finished a fulfilling round of lovemaking and were cuddled together, so her words caught me completely off-guard. I was surprised she wanted to revisit the subject especially since we had not discussed the whole mess since we put it aside many weeks ago.

“Let’s don’t talk about that,” I replied and squeezed her harder.

“Tell me if you got out of it what you wanted?” she pushed.

“Lauren, we moved on, remember?” I replied, half-scolding.

“Tell me,” she demanded.

Since it wasn’t that long ago that she had been humiliated by my concerns and the sharing I had done with Dr. Sturm, at first, I thought she must have some ulterior motive, something she was trying to accomplish or get me to admit, but we went back and forth several times and I slowly accepted that she was being sincere.

“I guess…you know…it was seeing…” I began, but got nervous and stopped.

“Seeing what?” she pushed.

“Lauren, we’ve been together for ever and we know so much about each other,” I said, and then paused and took a deep breath before continuing, “I don’t know…maybe it was just to see if there was more of you than I knew. Or, maybe Dr. Sturm was right when she said it was biological. I don’t know.”

Of course, she picked up on the words she wanted and replied, “More than you knew? Why didn’t you just ask?”

This time, I looked at her for a long time before I responded, and I could see she had become nervous when I finally answered, “You would never tell me and I don’t think you even knew it yourself.”

She gave me a strange look, and then she buried her head in my chest, and pulled me close. She kept worming against me, moving closer as if she were trying to find a safe spot, but finally she became still.

“That doesn’t make me sound very good,” she whispered.

“Why?” I asked.

“Some inhibited woman that doesn’t know herself?” she responded.

Her statement held a great deal of judgement and I knew she expected me to comfort her and deny it, but in reality, I thought it was amazingly accurate.

“One should never stop learning,” I replied, knowing it was a risky tact.

“Jerk,” she shot back and pinched my arm.

“Did you learn anything?” I offered as a retort.

Several seconds of silence ensued before she replied, defensively, “It was complicated.”

“It didn’t look that complicated when Thomas made you orgasm,” I answered sarcastically.

“Quit being an ass!” she declared, but as she spoke, she pushed my shoulders down, straddled my waist and guided me inside. When we were connected, she asked, “Didn’t it bother you?”

Since we had discussed this aspect numerous times, I knew what she really wanted to know was why it didn’t bother me. I had never been able to communicate my feelings in a way that was convincing to her, which I knew created a void in her psyche.

“Not when we were together on it, but it did…you know…with Cezar, and when I found out you were meeting Thomas without telling me,” I said.

“What if I liked…uhhh…doing it with them better?” she asked, again covering ground we had been over before.

“Well, I wanted you to like the sex, and I…you know…didn’t view them as threats to us…to our love,” I explained.

“What about Chris?” she asked, referring to her friend’s husband.

“Chris is too weak for you,” I responded.

She hesitated for a moment and then answered, “Yeah…I never understood why you wanted him.”

“To see how bad you were,” I said with a laugh, while taking comfort in the openness of our discussion.

“I think I was bad enough,” she replied, as a distressed look appeared on her face.

Even though we were connected, with my dick deep inside her, we had remained still as we talked. Suddenly, Lauren began to move in a slow, deliberate way while she looked down into my eyes. I could see there was more on her mind, but unsure about where she wanted to go, I remained quiet.


“You feel good,” I finally whispered to break the silence.

“You…you too,” she replied, and quickly followed with, “Do I feel different?”

Of course, I knew what she was referring to and was smart enough to answer positively, “No, honey…completely the same.”

It was an easy response because it was true, although somewhat surprising given all the strange cock she had taken. Her actions and responses with me were the same, too. However, based on what I had witnessed, I knew she wasn’t the same with the other men.

“How about you and them? Was it the same?” I probed, wanting to hear her words.

She was silent for a moment, and then said, “It wasn’t the same, there was no love.”

It was a good answer, although she had deftly skirted around the physical aspects. At first, I decided it wasn’t the right moment to press further, but our languid pace almost demanded verbal interaction.

“Did they feel good?” I asked.

“Yes,” she answered without hesitation, as if she had anticipated the question.

“Come on Lauren. Tell me how they were…what you liked and didn’t like,” I pushed.

Amazingly, we had never discussed the details of her sexual encounters, but for some reason, I now wanted to know and she seemed in the mood to share.

“Thomas was…exciting. Zach was kind of…lame. Cezar was…I don’t know…just…just…raw,” she stated.

As she spoke, her movements became a little more pronounced, which made me think her words were affecting her subconsciously. Seconds later, the wet sounds of her pussy caught my attention and made my dick even harder.

“Four men…” I said and then flipped her onto her back. When we were moving again, I added, “You’re an experienced woman now.”

“Yes, because of your fantasy…you could have had me all to yourself,” she shot back, between her sighs.

With that, our verbal jousting ended, and from then on, we made love with only the sounds of our moans filling the air. Instinctively, I knew my wife wasn’t going to climax, so when the time came, I just let go and collapsed onto her sweaty body.

After this exchange, weeks went by with no further discussion about the games. Even in bed, we eschewed any provocative talk and concentrated on our loving connection. Lauren had always been a wonderful mother, but I sensed something of a renewed energy towards our children which provided further evidence that we were through with the encounters. Fortunately, I was able to keep a grip on my fantasies much easier than I feared, and had found a nice, peaceful place that had me focused on family. Thus, when I got the phone call that fateful Saturday morning, I was truly stunned.

“I…I need your help. I need you here now…without the kids,” my wife stated in a shaky voice as soon as I answered.

I was in the country, at her parent’s house with our children, and it was early, not quite seven. Lauren was supposed to have come with us, but at the last minute a work conflict had come up that meant we wouldn’t be able to leave until late Friday evening, and as a result, we decided that she would stay behind. Immediately, I guessed the source of her distress.

“What’s wrong? What happened?” I replied anxiously.

“Not now…just come here as soon as you can,” she begged.

Twenty minutes later, I was in the car racing towards the city after making up a poor excuse for her parents. Along the way, I tried to guess what the issue might be. I doubted it involved Thomas as he was an educated, professional guy that I had some trust in. Also, I very much doubted she would have returned to Zach as he never really clicked with her. Instead, all my thoughts were on Cezar, and given his unpredictable nature, I knew it could be anything.

“Lauren,” I called out as soon as the door opened.

“Here,” came a faint voice from the bedroom.

I stopped in the doorway as soon as I saw her, dumfounded by her appearance. She was sitting on the edge of the bed in a robe and I could tell that she had been beaten. In addition to a black eye, she had a fat lip and several scratch marks showing. On top of that, her well-styled dark hair had been hacked off in places giving her an odd unbalanced look.

“Dear Lord…what happened,” I exclaimed as I rushed to her side.

“I…I was bad,” she whimpered.

“Are you okay?” I replied, cringing at the meaning of her words.

“I…I’m okay I guess…sore in places,” she answered.

“Did you meet Cezar?” I asked and her look delivered the response before her words.

“Yes…I…I mean…I went to his house and there were these girls and they beat me up,” she replied as her tears started.

It took several minutes, but I was finally able to learn that the Hispanic man had texted her several times and convinced her to meet him at his place. When she arrived, Cezar was nowhere to be found and one of the girls told Lauren that she was his wife. There were four of them and they tackled her when she tried to leave, stripped her, and began a beating that lasted for some time.

“For God’s sake Lauren, why? And sneaking…again…” I said with disgust.

“I know…I know…it was stupid. But please…please not now,” she whimpered.

“Let me see the rest,” I replied, following up on some comments she made about bruises on her body.

“You won’t like it,” she warned.

“I already don’t like it,” I said.

With that, she slowly stood, untied the robe and let it fall open. Instantly, I could see a myriad of marks that extended from her chest to mid-thigh. There were bruises on both breasts and her nipples seemed quite red, almost raw. In addition, there were dark bruises on her thighs extending all the way to her vagina. If that weren’t enough, her attackers had written on her in black marker. Across her tummy in huge, wide letters was the word slut, and there were arrows pointing at her pussy with the words whore, trash, puta, and dirty cunt. As I stood staring, trying to take it all in, I noticed that on her breasts were initials as if each girl had signed the work.

When she saw me close my eyes and shake my head, she turned and lowered her covering until I could see her ass. She had clearly been whipped hard and by the marks it looked like it might have come from multiple belts of differing width. If that weren’t enough, on the small of her back written in big letters were the words “FUCK ME HERE”.

“There’s more,” she said after a few seconds of silence.

“What?” I asked, and then quickly added, “What else?”

“They…uhhh…put things in me…and…I…I…they made me lick his wife,” she announced.

“What did they put in you?” I asked, truly dumbfounded.

“A beer bottle…” she whispered.

“What…where?” I tried to clarify.

“Both places,” she informed me as her eyes fell to the floor.

“Lauren, maybe you should go to the hospital,” I suggested, suddenly very worried.

“No…no…I don’t want any of this known. I’m okay…I’ll be okay,” she shot back quickly, as if she had been waiting to deliver the message.

“Are you injured? I mean inside?” I asked, wondering what damage the bottle may have caused.

“I don’t think so…” she whispered.

“Okay, we won’t go, but you have to say something if you…start to feel anything wrong,” I told her, and as she nodded, I added, “You’re going to have to take the week off…maybe longer.”

“I know, but please help me get these marks off. I’ve tried and they won’t come all the way off,” she responded, pointing to one of the words that was faded, but still legible.

After doing a quick internet search and learning rubbing alcohol was normally a good remover, I had her recline on the bed while I went to work. At first, the marks looked like they might come right off, but a persistent layer always remained. So, I started a cycle of moving from one to another and after an hour, her front side had been reduced to a set of very faint shadows. Of course, my work brought me quite close to her pussy, and I could see how brutally she had been treated.

“What did they hit you with?” I asked, nodding towards her swollen mound.

“Their feet. They kicked me,” she whispered.

“How did you get away?” I asked, as it suddenly dawned on me that we hadn’t discussed how she escaped.

“They threw me outside when they were done…naked…” she whispered.

“How did you get home?” I asked.

“The hidden key,” she replied.

On each of our cars, I had put a spare key in a magnetic box and attached it to the frame. Several times, I had forced Lauren to practice finding it, and on each occasion, she would chastise me for making her get dirty. It was shocking to realize that she had been naked in a strange, rundown neighborhood on her back beneath the vehicle searching desperately for the small container. A thousand terrible things could have happened and the fact she got away was something of a miracle.

“Damn,” I responded.

“What am I going to do about my hair?” she asked with a pained expression when I had done all I could on the writing.

“Do you have your stylist’s personal phone number?” I asked.

“Yes, of course,” she replied.

“Call her and tell her it’s an emergency and if she’ll come to our house today, you’ll give her three times her fee or four or whatever it takes,” I suggested.

I’m not sure Lauren believed in the idea, but I think she was happy to be taking tangible action, so a few minutes later she made the call. It turned out to be surprisingly easy and after just a few minutes she had arranged for the woman to come to the house at six.

“Are you ready to beat me up now?” she said with a resigned sigh.

I knew that she had meant it in a verbal sense, although for a brief second slapping her did cross my mind.

“No, Lauren. Today is going to be about getting you better, but you can be certain the time will come. Now, I’m going to see if our parents can keep the kids all week. I don’t want them seeing their mother this way,” I explained.

Heather, the stylist, showed up right on time. Like me, she was shocked to see Lauren’s appearance and at first, I could tell she thought there had been a domestic quarrel. With the robe held closed, my wife told her a made-up story about an accident with a bicycle where her hair had to be cut free and it seemed to work. After that, they set about discussing styles that were achievable. Two-and-a-half hours later they were done, and I was amazed at what the woman had been able to accomplish. The remains of my wife’s shoulder length hair style were gone, replaced by a wavy bob that gave her a bit of a sassy style and accentuated her graceful neck. In fact, it looked so good that it made me wonder why she hadn’t tried it before.

“Well?” my wife asked hopefully, as Heather looked on.

“I think it looks amazing,” I replied sincerely.

The faces of both women immediately opened into broad smiles. Minutes later, after collecting her things, the stylist headed for the door and received an additional tip from me as I held it open.

Now, the only physical aspects of her attack that she couldn’t hide in public was the black eye, scratches and fat lip. They would have to be solved with time, and perhaps some makeup, but I still felt like significant progress had been made. Holding true to my word to spend the day helping my wife regain her footing, I was returning to the living room with more aspirin and a glass of wine when her cell phone suddenly rang.

“It’s Cezar,” she announced after she glanced at the screen.

She put the phone down without answering and took the glass from me. I was about to ask her why he would be phoning, when in the span of just a few seconds, multiple text messages arrived. Lauren ignored the device and continued watching TV, but when another burst arrived a few minutes later she finally reached for it.

“Well?” I asked after she had studied the words.

“He said he didn’t know about any of it. He was out of town last night. They got my number off his phone and set a trap. They were the ones texting me,” she explained.

“I think that’s bullshit,” I answered, and then added, “Didn’t the messages come from his number?”

“No…it was a different one. He said it was his work phone,” she answered with an embarrassed expression.

“Well…whatever…who cares now…” I stated.

“The girl…Elsa…has a baby with him and thinks they have a relationship,” she said, ignoring my comment.

“Well, if they have a baby together, it sounds like they do,” I stated.

Again, Lauren didn’t reply to my comment and for the next minute continued to look at the phone. Finally, she set it down and took a drink. It was only when she saw my raised eyebrows that she spoke.

“What?” she asked.

“That’s it?” I probed.

“He said he was sorry. He said he was going to take care of her. He said he didn’t think I had any interest because it had been so long,” she fired back rapidly.

Suddenly, the whimpering mess of a woman that I had dealt with earlier in the day was starting to become very annoying. Strangely, it seemed that she was relieved to get the explanation from the man, and I could only assume it was because it meant he hadn’t betrayed her. Rather than respond, I held her in a fixed stare for several seconds, trying to sense her state of mind before I slowly returned to the television.

By late Sunday, after several more alcohol rubs, the words had been erased from her body, and on Thursday her black eye had faded enough that she could hide the remaining marks with makeup. It allowed her to leave the house, although remaining beneath her clothes were the bruises and strap marks that provided a reminder of the aggressive attack. We discussed leaving to visit our parents for the weekend and pick up the kids, but finally decided against it as we still had some talking to do.

Throughout the week, my thoughts and emotions vacillated on Lauren and her sneaky attempt to meet her rough lover. The deep concern I had when I first saw her condition faded with her bruises and left me confused and angry. It seemed that my lovely wife was prepared to drop everything when Cezar called to simply receive a good fucking. It meant that the concerns that had led me back to Dr. Sturm remained quite real, and that my wife still carried powerful sexual thoughts.

“How is it?” I asked, referring to her steak.

Rather than stay home on Friday night, we had made reservations at a top-end restaurant. I hoped the evening out, helped by the alcohol, would set the stage for a night of closeness and candid communication.

“Quite good,” she responded with an open smile.

I thought about how beautiful she looked sitting before me, and the hidden marks beneath her dress that would shock those around us. For the thousandth time, I started to feel judgmental, but like every other time, my thoughts quickly went to my culpability and the simple fact that I had put everything that had occurred into motion. It truly was the parable of the genie and the bottle, and like those caught in similar dilemmas before me, I wondered if it was possible to go back. Even if it wasn’t all the way, it would be so much better if some control was established.

“I didn’t know if you wanted me anymore,” she said softly.

We had returned to our house and I had my arms around her with her back against me as we stood in the living room. Clearly, she was feeling vulnerable and was seeking my reassurance. For a moment, I thought about withholding it, but I knew I would feel terrible later if I did.

“Of course, Lauren,” I replied and nuzzled her neck.

My words brought a soft sigh from her mouth, and I continued my attention on the soft flesh of her neck that was made more accessible with her new hair style. Slowly, I undressed her until she was down to just her thong and only then did I let her turn in my arms and push her breasts against my chest.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

She had said it numerous times over the past several days, but for some reason it seemed she needed to say it again.

“I know,” I responded, giving her comfort as my hand traced her back.

Seconds later, we were headed towards the bedroom and when I attempted to start some foreplay, she stopped me and pulled me over her. Then, with a quick grasp of my dick, she guided me to her entrance.

“I don’t want to wait,” she said in a husky voice as I burrowed inside.

We began to move slowly, with our bodies tightly entwined, and we kissed passionately several times as our breathing became more labored. I thought we might be able to progress to a nice mutual climax, but as the minutes ticked by, I could tell Lauren’s arousal wasn’t building. It wasn’t long after that I felt her fingernails tickle my balls which was her normal method of getting me off quickly. It was another sign that we still weren’t fully connected.

“You’re…you’re not getting there,” I whispered.

“No…it’s okay…just let go,” she sighed and licked my ear.

“Why…” I began, but was instantly cut-off.

“I want you to,” she purred, and then added, “Cum in me.”

“Is it safe?” I asked as I quickly lost control.

“Yes…” she groaned.

After that, I lasted a mere eleven strokes and then in a series of grunts I spewed semen into my wife. As I lay on top of her gasping for air, I wondered what had just occurred. I felt manipulated, although I wasn’t sure of the purpose, but had to consider that she may have been seeking impregnation. When I finally regained my breath, still very much connected, I let her bring my lips to hers.

“What are you doing?” I asked with a soft chuckle.

“Don’t worry, you won’t be a father again. At least not this time,” she responded, accurately guessing my thoughts. Then, after a short silence, she said, “I just wanted you to feel good.”

“Well, you accomplished your goal,” I laughed.

For the next few minutes we kissed, but the wonderful feeling of her sweaty body and the soft whimpers coming from her soon had me fully hard again. I started to roll my hips very slowly in a way that I didn’t think was noticeable, but when Lauren widened her legs, I knew she was tuned into my intent. With no real purpose, we moved and sighed while continuing to find each other’s lips. The feeling was magical and I was content to spend the rest of the evening that way. However, Lauren broke the silence and her words brought me quickly back to reality.

“You still want your damaged wife?” she asked.

A child of three would have been able to easily see that she was seeking more reassurance. I thought about a sarcastic remark, but decided to be supportive.

“Of course, don’t be silly,” I replied.

“You never yelled at me,” she said.

“No, I guess I thought you had endured enough,” I responded.

She brought my lips to hers once more and we engaged in a deep, loving kiss, and when we finished, we returned to our sighs and moans. However, her words had caused me to relive the situation, and after a minute or so, I broached a delicate subject.

“Is it really that good…,” I started and then stopped, but when she didn’t reply, I added, “I mean with Cezar.”

Instantly, I felt her body stiffen and several seconds elapsed before she finally said, “Do we have to talk about it?”

“I want to know,” I stated.

“It’s different,” she finally answered in a tiny voice.

“How?” I probed.

Again, there was some silence before she said, “He’s demanding…and forceful…very aggressive.”

I realized that all her adjectives were loose synonyms for dominating, but rather than challenge her directly, I wanted to see what she would admit.

“You like that?” I asked as I pushed deep.

“Mmmm…uhhh…I guess it’s different,” she repeated.

“But good?” I pushed.

“I guess…yes…because I can always come home to safety,” she explained.

I didn’t respond while I digested the message, but eventually I challenged her in a pointed way, “So, you want to be a bad girl sometimes and then run home?”


“You wanted me to be bad…it was your idea,” she countered quickly.

“Not this bad. This is a whole new realm and Cezar wasn’t part of it. The rough sex and then you get pierced and then attacked. It’s…I don’t know…,” I replied, as our loving conversation rapidly disintegrated.

“God, you make me sound like a slut,” she fired back. I don’t know why, but I didn’t respond to her words and when she realized nothing was coming from me, she took my head in her hands, forced me to look at her, and said, “Do you think that?”

Rather than reply to her question, I asked, “Were you really delayed at work?”

The look that crossed her face left no doubt that the fateful Friday had been a planned event to be free from family so she could enjoy a sordid night of sex with her bad-boy lover.

“I’m not a slut,” she whispered and turned her head to the side. I stopped moving, with my dick still deeply inside her, and held my body over her waiting for her to make eye contact. It took almost a minute before she slowly turned back and said, “It’s your fault…you made me one.”

“I think it’s always been there,” I said.

Her look instantly changed to one of surprise, and she stared at me without speaking for a moment, before saying, “Do you really think so?”

“You’ll want him again…I think he’s still in your head,” I responded, answering her question in an indirect way.

It took another two weeks before all the marks disappeared from her body, and like the other times, we returned to a world of family with no talk of others. As I thought about it, I recalled that it wasn’t outside the norm for the sudden flurries of activity to be separated by long periods of calm. Understanding the nature of the cycle, it did beg the question about when to expect the next event, and I knew I needed to try and stay tuned in to Lauren’s state of mind.

On a Friday evening about a month later, we were cuddling in bed, enjoying each other’s touch, although not in any rush to make love. For some reason, I had my wife’s attack on my mind. Cezar had continued to reach out to her, and even explained in detail how he had punished Elsa. It wasn’t something we wanted to know about, and while Lauren had acknowledged receiving the messages, she had not engaged in a discussion.

“What was it like…licking her?” I asked in a nervous voice.

“I knew this was coming…eventually,” she replied, and tried to wiggle out of my arms, but I held her tight. Then, she added, “I’m surprised you lasted so long.”

“Well?” I said.

“Honey, it was forced…it wasn’t sexual or sensual…whatever the right word is,” she stated.

“How long did it last?” I pushed, knowing it would likely be my only chance to learn anything.

“A few minutes…a while…” she answered, and then added, “No, she didn’t orgasm.”

“I wasn’t going to ask that,” I declared, although it had been on my mind.

“Uh huh,” she replied sarcastically.

For the next few minutes, we were quiet as I kissed her neck and ears while gently teasing the tips of her nipples. My efforts had her body slowly undulating, and small mews of pleasure escaped her lips. With a deep sigh, she took my hand from her breast, brought it to her pussy and opened her legs to allow me access. She was nicely slick, and I ran my finger tip slowly up and down her slit several times making her back arch.

“What do you want?” I giggled.

“Keep doing it,” she purred, and then purred, “You’re so good to me.”

I did as she asked, and enjoyed making her respond to my slow touch. However, for some odd reason, my thoughts were still on Cezar as I remained intrigued by her responses to his behavior. Would he ever be content to slowly and tenderly caress her lovely body or would he take what he wanted, any way he wanted, and then fall away completely spent? And what did she really prefer? Slow and purposeful lovemaking or brutish and demanding fucking? She had said she liked both, but suddenly I wondered what she liked more, and the vision of Lauren with her legs pushed back being ridden hard by the large man remained stubbornly in my head.

“Huh? Honey…” she whimpered as I broke the touch and began to tug on my boxers.

Seconds later, I was naked and I forcefully pulled her legs apart and took position. Lauren was looking up at me with a confused expression as my dick searched for her opening, and when I found it, with a sudden lunge I went balls deep. The movement was so strong that it caused both of us to gasp loudly, and after a short pause, I started moving fast.

“Oh yeah…” I groaned.

I thought about the Hispanic man taking Lauren at Zach’s the first time, with his body dropping on her with full force, and suddenly it was what I wanted. I looped my arms beneath her knees and started to lift them and had to fight her some before she relented. Then, while we stared at each other, I pushed on her thighs until her knees were almost to her chest, and in a series of thrusts, I mimicked how Cezar had moved.

“Please don’t…” Lauren said softly.

At first, I ignored her, but I could tell she wasn’t into it at all, so after several more pushes, I stopped and asked, “Why?”

“Don’t honey…please…” she begged.

Although very confused and somewhat angry, I remained still and let go of her legs which immediately fell to my side.

“I thought you liked it…this way…” I said.

“I want my husband,” she responded as her eyes fluttered open, and then continued with, “I love my husband.”

I understood her message, although it inflamed my emotions. It took me a moment to calm, and when I did, I realized the main one I was feeling was envy. I was being boxed-in as the provider of love, caring and primary sustenance for the family while another man had carved out the role as the master of her carnal pleasure.

“I…I want to…make you feel that way,” I said.

She was silent for almost a minute before she answered, “I…it won’t…I can’t feel anything but love.”

We held a long stare and then her hand reached up and pulled me down into a deep kiss. As we connected, I understood her feelings, although the envy was still with me. It emboldened me and made me want to know everything about what they had done.

“Tell me what happened…what he did,” I demanded.

The night she had received the piercing, we had briefly explored her motivations, but since then all our interactions had been kept at a higher level with little specificity. Now, I wanted to return to the subject and learn more.

“Wha…what do you mean?” she asked.

I lifted my head until we were looking into each other’s eyes again and said, “I want to know everything that happened…every piece of it…everything.”

Again, she was quiet for a time before she said, “It was just sex…”

Annoyed, I asked harshly, “Like what? Did you suck him? Did he lick you? What was so…so…special about it? Come on, Lauren…what happened?”

I felt her body tense, but when I didn’t break eye contact, she sighed deeply and replied, “I sucked him and he fingered me some, but not much. It was mostly just…I don’t know…more…rougher…”

“And you loved it,” I stated rather than asked.

“Yes…” she whispered.

“How many times?” I pushed.

“We’ve been together three times. Once, at Zach’s and twice at his place,” she replied which jibed with my knowledge.

“How many times did you do it at Zach’s?” I probed.

“Twice…” she admitted.

Her answer helped explain her delayed return to our house after I left, but left open the circumstances of their second coupling. I wondered whether others had watched like before or if they had found a private spot.

“Just Cezar or Zach, too?” I asked, wanting to confirm the situation

“Just Cezar…he…he told Zach he couldn’t,” she replied.

I thought the message was odd since the scene I witnessed showed Cezar to be a complicit player in Lauren’s taking that bordered on the non-consensual. Thus, I wondered why he would suddenly become possessive. However, I didn’t want to make her aware of my presence, so I decided to drop the subject for the time being and move on.

“What happened at the club? He made you dress up…what happened?” I demanded.

“We just had drinks and talked to his friends,” she answered.

“Who did he say you were?” I shot back, interested to know how he had explained his involvement with an attractive Caucasian woman.

“Just a friend,” she said, but the look in her eyes let me know she was lying.

“Lauren, tell me,” I said sternly.

After a short period of silence, she replied, “He used some bad names.”

“Like what?” I demanded.

“He said I was his bitch…his…his…” she whispered.

“His slut?” I replied, and by her look I knew I had guessed accurately.

“Yes…” she said in a small voice.

Although I was still physically connected with my wife, suddenly I felt emotionally detached, and I looked down at her with a rational clarity.

“I think he was right. You were his slut,” I said boldly, and then added, “The question is whether you still want to be.”

Our eyes locked in a deep stare, and then for some reason my hips started to slowly move. We stayed that way as the seconds turned into minutes before she finally spoke.

“It’s…it’s your…thing…” she said, and her use of the present tense wasn’t lost on me.

“Do you want to be…that…for him…with him?” I whispered.

It was a simple yes or no question. No, meant sanctity of home and family while an answer of yes would signal a desire for more illicit sex. In truth, I didn’t know what to expect from Lauren nor was I certain about what I wanted her answer to be. Time seemed to stand still before she finally responded.

“You made me,” she whispered.

Once again, she was putting all the blame on my shoulders, while at the same time hinting at her desire to continue to experience the man. I was quiet as I absorbed her message and thought through the implications.

“Call him. Tell him you want to come over…right now,” I said, trying hard to keep a steady voice while I pulled my dick free and rolled to her side.

“Why? No, not now,” she replied in confusion.

“Now…right now…go,” I responded forcefully.

“No, honey. You’re mad and the…kids,” she answered as her soft hand found my semi-flaccid dick resting on my abdomen.

“Lauren, I’m not mad…it’s okay. Call him. I’ll watch the kids,” I pressed.

It seemed like in the past few minutes we had engaged in more direct eye contact than in all out previous years of marriage. I wasn’t sure exactly why I wanted her to go right then. Maybe it was to prove that she had indeed become wanton in her desires or maybe I was simply mad and not thinking clearly. Several times, I sensed she was about to speak and each time I braced myself, and then finally the words tumbled out.

“Are you sure it’s…it’s what you want?” she asked.

“Call him,” I replied firmly.

With a lingering look, she slowly turned from me and stood. Then, her hand went to her phone and she left the room. A few minutes later, she was back and without speaking she disappeared into the bathroom. I remained in the bed, and just a few minutes later she returned wearing a simple pull over dress.

“You’re really sure?” she asked.

I gave her a nod, and again she stared at me for several long seconds before turning and departing. I heard the door close, the garage door activate, and then the house was filled with an odd permeating silence. In my flurry of emotion, I neglected to appreciate that being stuck in the house would be torture. I could only guess at what was taking place which soon had me bouncing off the walls. Of course, I ended up at the bar, even though it was already past eleven, and poured a healthy drink. Surprisingly, I hadn’t passed out from the multiple drinks I had consumed when I heard the door open a little after two, and seconds later Lauren was standing in the hallway looking at me with an awkward smile. I followed her to the bedroom so we wouldn’t risk waking the kids and stopped her just before she entered the bathroom.

“Well? What happened?” I asked.

“Honey, you know what happened,” she replied with a short laugh.

She let me guide her next to the bed and helped me lift the dress from her lovely body. As soon as it was free, my nose was filled with the pungent aroma of sex. I felt my dick swell in my pants and while I worked on my clothes, Lauren started on her underwear. The bra came off first, and when she started to peel her thong down the crotch stuck to her mound for a moment before coming free. Instantly, I knew it had been caused by her lover’s semen that was still oozing from her slit.

“Damn,” I forced out, and then as my mind caught up, I asked, “Did you…were you wearing it?”

“Yes…” she answered with something of a smirk.

With that, she pulled the garment over her feet and tossed it towards the hamper, and then climbed onto the bed with me right behind her. As soon as she was on her back, I moved between her open legs, and looking down, I could see her vagina was red, slightly swollen and still quite wet. In addition, I spotted numerous pubic hairs around her pelvic area that I knew had come from her lover. With no foreplay, I brought my dick to her entrance and slipped easily inside.

“Mmmmm…” my wife moaned as she was penetrated by the second man that night.

“I didn’t expect you back so soon,” I said softly.

“Kids…” she answered with a sigh, and then added, “I need to be here…when…when they get up.”

After that, we proceeded in silence save for the contented moans that came from both of us. I was so excited that it didn’t take long to cum, and shortly after, I rolled to her side and promptly fell asleep.

The children dominated the rest of the weekend and ran us ragged, so it took a few days before I was able to return to Cezar and probe further about the encounter. We were in bed and about to drift off when I decided to bring it up.

“Can we talk about last Friday?” I asked.

“I guess…what about it?” she answered with her voice showing a hint of nervousness.

“Well…we never really talked about it. What happened? What did he say about those girls?” I probed.

“He said he was sorry about it and started to explain again what he did, but I stopped him. Then…we just went to his room,” she said.

“Was Felix there? Did Cezar say anything about the bar?” I asked, feeling a bit frustrated that I was having to pull out every piece of info.

“He was there and of course he noticed it was gone,” she replied.

“No comment about it?” I pushed.

“No, he was feeling guilty about the girls,” she responded, and then continued with, “He was trying to be…nice… because of what happened.”

The way she said it sounded a bit odd, and suddenly it dawned on me that rather that the forceful, dominant character that excited her, perhaps the Hispanic man had shown concern and caring. Instantly, I wondered if the sex had been aggressive or if he had toned it down, and if so, was Lauren disappointed by the meeting? Rather than pose a straightforward question, I decided to be coy.

“Well, I hope you enjoyed it,” I said, giving her the freedom about how to respond.

“It was okay, thank you,” she said and snuggled closer.

Once again, her tone seemed off which made me think that the encounter might have been a dud. I wasn’t sure how to use the information, although it did give me a further peek into her sexual psyche. A couple days later, under similar circumstances, I decided to bring the subject up again. However, this time, I was more pointed.

“I got the sense your visit with Cezar wasn’t that great,” I challenged Lauren.

“Why?” she immediately fired back, but I didn’t respond, and after some silence, she continued, “It was okay. I think he was nervous.”

“Nervous?” I replied.

“Yeah, after what happened. I think he was…” she said.

“So…okay…I mean…it wasn’t that great then,” I tried to confirm.

“It was okay…it was fine…” she answered.

“Has he reached out?” I asked, deciding to switch gears.

“Yes, he wanted to meet this weekend, but Susie’s birthday party is Saturday morning,” she explained.

Susie was my young daughter’s best friend so her birthday was a big deal and I knew it would take precedent. I merely nodded in reply indicating I understood the situation and we moved on to other subjects.

Weeks went by with no talk of others and I reached the conclusion that I had been correct about her last meeting. I surmised that his softer approach had been something of a turn off for Lauren since it was this aspect that made him unique, and it forced me to consider whether the outside play had come to an end. From my original group, Thomas was now in a committed relationship and unavailable, Zach had been a bust and Lauren was adamant about staying well away from her friend’s husband, Chris. Somehow, Cezar had entered the picture, but now it looked like he had fallen from favor. In some ways, I thought it was a good thing that matters had reached a natural end, and considered initiating a discussion on the subject. However, before I could do it, from out of the blue, she announced that she had a meeting planned.

“What do you think about taking the kids to the country this weekend?” she asked.

“Cezar?” I queried, and when she nodded her head, I continued with, “It’s been a while.”

“Yes…I guess…” she responded vaguely.

“Okay, no problem,” I replied, letting her off the hook.

By the time Friday arrived, I had decided that I would take the kids out to the country and then return. The primary reason was my wife’s safety as things still felt somewhat unsettled. Plus, it just seemed more real when I was nearby, and it gave me the opportunity to slyly check on her movements if I decided. My plan was to be in the house when she returned and explain that I was there in case I was needed. I thought she would accept this and likely view it as a positive.

It was right at eight by the time I completed the round trip and walked into our dark and very quiet house. Immediately, I poured myself a large drink, flopped onto the sofa and took out my phone to locate Lauren’s whereabouts. Seconds later, I stared at my phone in surprise when I realized she had blocked the tracking service. It could only mean she wanted absolute privacy, but given what had occurred, I was incensed and couldn’t fathom why she would act so reckless. It took me the entire drink and part of the second before I calmed down. I knew I couldn’t just sit at home and wait for her arrival, and I didn’t want to announce my presence through a phone call, so I decided to do a drive-by of her lover’s house.

Twenty minutes later, I cruised slowly down the street and when I reached the address, I spotted Lauren’s car in the driveway. However, the Hispanic man’s pickup was missing which suggested they were out. My first thought was they were visiting the nearby club, but after making my way over, traversing the parking lot several times and not spotting his vehicle, I left to regroup. I ended up down the road at the same bar I had waited in previously, and while sipping a beer, I tried to think about what might be occurring. Thirty minutes later, the sole idea I had was to check Zach’s place as it was the only common link. I set off towards his neighborhood, and after making numerous wrong turns, I finally arrived at what I was certain was the correct house. However, it was completely dark and actually looked like it might be empty, so with no other options, I dialed my wife’s number. As I expected, there was no answer, but I dutifully left a message and drove away. It was either home or back to Cezar’s and when I reached the decision point, I pointed my car back towards the shady neighborhood. It wasn’t long before I arrived, but nothing had changed, so I pulled in front of the house to contemplate what to do next. I considered approaching Felix to see if he knew anything, and after mulling my choices some more, I decided it was the only option. After knocking, I waited nervously for several minutes before I heard shuffling, and suddenly I was face to face with Felix who was dressed in a plain white t-shirt and rust colored boxers.


There was an awkward moment as the wheels turned in his head, and when he recognized me, he spat out, “They’re not here.”

Knowing his quirky ways and hoping to get him to engage, I tried to get inside, “Okay…mind if I get a beer?”

“You want a beer? Fuck man, why?” he replied.

“C’mon man…it’s been a long day,” I responded, doing my best to come across as benign.

“Shit…” he let out and stepped back, and then he quickly added, “But, you gotta go soon. Before they get back.”

“Yeah…of course…” I said as I stepped inside.

I stood in the spartan living room and without further prodding the older man went to the refrigerator and returned with two cans. Without speaking, he handed one to me and then moved to an easy chair while I stepped to the sofa. There was no TV, radio or stereo playing in the house and the quiet made it seem surreal. Finally, after giving him half a beer to get comfortable with me, I spoke.

“You know where they went?” I asked.

“No, man…I think maybe a party though,” he replied.

“Really? Why do you think that?” I asked, hoping to steer him slowly towards the location.

“They were kind of dressed up,” he said.

“Lauren wasn’t dressed up when she left. Did she change?” I followed with my interest now piqued.

“Yeah…after they quit arguing she changed,” he told me.

“What were they arguing about?” I asked quickly, wanting to keep him talking.

“Man, she came over here acting all bitchy. She got Cezar pissed off fast and wouldn’t shut up. He finally had enough though,” he explained.

His final comment made me nervous, but as I probed further, I didn’t get the feeling from him that anything physical had taken place. I did manage to get him to describe the outfit she was now wearing and it sounded like it was the same as the one I had seen her wearing in the club parking lot. Slowly, as my brain chewed on Felix’s information, a theory began to form in my head. Had she purposefully antagonized Cezar to make him get past his caring manner? Was she hoping she could get him to return to his dominant and aggressive ways?

“You need to drink this and go,” he said as he handed me a second beer.

I had been surprised when I saw him retrieving two more from the fridge, but something must have clicked with him as he walked back.

“Where do you think they’re partying?” I asked, hoping to get lucky.

“Probably Jesse’s,” he said without hesitation, and then added, “His shit always gets crazy.”

I thought about trying to get the location, but decided it wouldn’t really do me much good anyway. They were likely inside and if it was a wild party like he said it would be too dangerous to try and get close.

“When do you think they’ll get back?” I asked.

“Soon, man…he wants to fuck her bad,” he informed me, and then as a strange look appeared on his face, he said, “You should go.”

“Yeah…okay,” I replied and once I saw him settle, I continued with, “Mind if I go back and look for something in her clothes. I need a key, and I think she took it.”

“Go look, I guess,” he said with indifference.

Not waiting for him to change his mind, I swiftly left the living room and made the short trek down the hall to the door less bedroom. It only took a moment to spot Lauren’s clothes neatly folded on a chair in the corner, and my inspection quickly determined that her jeans, top, thong, and bra were present. Immediately beneath the chair were her sandals, so I could only surmise that she was dressed in the naughty clothes and totally naked underneath.

“Okay, thanks for the beer,” I said as I returned to Felix, and he merely nodded as I made for the door.

I headed towards my refuge bar once again, too keyed up to go home. I had decided I would have a beer or two, check the house again to see if they had returned and if not, head out. An hour later, without speaking to a single person besides the bartender, I proceeded towards Cezar’s, and found it totally quiet. Even the older truck that I thought was Felix’s was missing leaving only Lauren’s vehicle present. Thus, I decided to give up on the house and make my way home.

I was able to spot Cezar’s pickup in our driveway from several houses away and a few seconds later I spotted Felix’s pulled up at the curb behind a late model sedan I didn’t recognize. Instantly nervous, I parked several blocks away and quickly returned, hoping not to attract attention. I thought back to my time in the house earlier in the evening, trying to remember if I had left any trace of my presence. I was sure I had put the bottle of whiskey away and was fairly certain I had rinsed the tumbler and left it in the sink. So, unless Lauren made a purposeful inspection, I doubted I would be discovered. It meant she would be under the belief that I was in the country with our parents and kids a good distance away.

Of course, getting into the house wasn’t the issue. Rather, it was the decision whether to merely burst in or to try and covertly gain access to assess the situation. The possibility that others might be present besides Felix and his nephew made me nervous, but I wanted badly to know the truth, so ignoring the potential danger, I decided to try and enter undetected. The back door would be the best means, as it entered into a utility room, but reaching it required that I scale a six-foot wooden fence. Fortunately, I was able to get over with minimal difficulty and quickly found myself at the entrance. It was the critical moment and I slowly pushed the key into the lock pausing with each click until it had reached its limit. Then, I very cautiously turned it and the door knob at the same time and suddenly the seal was broken and my ears quickly searched for sounds. It was surprisingly quiet and luckily there was no squeaking as the door fully opened.

I was in a room off the kitchen, so I needed to traverse most of the house to reach the master bedroom. It was when I reached the far end of the kitchen that I began to hear noises from further back, but they were still indistinguishable, so with a deep breath, I moved slowly down the hallway. Fortunately, I could see that the master bedroom door was open and I knew that if the participants were distracted, I could slip into a room across the hall and have a limited view from this spot with some protection. I leaned out when I reached the room and made a quick glance into our bedroom, and as hoped, the focus was on the bed. So, with a quick spin, I was out of the hallway and into the relative safety of the room Lauren and I used as a home office, quickly positioning myself out of sight.

I waited until I was sure I hadn’t been spotted. It was only then that I peeked out the door to take in the scene in a more complete way. The first thing I saw was Cezar’s large body standing next to the bed completely naked. He was staring down at my wife who was partially blocked but also appeared to be nude. Her arms were extended outward, and looking closer I could see that they had been tied to the bedposts. Felix, who was still dressed, was leaning over her and I immediately guessed that he was re-piercing her nipple. I was so mesmerized by trying to determine where he was in the process that at first, I didn’t notice that another man had moved close to the foot of the bed. Up until then, he must have been standing out of sight against the wall, but decided he wanted a closer look. He appeared Hispanic as well, and was taller than Cezar but much thinner. In addition, he had long dark hair that cascaded over his shoulders and a full beard and mustache that covered his angular face. Like Felix, he was fully dressed and looked like he had been at a club as he was dressed in tight pants and a blood red long sleeve shirt.

I wondered how long they had been in the house and what had already taken place. It was also surprising that so few sounds were emerging. It stayed that way for several more minutes before I heard Felix’s voice.

“You ready?” he asked.

“I don’t want it to hurt,” I heard Lauren respond in a whiny voice.

“Fuck, don’t worry about her…she’s been a bitch all night,” Cezar declared before his uncle could respond

“Do it with your cock in her, man. I bet that would feel good,” the slender man said.

“That’s a good idea,” Cezar responded.

“Ohhh…” Lauren gasped as the idea registered.

There was a sudden flurry as the slender man went to one hand and Cezar the other while Felix picked up his tools and stepped aside. It allowed me a perfect view of my naked wife whose pussy was already a mess. Clearly, she had been well fucked, meaning they had been at the house for some time. While they worked to release her, she kept a hard gaze on Cezar’s fat cock that bobbed several feet away. As soon as she was free, he sat on the edge of the bed and pulled her onto him with her legs straddling his thick waist. Instantly, his heavy cock found its home while she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him deeply. Felix waited patiently until they broke then moved to her side while the large Hispanic man leaned back to provide room. The prepping started on her nipple and all through the procedure she would slowly roll her hips, apparently unable to remain still.

“Bitch, you need more,” he declared.

“Yeah…you going to give it to me?” she asked shamelessly.

“I’ll fuck the shit out of you…” he started, but Felix interrupted.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Don’t hurt me,” she whined.

With that, the forceps were put in place, which made her whimper, and Felix put a needle in his hand and brought it close. I could see Lauren was trembling in fear and it seemed like Felix might be dragging it out to build anticipation. Then, with a quick movement he plunged the sharp metal into her delicate flesh and the entire house was filled with her cry.

“Ohhhh…oh fuck…ohhh…it hurts…” she yelled.

The pain caused her body to thrash and Cezar’s hands flew to her hips where he moved her swiftly against his body. They had a brief but intense interaction before they finally slowed, and then stopped with my wife panting.

“Did her pussy squeeze you?” the slender man asked excitedly

“Fuck yeah…it throbbed…” he declared excitedly.

“Nice…fucking nice,” the unknown man responded.

Felix quickly finished the work and my wife was lifted and placed on her back. Cezar immediately reconnected and then they were strangely still for some time before he started to move. At first, he went slowly, with purposeful, deep movements. However, it wasn’t long before his pace began to increase until he was pounding into her hard, and the more aggressive he got, the more frequent the erotic squeals and whines came from Lauren. In my heart, I knew this raw sex was what drew her to the rough man, what she discovered deep within her that made her so excited. I doubt he had any idea that it was her brain being tickled more than her pussy, although in truth I didn’t think it mattered to her whether he was aware or not. The events of the night strongly suggested she was prepared to surreptitiously manipulate him to achieve what she wanted.

“Uhhh…uhhh…so good…so full…please…so close…” my wife began to grunt in time with the wet, squelching sound coming from between her legs.

“You ready? You going to cream some more?” he fired back.

“Yes…oh yes…don’t stop…it’s for you…it’s all yours…” she whined.

“Fuck yeah bitch…fuck yeah…you’re my hole…fucking hot pussy…fucking hot…” he told her.

“Yes…yes baby…it’s yours…for you…ohhh…it’s for you…” she whined.

It was clear their sordid talk was exciting both of them and for a moment it wasn’t clear which one might climax first. However, when I saw Lauren’s leg separate from his waist and rise until her feet were in the air, I knew she was just a few seconds away. Like I had witnessed countless times, there was a moment where she suddenly became quiet and her body grew stiff before she exploded.

“Ohhhhhhh…oh God…oh my God…don’t stop…of do it…fuck me…ohhhh…ohhh yes…fuck me good…” she practically screamed.

Along with her sounds, her body started to spasm and I watched as she made a desperate attempt to raise her head to kiss her lover, but she couldn’t reach him and collapsed back. Her orgasm appeared to last for about thirty seconds and then she entered a more peaceful, contented state, but it didn’t last long as Cezar was now building to his own release.

“Fuck…fuck yeah…” he declared then took her legs and pushed them back.

“Go baby…do it…” my wife encouraged him as he renewed his hard thrusts.

Unlike Lauren, he gave off few signals when the time came. The last few strokes were a bit awkward and then he pushed in deep, held himself against her, tilted his head back and roared. When his body finally relaxed, he made about a half-dozen quick pushes as if he was trying to work the remaining semen from his cock, and then stopped.

“Fuck L…you have a good pussy…” he panted.

“It’s yours…for you…” she said submissively.

It had been a powerful sexual seen. Watching Thomas with her had been exciting and erotic too, but it had more intimacy, more caring involved. This coupling had been raw, almost nasty, and it was abundantly clear that Lauren had enjoyed it immensely.

After a deep kiss that seemed to go on for minutes, they finally broke and Cezar rolled to her side providing the room a full-frontal view of her thoroughly fucked body. Rather than show shame, Lauren found a pillow for her head and then put her arm over her lover’s wide chest. I watched as Cezar and the slender man-made eye contact and some non-verbal communication went on between them that ended when he started whispering to my wife. It lasted for several minutes and was indecipherable until it got close to the end.

“You really want me to?” Lauren asked.

“He’s my boy…we always do it,” he answered.

She didn’t reply to his decadent comment but after several seconds I saw Cezar nod towards his friend who immediately started to get undressed. It was clear Lauren was about to be shared for the second time, and it put me in a state of turmoil. Should I allow it to continue or announce my presence and end everything? Cezar had definitely been trying to convince her, although I wouldn’t go so far as to say she was coerced. Rather, it seemed she accepted it as something that would please her lover, and at that moment, despite her location, I had to believe none of her thoughts were about family.

I was still considering what to do when the large Hispanic man rolled away leaving the bed to his friend. Without any prompting, my wife positioned herself and spread her legs in a welcoming invitation to the man. It was this act that made me decide to remain the voyeur, and as he approached, a strange smile appeared on my wife’s beautiful face.

“Come over here,” he decided at the last minute and slapped the end of our bed.

Without responding, Lauren scooted his way and when she arrived, he had her turn onto her knees. Clearly, he wanted her from behind, and he wasted no time placing her before bringing his long but thin cock to her wet opening. He looked to be in his mid-twenties and lacked Caesar’s muscle development in his frame. In fact, his chest had a somewhat sunken appearance, and that, coupled with his long hair and full beard, gave him something of a Jesus like appearance.

“Mmmmm…” my wife sighed when he entered.

“Nice and juicy…and warm…” the man grunted.

“That’s my cum, Juan. You’re getting seconds…” Cezar laughed with Felix joining in.

If Lauren was offended, she didn’t show it and they continued for over a minute before Juan suddenly stopped.

“There’s something in here. I can feel it when I go deep,” he declared.

“It’s my diaphragm…for birth control…” Lauren answered, and the way the three men traded glances it appeared that no one was entirely sure what she meant.

“Take it out…let’s see it,” Cezar demanded and waved at Juan to back away.

“No…come on…” she responded, and reached back for Juan’s dick.

“Take it out like I said. Quit fucking arguing all the time,” he demanded and stepped towards her which made me lean forward onto the balls of my feet.

Lauren stared at him for a moment, and then rolled onto her back. With her legs spread, two fingers slid into her pussy and fumbled for a moment before returning with the rubbery device. She held it up to show the men and Cezar stepped over and took it from her.

“Shit, man. This is nasty,” he declared when his fingers contacted the wet surface.

“Here,” he said, trying to hand it to his friend.

“Man, I don’t want it,” Juan replied and started to laugh.

“Cezar, I need that and I need to go to the bathroom,” my wife said when he made to put it on the dresser.

“Later, just get back on your knees,” he instructed her.

“I need it. It’s important,” she responded.

“Juan, don’t jizz in her, okay?” Cezar said with a chuckle.

“Yeah…whatever,” he replied as his hands started to prod my wife back into position.

Surprisingly, she accepted his direction without further protest and soon was back in place with her now unprotected pussy ready for penetration. It only took a few seconds for Juan to get back between her legs, and then without fanfare he pushed his cock back inside.

“Ugghhhhh…” Lauren grunted.

“Yeah, that’s better…nothing in the way,” he declared, and then quickly asked his larger friend, “Man, how didn’t you feel it with that sausage?”

“I did! I didn’t know what it was. I thought she wasn’t deep,” he laughed.

“Nahhh, man. She’s good and deep. She’s been holding back on you,” he laughed, and then added, “She’s been keeping some of that pussy to herself.”

With that, Juan returned his concentration to Lauren, and with his hands holding her hips, he began a deep, consistent pace. He wasn’t overly aggressive nor did he show any urgency. Rather, he seemed content to just enjoy the ride.

At first, Lauren seemed more accommodating towards, than excited by the man, and was somewhat passive. However, over the course of a few minutes she began to give little signs of engaging. First was the periodic licking of her lips, that was soon followed with her biting down on the lower one. Then, she started to grip and release the bedsheet with her hands. It indicated that tension was building in her body and suddenly, it got released.

“Ohhhh…uggghhhh…” she groaned and her ass began to meet the thrusts.

“Yeah L, fuck him good,” Cezar told her.

“You want me to?” she panted.

“Fuck yeah…you belong to me. Fuck him good,” he replied.

Cezar’s cock had become fully hard and he was now pulling on it deliberately. Lauren spotted it too and her arm reached out in a beckoning motion. He stepped towards the bed and as soon as he was within reach, she took the heavy tool in her grip and pulled him even closer.

“She’s a fucking slut,” Juan grunted, never slowing, and then added, “Put it in her mouth.”

With a smile, Cezar climbed onto the bed and placed himself where his cock was reachable. Instantly, Lauren took hold of the shaft with her right hand and dropped her mouth over the fat head making several inches disappear. In all my fantasies about others, it never crossed my mind that she would be shared by two marginal men that treated her like a piece of meat. Again, I debated on whether to intervene, as it seemed strange not to leap to her side, but once more, her movements and sensual sounds kept me at bay.

Quickly, Lauren had Cezar squirming beneath her while his hand, wrapped in her hair, helped direct her movements. I could see that Juan was watching them intently and his motions and grunts indicated he was moving towards a climax. Suddenly, her head lifted from his cock and she began saying something in a voice too low to make out. I wasn’t able to discern his reply either, but when he spoke to his friend, I understood the gist of the interaction.


“Man, make sure to pull out,” Cezar said to Juan.

“Yeah…yeah, okay,” he grunted.

“Please…” my wife joined in.

He was now very close and I was pleased that my wife had maintained enough control to know it and stop him from ejaculating inside her. Just seconds later, Juan’s motions started to become labored and after a final deliberate thrust, he wrenched his cock from her wet hole and let fly with a jet of milky semen that splattered from her shoulders to her ass.

“Ohhh, fuck man…fuck yeah…” he groaned and then began to rapidly flail his shaft.

His actions forced a large glob to form and then slowly drop onto the small of her back. Then, as if on cue, all movement stopped which somehow made their heavy breathing seem more pronounced. For maybe half a minute, things stayed that way, and then Lauren began to get restless.

“I need you in me,” she declared to Cezar and climbed towards his cock.

At first, she merely sat on him with her back straight running her hands through her short hair. Then, she fell forward and began to kiss the man while she rolled her hips, and I could see that Juan was gazing intently between their connected bodies. I knew he was witnessing up-close the view of Cezar’s cock spearing Lauren’s stretched hole, and strangely, for a moment, I felt a pang of jealousy. It was only when Felix began to cough that my focus was diverted, as I had almost forgotten about him. He had stayed motionless at the limit of my vision since Lauren’s piercing, obviously mesmerized by the sexual display.

The rhythm of their mating increased rapidly, and Lauren began aggressively pushing back against his upward stabs which created a loud, wet slapping sound. In addition, all kinds of excited sexual moans and whines came from the couple and this combination was clearly exciting the other two men.

“Put it in her Cezar…fucking knock her up,” his friend called out, and then added, “She’s married…it’s not your fucking problem. Do it!”

“You want that baby?” he demanded from Lauren, and when she didn’t answer he added, “Do you want it in you?”

There followed several more seconds of silence and then I heard her whisper something that I couldn’t make out.

Juan heard it though and said, “Fuck yeah man, she wants your cum…”

I suspected that Thomas had taken her unprotected sometimes during their clandestine meetings, but she had time to prepare for those and I assumed she had allowed it only during her safe times. Now, I pondered whether she had done the same or if she was completely giving herself over to decadence. There was always the pharmacy and the morning after pill, although it still didn’t make her behavior right, and it meant she would need to break away at some point. What if Cezar decided to keep her for the weekend?

“Shit man…” I heard Cezar grunt and it sounded like he was getting close.

“It’s all yours…all yours…let go…” my wife panted, showing once more her submissiveness.

“Fuck yeah…fuck yeah…almost…” he cried out and quickly it was followed with, “Uggghhhh…fucking cumming man…fuck…oh fuck yeah…”

“Oh baby…ohhh…oh yeah…mmmmm…uggghhhh…uggghhhh…” she started before her sounds devolved into mere whines and whimpers.

“Motherfucker…you got her…got her good, man…” Juan said as he pulled on his cock.

Even Felix was engaged, as he had silently dropped his pants and was now tugging on his dick.

Cezar’s body stopped moving but Lauren’s hips kept working, milking her lover and prolonging what she was feeling. She maintained her effort for about a minute before, with a deep sigh, she collapsed onto the man’s large chest.

“Bitch can fuck,” he gasped.

Suddenly, it felt like my body was deflating as if all my adrenalin had been expended. Now, I just wanted to get somewhere where I didn’t need to concentrate on being quiet and could breathe deeply. With all the attention still on the bed, I slipped from the room and found my way to the back door, intending to hang out in the backyard while regrouping. However, once there, with my brain in turmoil, I decided to keep moving, and minutes later I was at my car.

It was right at the time the bars would be closing, so I knew a drink wasn’t an option. Instead, I went to an all-night diner and ordered a coffee. Replaying the events of the evening, I realized that each subsequent encounter had been less impactful on me than the previous, and even though there had been exciting moments this time, it didn’t compare to her first meeting with Thomas. I knew it was time to stop, but I wondered how Lauren would react. She had allowed herself to be pierced again, which I felt indicated of a high level of excitement, and then there were her admissions to Dr. Sturm. Although I thought it likely she would agree to stop if I asked, I also had a nagging worry that it might result in her becoming sneaky, which would be a very bad situation.

Two cups later, I contemplated for the hundredth time what was taking place in our house and when it might be over. There was nothing to say that they wouldn’t go at it all night, all weekend even as I was supposed to be gone until Sunday. So, I made my way to the freeway and found a motel. It took a while to get to sleep, but when I finally did it was deep and I didn’t wake until after 10:00 AM. Famished, I went back to the same diner, had breakfast and then headed home.

I wasn’t sure what to expect, as I knew they could still be there or they could have moved back to Cezar’s. Although prepared, I was still confused by what I found. Cezar’s pickup was gone, as was the sedan I had attribute to Juan, but for some reason, Felix’s pickup was still there. I was in no mood for any further sneaking, but rather that use the garage, I pulled in front and walked straight to the door. The house was quiet and as I made my way towards the kitchen, I spotted Felix asleep on the sofa in the living room, completely naked. I left him to check the bedroom and found Lauren under a sheet and I sensed that she too was nude. For some reason, I decided to talk to Felix first and getting closer, I noticed a dry, crusty substance on his dick and pubic hair. In made me think that it was very likely that this odd man had fucked my wife, too.

“Felix, what’s going on?” I asked as I pushed on his leg.

“Shit man, what time is it?” he answered, showing no outward sign of concern.

“Almost noon,” I told him, and then continued, “What’s going on? What happened?”

“Cezar fucked her,” he answered vaguely.

“You mean here? Instead of at your house,” I asked, even though I already knew the answer.

“Yeah, over here. He wanted to do it in her bed,” he said.

“Why are you here?” I followed.

“He called me to do her nipple,” he responded.

“Where is Cezar? Why are you here?” I asked, starting to become annoyed at his simple answers.

“When we left…I forgot my stuff, so I came back to get it,” he said.

When you and Cezar left?” I pushed.

“And Juan,” he admitted.

“Who is Juan?” I asked.

“Cezar’s boy…his friend,” he explained.

“Did he…was he with Lauren, too?” I probed.

“Oh, yeah…he fucked the shit out of her. Man, she loves to fuck,” he answered, completely unaware that it might upset me.

“How many times? I mean…how many times did Juan…do it,” I followed.

“I don’t know…a couple I guess,” he responded and for the first time he showed some nervousness.

Thinking I might be losing him, I decided to get more direct, and asked, “Felix, were you with her. Did you…did you fuck her?”

He was quiet for a moment and in that space, I couldn’t help but look at his uncircumcised dick that showed the remains of sex. The evidence was right before me that he had been inside my wife. What remained was to determine the nature of their interaction.

“Yeah, man…” he finally answered.

I figured that he had returned to our house on the pretense of getting his things but what he really wanted was to fuck Lauren. Given that scenario, I knew it was a very bad situation and I instantly felt guilty about leaving her the night before.

“When you came back…” I said in a softly voice as I shook my head.

It was more of a statement to myself than a question, but Felix quickly replied, “I fucked her before, too.”

“Before everyone left?” I asked, truly dumfounded.

“Yeah…we all did her. She couldn’t get enough,” he said.

For the second time since midnight, it felt like all my energy was fleeing my body. I had watched Cezar talk Lauren into sex with Juan with minimal effort and I could only assume that a similar thing had happened with Felix. By the vague description of what I was hearing coupled with what I had seen, I thought she had been willingly shared back and forth as long as she could return to Cezar’s fat cock. It was at the core of her submissive activity and provided the sexual sustenance she needed. All else was just a means to return.

“And you…she let you…uhhh…fuck her when you came back?” I asked, wanting to clarify.

“Yeah…at first, she said she was too sore, but it didn’t take too much,” he said.

Once more, I paused to absorb the message and in doing so my eyes glanced over the man. For some reason, his average sized dick had stiffened and the spongy head was now extended past the foreskin. I could only surmise that the reliving the experience with Lauren while describing it to me was exciting him.

“Come on, let’s go talk to her,” I said to him.

I wanted there to be a confrontation for several reasons. Most importantly, was to determine if she had been forced in any way. Also, I wanted to see her reaction and have her know that it wasn’t something she could deny.

“Shit, okay…” he mumbled and started to stand.

He followed me to the bedroom, and showed no concerns about his lack of clothing. When we were standing next to the bed, I grabbed my wife’s foot and shook it several times.

“Lauren…Lauren, wake up,” I said.

It took a moment for her to stir and several more for her head to clear. When she realized it was me her eyes grew large and when she saw I was standing with Cezar’s naked uncle, they became even larger.

“What…why? Why are you here? The kids…” she started before I interrupted.

“The kids are fine. What’s going on?” I asked in a surprisingly emotionless voice.

“Let me go to the bathroom, and then we can talk,” she replied, trying to make a retreat to regroup.

“No…now’s good,” I responded, and pulled the sheet from her that she was clutching to her neck.

Instantly, her legs closed which shielded her pussy from view, but what she couldn’t hide were her breasts. Now, instead of one piercing I could see that both nipples had a bar through them.

“You pierced both of them? I thought just one?” I asked turning to Felix.

A strange smile formed on his face before he answered, “One for Cezar and one for me.”

“You did yours when you came back?” I asked, suspecting what had occurred and when he nodded, I followed with, “When?”

“Like, an hour ago,” he explained.

“Which one’s yours?” I probed.

“The right,” he shot back without hesitation.

“Did you fuck her before or after you did it,” I asked.

“After,” he stated, still with an easy air that defied the circumstances.

I locked eyes with Lauren and I could see that she was embarrassed and terrified, but there was no indication she had been forced. Finally, I decided it was time to get rid of Felix and waited for him to pick up his clothes before I directed him back to the living room. As soon as we left, I could hear my wife move to the bathroom and seconds later the shower started.

“Man, your wife has the best pussy. Why do you give it out?” he asked when he was finished dressing.

“Because I’m stupid,” I answered like I had at his house when he asked a similar question. Then, I asked him, “Did she like it?”

“Man, she loves to fuck. She can’t get enough,” he answered.

With that, I led him to the door, sent him on his way and then headed back towards Lauren. The bathroom door was locked and when I knocked, she begged to be allowed to cleanup. Still in a strange, almost numb state, I agreed and went to the kitchen. She looked amazingly fresh when she appeared thirty minutes later in jeans and a pullover top with only her eyes giving away what she was feeling inside.

“You fucked them here…Cezar, Felix and some other guy…in our bed,” I stated rather than asked.

She tried several times to speak, but on each occasion her emotions overwhelmed her and she stopped. Finally, with a deep breath she forced out the response.

“Yes…” she said in a small voice.

“Felix said they all had you…all night and then he came back and fucked you some more this morning. Was he accurate?” I asked, giving her a chance to tell things her way.

“Yes, I suppose,” she said as her sobbing started.

“Lauren, your diaphragm is on the dresser. Did they cum in you? All of them?” I asked.

“Yes…” she whispered once more.

With that, I stopped the interrogation and poured us each a big glass of wine. I gave her a chance to take several sips, and then started again.

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked.

It was perhaps the question I was most interested in as there was such a disconnect between the woman I thought I knew and the one exhibiting the reckless behavior. Sure, I had been the instigator, at least to start, but she had taken things to a whole new level.

“Congratulations…” she whimpered, took another drink, and then continued with, “Congratulations. You have what you wanted. A total slut for a wife. A dirty tramp…a whore…”

I backed off again and gave her more time to recover while encouraging her to drink her wine. It took a few minutes, but finally she appeared to be in an emotional state that would allow me to continue.

“Why?” I asked.

It was a simple one-word question, although it connoted a great deal, everything really. For the first time, she looked at me and held the gaze as she answered.

“Because…because I like it. I don’t know…I like it… I get so excited I lose control,” she said in a steady voice that provided validation to the truth of her words.

“Can you stop?” I asked, nervous about her answer.

There was a pause as if she was mulling my words before she responded, “Yes. Yes, but don’t ever put me in the position. Don’t push…and…don’t ever give permission.”

“I know…I know,” I replied in support, and then continued with, “No more, but please tell me what happened. I don’t want it hanging over us.”

She tried to get out of it by saying that Felix had already told me, but I pushed back and said I wanted her version. She said they started out at a party like I was told where they met Juan, and that Cezar did indeed want to have sex with her in our bed. She didn’t know his friend was coming over until they pulled up to the house and she realized he had followed them. Cezar had called Felix on the way because he wanted the bar back in her nipple and while they were waiting, he took her into the bedroom. By the time she realized Juan was watching, she was too far gone to object, although she didn’t think he would join. Her description jibed with what I had witnessed and synching up the timing, she took Cezar and Juan once more after I left along with Felix. She also sucked the cocks of all of them, which for some reason, I found especially surprising. She was not aware of Felix’s return until he was in the house. He had told her that Cezar sent him back to do the second piercing and had learned of his deceit when he had admitted the truth to me. After he pierced her, he had wanted sex and she claimed that she had been too tired to put up a fight. She declined to mention when the diaphragm was removed, but since I knew the details, I let it go.

“Now what?” she asked when she was finished.

“How do you feel? I mean physically,” I asked, and then added, “I guess mentally, too.”

“Strange…stupid, I guess… Sore…very sore…tired,” she replied, and then added, “I need go to a pharmacy and I need to get these…these things out.”

“Lauren…I mean…Lauren…” I began, and then took a deep breath before continuing, “I know I pushed this whole thing, but c’mon…I mean…all of them? It’s out of control…completely…”

“I know. There is nothing…I mean…what do you want me to say? I was stupid. I…I guess I just don’t have control…” she answered, and when I didn’t immediately reply, she added, “You have to help me.”

Silence ensued as we looked at each other for a time before I finally replied, “Why don’t you go take a nap in the guest room. I’ll clean our bedroom. Maybe we can go to dinner later.”

A thankful look came to her face and her body noticeably relaxed, and then realizing I hadn’t commented on the piercings or her unprotected sex, she said, “What about the…pharmacy and the bars.”

“Later, go rest,” I told her.

She took my hand in hers and while squeezing it, she leaned over and we kissed lightly. With that, she disappeared to rest while I finished my drink.

One more, when I stepped into the bedroom, my sense of smell was assaulted by the pungent aroma of fucking that I knew was a combined cocktail of bodily fluids that were soaked into the linen. I stripped the bed, revealing a wet spot in the middle of the mattress the size of a dinner plate. Most of it, I knew had come from Lauren’s dripping slit, that had been so eagerly taken and given. When I picked up the outfit, I was immediately struck by its small size and the sheerness of the material. With no bra or panties, I knew her nipples would be on display and if she bent over at all, the cheeks of her ass would show. Suddenly, I realized my dick was becoming stiff. It forced a strange moment of self-reflection as I considered whether I, like my wife, was addicted to the sordid activities. If so, would we be able to support each other and stay away from the dangerous precipice?

The bed linen had been washed and dried and I was bringing them back to make the bed when I heard the sound of an incoming message. Instantly, I realized it was coming from the guest room, and after dropping the pile on the bed, I crept back the door. It was mostly closed, saved for a small crack, and through it I could see the bed. Lauren was turned with her back to me looking at the lit screen. It could have been a friend or family, but for some reason I knew it was Cezar. I watched her peck out a message then put the device face down on the nightstand which plunged the room into darkness.

“What are we doing for dinner?” Lauren asked when she appeared around five.

“I made reservations at the Provence place,” I answered, which was her favorite destination.

“Fancy?” she asked, a little surprised.

“Yes, but I have requirements,” I said, and then broke into a smile before continuing, “I want you to get really fixed up. Your pearls, the diamond earrings, and my favorite dress with the high heels.”

The dress I was referring to was one that made her so uncomfortable that she wore it just one time. It was a tight black cocktail dress with a mid-thigh hem and a plunging neckline. It was the fact that it showed off a good amount of her breasts that caused her the most distress. For a reason I didn’t completely understand, her recent actions piqued something in my head that made me want her dressed daringly with me in a public setting.

“What about my car? And the pharmacy?” she asked.

“We can get your car tomorrow and we’ll stop at the pharmacy on the way,” I replied.

Her face slowly turned into an impish grin, and she said, “Okay.”

Two hours later, I was in the bedroom as Lauren was about to put the dress on. It was made to wear without a bra so she was topless with her freshly pierced nipples drawing my attention.

“No, wait…” I said when she started to put it on.


“Why?” she asked.

Rather than respond, I walked over, tugged her thong over her hips, and said, “No panties.”

“Why?” she gasped in surprise.

I knew she would want a reason, so I had prepared an answer, and told her, “It’s how a very beautiful, very sophisticated and very, very naughty woman dresses.”

I knew she would make the comparison to what Cezar had made her wear and I was hoping I would get a good reaction.

She was able to get the thong off without the help of her hands, and then turned to me and said, “If it’s what you want.”

Soon we were on our way, and sitting in the passenger side, her dress rode up showing a tremendous amount of leg. She looked quite sexy and incredibly fresh, especially given what had occurred in the last twenty-four hours.

“Are you sure they don’t show?” she asked looking down at her chest.

She had been concerned about the bars being noticeable through the material, although I had told her repeatedly it was fine. In truth, it was easy to see that something was there, but more difficult to determine exactly what it was.

“It’s fine, Lauren,” I said.

“Go through the drive thru at the pharmacy,” she said as we approached her regular location.

“We’re a little late, let’s do it on the way back,” I replied, and received a questioning look in return.

We were seated at a nice table near the back, but despite being out of the way and the dim light, Lauren received many looks and the full attention of the male waitstaff. I noticed our primary server always positioned himself over her shoulder and I was certain he hoped to get a good view into the top of her dress. I wondered how he would react if he saw the metal bar protruding from through the nipple of a lovely, sophisticated woman. By her second glass of wine, she had relaxed sufficiently that she could enjoy the evening without constantly worrying about the dress. However, for me it was the focal point of my thoughts as I knew just beneath the material was her naked body. A body that I had seen taken to the heights of sexual pleasure in an unholy situation. I realized my deviant mind was being lured back to the precipice and I had to purposefully force the decadent thoughts away.

“You didn’t stop,” my wife said as we sped passed the pharmacy at 45 mph, and after shooting me a questioning look, she added, “Honey, it’s not a good time. The sooner the better.”

Her words barely registered as my blood was now boiling with lust and all I could think of us was getting her into bed. As soon as we were out of the car, I pulled her tightly against me and kissed her with extreme passion. Then, I directed her to the bedroom and started on my clothes while she slithered out of the black dress. I positioned her on her back, and with no foreplay, I found her wet slit and pushed inside.

“Mmmm…uggghhh…” I grunted.

Strangely, her pussy felt exactly the same despite all the cock she had recently received. It only took a few moves to get into a good rhythm, and then her legs were wrapped around me while her arms went around my neck. Soon after, her soft purrs and mews began to escape her mouth which forced me to slow my movements to maintain control.

“You feel good…” she sighed into my ear.

Instantly, my thoughts returned to the verbal interactions she had with Cezar that I had witnessed. I had wanted to keep the others out of our lovemaking, but now, I couldn’t force them from my head.

“As good as them?” I asked, purposefully challenging her.

“Better…” she whispered.

“You do really like it, don’t you?” I asked, and my blunt question surprised even me.

When she didn’t respond immediately, I thought it likely she was stewing, so when she finally answered her message stunned me, “You better hurry up and cum if you want to have a chance.”

My body shuddered like I had received a shot of adrenalin, and it felt like my dick grew another inch. I lifted up on my arms, drove into her deeply and felt a sensation in my balls that I had never experienced. Instantly, I knew that Dr. Sturm had been right, at least partially so, concerning the sperm competition element of my perverse fantasy.

“Shit, Lauren,” I was finally able to force out.

“I hope you win,” she whispered as she ran her fingernails down my back.

Now, she was the one being intentionally provocative, and had deftly managed to shift the focus from her to me. With my body as tight as a guitar string, I started moving rapidly and pushed hard against her body. My head, which had been tilted back in concentration lowered until I was looking into her eyes and our stare seemed to last forever as my brain boiled.

“You liked it…I know you did…” I gasped.

“Mmmmm…hurry baby…hurry…” she responded, still playing me like a fish.

Seconds later, the out-of-body feeling swept through me, more powerful then I had ever experienced, and then my balls tightened and I began firing my semen into my wife’s waiting slit.

“Ohhh…oh shit…nnnnggghhhh…uggghhhh…fuck…oh fuck…” I called out.

“Go…take it back from him…” Lauren whispered into my ear.

“Fuck yes…fuck yes…” I declared.

I lasted only a few more seconds before all the energy escaped my body and I collapsed onto my wife. Fighting for air, I rolled to her side, leaving her now drenched pussy, and panted in exhaustion as she stroked my hair. My last thoughts before I drifted into a contented, peaceful place were the words from Lauren that had taken me to an unbelievably excited state. Before we began the naughty play, it would have been unthinkable for her to act in such a manner. She had changed and I knew I would need to do some soul searching on whether it was for the good or bad.

Later, I came to partial consciousness and reached for Lauren but found the bed was empty. At first, I let it go and tried to return to sleep, but after several minutes, I decided to look for her. Afterall, she had been absolutely right about the pill and the elapsed time, so we needed to visit the 24-hour pharmacy. Naked, I left the bed and began to move slowly towards the living room. When I was almost there, I heard soft talking, and began to move even more slowly, and as the room came into view, I could see my wife in her robe with her phone pressed against her ear. Her back was to me, and when I was just a few feet away, I could see she had one hand inside the garment playing with her breasts. Instinctively, I knew she was on the phone with Cezar, her powerful lover, that had somehow managed to take control of her sexual being.

“Lauren, what are you doing? Who are you talking to?” I asked.

My voice startled her and she jumped from the seat dropping her phone in the process. She looked at it lying on the ground, and then looked back at me with a shocked expression.

“I…I…look he called…I didn’t want to wake you…I…” she began with a look of total guilt.

“Hand me the phone,” I said, surprising myself with my calmness.

She stared at me for several seconds, and then she bent down, picked up the device and handed it over. I was surprised to see that the call hadn’t ended, so I put it to my ear.

“Hello,” I said in a flat voice.

“Hey man, what’s up,” Cezar replied.

“What’s going on here?” I asked.

“Just checking on my girl,” he responded smugly.

I thought about merely hanging up on him and I considered telling him to get lost and leave her alone. But, recalling her curled up on the sofa, fondling her breasts and talking to him in a flirty voice, incensed me.

“You want her some more? Right now? Tonight?” I asked.

“No…no, honey,” Lauren interjected.

“Yeah, man…I’ll fuck her some more,” he answered as if he were accepting a beer.

“Okay, no problem. I’ll bring her over,” I said.

“Good…” he replied, and with that, our conversation ended.

“I’m not…” she started, but I cut her off.

“Yes, you are. Get your goddamn clothes on…the things he put you in,” I demanded.

“I don’t want to…” she responded with a noticeably softer voice.

“Lauren, you’re going. Go put the clothes on,” I ordered her.

“Why?” she asked.

“Why? Because I caught you talking to him after we made love. I caught your being flirty while you were playing with your tits. Why don’t you step over here so I can see how wet you are?” I said.

I could see the tears beginning to well in her eyes, but when I stepped towards her, she quickly retreated towards the bedroom. I didn’t follow, and wasn’t really sure what to expect, but just a few minutes later I heard the clicking of the high heels on the wood floor. I had seen her wearing the outfit from a distance, but now, with it right before me, I could see that it was indeed truly slutty. The tight skirt barely covered her ass and her freshly pierced nipples were easy to spot. It even looked like she may have worked on her hair a bit. As soon as I threw on some clothes, we left in my car.

“I don’t…” she tried, but once more I interrupted.

“Stop…not up for discussion,” I said.

We drove in silence for several minutes, and then she said, “Look…really. We need to find a pharmacy.”

“Not now…tomorrow,” I told her, for some reason wanting her to stew in her own juices.

“I’m going to get pregnant,” she stated in a matter-of-fact way.

Just a few minutes later we were driving through the streets of the rundown neighborhood. Lauren’s car was still in the driveway when we arrived, and although she gave me a questioning look, no words were spoken as she exited the car. I watched her walk to the door in the nasty outfit and it was opened by Felix before she had a chance to knock.

A little past noon the next day I left the house to go pick up the kids and Lauren had still not returned. That morning, after a brief search, I discovered her diaphragm in its container, neatly placed in its container in one of her vanity drawers. It meant she was willingly unprotected and at the mercy of her forceful lover, although I wasn’t sure if I should be more worried about his dirty desires or hers. Then, there was our mutual addiction to the sordid sexual activity that we didn’t see to be able to shake. Even after period of inactivity it kept coming roaring back like a tsunami that rolled us up in the swell. As I pulled into the driveway of Lauren’s parents, I still didn’t have a clear plan on how to bring it all to an end.




Igniting the Tinder of Lust Ch. 04

Lauren’s surreptitious phone conversation with her rough Hispanic lover had incensed me and without thinking it through I had taken her to him despite her protests. As my anger waned, the stupidity of the idea roared at me but by then, I knew the damage was done. The mess that I had created, the sordid desire to see my wife with other men, now existed intertwined in our lives. Never, did I think Lauren would embrace the illicit sex but a flame had ignited deep within her sexual psyche and now we lived in a co-dependent world. Despite my repeated attempts to break free, we always somehow managed to fall back into the trap, and I realized that each failure just made finding a solution harder.

Lauren had not returned when I left to collect our children and we returned to an empty house which forced me to make up excuses about mommy’s whereabouts. An hour and a half later, while watching TV, we heard the garage door open and our children sprung from their seats to greet their mommy. When she appeared, her swollen and bloodshot eyes indicated she had been up most of the night. She allowed the kids to lead her to their bedrooms where they could show her the things they had collected during their stay in the country but after that, she made for the bathroom to change and shower. More mommy time followed so it wasn’t until we were in bed that I had the opportunity to probe about her time with Cezar.

“What happened?” I demanded.

“What happened? We partied and fucked,” she responded in an irritated tone.

“How about some detail?” I replied forcing myself to remain calm.

“Details to satisfy your crazy mind?” she asked sarcastically.

“Yes, those kinds,” I answered, wanting to stay on point.

“Well, let’s see then. We fucked and then went to the club and then a party at Juan’s. All the girls there got topless including your wife. Then, back to Cezar’s house to fuck some more and I loved it,” she said, pausing to let the message sink in before adding, “Caesar wanted Felix to tattoo me but I said no…not sure why.”

Her message cowed me and I asked in a soft voice, “Should we go to the pharmacy?”

“Dear Lord,” she replied as she shook her head in disgust. But after a moment, she announced, “I went as soon as you dropped me off. Still dressed as you sent me. I told Cezar I needed to go and he took me. Seems he was more concerned than you.”

We fell into an awkward silence that lasted for several minutes before I said, “You pissed me off. When I found you talking to him like a lover after we talked, I lost it.”

“Did you? Or, was it just an opportunity to keep going?” she challenged me.

“No, that’s not it. I was angry, very angry but it was a mistake and I’m sorry,” I answered.

“Are you?” she asked while staring into my eyes and before I could answer, she added, “I plan to see him again.”

“I don’t think that’s healthy. I think we should stop…regroup and figure out where we are,” I replied.

“No, not this time. Sooner or later, you’ll get the bug and bring it all up again so why stop? I’d rather just enjoy it,” she answered. Her words stunned me and as I contemplated how to respond, a look of defiance filled her face and she said, “I enjoy being dirty and I love the sex.”

With that, she turned away, signaling the end of the discussion, and reluctantly, I let it go. She tossed and turned throughout the night which I took to mean she felt unsettled and that she had purposefully tried to rub my nose into the situation I had created. It gave me hope that she would come to her senses concerning her behavior and during the following week she played wife and caring mother with no mention of Cezar.

“Look, I’d like to continue our conversation. I don’t think it ended in a good place,” I said late Saturday after the kids were in bed.

“Go ahead. What do you want to say?” she answered almost dismissively.

“I think things have gone too far…much too far and I know I’m to blame but I think it’s time everything stops. It’s not good for our family and not good for us,” I said.

She stared at me for several seconds before she replied, “You know how many times I’ve heard that message or one like it? And, every time you eventually let the wild thoughts win you over. You’ll want it again. It will happen sooner or later. I know that and I bet you do, too.”

“Not this time,” I declared, and then a thought struck me and although I knew I was on dangerous ground, I said, “Does it make sense to schedule some time with Dr. Sturm?”

“No, I’m done with her,” she replied instantly.

“When’s the last time you went?” I asked knowing something was amiss.

“A while… a few months,” she answered.

“What happened?” I asked continuing to push.

“She told me I was exhibiting all the signs of a sex addict,” she responded.

Fortunately, I had enough sense to go silent but my non-verbal expression must have given me away because after a few seconds, she announced, “I’m going to bed.”

I sat by myself for over an hour contemplating the situation while trying to fully decipher my wife’s message. I wanted to believe that her purpose was to make it clear I was the guilty party but I knew there was a certain truth in her words. The initial view of my wife’s reluctant participation had long since vanished and I knew that repairing our relationship meant I had to stay well away from my decadent thoughts. Like a recovering alcoholic, I knew that one slip would crater everything and after steeling myself to the task, I moved to join Lauren.

Sliding beneath the covers, I stretched my arm out and tugged her towards me discovering that she was naked. Guessing she wanted to engage in lovemaking to ease the tension, I snuggled closer as my hand moved to her breasts.

“Easy, they’re still sore,” she gasped, reminding me of her recent piercings.

She turned towards me and for the next few minutes, we engaged in gentle kissing as our hands explored each other’s bodies. Then, her hand found my dick, and she rolled to her back pulling me along. Once between her legs, she guided me to her entrance, and with just a gentle shove, I was balls-deep in her very wet pussy. For several minutes, we moved slowly together and I was delighted to hear her soft purrs of pleasure. It seemed like we had magically transported back to a time when there were no others but when I lifted above her and saw her dancing breasts with the bars through her nipples everything came rushing back.

Lauren caught me looking and for a moment we locked eyes as a wave of guilt swept through me that intensified seconds later when she said, “They marked me.”

Surprised, it took me several seconds before I replied, “I know, we’ll take them out.”

However, my thoughts turned to shock when she whispered, “Cezar was inside me when Felix did it.”

She had no idea I had witnessed the event which meant she had an agenda and I remained silent as I considered the meaning. Still, in thought, her gasps and whines brought me back to the moment, and I realized I was now fucking her aggressively. Once again, I felt shame for the impact of her words on my sexual psyche and quickly slowed.

“We’ll take them out,” I repeated, unable to think of anything else.

At first, she didn’t reply and I reveled at her seductive look as we maintained our rhythm but suddenly, she pulled me into a passionate kiss and as it ended, she whispered, “Thomas wants to meet.”

A surge of adrenalin swept through my body and involuntarily, I forcefully pushed into her several times. The tiny smile that appeared on her face made it clear she understood the meaning and left no doubt that my wife was purposefully trying to manipulate me. Unfortunately, she had successfully put me in an agitated state and despite my efforts to remain detached, and guessing her end game, I still couldn’t help but engage.

“When…when did he call?” I asked knowing there was an equal chance it was a fabrication.

“A few days ago,” she answered, and then said, “Go faster, baby.”

I had almost stopped moving so I re-established our pace before forcing out, “No, no more, Lauren.”

“Mmmm…you sure? We could do it here so you could watch,” she said softly.

“Just Thomas?” I asked.

“And Cezar,” she whispered.

“No, no I don’t like that deal.” I replied, and before she could respond, I added, “He’s too much, and the piercings…Felix…”

“I need him,” she whined.

“Why?” I asked.

A few seconds elapsed before she offered, “He understands me.”

I knew the meaning of her message without asking for clarification. Somehow, amid our bizarre game, she had crossed paths with the rough man that had found her bad side. He had tapped into a previously undiscovered slutty side she possessed, and most surprisingly, he had accomplished it with ease. Now, he had her on a string and there didn’t seem to be a limit to where he might take her.

“He’s too dangerous,” I replied but as the words left my mouth, I realized that it was part of the allure.

“I need him,” she reiterated.

My body buzzed with sexual excitement and once again I had unknowingly increased the pace of our coupling. Her manipulation, the memories of her sexual abandon, and the dangling of Thomas in our bed had me close to release and I knew the moment that it occurred I would lose any ability to take a stand. Suddenly, it seemed insane that in less than an hour, my thought-out position on our relationship had crumbled. Indeed, my wife’s warning now seemed wholly prophetic which incensed me.

“No, no more. No Cezar and no Thomas,” I declared as I stopped.

Lauren looked up at me with a blank expression and after almost a minute, she gripped my hips encouraging me to move. I started at a slow pace and fell onto my elbows which put her mouth close to my ear.

“You don’t want to stop, you can’t,” she whispered.

I didn’t know how to respond as she had just proved the fragility of my control but something had to happen and before thinking it through, I said, “You never got with Chris. In this whole thing, he was the main one and it never happened. No more until you get with Chris.”

Instinctively, I knew that being in the middle of lovemaking with my beautiful wife was not the best time to think rationally, but I quickly took hope that her friendship with Stacy would prove decisive. Perhaps, positioning it where Chris was the key to Cezar would result in a barrier, that would allow me to retain some dignity.

“Stacy…” she started before I cut her off.

“I don’t care about Stacy,” I said.

“I’m going to…I want to see Cezar,” she replied.

“Not, without Chris, absolutely not,” I said with growing conviction.

Unfortunately, the exchange ended our sex and Lauren went silent until she fell asleep. Over the next several weeks, she repeatedly tried to talk past my requirement and several times stated that she was going to see Cezar despite my requirement. However, when I countered that I wouldn’t help in any way, which brought our children into the equation, she backed down. Although I had prepared myself, she didn’t try a seductive approach, which I found odd given how successful she had been with it before.

It took several more weeks but after work on a dreary Wednesday, she announced, “I’m meeting him for a drink tomorrow.”

“Chris?” I clarified, and when she nodded, I said, “You don’t have to, you know.”

She gave me an aggravated look and replied, “You were better when you weren’t sanctimonious.”

Although surprised at her decision to move forward, I didn’t say anything further but hoped that when faced with the reality of betraying her friend she would stop. We didn’t discuss it any further that evening and the next day I took the kids out for a burger. Lauren didn’t arrive home until just before bedtime, and it was easy to see that she was feeling no pain but with her focus on the children, another thirty minutes went by before we had the chance to speak.

“Well?” I asked.

“Well, what? I met Chris like I told you,” she said with a little aggravation.

“How did it go? What did you discuss? Where did you meet?” I fired back realizing I had never asked about the venue.

“We met at the bar in the Catalon,” she answered, referring to a trendy boutique hotel downtown.

“Not very discreet,” I replied.

“We didn’t see anyone,” she countered defensively.

“And? You were there a long time,” I said.

“The drinks were good and we had a nice conversation,” she answered with a smirk making it clear I would have to work for every scrap of info.

“Lauren, c’mon,” I replied in frustration.

“What do you want me to say? He flirted…I flirted back. We drank…too much,” she responded.

“Did he ask you to meet?” I pushed.

She stared at me and several times started to speak before finally answering, “Yes.”

“And?” I asked.

“I said I’d think about it,” she replied, and after a deep breath, she continued with, “I still don’t like this. It’s not fair to Stacy and I think you are being dishonest with things.”

“No, I’m not, not at all,” I replied.

I tried a few more times to learn additional details but Lauren wasn’t in the mood to talk so I let it drop. Similarly, she gave off bad vibes in bed so for the next few days, things were awkward. Then, on the following Thursday, exactly one week after she met with her best friend’s husband, she cornered me late in the evening.

“Chris invited me to dinner tomorrow,” she explained.

“Are you going? What else is going to happen?” I asked, letting some enthusiasm seep through.

“I refuse to go to a hotel so either you take the kids to the country or it’s just dinner,” she responded.

“Kind of short notice,” I answered.

“Your decision,” she replied dismissively.

She had surprised me with her interactions with Chris as I truly thought she wouldn’t cross Stacy which could only mean that her desire for Cezar was profound. Still, going from clandestine meetings for drinks to sex was a huge step and I held out hope that she was playing a game of brinksmanship with me. For the rest of the evening, I struggled to determine how to handle the situation, and I felt ashamed when I realized my demons were playing an active role.

The next day, I phoned my mom and as I expected, she was quite eager to have the kids for the weekend. I thought about staying with them, well away from any debauchery that might occur but I knew I would be climbing the walls so I decided to try and take the same position I used to spy on things with Cezar and his crew. Just before nine, I arrived in our neighborhood and after parking well down the street, I tried to nonchalantly make my way back to our house. The place was empty and my thoughts quickly went to my wife seated across from her potential lover smiling as they conversed. I wondered if she looked at him with anticipation or merely as a stepping stone to get what she really wanted.

Afraid of the impact on my bladder, I stayed away from alcohol and arranged things so I would have the best sight line to our bed. An hour later, I heard a noise at the door and the couple entered the house and quickly started a lively banter with lots of laughter. By her behavior, it seemed she was approaching the evening as something more than a requirement but I still wondered whether, when the moment of truth arrived, she would betray her close friend.

I guessed by the direction of the sound they had moved to the kitchen and I heard Lauren offer Chris some wine. Their interaction continued for almost thirty minutes and the parts I could hear showed they were covering a wide range of casual topics. Then, without warning, the talking stopped and I visualized the man holding my wife in his arms as he kissed her deeply. Occasionally, between periods of silence, I could hear talking but now it was muted and I knew that it was very likely my wife would soon lead the man to her bed. The thought had barely left my brain when I heard several giggles, followed by sounds of movement, and seconds later the couple passed my spot hand-in-hand with Chris’ shirt completely unbuttoned. My wife, now barefoot, wore a sexy knee-length black cocktail dress with a plunging neckline I had never seen before. It showed the sides of her breasts and was a far cry from the clothes she normally wore in public which made me think she had purchased it special for her date. If so, it meant she was putting far more into the encounter than I expected.

When they reached the bed, Chris spun her into his arms and kissed her passionately as his hands fumbled with her dress. It took him some time but finally, he found the clasp and when it was free, he unzipped her and then lifted the garment off her body revealing her beautiful body covered only by a tiny red lace thong.

“Lauren, you’re pierced,” he gasped when he saw her nipples.

“Yes,” she answered demurely, and then asked, “Do you like them?”

“God, it’s so…so damn hot. I would never have guessed,” he replied as his fingertips gently explored her nubs.

While he was playing with her breasts, her hands went to his pants and the eagerness with which she worked to get them off indicated that she was very aroused. When free, with just a small push she had them over his hips, and then she dropped to her knees and pulled his boxers down until his cock sprang free inches from her face.

Lauren had said multiple times that Stacy had told her that Chris was small but the shaft that now bobbed inches from my wife’s face looked to me to be quite normal. It wasn’t huge by any means but neither did I find it small which put it in the same category as most men, including myself. With an impish smile, my wife looked up at the man and then gripped his cock with her hand and brought it to her mouth.

“Ohhh…oh, shit…” Chris groaned as his legs almost buckled.

Lauren continued for several more seconds then stopped, looked up at him with sensual eyes, and asked, “Do you like that?”

Rather than respond verbally, he gently guided her back to his cock and sighed deeply as she inhaled it once more. For several minutes, she worshipped his phallus then he stopped her and pulled her to her feet. The couple kissed hungrily and when it ended, they had a short, whispered conversation before she moved to the center of the bed. Chris was right behind her and he quickly pulled her panties off and then turned his attention to her breasts. He seemed intrigued by the piercings but finally, his attention shifted lower, and tracing his tongue along her abdomen, he soon arrived at what had to be an extremely wet pussy.

He took his time exploring her folds and at first her reactions weren’t evident but slowly she opened her legs wider and when his movement became rapid, one hand went to the back of his head while the other slowly massaged a breast. Soon, small whimpers began to escape her mouth and it became apparent he was intentionally building her slowly.

“Please Chris, I need it,” she suddenly begged.

“Wait,” he responded, breaking his connection for a moment.

With a frustrated whine, she accepted his words but just a minute later she tried again, “Please…”

This time, a broad smile crossed his face as he slowly crawled up the bed until his cock stood rigid just inches from her opening. Several times, he kissed her and whispered something I couldn’t make out then my wife’s hand moved to his shaft, and with a needy whimper, she brought it to her opening.

“Ohhh…oh, baby…” I heard her cry out as he slowly pushed inside.

When he hit bottom, her legs wrapped around his waist and her arms looped his neck as they started another long, passionate kiss.

When it ended, over the labored breathing, I heard him say, “I’ll never forget this.”

“Really?” my wife responded as she held his head in her hands.

They began to kiss once more and after several seconds Chris’ body started to slowly roll as he gently fucked my wife. Minutes ticked by as they slowly coupled and it seemed that they were either whispering to each other or kissing the entire time. Neither seemed to be in any hurry and another five minutes elapsed before I noticed the man’s ass start to move with more purpose. Their sounds became more pronounced in between the long kisses and my wife’s legs slowly inched up until her feet touched his ass.


“God, you feel good,” her best friend’s husband called out loudly.

“Go, Chris. Go, baby,” she encouraged.

Seconds later, her orgasm arrived and I watched jealously as her legs widened then kicked the air several times while her head rolled side to side and her passionate cries filled the room. Her release must have triggered his because soon he was grunting loudly as he pushed his body forcefully into hers leaving me to hope she had planned accordingly. Then, over their heavy breathing, I heard gentle sobbing coming from my wife which shattered me. Sometimes, in our most intimate moments when connected deeply, Lauren would get so emotional that she would cry as her orgasm ebbed. It was something I considered very special and now I had just witnessed another man take her to that very place.

At that moment, I wanted to leave and find a place to collect my thoughts but I didn’t dare move so I had to watch the aftermath as they continued to kiss and make passionate mewing sounds. I thought about what I had witnessed and realized that it bore no resemblance to the sex she experienced with Thomas, Zach, or Cezar. Only Thomas’ efforts were close and even they lacked the caring depth I had just seen. Rather, it made me think of the intimacy Lauren and I shared as husband and wife which was terrifying. Turmoil didn’t come close to describing my condition and now I was stuck in place hoping my wife’s new lover would go home.

The couple stayed connected for several minutes but when Chris finally rolled to her side, her hand went quickly to his cock and started to gently tug it. He slowly stroked her hair as she worked and it didn’t take her long to get him fully hard. Then, I watched as she smiled at him and said something I couldn’t make out before rising onto his new erection. I had a perfect view of her shapely ass working his cock as she whimpered in joy and it wasn’t long before his fingers moved to her piercings and started to play. It seemed like they had a good connection with a good rhythm but Chris soon got antsy and in a swift movement, he flipped her onto her back and pushed back inside. Perhaps because he no longer had to be concerned about ejaculating too soon, his movements were more purposeful and soon I could hear the slapping sound as their bodies connected.

Chris seemed intent on achieving another release while Lauren showed more interest in helping than attaining one of her own. One hand pulled on his ass while she used her fingernails on the other to trace his back. It seemed to have the desired effect because, despite his recent climax, he appeared well on his way to another.

Although less powerful than the first, his full grunts announced the release of his semen, and as soon as he finished, he collapsed onto my wife. She immediately began to stroke his hair and a minute or so later, he rolled to her side, and for the next thirty minutes, they cuddled and whispered to each other. Then, in less than ten minutes, he dressed and exited the house and when Lauren returned, she immediately went to the bathroom. I thought about joining her but the coupling had messed with my head so I decided it was best to make my exit and think things through.

“How did things go?” I asked on Sunday after I returned with our kids.

“Later, please. I want to see how the weekend went,” she requested.

Several more times during the day she put me off so it wasn’t until we were alone in the bedroom that she engaged.

“Tell me what happened…everything,” I stated.

My request came across as a little demanding and she stared at me for a few seconds before she replied, “We went out to dinner and then came here.”

It took several minutes of probing but I learned he had taken her to one of the best restaurants in the city and when I asked about her outfit she lied and said she wore one of the dresses in her closet. Similarly, her description of the sex was vague and while she admitted to an orgasm, she neglected to acknowledge its power.

“So, he took you to a nice dinner, y’all had sex and he left?” I confirmed and when she nodded, I asked, “What did you do Saturday?”

My rapid shifting of gears caught her off guard and she stammered, “Uhhh…just some errands…and shopping.”

Instantly, I knew what had occurred, and I quickly pushed, “What time did he come over?”

She looked at me nervously in the near dark for several seconds before admitting, “Noon.”

“And when did he leave?” I asked.

“Six,” she replied in a whisper.

“So, he had you for six hours. Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked with clear irritation.

“I should have, I’m sorry,” she replied.

I probed for more to try and determine the nature of the sex they shared but she remained vague, successfully deflecting all my questions. I filled the void with a vision of them sharing slow lovemaking with deep caring and her dissolving into gentle sobs after her orgasms. It didn’t take long for me to realize that their sex came with an issue I hadn’t considered. None of the others threatened our relationship but Chris, with similar age, education, and socioeconomic standing, might create a situation that was about more than sex.

I had barely stepped inside the house the next day when I spotted a bouquet of roses positioned on our dining room table and instantly, I knew the sender. No doubt, Lauren had received the flowers from Chris at work and had purposefully brought them home to deliver a message, and intuitively, I knew she meant it as a warning.

“From Chris?” I asked when I found her in the kitchen.

“Yes, aren’t they lovely?” she answered with a broad smile.

“You must have made an impression. I’d like to hear about it,” I replied trying hard to hide my concern.

“I already told you everything,” she responded and after holding my eyes for a few seconds, she turned to the stove.

After dinner, she spent her time with the kids and since I knew she was purposefully trying to avoid me, I let it go for the time being.

“Tell me about the flowers. Why did he send them?” I asked when I joined her later in bed.

“He’s a gentleman,” she replied while giving me an annoyed look.

“You must have made an impression. I want to know what happened,” I pushed.

“I’ve already told you everything,” she answered and while I was thinking about how to lead the conversation, she added, “We’re meeting for a drink Thursday.”

“Thursday? You and Chris? That sounds like a date,” I said.

“I’ve met your other guys for a drink before,” she answered defensively.

“You know what I mean,” I replied.

She stared at me for a moment and then a smile came to her face and she said, “Each of them has their way. Thomas just likes to do it…go straight to it. Cezar likes to show me off first and Chris likes to talk.”

I felt she was acting a bit too smug so I didn’t respond at first but once things settled, I asked, “How small is he?”

I sensed her body tense, but after a few seconds, she replied, “He’s okay.”

On Thursday, I took the kids out for pizza and we had been back about an hour when Lauren arrived just before eight. I could tell she was feeling the effects of the drinks and after greeting the kids, she disappeared to change. When she returned, she poured herself a glass of wine, which I found odd, and with the kids parked in front of the TV, we moved to the kitchen to talk.

“Well?” I asked.

“Well, what? We had drinks and chatted,” she answered letting me know that once again I would have to pull the information from her.

“Where did you go?” I asked.

“Topaz,” she replied, providing the name of an upscale bar.

“And? Did you kiss? Did he fondle you at the table? Did you meet in the bathroom?” I probed letting my frustration make me a bit too bold.

“You’re being disgusting,” she replied as she shook her head, and then added, “We just talked.”

“No kiss at the car?” I asked.

“I valeted so just a peck on the cheek,” she responded.

After finishing her glass of wine, she poured another half-glass while ignoring my questioning look. When she finished it, she put the kids to bed and then headed toward the bedroom where I soon joined her hoping to benefit from her alcohol consumption. When I slid into bed and found her naked, I knew the evening had promise and I stayed away from questions about her rendezvous as I used my hands to get her excited.

“Your body’s so warm,” I whispered.

“And your hands are cold!” she countered playfully.

“Want me to stop?” I asked as I cupped a breast.

“No,” she whined as she turned toward me.

I hadn’t gone down on her in weeks and I wanted to taste her badly, so I used my tongue to trace down her body and when I got near, she opened her legs for me. As soon as I flicked her clit, she put her hands behind my head, holding me in place, as I slowly worked her into a frenzy. Finally, with her tugging on my arms as she whined and writhed, I lifted my body and let her hand guide me to her well-prepared entrance. With both of us already excited, I started fast, and instantly the room filled with our passionate cries.

“God, you feel so good,” I panted.

“I’m already close,” she whimpered in response.

Although I felt I had done a good job with my tongue, I knew her earlier meeting likely played a part in her arousal, too. However, I didn’t dwell on the thought and concentrated on giving her the deep and steady rhythm she needed to climax. It didn’t take long and when her body suddenly became rigid, I knew she was right on the edge.

“Go, baby…go. Let it out,” I said to try to push her over the edge.

“Yes, close. I’m, so close,” she whined, and then just seconds later, she announced, “There…I’m there. Mmmm…ohhh…ohhh, so good…”

Somehow, I managed to maintain control and I continued to fuck her with full strokes as her orgasm lingered. Only when I saw her eyes flutter open did I know for certain that it had passed and I slowed to a stop.

“That looked amazing,” I said after I planted a kiss on her juicy lips.

“Mmmm, yeah…” she sighed, and then she suddenly emerged from her bliss, and said, “You didn’t cum.”

“Not yet,” I replied.

She wrapped her arms around my neck, drew me close, and then whispered, “Cum in me.”

“Is it safe?” I asked.

“Maybe? I’m not sure,” she teased.

Although we were in a magical husband and wife connection, my thoughts jumped to Chris and although I tried to fight it, the words escaped my mouth, “Did Chris cum in you?”

For just an instant, I felt her body tense but she recovered quickly and answered seductively, “Oh, yeah.”

The decadent response made me start moving again and my pace quickly built until I was thrusting into her with full strokes. I rose to look down at her which made her face break out in an impish grin, and when I noticed her lovely breasts with the metal bars dancing in circles, my excitement spiked.

“Did Chris like your piercings?” I asked.

“Loved them,” she responded without hesitation, and then, after a moment, she said again, “Cum in me, baby.”

“Shit. Shit, Lauren,” I called out as my balls started to tingle.

In just a few seconds, she had taken me to full arousal and I could tell she loved doing so. For a time, I tried to hold back and show some control but it was a losing cause and when her nails traced their way along my back, I knew the moment had arrived.

“Go, baby,” she whispered which provided the final push.

“Uggghhh…ohhhh…damn, Lauren…shit…” I grunted as my seed raced out of my dick.

“Mmmm…do it, baby,” she groaned as her hands landed on my ass and pulled me tight.

For a time, I thought I might pass out and I made several attempts to fall off her but she kept me in place and when I had regained my breath, she kissed me passionately. Only then, did I get to roll to her side, and immediately she took my arm and pulled it across her body.

“You killed me,” I forced out.

“Works every time,” she giggled.

“What?” I asked although I felt I knew her intent.

“When you think about your wife with another man. It drives you crazy even if you don’t want it to,” she answered.

“I don’t know…I guess…well…” I stammered not wanting to admit the truth.

We held each other in silence which allowed me to contemplate the message. I knew she was right and that somehow, we had managed to find a strange place where my fantasy co-existed with her heretofore unknown desire for illicit sex. Not only that, but the combination compounded things on both sides which made me wonder how we would ever extract ourselves from the mess. So far, Lauren’s pronouncement had proved true as every attempt I made to stop things ultimately failed which only drove her further into the sordid abyss.

“Chris wants to meet Saturday,” she whispered breaking me from my trance.

“What? The kids…” I started but she stopped me.

“At his house…in the afternoon,” she said.

“What about Stacy?” I asked, suddenly wondering if my wife’s good friend now played a role.

“She’s going out of town,” Lauren explained, and before I could respond, she added, “I’m not sure I want to be in her house.”

Quickly, my mind went through the scenario and realizing she would be in Chris’ space where I couldn’t monitor made me very nervous, so I replied, “Maybe, it’s not a good idea.”

I hoped that my comment along with the idea of fucking the husband of her friend in her bed would make her pause but Friday evening as we sat watching the kids, she looked at me in an odd way, and immediately I knew where her thoughts lay.

“I need to call Chris,” she said in a low voice.

Rather than respond, I rose and went to a back room but a few minutes later she joined me and the expression on her face made it clear she expected an answer.

“Do you really need to?” I asked.

“It was your idea. You started it,” she replied as she shook her head.

“I know but…” I started but my mind became confused and it took a few seconds for me to recover. Then, another thought struck me, and I asked, “Do you talk to him?”

“Of course,” she answered as if it were perfectly normal.

“How often?” I pushed.

“I don’t know…a couple of times a day,” she admitted.

“Shit, Lauren,” I replied, and then followed up with, “Did you talk to Cezar like that?”

“He’s less of a talker,” she replied.

I thought about them on the phone together holding whispered conversations which made me ask, “What’s he say? Has he told you you’re beautiful?”

She paused for a moment and then replied, “Yes.”

“I don’t know,” I started before she cut me off.

“Back to Cezar?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.

“How about no one,” I said.

“Yeah, right. This won’t last long,” she answered.

“Do you want it to?” I replied feeling singed by her statement.

Clearly annoyed, we stared at each other as the seconds ticked by before she finally said, “Chris or Cezar? Pick one.”

“What about Thomas?” I asked remembering her black co-worker.

“You waited too long. He’s back with his girlfriend,” she announced.

“I don’t know Lauren. I need to think,” I replied, and after looking at me in silence for a bit, she turned and left.

A few minutes later, I followed her but she wasn’t with the kids so I made a drink and was just about to sit down when she appeared from the back of the house. I joined her in the kitchen as she reached for a wine glass and her body language made it clear she intended to ignore my presence.

“I’m meeting Chris tomorrow,” she announced as she poured the liquid.

“You called him?” I asked.

“Yes,” she replied.

Lauren left the house at two dressed in everyday attire and I immediately started running a time-lapsed schedule through my head of the likely activities. It started with the time of her arrival then moved to their warm embrace followed by the first passionate kiss. At the one-hour mark, I felt certain they were in bed and I couldn’t help but recall how he made love to her slowly as she responded sensually to his touch. I knew the encounter was far different than Cezar’s raw sex and it bothered me so much that when the stated time of her return passed, I became very anxious.

She arrived two hours and seventeen minutes late, looking amazingly fresh, and immediately went to see the kids. Her delay had truly tested my patience and it took all my self-control not to phone. Now, with her in the house, I was anxious to confront her but she used our children like a shield and by the time she stepped away, I had calmed.

“A little late,” I said cornering her in the bedroom.

“Yes, we lost track of time,” she said in a way intended to provoke me.

“What happened?” I asked.

“You know what happened,” she said with a forced laugh, and then said, “Why do you always ask that?”

Her words made me bristle and I replied, “Well, I’m sorry for caring.”

“Honey, it’s not about caring, it’s all about your fantasy,” she responded, laughing again.

“Yeah, okay. Just tell me what happened,” I answered in frustration.

“Well, let’s see. He licked me and then we fucked. I sucked him and we fucked again and then we fucked again,” she told me crudely.

“Did he cum in you? Do you need a pill?” I asked.

“Yes, all three times,” she answered and after giving the message time to sink in, she added, “I’m fine.”

I wanted to ask about her orgasm as the memory of her sobbing in his arms had made a huge impression on me but unsure how to broach such an intimate subject, I just said, “And you?”

She gave me another annoyed look and then replied, “Twice.”

With that, she left me standing in our bedroom as she returned to our kids. I realized that my attempt to slow things down by directing her toward her friend’s husband had completely failed and potentially created even bigger issues that I now needed to address. There really was only one answer but I wasn’t sure how she would respond, so it took some time to build my courage, and when we found ourselves alone in the kitchen, I told her my decision.

“I don’t want you seeing Chris anymore,” I declared.

“Why?” she asked.

“I just don’t. I don’t like the dynamic,” I said.

“I see. As I recall, it was your requirement and when we discussed it earlier you couldn’t make your mind up,” she replied.

“Well, I can now,” I responded.

“I like him…” she started but I cut her off.

“No, Lauren, no more,” I said firmly.

“Really? Just like that?” she asked and the look in her eye and her calm demeanor hinted that she might be toying with me a little.

“Yes, just like that,” I confirmed.

“What about Cezar? Do you want your wife having rough bad boy sex?” she asked.

Several times, I started to speak but a thought came to my head and I used my thumb to trace her piercings through the material of her blouse before answering, “You love bad boys.”

My words made her gasp but she recovered quickly and said, “Whatever you want, it’s all for you.”

She had used the message before to absolve herself of guilt but we both knew it was a lie. Still, I didn’t challenge her and felt pleased that we had moved past Chris. As bad as Cezar was, he didn’t threaten our relationship directly, which provided some room to find a permanent resolution. Lauren was right that I had been and, in many ways, continued to be the primary instigator but she had a magical way of pushing my buttons and I needed to somehow create a defense.

“Good,” I said thinking it was the end of the discussion.

“Should I call him now? Let him know I’m available?” she pushed.

“It’s kind of late,” I replied thinking she was teasing.

“Not for his crew. They’re just getting started,” she responded.

“You’ve already had one man today,” I replied boldly.

“So, can’t your fantasies keep up?” she asked and the condescending smile on her face let me know she wanted to tweak my nose.

“You know, you’re right. It makes sense. You might as well make it a full day,” I countered sarcastically.


Her eyebrows shot up at the remark and she stared at me for a second before leaving which left me to ponder whether I had pissed her off or given her the answer she wanted. A few minutes later, I went to look for her and found her sitting on the bed with her phone in her ear.

“Put the kids to bed,” she whispered as her hand covered the phone.

I did as she instructed while thinking it would be insane if she truly called the Hispanic man but when I had finished and discovered she was still in the discussion, I realized that it might very well be the case. Retreating to the kitchen to get a drink, it took another thirty minutes for her to appear and by her expression, I could tell something was amiss.

“A no-go?” I asked still thinking we were in our tit-for-tat exchange.

“Nope, he’s not interested,” she answered as she reached for the wine bottle.

My thoughts immediately jumped to her relationship with Chris and I wondered if she was putting on a façade as a reason to continue seeing the man.

“Why not?” I asked, curious about where she might go.

“He’s mad at me for not seeing him…not talking to him,” she explained.

“He’s been reaching out? Trying to meet?” I asked.

Lauren nodded her head and while not surprised by the man’s efforts, she hadn’t mentioned anything to me. In truth, it wasn’t out of the norm but I couldn’t help but think about her focus on her friend’s husband.

“Elsa’s pregnant, too,” she offered in a lower voice.

“Elsa? Who’s Elsa? The girl that beat you up?” I fired back.

“Yes,” she answered.

“Cezar’s kid? Cezar got her pregnant?” I probed.

“Yes,” she replied.

I thought about the situation for a moment and then without thinking, asked, “Did she move in? Are they living together?”

“No,” she told me.

The look in her eye informed me that something was churning in her head and although it seemed completely bizarre, I pushed, “Are you jealous.”

“No, of course not,” she responded with a look of disgust.

“I think you’re mad you’re not the top girl,” I laughed.

Instantly, she flipped me the bird, and then after a few seconds, she shot me a little smile and said, “How do you know I’m not the top?”

“Well, I don’t know. Maybe, because you got turned down,” I teased.

Her smile morphed into a frown as she stared at me and then she suddenly picked up her phone and disappeared down the hallway. I waited about five minutes, thinking she would return, before wandering to the back of the house where I found her just as before, sitting on the bed while talking on the phone. Standing in the shadows, I listened in and while I couldn’t pick up every word, it was easy to hear the urgency in her voice. Clearly, she was doing her best to convince the Cezar to see her, and although the idea of my beautiful wife begging anyone for sex seemed preposterous, it also had an intoxicating effect on me.

Then, as I listened, I heard her say in a pleading voice, “Please, Cezar, I really want to see you. Let me come over.”

With that, I returned to the kitchen and it took another fifteen minutes before she joined me. Now, acting quite smug, I guessed her begging had worked and she would soon go to him. However, I avoided asking her about the situation for the next few minutes, watching her get antsy before I finally broached the subject.

“So, what’s up? You’re acting nervous,” I said.

“Cezar wants me to come over,” she replied instantly.

“I thought he said no,” I challenged her.

“He changed his mind,” she stated, taking liberties with the truth.

“So, are you going?” I asked.

“Do you want me to?” she replied, seeking validation.

“Honey, that’s up to you,” I answered, and I could tell my words took some of the wind out of her sails.

She puttered about the kitchen for a minute as she sipped her wine too fast and then suddenly turned to me and said, “I think I’ll go.”

Even though our discussion about the Hispanic man had started as a means to deflect her from her friend’s husband, seeing her interact with the man aroused me and throttled my concerns. Thus, I merely nodded my acceptance and with no further words, she quickly turned to prepare. When she returned twenty minutes later freshly made and wearing a cocktail dress and heels, I knew she wanted badly to get back in the man’s good graces. Spaghetti straps held the top of the dress up and offered a nice view of the upper part of her breasts while the hem, reaching only to mid-thigh, highlight her smooth legs. She was so overdressed for her destination that it seemed comical and I had to work hard to keep my expression neutral.

“You look good, baby,” I said as I hugged her and gave her ass a quick squeeze.

“I…I don’t think I’ll be long,” she announced without conviction.

I simply nodded and with that, she headed for her car leaving me to question my sanity like I had so many times before. Now, with the kids present, I had nothing to do but wait and after downing another drink, I doubted I would be able to stay awake until her return. Indeed, I barely made it an hour before I found myself nodding off, and it was sometime later that an incoming alert on my phone made me stir. The message was from my wife and when I saw that it contained a video file, I shivered.

The setting for the video appeared to be Felix’s dirty living room and it showed my wife, totally naked, between Cezar’s legs as she eagerly sucked his large cock. Resting on the sofa, he too was naked and I could hear voices in the background that indicated that there was at least one other individual in addition to the person filming.

“Listen to her slurp on it,” a female voice laughed.

“She knows how to suck dick,” a male spoke that I thought was Felix.

Seconds later the video ended and I realized that they had somehow determined my number on Lauren’s phone and were purposefully sending me evidence of her debauchery. I felt that Felix was incapable of such a warped act which made my thoughts run to Juan but the only other voice I heard was female which left me confused. Then, just a few seconds later, another message arrived.

This one showed a closeup of my wife’s juicy lips sliding up and down Cezar’s shaft and it continued for several seconds before the camera panned back. Then, suddenly the screen lost orientation and I realized the phone had dropped. When the person went to pick it up, it showed them for several seconds and I realized I was looking at the slender blonde woman I had seen at Zach’s house during my wife’s introduction to Cezar. Like before, she appeared quite attractive and wore club attire. She refocused the camera on my wife but the remaining recording only lasted a second or two.

The only time I had seen her was at Zach’s house but recalling her deviousness in that situation, I thought it likely she was the instigator of the filming. Since she didn’t seem attached to anyone, I wondered how she fit in the group and why now she had suddenly reappeared. I thought about going to collect Lauren but she didn’t seem to be in distress. Indeed, she appeared to be quite happy sucking the fat weapon so I sat back to wait for more.

Sure enough, another video appeared a few minutes later and this one caught the couple just as Cezar exploded in her mouth.

“Don’t miss any,” the blonde laughed causing Felix to join in as Cezar grunted in joy.

The recording continued until my wife lifted her head and smiled at the camera which made me wonder if she knew I was on the receiving end. I waited impatiently for the next segment but none was forthcoming which made me imagine what was transpiring as I thought it likely things had progressed. Was my wife now riding Cezar’s cock as the others watched? Had she moved to Felix? She had engaged with him before during the sordid encounter at our house so I knew it was possible even though I thought it unlikely. These and other visions churned in my brain making it impossible to sit still, which upon reflection, I thought might be the woman’s intent.

Now, I found it impossible to rest and I steeled myself for what I would see next. It took thirty minutes for the phone to ping again and when I saw the video, it was even worse than I had imagined.

Lauren now lay on her back in Cezar’s bed and the large Hispanic man had her shoulders pinned down as the blonde woman rapidly pumped three fingers into her dripping pussy while simultaneously massaging her clit with her other hand. Lauren was out of control, squirming and whining loudly from the woman’s efforts in such a way that made it difficult to determine if she was receiving pain or pleasure. In either case, it was extreme and totally raw, devoid of any intimacy.

With the blonde in the scene, I guessed she had passed filming responsibility on to Felix and the constantly moving frame made me think that he either didn’t understand how to operate the device or he was attending to other needs at the same time.

“Give it up bitch. Give it to me,” the woman demanded.

My wife unable to form words continued to grunt and squeal as she thrashed on the bed with such intensity, I thought she might hurt herself. Then, just as it seemed as if a crescendo was building the video ended leaving me in a distressed state, as, despite the sordid nature of the event, I found it compelling and wanted to see the ending. Now, with Felix in charge of the camera, I thought it likely there would be nothing further so I felt surprised when another message arrived a few minutes later.

It showed a very similar scene and at first, I thought it was more of the same but then I noticed the blonde had her fingers shaped into a spear and was pushing hard against my wife’s sloppy pussy. Several times, she tried, and it seemed a little more of her hand would disappear each time as my wife squealed loudly. Then, she thrust again and this time she maintained a constant pressure as the seconds ticked by until I saw Lauren’s opening surrender and the blonde’s hand disappear until all I could see was her wrist.

“Fuck man,” Felix let out.

“You want to cum on my arm?” the woman asked loudly.

“Yes…” Lauren forced out in an animalistic groan.

The blonde woman redoubled her attention to my wife’s clit and I prayed I would see the ending, and thankfully, it didn’t take long to push her over the edge. Within seconds, her squeals reached a level that indicated her orgasm was near and when it hit it looked otherworldly.

Despite Cezar’s pressure on her shoulders, she managed to thrash on the bed and when he released his hold, her hands immediately grasped the woman’s arm. However, rather than moving to pull it free, she held it firmly in place and started a humping motion. It lasted a good twenty seconds and then she started to fade rapidly, falling back on the bed as a sweating, heaving mess.

“Your married slut is dirty as fuck,” the blonde told the naked Hispanic man.

“Fuck yeah she is,” he replied with a chuckle.

Felix turned slightly toward Cezar to record his response which brought the man’s rigid cock into view. Totally erect, it jutted from his body and dripping from the end, a strand of semen dangled above my wife’s face. My eyes went to it, wondering when it would drop but before it happened the video ended.

“Shit,” I forced out.

I had just witnessed a truly decadent act, more aggressive than anything I had seen in porn, and the primary player was my beautiful wife. Although she looked absolutely shattered, something told me the night was not yet over, so I went to make a drink while wondering if I had done the right thing by pushing her toward the man.

Over an hour elapsed since the last message and despite my interest, I had drifted asleep again when I heard an incoming message. Quickly awake, I manipulated the phone and saw that it showed my wife in bed with Cezar as he slowly fucked her in the missionary position. The video stayed on the couple for a few seconds and then slowly turned and zoomed in on the side table. It took a moment to focus and when it did, I saw my wife’s diaphragm.

Then, almost like a scripted scene, Felix announced his presence by saying, “Knock her up man. You know she wants it.”

“Do you want that, Lauren?” the blonde woman asked.

My wife didn’t respond but seconds later her hands, which had been squeezing his biceps, moved to his ass which made both Felix and the woman laugh. Then, the screen went dark, and once more my thoughts went to the evil spirit of the woman as, without question, she intended the video to torment me.

Lauren’s use of the diaphragm surprised me as earlier when she declared she was okay with Chris, I took it to mean she was in a safe spot in her cycle. Did it mean she had used the device with her friend’s husband and I just took her message the wrong way? Was she close enough to her window that the hours mattered? Or, had she been playing fast and loose with Chris? Since the ramifications were huge, I knew I would need to confront the issue but that would probably require acknowledging the videos, and I wondered if she was even aware.

The garage door opening stirred me from a fitful sleep and looking at the clock, I saw it was just after three in the morning which meant another hour and a half had elapsed since the last message. As soon as I saw her, I knew she was exhausted and I took the heels from her hand and offered my arm as we moved to the bedroom.

“I’m done,” she declared as she flopped on the bed fully clothed.

“Good done?” I asked, hoping to get a sense of her state of mind.

“Just done,” she answered, offering little.

With that, I made her sit so I could pull her dress free, and as soon as it was off her head, I saw that she was naked.

“Where are your panties?” I asked.

“I didn’t wear any,” she replied with a little smirk.

“Did you have a good time?” I asked, still hoping to get her to talk.

She didn’t respond at first and then with a heavy sigh, she asked nervously, “Did you get pictures? Teresa said she sent some.”

“I got videos,” I admitted, finally discovering the blonde woman’s name.

“I know they’re bad,” she offered, and then said, “Let me shower.”

I thought about taking her first and adding my cum to Cezar’s but I let her step past me and soon I heard the water running. She stayed under the cleansing spray for almost thirty minutes, which made me antsy, but finally, I heard it stop and a few minutes later she appeared in her robe.

“Do you want to see them?” I asked.

“No, not really,” she answered while avoiding my eyes.

“I don’t blame you. They’re pretty raunchy,” I replied, and when she didn’t respond, I asked, “Who was the woman, the blonde?”

“Zach’s sister, Teresa. She’s ummm…a little different,” she explained.

“I see,” I replied, and unable to hold back, I stated, “She had her hand in you. Inside you and from what I saw, you loved it.”

“Just let it go,” she replied as she moved to pull back the covers.

Her dismissive attitude irritated me and I couldn’t rationalize it away as the scene I witnessed was truly decadent, bordering on torture. I wanted her to explain it in her own words, tell me how the woman’s actions had made her orgasm but it looked like she planned to ignore me.

“The camera showed your diaphragm. It was on the table. Is it a bad time for you?” I asked.

“It’s close,” she answered without going into specifics.

“Why didn’t you use it?” I pushed.

“She took it out, Teresa took it out,” she said in a low voice.

“Did you put it back before Cezar?” I probed.

“No,” she admitted in the same soft voice.

For at least the hundredth time since our games started, a surge of fear swept through me as I thought about how risky, how close to the edge she was playing with a pregnancy. I knew that, despite prior planning, she lost the ability to think clearly when aroused and would accept her lover’s semen without protest.

“Did you use it with Chris?” I asked when I thought about her earlier rendezvous.

She continued to position herself in the bed and only when her head was on the pillow, did she reply, “No.”

I stood transfixed, staring at her, and then a thought struck me and I asked, “What about Felix? Anything happen?”

It took her several seconds to respond, and her tone left some doubt when she finally spoke, “Nothing happened with Felix.”

I woke before her and started breakfast for the kids to give her time to recover but she rose just twenty minutes later and took over. Despite all the sordid things that had happened, her commitment to her children had proved absolute and I had nothing negative to say. As I watched their interaction, the polar difference between mother and naughty wife struck me like a brick to the face, and I decided then and there that it was all going to stop. I knew it meant I couldn’t ever show weakness regardless of the demons in my head and I had to stand firm against my wife’s interests.

Later, with the kids safely parked in front of the TV, I cornered Lauren in our bedroom and told her of my decision.

“Look, Lauren, I know we’ve been here before but all this stuff, these crazy goings on need to stop and I mean right now,” I stated firmly.

“Really?” she said and then stared at me with an odd look for several seconds before continuing, “Yes, we’ve been here before and you always change your mind. I think you’ll change it again.”

“No, not this time. We need to stop,” I replied.

Once more, she stared at me without speaking for several seconds before she replied, “Okay, then.”

I had anticipated a much longer interaction so I felt pleased we had reached an agreement with no accusations and tears. I put it down to Lauren being in the same place as me and that she looked forward to us getting all our focus back on our family. Indeed, I even started thinking about arranging for a top-flight vacation we could take during the kid’s next break.

For the next few weeks, things went exceedingly well as Lauren stayed in good spirits and when her period started right on time it seemed, to me, like an emphatic mark of the end. Just like my wife, I maintained a positive outlook and felt quite proud that I had beaten my decadent thoughts back every time they emerged in my head. The key, I learned, was to fight them off immediately so they couldn’t get a toehold and chew on my psyche.

“What are those?” I asked when I arrived home on a Friday afternoon and spotted a bouquet of roses on the table.

“Roses,” she answered nonchalantly.

“I can see that. Where did they come from?” I probed as I felt my stomach tighten.

“Chris sent them,” she replied confirming my suspicions.

I stood silently as I tried to decipher the meaning and when I noticed her trying to hide her smile, it took every bit of my self-control to keep from slapping her. Knowing I was in no state to talk, I left the room but returned just a few minutes later to get answers.

“They’re from Chris? Have you seen him? Are you talking to him?” I immediately fired out, shocked at the turn of events.

“Yes, they’re nice, aren’t they?” she responded, ignoring my other questions.

“Lauren, don’t play games. What’s going on? I thought we agreed that all this was going to stop?” I asked.

She stared at me for several seconds, and it seemed she enjoyed seeing me distraught but finally, she replied, “I got some nice flowers today. They weren’t from you but then, I can’t remember the last time you sent me some.”

Her message came through clearly but still wanting to know the extent of her interaction with her friend’s husband, I said, “Okay, I see. Have you been talking to him?

Rather than respond, she left the room and headed down the hall toward our bedroom. I stayed behind, stewing over what I had learned, but before long, I went after her to uncover the rest.

“Lauren quit playing games. What is going on?” I demanded.




“I got some flowers,” she replied showing the same cavalier attitude.

“Are you seeing him? Are you talking to him?” I asked again.

“I haven’t seen him but we talk occasionally,” she answered.

“Why, Lauren?” I replied.

“Why? Because I didn’t think you were serious and I’m still not sure you are. You’ve made your claim before and then changed your mind. He’s very nice and I enjoy talking to him,” she responded.

Of course, it was her last statement that I honed in on as it told me that not only were they communicating but she held some affection as well, and although I couldn’t deny her comment about my wavering position, I felt she was using it to camouflage her interests.

“That’s bullshit, Lauren,” I stated.

“Is it?” she replied as she turned her back to me.

I left the room, needing to regroup, and went to the kitchen and grabbed a beer. Half the can disappeared with the first taste and then I slowed to consider all she had said. Without question, she wanted to deliver the message that my attention was lacking. That came through loud and clear but, more importantly, I felt threatened by her acknowledgment that she still talked to the man. Intuitively, I knew she didn’t do it just to thumb my nose, that her admission flouted our understanding and that she likely held more than a casual interest in him.

“Where are we going?” Lauren asked as we drove in my car.

It was at least the tenth time she had asked the question after I told her we were going out to dinner. The message she delivered after coming home with Chris’ flowers had set me in motion and by early afternoon the following day, I had managed to secure a reservation at a very nice restaurant and arranged for a babysitter. On short notice, the only time I could land was late but it didn’t seem to dampen my wife’s mood. Of course, she had understood from the start why I suddenly doted on her but she played the game well by acting both surprised and pleased.

Fifteen minutes later, we sat at our table with her looking very nice in a simple cocktail dress that I noted was much more conservative than the one she wore with her friend’s husband. While I studied the wine list, she scanned the room, and every time I looked up at her, she gave me an impish grin.

“What kind of wine do you want,” I finally asked, overwhelmed by the selection.

“I don’t know. Chris always makes those decisions,” she answered.

“What? Don’t,” I responded as my head returned to the list but after a few seconds, I looked up at her and said, “You’re bad.”

“Am I?” she giggled.

“Yes,” I replied and then asked, “What else did he do?”

“Well, let’s see. He held my chair when I sat,” she replied as her smile turned into a pointed stare.

“Damn, I guess I suck,” I said.

“Don’t be a baby,” she responded as she kicked me under the table.

Truly, she enjoyed the situation and she made several more comments comparing my behavior to Chris’ during our lovely dinner. Each time, a little smirk would appear on her face but I didn’t challenge her, deciding it best to let her have her way. We finished the meal with an after-dinner drink in the bar and then headed for home, and as soon as I paid the babysitter, I headed to the bedroom where I discovered her naked in front of the mirror.

“Okay, you’ve got to play your game all evening. Now, it’s my turn,” I said as I pulled her into the bedroom.

She giggled as she followed me but when I tossed her onto the bed unceremoniously and dove face-first between her legs, she rewarded me with a loud gasp. Quickly, I had her legs wide, and I lapped at her pussy as she squirmed and moaned beneath me. Several times, I had to push her hands away when she pulled on my dress shirt but with my dick painfully erect in my slacks, I finally stopped, rose from the bed, and started on my things as she watched.

“Hurry,” she begged as she teased a nipple with one hand while sliding a finger through her wet slit with the other.

I thought about her display and knew that it signified her change as before she experienced the other men, she would never act so wantonly. She pulled her legs further back as I climbed onto her and we moaned together as my dick burrowed into her opening. Just for a moment, I thought about all the penetration it had experienced and marveled at how it had remained pristine.

“All mine,” I whispered as I started to move purposefully.

“Mmmm…” she moaned in response.

We continued for a little longer and then I rose on my arms, looked down at her, and asked, “Is it all mine?”

“Yeah,” she whispered and then pulled my head down for a kiss. When we broke, she said huskily into my ear, “For now.”

“You’re trying to push my buttons. You brought those flowers home to push them,” I challenged her as I pushed harder.

“Am I?” she gasped, and before I could answer, she added, “He was sweet for sending them.”

I started moving even faster and soon our eyes connected and we maintained a stare as the seconds ticked by. I felt she wanted to communicate something to me but I wasn’t sure about the message. Slowly, my arousal built, and knowing she was behind me, I tried to regain some control but when she moved her hand to my balls and started tickling them with her fingernails, I knew I had no hope.

“Getting close,” I grunted.

“Don’t cum in me,” she warned.

The fact that I seemed to be the only man forbidden from depositing his seed in her womb wasn’t lost on me but I was too far gone to stop and I planned to wrench free and spray her body. However, just as the moment arrived, she pushed me off with amazing strength and inhaled my dick while her hand stroked me rapidly.

“Shit, Lauren. Shit!” I cried out as my cum filled her eager mouth.

The intense feeling made me lift my ass from the bed but when I finally collapsed, she continued to lap at my shaft until she had it completely clean. Her attention had managed to keep it mostly hard and with a playful smile, she lifted her body and took my dick back inside her.

“No,” she said when I reached for her breasts and grabbing my wrists, she forced my arms back to the bed.

The look in her eye made me think that something was in her head and at first, I thought she intended to tease me some more but she remained silent as she worked her body. Slowly, some disturbing thoughts began to percolate in my head and although I wanted to ignore them, they finally reached the boiling point.

“Have you seen Chris? Been with him?” I asked.

“No,” she answered quickly.

“Do you want to?” I probed.

“Yes,” she replied without hesitation.

“I thought we agreed…” I started before she cut me off.

“No, you said what you wanted,” she interrupted, and after a pause, she continued, “You told me what you wanted but I think you’ll change your mind.”

“No…” I began but she interrupted once more.

“You always have,” she stated.

“I won’t. I’m serious. Not this time,” I replied.

“Okay,” she answered dismissively.

Annoyed by her tone, I tried to break her hold but her grip was firm and when I stopped struggling, I looked at her for several seconds and then said, “You want it to keep going.”

“Yeah,” she admitted after a few seconds.

“Why, Lauren? I mean Stacy…and Cezar treats you like shit,” I responded.

“Cezar has his moments,” she replied.

“And Stacy? Your friend?” I asked.

She didn’t respond to the question and after moving for a little longer, she collapsed onto my chest with her head turned to the side. Unable to see her face, I struggled to guess her state, and we lay in silence for several minutes.

“You didn’t finish,” I finally said.

“No,” she answered.

More silence ensued and then I stated, “I’m not going to change my mind. Not this time.”

“Okay,” she replied in the same dismissive voice.

I came away from the discussion thinking Lauren wasn’t completely happy to stop her play but would abide by the decision even though she thought it likely short-lived. Since it wasn’t a perfect outcome, I felt tense and unsettled. However, my wife, perhaps buoyed by the kids, seemed completely at ease which made me think she felt strongly I would eventually succumb to my demons. The odd dynamic of living with a woman, a loving wife, that hoped for my failure so she could spread her legs for others made me think at times I might be living in some bizarre parallel world but, unfortunately, it was all too real and I knew that my sordid desires played the primary role in creating the situation. I felt time would prove to be the solution and hoped that with each passing day, we moved a little further from the vortex. Indeed, things appeared to be progressing well until the fateful Thursday when I arrived home from work and saw the strange expression on my wife’s face.

Alone in the kitchen with the kids parked in front of the TV, I asked her, “What’s going on?”

“We need to talk but later,” she replied.

Her message put me on eggshells and I spent the rest of the evening trying to determine the cause. I strongly suspected it involved one of her men, perhaps even Thomas, but that would mean our understanding had already shattered. She seemed to dawdle in putting the kids to bed but when I saw her walking toward our bedroom, I rose from the sofa and followed.

I caught up to her sitting in front of the mirror and as soon as we made eye contact, she announced, “I had lunch with Chris today.”

“Why? I thought we agreed…” I started before she interjected.

“He wanted to talk. He was very sweet on the phone,” she said, trying hard to keep a smile off her face.

“So, just like that, you blow off our agreement?” I asked.

“It was just lunch,” she answered but by her look, I knew there was more to come.

“Okay, what do you want to tell me? I can see there’s something,” I responded.

This time, she stared at me without speaking for several seconds and then took a deep breath and explained, “He asked me to go with him to New York. I want to go.”

“Hell, no you’re not going,” I answered angrily, and when she didn’t reply, I added, “Did you really think I would agree?”

Strangely, a confused expression momentarily appeared on her face which made me think she did indeed think I would agree to the trip. I couldn’t fathom how she had convinced herself which meant we were much further apart than I had thought.

“I want to go,” she said flatly and moved to the bedroom.

She was gone for several minutes and when she reappeared, I could tell she had regrouped.

“Lauren…” I started.

“No, wait,” she interjected, and then quickly continued, “I don’t see it as a big deal. I’ve been with him before for a weekend at your insistence. This is just in a different place.”

“We agreed…” I tried but she cut me off again.

“Please stop with that. You know you’ll change your mind,” she stated.

“What has gotten into you? How do we ever stop this craziness? I know I made mistakes but I’m trying and you’re not helping,” I fired back. Then, a thought suddenly hit me and I demanded, “Are you in love with Chris?”

“No, of course not,” she answered but with less conviction than I hoped.

“What happened at lunch? Did he kiss you?” I asked.

“We kissed, that’s all,” she admitted.

Suddenly deflated, I moved to the bed and stared at my feet for almost a minute before I said, “This is a mess. It’s a disaster. I think we’re at a point where maybe it would be best to be apart for some time. I never thought I’d hear myself saying that but maybe it’s best.”

“You’re overreacting. I don’t think it makes any sense at all,” she replied.

The exchange launched us into a conversation that lasted for hours but continued to go round and round without ever arriving at a solution. It carried on into the weekend but the more I thought about it, the more convinced I became that our relationship needed a solid jolt to break free. Certainly, incremental approaches weren’t working and I knew the longer things continued the more difficult it would be to emerge unscathed. By Sunday, I had taken an adamant stance and despite Lauren abandoning the New York trip idea, I still held firm that we needed time apart. I left that afternoon with the understanding that my leaving would remain just between the two of us. Meaning, no notice to our parents or our friends and in the eyes of our kids, daddy was just going on an extended business trip.

I thought that two months felt like the right time frame but Lauren reacted very badly and wanted no more than two to three weeks, so by the time I left the period remained undefined. I managed to wrangle a small, furnished corporate apartment and forced myself to not dwell on the dull and lonely surroundings. For the next few days, I ignored my wife’s phone calls and by mid-week, they stopped, which left me anxious. Knowing I needed to keep busy, I focused on work, and despite my mind occasionally wandering to Lauren and the kids, I managed to be quite productive.

A week after my departure, I got a call from my mom and during our discussion, I learned that Lauren planned to drop them in the country that Thursday. Immediately, I realized that despite our emotional discussions and my clearly articulated position, she had decided to go forward with the trip to New York, and for the first time, I questioned whether our relationship had a future.

I couldn’t help but sneak into her emails and when I saw the boarding pass, I had my suspicions confirmed. Not only that, but her 3A seat designation meant her lover planned to make it a memorable weekend. The days seemed to crawl by but when Friday afternoon finally arrived, I left early, drove to our house, and took in the sights and smells of what had been my happy existence. I poured myself a drink and sat, staring straight ahead as I wondered if my gambit had been the right decision. One led to another and when I had the third in my hand, I walked slowly to the bedroom, opened the drawer, and searched for my wife’s diaphragm. Missing from its normal spot, I got a lift even though I knew she might have merely placed it elsewhere.

Moving back to the sofa, I couldn’t help but think about Lauren and what she might be doing at that exact moment. I knew they had already landed and likely checked into their hotel but had they gone straight to bed? Were her legs now wrapped around the man as her hands gripped his arms? I knew that, unlike the other men, there was a risk of an emotional connection and I wondered if it had already formed. Would they profess their love for each other as they lay entwined?

Although I worried about drinking too much alcohol in my chaotic condition, I did anyway, and somehow managed to make it through to Sunday. I wondered if I might get a call from Lauren as she made her way to collect our children, and although none came, later, she texted me and suggested I speak with them before bed, which I did. I knew that she knew that they would talk about their visit to the country which made me think she might have an agenda but, in the end, I just concluded she didn’t care enough to hide it.

Just three weeks later, I learned of another plan my wife made to use our parents to babysit for the weekend which meant she had totally rejected my attempt to stop. It was a sobering moment made even more profound by my longing to see my family and it instantly put me into a depressed state. Now drinking most nights to dull the loneliness, I had convinced myself I maintained firm control but with this new info, I lost it. I hit the bottle hard as I speculated on who she would meet and if she even gave a thought to our marriage.

I guessed that getting the kids out of the way meant the encounter would likely occur at our house, so I had it staked out at the time I expected her to return and sure enough, within thirty minutes of her arrival, Chris pulled up and with a jaunty step, made his way to the door. I left and went to a bar but two hours later when I swung by on my way home, his car was gone which meant they were either out on a date or he had just stopped by for a quickie. Still watching the house, I saw the lights come on in the garage followed by the door rising which provided the answer, and when my wife’s car started down the street, I followed at a discreet distance.

It only took a few minutes to guess her destination so I backed off and took a circuitous route to Cezar’s house. When I arrived, I saw Lauren’s car in the driveway but none of the house lights were on which made me wonder if she had left with the man. I thought about searching the nearby club for his truck but suddenly feeling exhausted, I headed toward my simple apartment.

Along the way, I thought about my wife and realized she was indeed a true sex addict. She had rejected Dr. Sturm’s warnings as well as my threats and now, it seemed, one man was not enough for the day. Within an hour or so of Chris’ departure, she had set off to find Cezar which was disturbing, although, it also suggested her emotional connection with her friend’s husband had a limit.

I thought about finding a rehab facility she could go to as despite the ramifications, I knew the situation couldn’t continue. It seemed like the only alternative and I started searching my computer when another thought hit me that seemed so simple, I chastised myself for not thinking of it sooner. The more I considered it, the more sense it made and it was then and there that I decided to get Lauren pregnant.

She would fight the idea and I would need to ensure she didn’t use one of her morning-after pills but once knocked up, I thought it very likely she would see the pregnancy through. Now with a plan, I felt better about things but still killed the half-bottle of whiskey I had as I thought about her at Cezar’s.

Late Sunday, with the kids back from the country, she phoned me and this time, I answered the call.

“When are you coming back?” she asked after she told me about the kids.

“Lauren, did you go with Chris to New York?” I asked, ignoring her question.

“Yes,” she admitted in a sheepish voice.

“Who did you see this weekend?” I pushed.

“You weren’t here,” she replied as if my absence meant permission.

“Why do you want me back? Seems like you’re having a good time,” I asked sarcastically.

“Don’t beat me up. Come home so we can talk,” she responded.

“Lauren, I’m thinking you need to go into a treatment facility. You’re addicted,” I told her as for some reason, I wanted to inflict some pain.

“That’s bullshit. How about you? Are you going, too? You started it,” she fired back angrily.

“If I thought it would help you then by all means I would go,” I answered and I sensed my message made her stop and think.

“Come home,” she said after a few seconds of silence.

“Soon, I answered but not yet,” I said, wanting to show some control.

I managed to make it three more weeks but when my month was up at the apartment, I left for home. I texted her of my plans so the kids mauled me when I stepped in the door and I spent over an hour with them before we broke for dinner. Later, after she put them to bed, Lauren retreated to the bedroom and I gave her a half-hour before I followed. She lay reading, dressed in her loosely tied robe, and she smiled at me nervously as I stepped into the room. I thought about berating her about her encounters but after being gone for two months, it didn’t seem smart to immediately start an inquisition, so I just sat at the end of the bed.

“We missed you,” she said with sad eyes.

“Did you?” I replied as I grabbed her feet and slid her toward me.

In doing so, her robe opened and I saw something on her lower abdomen, near her pussy, that looked like a tattoo. She gave me a nervous look but said nothing as I moved closer and upon inspection, I realized I was looking at a two-inch tattoo of the animated cartoon character Felix the Cat. Instantly, I knew who placed it but I couldn’t fathom why my wife would have agreed.


“Why, Lauren?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she answered nervously.

“Did they make you?” I asked.

“No…I don’t know,” she responded.

She tried to pull her robe closed but I stopped her and continued to stare at the figure for some time before I said, “Tell me how it happened.”

“Felix did it,” she replied, stating the obvious.

“At Cezar’s? You went to Cezar’s?” I asked, feigning ignorance.

“I went there but he did it here,” she answered.

Her response let me know that more had occurred during the weekend than I previously understood and I wondered if, like before, the crew had traveled to our house for their sordid play.

“They came here? Cezar…and the others?” I asked.

“No, just Felix,” she replied.

“Lauren, enough. Start at the beginning and tell me what happened,” I demanded.

She stared at me for a few seconds and then explained, “I went to Cezar’s but it was a mess. He was in bed with Zach’s sister and I got mad and he told Felix to get me out so I left,” she said which still didn’t explain Felix at our house or the tattoo.

“How did Felix get here?” I asked.

“He followed me. He knew I was alone. I told Cezar and I guess he told him,” she replied.

“You let him in the house?” I probed.

“Yes,” she admitted.

“Did you have sex with him? Did he force you?” I asked nervously.

“He didn’t force me,” she whispered as she looked down at the bed.

“Damn, Lauren. When did he do the tattoo?” I pushed.

“Saturday afternoon,” she responded.

Something didn’t connect in my head and I asked, “How long was he here?”

“Until Sunday afternoon when I had to leave,” she answered.

“When did he come over?” I asked now sensing the depravity of the weekend.

“Friday night,” she whispered.

In my mind, I envisioned them fucking dozens of times all over the house and although I wanted more details, I merely looked at her and said, “Your nipples and now your tummy.”

“Let’s make love,” she said as she reached for my arm.

Although I was still confused, I felt my pronouncement might be received better when we had connected so I quickly stripped and crawled on top. As I grew near, she gripped my dick and guided me into her opening which was already wet and I easily slipped inside. I let several minutes tick by as I slowly thrust into her while listening to her soft mews, and when I thought the time was right, I let her know the plan.

“Lauren, I’ve decided the best path forward is for you to get pregnant,” I told her.

“What’s that mean?” she asked nervously.

“It means I’m going to knock you up,” I declared.

I thought it was 50/50 on whether she would accept or reject the idea but I hadn’t expected her to go silent and push her head into my chest. Clearly, something was wrong, and it took her almost a minute before she lifted her head and looked into my eyes.

“I think…you’ might be…you’re too late,” she stammered.

“Who?” I asked although I had strong suspicions.

“Felix…he wouldn’t let me…” she started before I cut her off.

“You didn’t take a pill?” I demanded.

“He wouldn’t let me. I did when he left but I think it was too late. I’m late,” she explained.

I knew my wife’s periods followed a predictable schedule and doing the quick math in my head, I figured she couldn’t be tardy by more than a week or so which meant it was too soon to panic. Still, the risk was very real as her commitment to the diaphragm was spotty at best, and it made me wonder if it was always inevitable that sooner or later, we would be in this predicament. Despite the situation, something made me push into her and hearing her gasp, my mind jumped to Felix’s tattoo and what it would look like on her swollen belly.
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