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‘WHAT THE HELL are you watching?’

I looked up, panicking. My wife Rosa was standing in the doorway, incensed.

I didn’t know how she could possibly see the screen of my laptop because, as always, it was turned away from the door and facing in the opposite direction. Not that it was set up that way on purpose, but on weekends I would often use it to browse online for everything from the news, to fantasy football, to, well, what I was watching at this exact moment, and because of the computer’s position in my office she had never seen what I was doing.

Until, I realized, I had unthinkingly watched it right next to the new hallway mirror, which she had placed beside my desk that morning as a reminder for me to finally install it. Her eyes were fixed on the glass, on the sideways reflection, and it was probably not a good look for me. Because as she stared at that reflection, my screen was filled with the visual of a housewife becoming well acquainted with a delivery guy.

‘What the hell is that?’ she repeated.

I frantically exited full view and closed the page. ‘Nothing, just some movie trailer.’ It was an awful lie, but I was so caught off guard and, well, terrified, that I was amazed that I could even come up with one.

‘If that’s an ad for a movie, then Hollywood has really gone to shit,’ she replied, sassily. She stormed into the room and rounded the desk. ‘Show me.’

‘… Show you?’

‘Show me what you were watching here in secret, that was so important you couldn’t hang up that mirror like I asked you to. Is this what you do with that computer all weekend?’

‘No, of course I don’t —’

‘Show me. Now.’

I rubbed my face and tried to think of a way out of this, but there was none whatsoever. It was a good thing I was just sitting there and watching it with all my clothes on, but something in her expression and the tone in her voice told me that it probably didn’t matter.

I sighed and re-opened the video from my browser history.

‘“Latina Housewife Accepts an Oversize Package”. What is wrong with you, Tom?’

‘I’m sorry, I was just bored.’

‘So bored that you went online to look at an “oversize package”?’

‘That’s not really the point of —’

‘And who’s this slut? What, you want her and not me?’

‘No, Rosa… you don’t see the connection?’

‘What connection?’

‘Latina, check, housewife, check. Wavy dark hair, check. Similar body, check.’

‘Don’t try to flatter your way out of this by comparing me to your porn star. Besides, I don’t want to be compared to her — just look at those fake boobs. You prefer those to my natural ones?! They’re barely bigger than mine, and they look ridiculous.’

She had a fair point. Rosa’s chest had always been the envy of other women — it was one of several great assets she possessed. Though at this moment, it was partly hidden under her tightly crossed arms.

‘Look, I’m not comparing you to her like that. If you really want to know…’

Shit, was I really about to tell her this?

‘I watched this video, watched her, because I imagined that I was watching you.’

She eyed me suspiciously.

‘What are you talking about?’

I instantly regretted telling her. ‘Nothing, it’s just a weird fantasy thing. Can we just forget about this? I won’t watch this stuff anymore.’

‘No. You’re not getting out of it that easily. What is this “weird fantasy thing”?’

‘I don’t know if you’ll understand.’

‘Try me.’

Some men might willingly tell their wives about something like this, but I am not one of those men, and their wives are probably nothing like Rosa.

My wife is lovely. She’s beautiful. Her body is that incredible blend of firm, generously sized boobs and butt with a teeny waist and lean limbs — the genetics jackpot. Whenever we were out and about in the neighborhood, I could tell from mere looks, or their manner while making small talk, that her body drove men crazy… and their wives crazier.

And then there was Dan, the gym freak divorcé down the road, who went out of his way to hit on her, always happening to catch her alone without me and try his utmost to win her over as though she were fully available. If I were being completely honest with myself, her frequent complaints about him and her recounting of how he had brazenly flirted with her had clearly fed into my fantasy.

But being married to someone like Rosa, that was a very unrealistic fantasy. She was raised by a very religious family. Though she dressed well and wore clothing that tastefully accentuated her curves, she wasn’t one for flaunting her body, and certainly wasn’t one for showing too much skin. Her attitudes to relationships, especially sexual, were pretty no-nonsense. Before we got married, she had only ever slept with two serious long-term boyfriends.

But I had backed myself into a corner, and I had to just come clean. I thought that perhaps knowing the reason I was watching it would be better than her thinking I was simply admiring some other woman in a porno.

‘It’s a fantasy that… you, actual you, despite being married to me… cheat on me. In this case, with some delivery guy.’

‘You would fantasize about that? Why?!’

‘Well, I don’t want it to actually happen! I know I don’t, the moment after I…’ I stopped talking there, but it was too late.

‘The moment after you what?’

I wanted the floor to eat me up.

‘The moment after I… “think” about it… and come.’

She pulled a face and backed up, visibly disgusted. ‘You pleasure yourself thinking about that? Why?!’

‘I don’t know why. I know it’s insane, but it’s just hot. I don’t know if there’s a real reason for it… the thought just seems to do something for me.’

‘Me having sex with another man? And whatever that kind of sex was that I saw just now…’

She had walked in just as the titular housewife was bent over the kitchen counter, her head held down and her tits spilling out, and getting nailed from behind by the delivery guy at about a thousand miles an hour. It certainly wasn’t the kind of sex Rosa and I had ever had.

‘Am I not enough for you? So you watch this slut do it instead, to get what you’re looking for?’

‘No, that’s not it at all. You’re perfect the way you are.’

‘If that was true, you wouldn’t need her.’ She turned on her heel and stormed toward the door.

‘Rosa, wait. Can’t we talk about this?’

‘There’s nothing left to talk about. You’ve made it clear what you want.’

I watched her stride down the hallway, the bright sun streaming through the windows and silhouetting her perfect shape as an unfortunate reminder of what I wouldn’t be getting to enjoy any time soon.

That night, as we got ready for bed, I noticed that she was beginning to remove her dress and I stole a peak at her from across the room. She lowered the zip and shrugged it off, letting it fall over her wide hips and slink down her tapering legs. Her perfect, large breasts protruded freely over her slim stomach and waist. I had never tired of her proportions; they were somewhere between perfect and exaggerated, and I considered myself extremely lucky to have married a woman with such a rare figure.

But as I watched her slip on her modest nightdress and pick up her book from her nightstand, I found myself wishing that she was just a little more sexually adventurous. We did have regular sex, and she had a decent sex drive. But for her, there was only one gear, and that was ‘making love’. I had often longed for a wilder side, something a little dirtier from time to time. Even oral sex was a rarity, and usually just a brief feature of foreplay when it did happen.

As she slid under the bed sheets beside me, I decided to test the waters and see how bad the damage was. I reached out and pulled her face towards mine.

‘What are you doing?’

‘I thought tonight, maybe…’

‘You must be joking. After what you did earlier?’

‘I’m sorry. Can we put it behind us? Like I said, it won’t happen again.’

She scoffed. ‘You just don’t get it.’ She opened her book and began to read, scowling at the pages.

I kept watching her for a moment, hoping for her to continue, and when no more words came I started to speak.

‘Look…’

‘I said, no.’

And that was that.

The rest of the week continued in the same vein. Whenever you piss off Rosa, you get hot blood and a cold shoulder, and this was the worst I’d ever experienced. She retreated into her own world, and each day I had less and less of an idea of what she was thinking. When I left for work each morning, I got nothing more than a ‘bye’. When I came home, she wanted nothing to do with me. When I tried to broach the subject, I got shut down about as fast as… well, about as fast as I should have closed that laptop.

But when Friday night rolled around and I returned home, resigned to a difficult weekend and probably the big argument I’d been dreading, I was surprised to find her in a better mood. A suspiciously good one, in fact, as I followed her voice and turned the corner into a dimmed living room, finding her sat on the couch in front of a bottle of pinot noir and two clean glasses.

‘How was your day?’ she asked, patting the cushion next to me.

‘Good…’ I said, warily, taking a seat. ‘Yours?’

‘Great, thank you,’ she said, kissing me on the cheek and relaxing into the couch. The tension in her body language was all gone. Her tone towards me hadn’t just gone back to normal, it was particularly sweet and playful. It was a radical change, and I had done nothing to earn it. It didn’t make sense. But she continued, ‘I’m sorry that I’ve been so difficult this week. It took me a while to process what I found you watching. But I’ve come to terms with it.’

It was a slightly dramatic way to put it, and she said it with a peculiar emphasis.

‘Come to terms?’

‘Yes,’ she said, pouring us each a glass and handing mine over. ‘You know that things like this are not normal to me. I come from a conservative family. I was always told that certain things are sinful, and it’s always instilled this fear in me, kind of like my mother’s voice got stuck in my head. “This feeling is wrong, that person is bad, that urge is evil.” Things like that.’

‘I get it,’ I said. I figured it was probably wishful thinking, but it seemed like she had internalized what happened and I was beginning to wonder if I was being let off the hook.

‘I don’t think so. It messed with my head, you know. When you’re a certain age and you’re being told that the things that you secretly think, feel, and want are plain wrong, it’s confusing. It’s frustrating.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘What I mean is…’ She took a long sip of wine and hesitated. ‘Look, when I was a young woman, there were things I wanted to do. I was full of hormones. But years of my mother’s lecturing had had an effect on me. I lived within myself, just like she would have wanted me to.

‘Life is different now, though. I’m a grown woman, and I don’t see my mother all that often. I went from years of living under the same roof as her, to living with a friend for a couple of years, to years of living with you. And we’ve been together for a long time now. That voice in my head — my mother’s voice in my head — is a lot quieter now. My own voice has grown. Your voice is in there too, a little.’

I nodded along. This was a long way of saying that she had outgrown her mother’s opinions and rules. I was starting to wonder where she was going with all of this.

‘So, when I saw what I saw last weekend, and you told me what you told me…’

She hesitated again. I was curious but apprehensive, my chest beginning to tighten and pump a little faster now.

‘I did a lot of thinking. And finally, I felt comfortable with those thoughts and feelings that I’d had all those years ago. I accepted what you had done, and these things that tempt you. My own voice, and your smaller voice, both got a lot louder. My thoughts got louder, my feelings… my urges.’

‘What are you trying to tell me?’

‘Relax,’ she said, nudging the glass in my hand to encourage me to enjoy my drink. ‘I can do more than just tell you.’

She leaned down to the shelf beneath the coffee table and pulled out a laptop. My laptop. My heart was pounding now.

‘Why is my laptop here?’

‘I haven’t been using it, don’t worry! But we’ll need it for this next part. Start it up and log into your emails.’

I eyed her cautiously, then did as she had told me. While I was typing out my email address and password, she pulled out her phone and quickly tapped the screen a few times.

‘You’re ready? Have you got it?’

My emails loaded, and I saw that more data was being downloaded. Something with a large file size was being delivered. After a couple of moments, a fresh email appeared at the top of my inbox. It was from Rosa, titled ‘Surprise!’ and bearing an attachment.

‘You sent me something?’

She made herself comfortable, and gently pushed my chest and shoulders back, encouraging me to do the same.

‘Relax. And enjoy it with me.’

I opened the email. A video was attached. My paranoia alarm bells were ringing now — was all of this a build-up to some spiteful revenge? Was I about to watch my car getting keyed, or my signed basketball jerseys getting shredded?

‘Rosa, what is this?’

‘Okay, one clue. You haven’t noticed anything unusual since you walked in?’

I pointed to the dimmed lights and the wine. ‘In these circumstances, all of this is unusual.’

‘What about over there?’

She pointed to the far corner. I looked across to see about ten unopened cardboard boxes bundled behind an armchair.

‘What is all that?’

‘I wanted to liven up the spare room and the hallway a little more, so I ordered some small pieces of furniture, large ornaments, nothing crazy. But,’ she continued, before I could interrupt, ‘I’m not sure about most of it, so I’ll just get those things returned.’

‘Um… okay. So that’s the surprise? Why the video?’

‘That’s not the surprise. It’s related, though. Do you not understand yet?’

‘No, I don’t have a clue what you’re talking about.’

‘Then,’ she said, leaning across me, her ample breast brushing my arm, ‘let’s just watch.’ And she opened the video.

I was watching the inside of our house, the hallway to be exact. The camera was moving, approaching the front door, and I realized that a phone had recorded the footage. On the other side of the stained glass window in the door, the blurred shape of a stranger lingered on the doorstep.

The door opened, to reveal a delivery guy standing behind a square, knee-high box.

‘Thank you,’ Rosa’s voice said. ‘Um, I’m sorry to ask, but would it be okay if you brought it inside? I don’t know if I could pick it up.’ She was putting on her ‘damsel in mild distress’ voice that she used sometimes at the store to get help with loading the car. The phone flopped in her hand, and I got the impression that she was pretending to be texting rather than recording him.

‘Sure,’ the guy said, and squatted to pick up what looked like a bulky but not particularly heavy load. She held the door for him, and then told him where to put it, following him down the hallway.

After a few steps, the camera paused next to my opened office door and turned. The mirror that had previously been propped against the wall behind it was now leaning front and center across the desk, offering an uninterrupted body-length reflection. And in that reflection was Rosa, pointing her phone camera in its direction, and dressed in her black robe. I’ve always loved her in that robe, the way that its shape doesn’t quite match hers, so that when she ties it up around her little waist the hem fans out below and teases a view of her upper thighs.

Something seemed familiar about all of this. That robe was not something that Rosa would normally wear in front of a stranger, even though it was only a little on the intimate side. I knew that normally she’d be mortified if someone had caught a glimpse of her wearing it. I quickly realized that in the porno she had caught me watching, the housewife was wearing a similar robe at the start, when the delivery guy had arrived.

I spun to Rosa, mouth agape and my heart going berserk. What the hell kind of game was she playing? She just kept watching, and pointed at the screen for me to do the same.

The camera, and Rosa, followed the guy to the corner where the rest of the packages were stacked.

In the present, Rosa pointed to the pile in the corner. ‘It took me a few deliveries to decide which one I’d go ahead with.’

‘Right here?’ the delivery guy asked on the video, before I could ask what she meant.

‘Yes. Thank you so much.’

Judging from the tone, her ‘help me’ act was particularly over the top for this guy. And as he placed the box down and turned toward the camera, I got a better look at him, and I realized why. He was young, a little taller than me, and a lot more muscular. The benefits of moving around and carrying weights all day, instead of sitting on your ass in front of a computer, I suppose. Anyway, if I’d have been home when this guy stomped through the house carrying a delivery, I’d have felt a little threatened. Watching him do it while I had been out at work, in what was so far a copycat of the video from the previous weekend, I felt a lot more than threatened.

‘Rosa, what the hell is going on?’

‘Shh. Watch.’

In the video, Rosa was talking again, in a really flirty tone now. ‘I want to give you a tip, but I need to find some cash. Are you in a rush?’

‘Uh, no, ma’am,’ he replied, the awkward but compliant manner of a guy who wants to keep the hot woman happy.

‘Okay, good. I’m just gonna go and find it, one minute. Can I get you a glass of water, too?’

‘That would be great, actually. Thank you.’

‘No problem.’ She filmed herself running her hand over his back as she passed him, and my suspicions became very real concerns.

‘Rosa, what did you do?!’

‘Don’t worry, sweetie, everything will become clear.’

And before I could continue, my attention was grabbed by what was happening on the screen. She was in the kitchen and pouring a glass of water, but as she did so, she quickly squeezed the camera behind the toaster, so that it was propped up and filming the room. Surprisingly, the angle was perfect, capturing the whole kitchen.

Too perfect. She had prepared for this already.

‘Okay, I’m through here!’ she called out.

She poured herself a glass and leaned back against the counter. As he entered the room, she sipped and looked up at him coquettishly, and passed him his own drink.

‘Thank you.’

‘It’s the least I can do,’ she said, the flirting dialed way up now. As she let go of the glass, she stroked her hand along his fingers and down his forearm. ‘It must be tiring, carrying so many deliveries to so many houses.’

He hesitated as she touched him, then smiled uncertainly, raised the glass, and took a sip. She leaned back, cocked her head and gazed up at him.

‘I’m so sorry — I wanted to give you a tip, but I’m all out of cash. I’m way too dependent on my credit card!’ She laughed, a fake laugh, and he smiled and waved a hand.

‘Don’t worry about it.’

‘No, you were so nice to bring it all the way in. I want to make it up to you.’

And then I realized that was the flimsy, clichéd premise established at the start of the porno. She had gone back and watched the whole thing. And so far, she had replicated it about as perfectly as possible.

Her eyes glued to his, she untied her robe, opened it out, and let it fall to the floor. Beneath it, she was wearing a tiny red nightdress, one that I knew she didn’t own, one that was more revealing than any she had ever owned. It barely contained her ass at all. And if there was any doubt in my mind that my wife had brought a housewife porn movie to life with a real delivery guy, it was now gone, because that was the nightdress the actress had been wearing.

I was in a strange frame of mind watching this, simultaneously experiencing shock, betrayal, rage, and a growing arousal. I think it was because the last on that list was the dominant emotion that I found myself staying silent, not really expressing the other three, watching and waiting to see if this video would lead where it seemed to be leading.

On screen, Rosa reached up and touched the guy’s arm, giving his bicep a gentle squeeze.

‘You’re really strong.’

He looked back at her, trying to figure out if she was for real, if he really might be as lucky as it appeared.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said, withdrawing her hand but letting it hover in between them. ‘Is it okay that I touched you?’

He hesitated but nodded. ‘Yeah, you can… touch me.’

She smiled, tilted her head playfully, and said, ‘Good.’ Then she touched his chest and gently ran her hand across it. ‘You’re very muscly.’

‘Thank you.’ His Adam’s apple visibly gulped. ‘You’re very beautiful.’

She giggled and gave his pec a gentle tap. ‘Stop it.’ Then she pushed off the counter and took a step towards him, so that their chests were almost touching. ‘That’s very inappropriate…’ She glanced at his name badge. ‘Sean.’

‘Did I cross a line?’ he asked with a grin.

She leaned in and pressed her body against his. Rosa. My wife.

‘Oops,’ she said. ‘I guess we both did.’

And then she slowly slung her arms over his shoulders, pulled his head towards hers, and kissed him.

‘Jesus…’ I whispered.

‘Oh, that’s nothing.’

I watched my wife make out with this guy, in my house. And I felt my cock strain hard against my jeans. Rosa glanced down and pointed.

‘I can see that. So I don’t want to hear any complaining.’

This was fucking twisted, but fucking hot. I never said I wanted her to do this. We never even talked about her doing it. But she went and did it anyway. And here I was, thinking and feeling all manner of things, but my cock was sending her one simple message, loud and clear.

And with what was happening in the video, I cared more about seeing what Rosa had done next than getting into any conversation with her in the present.

The Rosa on screen was passionately making out with the guy and squeezing his neck and shoulders, leaning her ample bosom against him and pushing forward her inviting wide hips so that what lay between them was pressed against his crotch.

He was emboldened by this; his hands had been in a ‘safe’ position at either side of her waist, but now they began to wander, exploring my wife’s wonderfully exaggerated curves. This body that I had been so proud to have exclusive access to, that I could see in my friends’ eyes that they envied me for, that I had seen so many men passing by and practically drooling over — it was now his to grab and squeeze, and he didn’t waste any time. Having felt the mesmerizing slope out from her tight midriff to the sides of her pelvis, and the way they swiftly shrunk down to her thighs, he reached around and took hold of her ass. She exhaled happily and broke from the kiss, stroking his torso as he grasped her buttocks.

‘Do you like touching me?’

He nodded.

‘Keep doing that and you might get something nice in return.’

They continued to make out, and he continued to squeeze my wife’s body. His fingers ran up her sides and she made room so that he could touch her chest. His hands reached around and settled on her generous breasts, and he let out a sigh, no doubt feeling the same incredulous joy that I had experienced when I first got Rosa into bed and finally got to feel that enticing chest.

It clearly affected her, too, because her breath caught and she relaxed her hands against him, enjoying the feeling of his palms teasing her nipples through her nightdress. After a few moments, she reached up and took his hands and pulled them up onto her exposed cleavage, and then she hauled the fabric of the dress down so that it exposed her full breasts and sprung into place just beneath them.

Her beautiful, juicy tits were on show, and his eyes were practically popping out of his head. He played with them relentlessly, no doubt in disbelief at his good fortune, savoring the image and the feel of her perfect breasts, for which he would almost certainly never find a match.

She let him caress and knead them until he had earned his reward, and her hands slid down his abdomen, unbuttoned his pants, and pulled them along with his underwear until they fell to his ankles, leaving his lower body naked.

Below his T-shirt stood a tensed, veiny, long member that surged angrily upwards, eager to plant itself between her perfect hips. She gasped and smiled in delight, then daintily lowered herself to her knees. It was a position into which she had never placed herself for me, but which was once again inspired by a part of the video, which she had evidently watched in full.

She gripped his shaft in one fist, then for the first time glanced at the camera, a lustful look in her eyes. Then she stared up at him in submission, flicked her tongue against the tip and smiled coyly. He throbbed in response, and she watched admiringly. Then she rolled her tongue down from top to bottom, bottom to top, and in one fluid motion took him in her mouth.

‘Fuck,’ he grunted, tilting back his head and closing his eyes for a moment, during which she stared into the camera, taunting me. She rubbed the length of his shaft with her fist as she took him deeper into her mouth. He watched her and encouraged her with a gentle palm against the back of her head, and she continued to work him up and down, until my beautiful wife had his entire length down her throat.

She sucked his cock as it strained into her mouth, her eyes fixed on his. Her other hand slid beneath her dress and she began to finger herself as she served him. He was breathing loudly and groaning, eager to come into this beautiful housewife’s mouth. But she knew this, and she pulled her lips off his head and said, ‘Fuck me.’

I gasped. It had been clear it was going to happen, and she’d already been performing a sex act on him, but it still felt like such a leap. I was about to watch another man fuck my wife.

She stood and hitched up her dress, then wedged her thumbs into her panties and wiggled out of them, leaving them to fall to her ankles. She pushed herself backwards onto the kitchen counter and sat there, her tits out, her legs spread wide, and her fingers rubbing her glistening sex.

It was an astonishing thing to see. Rosa always took great pride in dressing sensibly, carrying herself well, behaving herself well. And here she was doing nothing like that. For someone who had always been on the conservative side, seeing her like this was a particularly crude sight. My brain was having trouble processing it, but my cock knew exactly how it felt, pulling violently at my pants for attention.

Rosa’s eyes flitted over to it and she smirked. I was aching to do something about it, but I still couldn’t be sure how much of this was about testing me. It was a bizarre thing to think, given that she was the one who had been unfaithful and we were now watching the evidence, but it all still felt like I was in trouble for what I had done the previous weekend. So I resisted the temptation and simply watched on, embittered but extremely aroused and not willing to grant myself a release, yet.

Sean positioned himself between Rosa’s legs, and his bare cock brushed her thigh, which was unexpectedly and strangely an extra little thrill for me. She looked up at him and bit her lip, and then shot a pointed look into the camera for me. He grabbed her flush round ass cheeks and guided the tip of his cock into position. Even watching through a camera placed several feet away, I could see how slick and primed my wife’s pussy was for him as his head pressed against it and worked her lips open.

I watched in spellbound shock as he seized her by the hips, she shifted with her breasts thrust forward invitingly, and he sunk his dick inside her.

‘Do you like what you see?’ she asked me in the here and now.

But I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t even blink. I merely stared at the screen open-mouthed as he nudged his cock further into her, her eyebrows raised and her teeth biting harder on her bottom lip, and immersed himself all the way inside my wife’s pussy. Then he began to gently thrust into her.

‘Yes…’ she gasped. ‘Yes, yes, yes.’

It was like an out of body experience. Rosa had never done anything even half this wild with me. She’d barely slept with anyone at all. But she was acting like a full-blown porn star — very well, too — with no prior warning, in our kitchen, with some random delivery guy. It was a lot to wrap my head around; had this Rosa always been there below the surface, stifled by marriage, religion, her upbringing? Or was this not really any version of Rosa, and instead just an act in response to discovering me watching another woman performing the same scenario?

For now, it didn’t matter what the reason was, or what my wife’s intentions were. Because my deepest, darkest fantasy of my wife committing infidelity, lurid reckless infidelity, had come true — and, to my surprise, I loved it.

On screen, she was getting fucked now. Each pump ended with a firm, increasingly aggressive thrust, Sean seeking the deepest reaches of her married pussy as though trying to take a part of it for himself. She cried out, clutching his shoulder and the back of his neck, and their faces met. Their tongues lashed frantically against each other, their lips slapped together wetly, and their eyes closed as they delighted in the sensations of their hectic fucking against our kitchen counter. At some point her legs had folded around him, crossing at the ankles behind his back, but his hardening pumps were propelling her limbs up and down in a rapid rhythm, and her legs disconnected and flailed in the air.

That image was too much, and I couldn’t just sit there and do nothing. So I quickly unfastened my pants, pulled them down, and grabbed my manhood. The urge to stroke it to this video was overwhelming. I could see out of the corner of my eye that Rosa was watching me again with a smirk, but I didn’t turn from the screen and I didn’t acknowledge it. I just slowly jerked my cock as the guy pummeled my wife’s pussy, careful not to finish too early while there was still more left to play.

On screen, Rosa’s nails dug into the guy’s back and her moans turned into breathless gasps. Her eyes were transfixed on this new cock ramming her between her legs.

‘Keep doing that. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.’

And as she locked her body in place as best she could, though her tits still bounced wildly outside her dress, I knew that she was getting close. Her toes curled, her mouth silently widened, and her eyes closed. Then she tightened her grip on Sean’s back and let out a loud high-pitched moan that continued over and over, undulating as he kept fucking her against the counter. I had to stop rubbing myself, because I could sense that one or two more strokes in front of the sight of my wife coming against some guy’s dick would release my own orgasm. I sat still and watched with my dick in my hand as her moans elongated and she grew calmer, her unusually long orgasm finally reaching an end.

Sean was ready for his turn, and he accelerated his thrusts, but she held a hand to his chest and said, ‘Bend me over.’

She had never once let me bend her over. She had never had an interest in anything beyond a couple of positions, none of which involved her adopting such a vulnerable pose.

He pulled out, and she slipped off the counter and paused to flick her tongue against his. Then she turned around with her back to him, bent over, leaned against the counter, and held up her dress to present him with her bare ass and pussy.

Sean got into position behind Rosa, then placed a hand across her lower back to adjust her, as he slid his cock gently down the line of her ass crack until he reached her pussy and gently pressed the tip against it. She looked over her shoulder at him and wiggled her butt cheeks coaxingly, then glanced at the camera momentarily as she then turned back, settled against the counter, and thrust her ass back at him.

He ran his hands down her back, and admired the almost impossible curves of her tiny waist flaring out where her hips framed her juicy ass. He held her butt cheeks and guided his member back into her pussy, and as her ass gradually squashed up against his crotch and she let out a series of staccato sighs, it was clear that he was reaching new, unexplored depths inside her.

Then he squeezed her cheeks tightly for leverage, pulled back, and proceeded to fuck my wife hard against our kitchen counter.

The perfect flesh of her ass was quivering crudely, her firm, hefty tits bouncing obscenely. Rosa isn’t the kind of woman you’d ever associate with this kind of thing. You see a woman like Rosa and you fantasize about simply being in a bed with her, sinking into her voluptuous body, experiencing the simple joy of sex with a rare beauty like hers. But here she was, getting pounded senseless over a counter by some delivery guy with her dress scrunched up and her boobs and butt wobbling gracelessly for the camera.

He was clearly enjoying the effect he was having on her assets, because for a while he held his hands over her vibrating ass, and then he leaned forward and grasped her heaving tits as they bounded before her. He was getting faster too, and it was now a recreation of the exact moment in the video where she had caught me. There wasn’t much outrage from her now — in fact, her eyes squeezed shut, her fingers grasped the marble of the counter, and I realized she was about to come again.

She let out a long shout of ecstasy and her body shivered as he jackhammered her pussy and savored her breasts with his grasping, sweating hands. I watched my wife orgasm on his cock once again, twitching and calling out, and then flashing a taunting sideways look at the camera that nearly made me ejaculate there and then without me even doing anything to my cock.

Her spasms around his dick and her tits in his hands spurred him on, and he was rapid now. His neck suddenly tensed, and he called out, ‘Fuck… fuck!’

He didn’t stop or slow down, just continued to pound her at high speed. I wasn’t totally sure if the orgasm had arrived yet, until I saw his semen oozing out from her pussy and sticking to the underside of his member in between thrusts. With the painfully arousing realization that, without my knowledge, he’d walked into my house and come in my wife, I had no reason to wait. I grabbed my cock, sore and throbbing from waiting throughout the recording, gloppy beneath my hand, and I jacked myself off.

To my surprise, Rosa got up onto the sofa cushion on her knees and, in a weirdly sweet gesture, stroked my arm soothingly and bent down with her face near my cock. She took over with her hand and continued to pump it as she guided it into her mouth. My eyes darted from the rare spectacle of my wife performing oral sex on me, to the unprecedented one of her on the screen, with a stranger’s large cock pulling out of her and leaving her pussy overfilling with his seed.

It didn’t take long at all for my own relief to come. My cock blasted into her mouth and she continued to stroke and suck me, never breaking her stride. She drained me of what felt like several loads in one, and I felt the tension ebb away. I watched the screen as she pulled her dress back on, gave the delivery guy one last passionate kiss, and, when he was again fully dressed, guided him to the front door with his hands still roaming all over her.

I eased myself against the back of the sofa and let out a contented sigh. The video ended with Rosa returning to the kitchen.

‘From now on,’ she said, glaring sultrily into the camera, ‘I’m the only woman you watch.’

Then she stuck out her tongue and turned off the camera.

In the present, she sat up on her knees and looked down at me.

‘So? What are you thinking?’

I was cagey, experiencing several conflicting feelings at once and afraid to let any of them show.

‘I’m thinking a lot of things.’

‘I’m sure you are. Tell me one.’

‘Well… first, the obvious one. That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. And the weirdest, the most excruciating, but the most amazing orgasm I’ve ever had.’

‘Good,’ she said, with an affected sweet smile.

‘But then the other obvious one. You betrayed me, Rosa.’

‘You betrayed me. You watched another woman.’

‘It’s nowhere near the same thing. And I watched her imagining it was you.’

‘So, you watched another woman having sex. You fantasized that it was me cheating on you. So, I did exactly what that woman did and gave you your fantasy.’ She raised her eyebrows. ‘Am I wrong?’

‘No, but…’

‘But nothing. If you want to watch dirty pornographic videos, then there’s only one way. You watch me. No one else. Do you understand?’

I was sitting in front of her with a softening erection, having masturbated to the video of her infidelity and then come into her mouth. Incredibly, I didn’t really have much leverage here against the woman who had just desecrated our marriage.

And what she had just said seemed to suggest that she was not planning to stop here.

‘Video, or videos?’ I asked.

‘That’s for you to decide.’ She cocked her head to the side and ran a finger along her cleavage. ‘Do you want to stop watching other women have sex? Or do I need to create new material to keep you off the internet?’

I swallowed. There was that feeling again: was this all just some crazy test?

‘You would create… new material?’

She nodded. ‘If that’s what it takes. Yes.’

‘Because you want me to see it, or because… you want to do it?’

‘Honestly? Before this, because of you. Now, both.’

I pointed at the screen. ‘You and me, we’ve never done anything like… that.’

‘And we won’t,’ she quickly replied, casually sipping her wine.

‘We won’t?’

‘No. You’re my husband. You and I, we make love. Our sex is intimate, gentle, respectful.’

‘But with him…’

‘With him, yes. I was the slutty housewife you crave. I finally let myself do something crazy, and gave in to temptation for once, instead of denying myself the pleasure of something that other people might not approve of. And I enjoyed every second of it. It was a different side of me, and it’s just not a side that I can bring out with the man I love. It’s a side for me to enjoy, a side to give to other people, a side that lets me explore.’

This was wild to hear. Not only had Rosa got in touch with some kinky, slutty side that I never knew existed, but it was denied to me. I wouldn’t get to have the kind of sex with her that she had had with that random guy. At first I felt disappointment, resentment… and then, unexpectedly, I felt a new, chastened level of arousal.

‘You talk like you’ve decided you want more.’

She thought for a second. ‘Well… yes. I have. But the question is whether you want more.’

‘It sounds like you wouldn’t be content any other way.’

‘I’ll happily stay the way I always was. I can’t pretend I’ll never have thoughts like that, because I always did — I just never acted on them and kept them buried. But it’s probably enough for me to know that I finally let loose and I did what I did, even just one time.

‘Like I said, it depends on whether you want more. Because you can never, ever watch another woman, Tom, or we’re through.’

The choice was mine. Either we could put this behind us, with the small caveat that I never watch any filth again (or, I guess, get caught doing so) and hold onto the memory of the time that Rosa finally tasted the forbidden fruit, or this could be the start of something. Something wild, risky, dark, and extremely arousing.

My throat was dry as I replied, ‘I want to watch you. I want you to do this again.’

She took a long sip of her wine, and then placed it down with a smile.

‘I hoped you might say that. Now I know you’ll never need to look at any other woman.’

‘I won’t.’

‘I guess now I’ll need to get ready for my next video.’

‘How are you going to decide what you’re… going to do? Do I ask you —’

She shushed me, and then took control of the laptop and opened the browser history.

‘You already decided for me.’ I gave her a questioning look, and she continued, ‘I know you’ve been using incognito mode, because there was no record on your laptop of what you were watching last weekend. But I’m sorry to say, you didn’t cover your tracks as well as you thought you did. At some point, you had to slip up.’

She searched the browser history with the name of my go-to porn site, and there it was. A result came up from a few months before. I felt a strange blend of fear and excitement surge through me as the page loaded — what had I watched?

The screen filled with the video thumbnail and its title.

Latina Housewife Fucks Her Neighbor.

My heart pounded. We’d lived here for years, and we knew all of our neighbors. Who was she going to…

Of course.

Dan.

She gave me a smirk and waited for me to speak.

‘You’re going to fuck one of our neighbors.’

‘You probably know who. I don’t think it’ll be too difficult, because he’s made it very clear that he’d be interested.’

That bastard, I thought. He’s been sniffing around her for years, and as his reward, he’ll really get to sleep with her.

Rosa smiled, seeming to read my mind, and enjoy my anguish. ‘And you remember what happens in that video, right?’

I glanced at the video thumbnail. It showed the housewife seducing her neighbor at the side of a swimming pool.

And slowly I remembered the plot. The housewife had asked her neighbor to come check out a problem with the pool pump, only to find there was no problem at all. She had laughed it off, invited him to join her by the pool, and, well, the rest of the video was about what you’d expect.

And then moments from the video flashed in my mind.

First of all, the tiny bikini the actress was wearing. Rosa’s boobs and butt would be popping out of that thing, and Dan wouldn’t believe his luck.

Then the way she had flaunted her body to tempt him: bending over to show him the pump with her ass in the air; kneeling down to help him test it so that he had a perfect aerial view of her cleavage; and then struggling to remove the lid so that her breasts jiggled uncontrollably with every attempt.

And then when temptation had got the better of both of them, the things they had done.

The housewife in the water, her chest soaking, sucking his cock as he sat at the side of the pool.

The housewife straddling him on a sun lounger and riding his cock with her tits in his face and her ass bouncing in his hands.

The housewife bent over her husband’s built-in barbecue pit — something that we also had in our backyard — and getting pounded from behind.

I looked back at her, stunned. ‘You would do those things with Dan?’

‘After what you just saw, do you have any reason to doubt me?’

Clearly, I didn’t. I tried to process this huge development in our marriage, the second in one evening. My head was reeling, and my cock was already swelling up again.

‘I can tell that you aren’t too mad at me,’ she said, softly patting it with her hand and landing a sweet kiss on my cheek. ‘Shall I take that as a yes?’

I cleared my throat and responded quietly. ‘Yes.’

‘Good. I’ll work on my next video soon. In the meantime, I have a little task for you.

‘I want a list of every one of these videos that you remember watching. Because this next one is the exception — you know what’s coming next, and you know who with.

‘After that, you’ll be in the dark about what I do, until you get an email with a video attached, and you can watch every second of it.

‘And, like I said, don’t start hoping you’ll get any of this for yourself. Your sex life isn’t changing.

‘Mine is.

‘And all you can do is watch.’
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