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      “I can’t believe we’re really doing this,” Andy said, holding the door open for his wife.

      “It feels so strange to be out alone. I don’t know if I remember how to do this,” Stephanie replied, pecking Andy on the cheek just before she walked through the door and into the fancy restaurant.

      “Just have a couple glasses of wine. I’m sure it will all come rushing back to you.”

      The pretty young blonde at the hostess stand looked at them expectantly. “Good evening. May I have your name please?”

      “Andy Hoffman. We have a reservation for 8:00.”

      She scanned an iPad on her stand and replied, “Great! I see it right here. It will just be a few minutes. Would you like to wait in the bar?”

      “That would be lovely,” Stephanie answered, taking Andy’s hand and leading him to the left and into the bar area.

      The couple’s first date in over two years was at the trendy new seafood restaurant in town, and they’d had to wait three weeks to get a reservation. Stephanie had told Andy she was willing to go somewhere else, but he insisted they didn’t do yet another date night at Outback Steakhouse. It had been so long since they’d been out without the kids, so the night had to be special.

      Andy pulled out a stool at the bar and held it while Stephanie slid onto it and hung her purse over the back. He glanced down at her long legs as she crossed them. Her little black dress only came to mid-thigh when she was seated. He flashed back two decades to the first time he saw the brown-haired beauty at Camp Lenape during counselor orientation, the auburn highlights in her chestnut hair catching the late-morning sun. She’d been wearing a little pair of running shorts and her tanned legs looked like they went on forever, leading up to a nice little round butt. He’d decided at that moment he was going to ask that girl out. When he discovered that she was also funny and spunky, he never looked back.

      “My eyes are up here,” she said, flashing him her perfect, white teeth. Stephanie had the cutest smile he’d ever seen, with little dimples forming in her freckle-dusted cheeks. Her voice had a raspy edge he’d always found sexy.

      “Sorry. It’s been so long since I’ve seen you all dressed up, it’s a bit distracting.”

      “You mean you like this look better than my usual baggy t-shirt and leggings?”

      Stephanie outstretched her arms to present herself to him. She’d had this dress forever and was pleased she fit into it again. Having the twins had changed her body in a lot of ways she didn’t like. Yes, her boobs were bigger now—they strained against the dress—but so was her butt, and she didn’t think her thighs would ever be the same. The HIIT workouts had given her a tight body and an enviable flat stomach, but she just had to accept she was different now. Rationally, she knew she was back to the same size she’d been before her first childbirth, but it had been a long time coming, and when she looked in the mirror she only saw the changes in her body. Just over forty, Stephanie did everything she could to look like that girl Andy had chased around all day before working up the nerve to talk to her. Her brown hair had been halfway down her back then, but it just brushed past her shoulders now—though she wore it in a cute ponytail more often than not. Tonight, it was down and teased elegantly.

      “Babe, you look incredible in anything…”

      “Liar!”

      “…but you look particularly stunning tonight. I’ve always loved you in this dress.”

      “I know. That’s why I squeezed myself into it.”

      Andy checked her out, noticing how the tiny black beads sewn into the fabric caught the light, especially where it stretched over her tits. In his opinion she looked better than ever. Maybe the dress was a little tighter, but only in the best places.

      “I doubt there was any squeezing involved. But if it’s uncomfortable, I’d be more than happy to help you out of it.”

      “Right here? I think people might notice.”

      “That’s right. You’ve always been more about sneaking into some quiet little corner than making a spectacle in public.”

      “The risk of getting caught is exciting, hon, not the actual getting caught. Besides, aren’t those days behind us? We’re grownups now.”

      Andy leaned over, put his hand on her hip, and kissed her, drawing it out. The couple was still kissing when the bartender came over to take their drink order.

      “Sorry about that,” Stephanie apologized, using her thumb to wipe some of her dark lipstick from Andy’s mouth.

      “Hey, I’m always happy to see a couple in love. You’re a lucky man, sir.” The bartender was tall and slim, with dark hair spilling over his forehead. He was a handsome twentysomething.

      “Indeed I am.”

      “That’s not what you say when the twins are screaming and our seven-year-old is demanding our attention,” Stephanie quipped.

      “What can I get you guys?”

      “I’d like a Jim Beam, and I believe the wife would like a glass of cabernet.”

      “Coming right up.”

      The bartender disappeared to the other end of the bar, and Andy gave her a look. Stephanie returned it, but then broke and asked, “What?”

      “I’m not the only guy who thinks you look hot tonight.”

      “Him?” She gestured toward the young bartender. “Are you kidding me?”

      “Babe, he was checking you out. Trust me. I know these things.”

      Andy had always had a sixth sense for when other men were paying attention to his wife—even back before she’d become his wife. He knew he wasn’t a bad looking guy, and he’d had girlfriends before Stephanie—despite their young age when they got together—but he had always felt she was way out of his league. Stephanie was so cute, and so smart and funny that he constantly marveled that she’d chosen him. And because she was so spectacular, he’d always taken great pride when he noticed other men giving her the eye. It gave him a thrill that he could not quite explain to know that other men wanted her. He had even gone so far as to encourage her to dress sexier and sexier when they were younger, eager for the attention she would bring. Stephanie had laughed when she realized what he was doing. That was another great thing about her. She had always been that sweet girl-next-door and didn’t see herself as hot at all. It was a good thing he trusted her implicitly. A paranoid man may have been overcome with jealousy.

      “You always think you know, but I swear it’s in your head most of the time,” she protested.

      “Steph, if I weren’t here, that guy would be slipping you his phone number.”

      She smiled and shook her head. “Sometimes I wonder if you wish a guy actually would go that far.”

      “If they want, all the guys in the place can give you their numbers. I know you’re going home with me.”

      Stephanie glowed at his praise and squeezed his hand. It was gratifying to be reminded that Andy still felt so passionate after all these years together. A lot of her girlfriends, even those who hadn’t been with their husbands for nearly as long, were not so lucky. Everyone said that couples who got together so young as they’d done had it tough. Stephanie had met Andy when she was only seventeen, and today she was just as in love as she had ever been.

      “Hey, isn’t that Dez from work?” Andy asked, pulling her out of her reverie.

      She turned to look over her shoulder, peering into the dim corner of the bar. The man did bear a resemblance to her coworker. He was tall and broad, with narrow corn row braids that fell past his shoulders, and smooth, dark skin. She didn’t see a lot of men who looked like that, especially with that hair style, but she had no idea what he would be doing in a place like this, sitting in a booth with a well-dressed white couple who looked to be in their 40s. He turned, and when she saw him in profile, she realized it was Dez. He was a handsome man. One of the handsomest men she’d ever met. All of the girls at work had crushes on Dez, and even she had to admit that maybe—if she was single—maybe…

      “I think it is,” she agreed.

      The bartender brought their drinks and Andy handed over some cash. Stephanie sipped her wine and looked back at Dez. Something was off about the scene at the table in the corner, but she couldn’t put her finger on it. The two others looked like a couple. The man wore a nice sports coat, and his thinning hair was combed straight back. The woman was a comely blonde with perfectly coiffed hair and thickly-applied makeup. Stephanie thought she was trying to look younger, which went with her dress—a little red cocktail number that was all cleavage and hugging her curves. Although the two others were obviously the couple, Stephanie realized that Dez was sitting closer to the woman than the other man was.

      “I hope this doesn’t sound judgmental, but that’s an odd grouping, isn’t it? I mean, they’re way older than him, and they don’t really look like his crowd,” Andy said. He knew how it sounded as soon as it left his mouth, but he really didn’t mean it to be racist. It just didn’t make sense that those three people would be spending time together in a bar in a nice restaurant downtown.

      “I get what you’re trying to say, hon. But they’re not so much older,” she said defensively. The couple was only a few years older than they were, and she liked to think Dez was only a few years younger. She guessed he was in his mid-thirties.

      “But still, you’re right, it is an odd scene. It looks like something weird is going on.”

      “I know, right?” Andy agreed.

      “Should we go say hi and see what’s up?”

      “Looks to me like they’d rather be left alone.”

      The more she watched, the more she was convinced that things were not what they seemed. The man and woman were an obvious couple—they were sitting together on one curve of the booth—but body language suggested that Dez was flirting with the woman. The threesome was far enough away that Stephanie couldn’t eavesdrop, even in the quiet bar, but whenever Dez spoke the woman smiled and looked down shyly. She might even have been blushing. And Dez was paying far more attention to the woman than the other man was. It seemed like he was just along for the ride. Stephanie wished she could listen in.

      “Is it just me, or does it look like Dez is hitting on that guy’s wife right in front of him?” Andy asked, echoing his wife’s suspicions.

      “Maybe. It does kind of look like that.”

      “And it looks like she’s into it, doesn’t it?”

      “I think so, but she looks nervous, too. If that’s what’s going on, why is the guy just sitting there?”

      “Maybe Dez came over to hit on her while her husband was in the bathroom and didn’t split when he came back. He is a cocky sonofabitch.”

      Stephanie knew Dez was confident when it came to women. He never kept a girlfriend for long, and he never had to wait more than a day or two for another to come along. But he’d have to be a jerk to keep hitting on a woman when her husband showed up.

      “Dez is a nice guy. He wouldn’t do that. Whatever is going on over there, I’m sure he’s not just being a jerk,” Stephanie said. She liked Dez a lot. He always had a joke or a good story when he stopped into her office to drop off the signed delivery slips.

      “We probably shouldn’t keep staring.”

      “Good point,” she agreed.

      Nevertheless, even after they’d turned away Stephanie kept stealing glances at the threesome in the corner. Dez moved closer to the woman, sliding further into the booth, while the other man backed off. Dez placed his hand over hers, and they looked more like a couple than ever. Stephanie kept up the small talk with her husband, but half of her mind was on Dez and his friends.

      Andy should have felt slighted by his wife’s lack of attention, but he had to admit that the threesome in the corner had his attention too. He wished they were sitting closer, but if they were, Dez probably would have spotted them. The white couple was married, Andy was convinced of that, but the husband appeared to be deliberately moving into the background as Dez moved in on his wife. Andy felt uncomfortable watching them like this. He was not a snoop by nature, so he refocused on his wife.

      “I’m proud of you, Steph. You haven’t texted your mom yet to see how the kids are doing,” he said, pulling her attention back.

      “You know mom can be touchy. I don’t want her thinking I don’t trust her. But I do wish she would text me,” Stephanie said, her eyes darting back to the corner again.

      “We haven’t even been gone an hour,” Andy reassured. When she didn’t answer he said, “We can go over there and say hi if you really want to. Look, the guy is getting up this would be the perfect time.”

      Stephanie quickly spun around on the stool, putting her back to Dez and the woman. Andy couldn’t stifle his laugh. “Stop it! I don’t want him to see me. I don’t want to seem nosey.”

      “You’d make a terrible spy, babe.”

      The man walked past them, out of the restaurant and into the hotel lobby beyond. Andy and Stephanie had a room booked upstairs for after dinner. They couldn’t afford this sort of thing all the time, but they felt they’d earned it.

      “I don’t know if I would have left my wife alone with Dez—not with the way she’s looking at him,” Andy said.

      “I thought you liked it when I get attention from other men. You wouldn’t leave me alone with Dez?” she replied playfully.

      Andy chuckled. “Not if you were looking at him like that.”

      “How is she looking at him?”

      “Let’s just say I bet she doesn’t look at her husband like that. Oh shit!”

      “What? What?”

      Stephanie couldn’t resist looking and twisted as far as she could without turning fully. But once she caught sight of Dez and the woman, she forgot about stealth and turned around completely to face them, her hand covering her open mouth. Dez and the woman were kissing, and it was no friendly peck. The blonde’s hand had gone to his cheek, and the lights caught a sparkle off her diamond ring. She was definitely the other man’s wife! Stephanie gasped, frozen in place.

      “What the?” she whispered.

      Andy was just as transfixed. He had the weird feeling that whatever was going on, it was not happening behind the husband’s back. But he had no clue what could be going on. If this was some kind of weird mate-swapping thing, where was Dez’s date? Maybe she was already upstairs in a room? That didn’t make any sense. Nothing about what Andy saw made sense, but he could not deny it was hot to spy on the illicit hookup.

      Dez slid an arm around the blonde, pulling her closer. His other hand dropped beneath the table and out of sight, but Andy guessed where it had gone when the blonde stiffened and then sank into Dez. She moved her hand down his thick, muscular arm until it came to rest on the outside of his thigh. They were oblivious to the bar around them, or the possibility that her husband might return.

      Stephanie’s heart thumped in her chest. She couldn’t believe they just let go like that right in the bar. She was no prude, but she couldn’t imagine doing something like that—not even back when she was younger. She could get as hot and heavy as the next person, but behind closed doors, not in the dim corner of some bar. And certainly not with a man who wasn’t her husband. Stephanie didn’t know what to think. Although she would never behave that way herself, watching Dez fooling around stirred a dark thrill inside her and it reminded her of the few times Andy had convinced her to watch porn with him. Her knee-jerk reaction was that it was dirty and wrong, but when they watched those amateur videos together she had become excited, although she’d tried to deny it. When Andy had touched her, he discovered the truth—even though she continued protesting through her moans. Seeing these passionate people in person was so much more exciting. Stephanie gripped her wine glass tighter to keep her hands from shaking.

      The Hoffmans were so excited that neither of them realized the hostess had come to fetch them until she spoke for a second time. Stephanie’s freckled cheeks turned deep red as she realized the girl knew what had captured her undivided attention. She hid behind Andy, who was half a foot taller, even with her three-inch heels, to avoid the girl.

      Andy hated being torn away from the show, but he thought it was funny how Stephanie clung to his arm so tightly and hid in his shadow. They got to the stand and the girl said it would be one more minute. Andy turned to his wife.

      “Are you okay, babe?” he asked innocently.

      “Sure. Just a little distracted.”

      “Yeah. What do you think was going on there?”

      “I don’t know. I didn’t think Dez was into married women. He’s such a nice guy.”

      “Doesn’t mean he’s not. And it looked to me like the husband might be in on it,”

      “How could that be?”

      “I don’t know. But wasn’t it kind of hot seeing an affair go down right in front of you?”

      Stephanie smacked his arm and gave him a stern look with no conviction behind it. “Andy! That’s just wrong.”

      “Wrong or not, something’s got your color up.”

      “It’s just the wine.” She looked away. She was a terrible liar.

      As she looked back toward the bar, Stephanie saw Dez and his friend leaving, coming right at them. He saw her and surprise washed over his face. She would have to say hello now. She didn’t want to be rude.

      “Hey, Dez. Fancy meeting you here,” she said, flashing her thousand-watt smile.

      “Steph? Is that you? I almost didn’t recognize you,” he said.

      The black man towered over her. Stephanie was a couple inches shy of five-and-a-half feet while Dez was over six feet—even a bit taller than Andy. His rich indigo shirt and slacks looked expensive, and he looked nice all dressed up. She only ever saw him in his delivery uniform. His narrow braids fell down over his shoulders.

      “What does that mean?” she replied with mock anger.

      “Just not used to seeing you out of jeans and with your hair down. You look…really good.” Almost as an afterthought he added, “Hey, Andy.”

      “You look pretty good, too,” Stephanie replied. “Maybe we need a better dress code at the office.” Realizing she was flirting, she stopped speaking. There had always been chemistry between her and Dez, a flirty undercurrent whenever he ducked his head into her office. She would have denied it under torture, even if it was harmless. Dez knew she was off-limits, and she would never let it go anywhere. But she didn’t want Andy to get the wrong impression.

      “Hey, Dez,” Andy replied, shaking the man’s hand.

      Andy had the right impression, but he knew his wife, and he knew her little crush was meaningless. He thought it was cute, and even a little exciting, given how well-behaved she always was. He wondered if she felt a tinge of jealousy at seeing her office crush with another woman.

      “Guys, this is Charlotte. Charlotte, this is Steph and Andy.”

      “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Charlotte,” Andy said.

      “Nice to meet you, too,” Charlotte said coolly.

      She looked like the last thing she wanted was to be standing there talking to them. She kept glancing past them, like she was looking for something—or someone. Stephanie took an instant disliking to the woman. Charlotte was pretty and perfectly coiffed, but there was nothing warm about her. It could have been the circumstance, but Stephanie was not inclined to cut the blonde any slack. She was already pretending not to notice the gaudy rings on Charlotte’s finger. It took everything to keep from staring at them.

      The moment turned awkward and the couples were only saved from further small talk by the hostess returning to escort the Hoffmans to their table.

      “It was great seeing you guys. I guess I’ll see you Monday, Steph,” Dez said.

      “Yeah. Enjoy your night,” she replied unable to keep an edge out of her statement.

      The moment they were left alone at their table, Stephanie exploded—albeit in hushed tones.

      “Oh my god! He’s out with a married woman!”

      Andy chuckled. Sometimes he thought his sweet wife was a little naïve. “I thought we’d already assumed that.”

      “But we could have been wrong. Dez is out with a married woman.”

      “And he’s probably taking her up to one of the rooms above us right now.”

      “Do you think?” She was genuinely surprised.

      “Isn’t that what we’re doing? Isn’t that why married people meet their lovers in hotel bars?”

      She gave him her cute, crooked smile. “Lucky for you, I wouldn’t know.”

      “No, I don’t think cheating is in your DNA, babe. Although a lot of other women in your circumstance…”

      “What does that mean?”

      “Well, you must get curious sometimes, right? Wondering if you missed out on anything—especially when you see a guy like Dez.”

      “Andy, I have never for a moment even considered such a thing. I cannot be lured away—not even by a guy like Dez.”

      Stephanie meant it. She did have fantasies about the current hot guy sometimes—just like any other woman—but she’d never come close to considering an affair. It was just fun to indulge in a bit of fantasy sometimes. But Andy brought this sort of thing up every once in a while. Despite his fears, Stephanie had never felt that she’d missed out on anything because Andy was the only man she’d ever slept with. They had gotten together so young that she’d only had one boyfriend before him, but she loved her husband so fully, so completely, that she knew he was all she needed. It certainly helped that the chemistry between them had been explosive from their very first kiss. Even after twenty years together and three kids, their sex life was still satisfying. It was more than satisfying. It was scorching—when they found the time. Time was always the issue, hence this night.

      “I know, babe. And it’s one of the reasons I love you so much. I’ve never known anyone so fiercely loyal. But it would only be natural if that sort of thing crossed your mind sometimes.”

      She reached across the table and took his hand. “I’m human. I look at other men and maybe there’s a stray thought, but that’s all it is, and you know that. I hope it’s the same for you.”

      “I can honestly say that it’s only you, babe, and that’s the way it will always be. I got so lucky, so early, I’d be a fool to ever even consider another woman.”

      “Well, it’s the same for me. And when we get upstairs after dinner I’ll prove it to you.”

      “Now I just want to skip to dessert.”

      Andy truly didn’t think about other women, not in any real way. In high school he had been with a couple other girls before Stephanie and that was enough for him to know she was it. A lot of his friends had wives that had let themselves go one way or another after having kids, but Stephanie was still as beautiful and sexy as ever. He almost couldn’t believe his luck. She was even hotter than she had been at seventeen, in his eyes. She had always been petite, and her body was just as incredible now as the first time he’d stripped her clothes off. He thought it was only a plus that now her tits were bigger and her butt rounder. Andy had gained a few pounds over the years, and he was truly inspired by Stephanie’s commitment to getting back in shape after each childbirth and staying that way. His friends were jealous, and he was proud of that. He was even proud of the way he’d seen Dez looking at his wife just now. When Dez had looked at Stephanie, it was like he’d forgotten Charlotte was even there. And Dez didn’t even know Stephanie’s dirty little secret.

      The secret was that even though his wife seemed like the cute, proper girl-next-door on the outside, she was a hellcat in the bedroom. No, she hadn’t been experienced when they’d met, but she’d been enthusiastic about learning over the years, and since they’d been with each other since they were kids, they’d learned together. He watched porn from time to time—he liked the amateur stuff—and the first time Stephanie had caught him at it she hadn’t scolded him but watched it with him. That night had been fantastic. Stephanie was so charged up. And he’d never forget the month they’d spent in bed after she shyly presented him with The Joy of Sex for Christmas, with a vow to try everything in the book. They hadn’t quite finished it, but it sure was fun trying.

      Stephanie seemed to take to heart the old adage: be a lady in public and a whore in the bedroom. Andy couldn’t be happier. The only time she let the mask slip was Halloween, back when they went out for the holiday alone. She had always enjoyed transforming herself with a sultry costume. He just wished they had more uninterrupted time then. They had managed with one kid, but the twins had taken an unexpected toll on their love life, and they needed to get back on track. If they could, Andy wanted to make a night like this a regular thing.

      “I need a steak,” she teased. “I’m going to need my energy.”

      They managed to forget about Dez and whatever he might be doing while they shared their romantic dinner, but the excitement each of them had felt from seeing him on his illicit date never left them. Stephanie remained horny throughout the meal and urged Andy to hurry and pay the check. He kept flashing back to the couple in the dark corner, wondering if he could ever get his wife to behave that way if she had enough wine in her. It was arousing to imagine Stephanie misbehaving in public like that.

      Stephanie almost went there on the way to their room. She kissed him in the elevator, pressing herself against him. When he closed his arms around her warm body and grabbed her ass, she didn’t stop him. Andy would have grown bolder if the door hadn’t opened on their floor. She was tipsy enough from the wine she’d had with dinner, and so horny, she might have let him go even further, her thoughts were anything but proper. Stephanie wasn’t sure what had gotten into her, but she needed Andy, and she needed him now.
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      Andy followed Stephanie into their fancy hotel room and watched her tug down the zipper on her side as she walked. Past the closets and the bathroom, the room opened into a sitting area, with a desk, round table, and two high-backed chairs. Beyond was a queen-sized bed, and large windows looking out on the twinkling lights of the city. They’d left the curtains open.

      Stephanie stood by the foot of the bed, turned to face him and let her dress drop to the floor, followed there by Andy’s jaw. She posed with her hands on her hips, thrilled by her husband’s reaction. It was worth all the money she’d spent on the lacy black Dita von Teese bra. It had those popular cut-outs above the see-thru mesh of the cups. She wore a tiny black thong because she knew Andy liked it. She did a little spin so he could fully appreciate her lingerie. Stephanie giggled when he literally licked his lips. A crazy thought flashed through her mind; what would Dez think if he saw her like this?

      “Are you going to stare at me all night?”

      Andy was ready to pounce, but he managed to exercise some self-control. He threw off his jacket and stalked toward her as he unbuttoned his shirt. He tossed that aside when he reached her and softly caressed the smooth skin of her arms. Stephanie really was flawless. Her excited ruby nipples stared up at him through her bra. Her tits looked incredible. The bra had to be new. He’d never seen her in anything like it. He loved fancy lingerie. Andy teasingly kissed her.

      “What would you like me to do?”

      “I want you to take me. You have no idea how much I need you right now.”

      To show him, Stephanie grabbed his face and pulled him down into a long, lingering kiss, drawing him in with flicks of her tongue. He got the message. Andy gripped her slender waist and tossed her back onto the bed. She laughed as she bounced, and he crawled in between her legs. Stephanie had great legs, and they still maintained a little tan from the summer. He pulled those legs over his shoulders and eased her thong aside. Andy had to grin when he saw her smoothly-shaved mound. He knew she’d done that for him too. The scent of her arousal carried to him, and he could feel her heat, even before he kissed her there.

      “Are you going to make me wait all night?” Stephanie whined.

      “Damn, Steph, you’re ready to go!” He ran his thumb down her slit.

      “Stop teasing me!”

      “Maybe I should make you beg.”

      “And maybe I should stab you in the back with these heels.” Stephanie dug one in to prove her point. It did the job.

      Andy dipped his tongue into her pussy, bringing a breathy moan from his wife. He knew what she wanted, he’d just been having some fun with her. He also knew exactly what she liked, and he set about proving that no man could satisfy her like he could. It helped that Andy loved going down on her. He loved her scent and he loved her taste. He loved the way Stephanie trembled and moaned when he flicked his tongue across her clit. Her channel locked around his fingers when he pushed them inside, and she pulled his hair—almost painfully.

      Stephanie’s breathing came in short gasps punctuated by moans as Andy’s tongue danced on her clit. She’d already been so turned on before he touched her that she didn’t have far to go once he got started. Her hands supporting her hips, she thrust them up at his mouth and fingers, crossing her legs behind his head to lock him in place.

      “Yeah…yeah…yeah baby…right there…” came her throaty moans.

      Andy sensed the change in her body and knew she was getting close. He worked his tongue frantically on her clit, striving to make her come. Her words encouraged him. Andy loved how dirty his normally proper wife became in bed.

      “Oh god! Oh god! Yes! Yes! Baby…baby...OHH!” Stephanie cried, thrashing around on the bed.

      Stephanie came quickly and violently, smothering Andy between her thighs. He didn’t fight for release but lapped up her copious juices, extending her orgasm. She shuddered and cried his name, only pushing his face away from her when she couldn’t take it any longer.

      No sooner had Andy stripped off his pants, than Stephane pulled him onto the bed and straddled him. She settled down on his cock without delay. It felt like a furnace had enveloped him. Stephanie rolled her hips and worked his cock inside her, doing that magic that made his toes curl. She never did anything halfway, and when Stephanie had learned what Kegel exercises were—and what they could do—she became a grand master. Andy knew how lucky he was, and sometimes he even thought it was a shame her amazing skills were wasted on just one man. He suggested that to her from time to time, and Stephanie always laughed and said, Okay hotshot, just let me know which guy you want me to fuck and bring him on! One of these days he was going to point someone out just to see her reaction.

      “You feel so good inside me, baby,” Stephanie cooed, leaning down to push her breasts in Andy’s face.

      “Fuck, Steph, you’re on fire tonight,” he groaned.

      “I need you, baby. I always need you.”

      Stephanie kissed him, and Andy grabbed her ass and jammed her onto his prick. She moaned into his lips. She loved it when he did that, just grabbing her and grinding her cunt on his cock. Stephanie really appreciated a man being a man. She always told Andy he could be rougher with her, but he was afraid he might hurt her. He didn’t seem to have that problem tonight. Andy held her butt and thrust his hips upward. When she locked her pussy around him, the sweet friction made her head spin. She pushed off his chest and sat up straight, throwing her head back. Her chestnut hair fell back over her shoulders.

      Andy watched Stephanie riding him. It was his favorite sight on Earth. From the first time she had straddled him way back when, Andy had always marveled at her expressive beauty when she sat astride him. Her bottom lip quivered as she moaned, and she arched her back, thrusting her tits forward. He reached for them, feeling her nipples burrow into his palms through the sheer mesh of her bra. Stephanie reached back and unfastened the lingerie. Andy ripped it away so he could feel her bare skin. Stephanie had always had surprisingly big tits for such a tiny woman, and they’d only gotten bigger after three kids. They bounced fetchingly as she rode him, and she cried out when Andy rolled her nipples. Her moans grew in volume and pitch.

      Stephanie took his hands and clasped them, holding them out wide for balance. She used her strong core to bounce, riding Andy hard. Stephanie cried out each time she slammed down on him. It sent tremors of ecstasy through her entire body. She stared down at her husband and loved the way he looked up at her, like she was his entire world. It made her feel sexy and powerful, and it pushed her closer to her impending peak.

      “Ohhh...almost there…” she cried.

      Andy worked hard to hold off, but it was difficult. Stephanie looked amazing riding him—and felt even better. His whole body burned for her, and all he wanted was to reach his release. Unsure he could last like that, he rolled their bodies and put Stephanie on her back. She yelped with surprise when he flipped her. He didn’t quite keep his prick inside her, but he slipped right back inside when he repositioned himself between her legs. Stephanie pulled her legs back wide, giving him the room to pound into her. Sometimes she grabbed her ankles like that, but tonight she held onto his shoulders, digging in with her deep red painted nails. Andy held himself over her, working his cock like a piston, staring into her intense green eyes.

      “Steph…you’re…so…fucking…hot…”

      “Baby…baby…don’t stop! Please!”

      “You’re thinking about Dez, aren’t you, Steph?” Andy grunted, through gritted teeth. He wasn’t sure where that came from, but it went right from his brain to his lips.

      “Baby…”

      “I know it made you hot watching them make out,” he groaned.

      “Ohh…baby…”

      “Didn’t it?”

      Andy slowed his pace to force a response. Stephanie needed to climax so badly, she would give him what he wanted. Andy, however, wasn’t sure what he was looking for.

      “Yes…it was fucking hot watching them…baby…don’t tease me…”

      “So wrong, cheating little wife.”

      “Dirty slut…so nasty…” she moaned in agreement.

      “Yes…so nasty…so wrong…she’s fucking him right now, Steph! Fucking Dez! Maybe in the next room!”

      “Oh god! Stop teasing me, baby,” she whimpered. “Please!”

      “You’re thinking about it…picturing it…”

      “Yes!”

      Andy pounded her harder.

      “Thinking about Dez with that married slut!”

      “Yes!” she cried.

      Stephanie was. It filled her mind. She closed her eyes and saw the blonde on her back, Dez on top—just like Andy was fucking her now. It was so wrong…and so hot!

      “You’re jealous!”

      “Baby!”

      “Aren’t you?” Andy slammed his wife as hard as he could.

      “Baby…fuck me!”

      “Aren’t you?!?”

      “YES! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!” she screamed.

      It was a photo finish; the married couple coming within seconds of each other. Andy gushed inside her while Stephanie’s cunt grasped his shaft, convulsing around him as her body tensed, trembling with pleasure. Her nails dug painful half-moons into his shoulders, but Andy didn’t feel them as endorphins flooded his body. Andy couldn’t remember coming so hard. It left him utterly drained. He sagged onto Stephanie, and she remained locked around him.

      “Baby, I need some water,” she said, after a couple minutes.

      Andy rolled to the side and watched her walk across the room, marveling at his wife’s tight little ass. He understood why his friends were jealous. He had the hottest wife of all of them, without question. Some of his friends had cute wives, but none of them were in Stephanie’s league. Andy was so proud of his sexy wife, he didn’t even mind when his jealous friends checked her out, and some of them were obvious about it. He enjoyed their envy.

      Stephanie caught him staring as she came back to bed. She handed him a water bottle, and asked, “What?”

      “Nothing. Just checking you out.”

      “Okay.”

      “I can’t just lay back and appreciate how sexy you are?”

      She tipped back half her bottle. Still heated from their coupling, she lay nude on top of the sheets. Stephanie was not one of those women who felt the need to cover up in front of her husband. “I’d just think you’d be tired of the view after all these years.”

      “Never. You’re as incredible as you’ve always been. You were great tonight. Wow.”

      Stephanie grinned her crooked grin. “You inspired me, babe. Thanks for planning tonight. It was perfect.”

      “I don’t think I’m the only one who inspired you.”

      It took her a moment to realize what he was referencing. “That Dez thing? Come on, that was just some silly fun.”

      “I don’t know, Steph. Seeing him with that woman really seemed to get you going.”

      “Andy, stop.”

      “It’s okay to admit it. I thought it was hot, too. They were just so brazen to go for it in public like that.”

      “Weren’t they? Having an affair is one thing. It happens, I guess. But to go at it right there! It’s crazy! Her poor husband.”

      “I’m telling you I think he’s in on it. He must be. It almost seemed to me like he was giving her to Dez.”

      “What? No one would do that,” she scoffed.

      “Maybe it’s like one of those cuckold porns.”

      “Sorry, I’m not as versed in adult entertainment as you are. Enlighten me.”

      “That’s true. You just like the homemade stuff, with some girl-girl thrown in.”

      Stephanie swatted at him, but Andy dodged it. He thought it incredibly hot that on the occasions they watched porn together she liked the lesbian stuff, or two-girl threesomes. It made him hope that perhaps one day she might give him something like that, but she always responded, keep dreaming.

      “I told you, it doesn’t mean anything. It’s just sexy for some reason. Anyway, that’s not what we’re talking about.”

      “Yeah, right. Cuckold porn is where guys get off on watching other guys screw their wives. A lot of the time they make fun of the husband, tell him things like he has a small dick.”

      “You watch this stuff?” Stephanie stared at him.

      “Nonono,” he clarified. “But I run across it on the websites…on the rare occasions I visit.”

      Stephanie reached for his slick, flaccid cock, and lightly stroked it.

      “You know I don’t care if you look at porn. I just hope I keep you busy enough that you don’t feel like you need it.”

      “It’s just fun to look sometimes.”

      Andy was telling the truth. He liked to look at porn, just like any other guy, but Stephanie kept him more than satisfied—when their schedules allowed them to have sex. He had to admit, in the last couple years they’d both been too tired to keep up the blistering pace they’d maintained from the time they’d met. They were down to a couple, maybe three times a week. That was enough to keep Andy satisfied in his mid-forties, but he questioned if it was enough for his wife. Stephanie’s sex drive seemed unquenchable. Andy was exhausted after their intense lovemaking, but he knew that if she got him hard again, Stephanie would be ready for round two.

      “But you don’t watch this cuckold stuff?”

      “Not my thing. I watch some threesome stuff sometimes, but I don’t get the humiliation angle.”

      Andy was hesitant to admit it, but he’d learned that he really enjoyed watching male-female-male threesomes. He didn’t overanalyze it, it just excited him.

      “So you mean, like two guys and a girl?”

      “Yeah. It’s fun to see people get crazy.”

      “Hmm. You’ll have to show me one of your favorite videos sometime.”

      Stephanie tightened her grip on his shaft and felt life pulse back into it. She was a firm believer that whatever kind of porn a man watched provided a window into what he really wanted in real life. She had always been keen to be whatever Andy needed in the bedroom—as long as she got what she needed—so Stephanie was curious what her husband was into.  It was why she started watching porn with him. She kept watching for other reasons. They had never watched any guy-guy-girl threesomes, but she was willing. She rolled onto her side and watched Andy as she played with his cock.

      “Uh, sure, if you want to. Just to be clear, it’s not my thing.”

      “Of course, babe. But you like it.”

      “Sure. Mmm, Steph, that feels really good.”

      “What’s it like?”

      Andy caressed her breast. She jumped when he rolled her nipple.

      “The threesome stuff? You know the short clips don’t really have a plot. I like the homemade stuff. I like when it’s real.”

      “Me too, baby. Come on, what do they do?”

      Andy felt weird describing this for some reason, but Stephanie’s hand on his cock was convincing. He was halfway hard again and tingling with thoughts of another round with his wife.

      “A lot of the time it starts with one of the guys filming—usually the husband or boyfriend. A lot of the time it’s in a hotel room. Starts with a blowjob then the guy puts her on the bed…” Andy stopped to moan. Stephanie worked her thumb across his sensitive cockhead, making him shiver.

      “The other guy does it—the stranger?” she eagerly asked.

      “Yeah, he starts fucking her first.”

      “Mmm, sounds hot.”

      “After a while the other guy—the husband—comes over and joins in. Sometimes he puts the camera down, but he usually holds it. She sucks him while the other guy is fucking her.”

      “Like this?”

      Stephanie leaned down and sucked Andy into her mouth. She’d always secretly liked going down on him after sex. Tasting herself on his cock felt devilish and forbidden. Proper girls didn’t do such things, but Stephanie loved being improper. She loved Andy because he embraced that side of her. She knew some guys couldn’t handle it if their women were just as into sex as they were. She sucked Andy hard and felt him growing in her mouth. Andy swept her hair back so he could watch. She was well aware that he liked to watch her in action. He always came much faster when she was on top.

      “Shit, Steph…” Andy groaned.

      She stopped to lick up and down his shaft, and asked, “Do they ever switch places?”

      “Yeah…uhn…Steph…”

      “Do you ever…” She paused and kissed his hairy balls. “Do you ever picture me…us?”

      Stephanie sucked on his balls and stroked his prick hard. Andy’s body jerked.

      “Steph…god…damn…”

      “Have you, baby? Ever pictured another guy fucking me while I go down on you?”

      She stared right down at him and licked up his shaft to swirl her tongue around the crown.

      “Maybe…uhnn…I don’t know…Steph…shit…”

      Stephanie quickly straddled him again. She was not going to let him come like that, not when she needed to be fucked again. They used to go all night, but now it was rare that they went more than once. She was not going to waste her husband’s second hard-on. She rode him fast and hard, big tits bouncing around as she leaned forward and brought her face close to his.

      “Am I on my hands and knees?” she moaned, one hand gripping the headboard.

      “Steph…”

      “Do you take my mouth while he’s fucking me?”

      “Fuck…Steph…”

      It was so hot that Andy was rendered speechless. She liked taunting him, but she was taunting herself too, because she couldn’t resist picturing herself on her hands and knees, Andy sharing her with some anonymous stranger. Stephanie could almost feel the man shoving her forward onto Andy’s prick in her mouth. Having two men wasn’t anything she’d ever seriously thought about. They weren’t that wild of a couple, and it would probably feel like cheating—even with Andy right there. But when she did consider the fantasy in passing, she thought it might be hot. Being manhandled by two men was something Stephanie could get into—even if it was a bit scary. She was seriously thinking about it now though, and it had her ablaze. She reached down and rubbed her clit, imagining someone stroking inside her as she bounced on Andy, wanting to make sure she came with him again.

      “Baby…baby…Andy…” she cried.

      “Steph!”

      Andy came first this time, expending himself inside Stephanie with a roar. She rode his softening cock—furiously rubbing her clit—for another moment or two, and she then joined him in orgasmic bliss. Stephanie shuddered and cried out, rolling off him with a throaty laugh.

      “Well, then,” she pronounced.

      “Yeah, that was something.”

      Andy didn’t know what the hell had just happened, but he’d loved every second of it. He gave his wife the side-eye, wondering just how much of that she’d meant, or whether it was all just sex play. He didn’t want to ask, not tonight. Stephanie had a contented smile, and he didn’t want to break the spell.
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      Stephanie went to work that Monday morning with a thousand questions, but she didn’t know if she’d have the nerve to ask any of them. Following a romantic room service breakfast, with a scandalous bottle of breakfast champagne and another play session, she and Andy had checked out of the hotel Sunday afternoon and returned to their normal lives, but the events of Saturday night were never far from her mind. Luckily things were so hectic once they picked up the kids, Andy didn’t notice. Or if he did, he didn’t say anything. They had sex again Sunday night—two nights in a row!—but they didn’t engage in any dirty talk. They were both ready to go and got right down to business. Going back to sex every night was something Stephanie could definitely support.

      What had transpired between her and Andy Saturday night left her dying to know what Dez had really been up to that night with the blonde and her husband. Was it really a cuckold situation? Stephanie did some research on her own on Sunday evening and was shocked by what she found. A lot of it she found gross. Creampies and cock cages seemed really out there, and she couldn’t imagine her and Andy doing anything like that. She would never want to humiliate her husband in any way, but she didn’t think it necessarily had to be that way. If Andy shared her with another man, it could be fun without any of that demeaning stuff. Stephanie began to wonder if that was something she really wanted to try. She had a ready source of information, if she could ask him without turning fifty shades of red.

      When Dez passed through the office in the morning to pick up his delivery invoices, Stephanie was too busy with other drivers even to say hello to him. Honestly, she avoided him, afraid it would be awkward. But then she spent the rest of the morning kicking herself for being a coward. She resolved that she would talk to Dez when he returned for his lunch break.

      Dez watched Stephanie talking to the other drivers, and sensed she was purposely avoiding eye contact. On his drive into work he’d wondered if she would say anything about Saturday night. It was obvious Stephanie and her husband were surprised to see him with Charlotte, though he was unsure if they’d seen Isaac there. Stephanie was a sharp lady, and he knew she had questions. If she asked any, he’d be more than happy to answer them. It might even be fun. Dez didn’t advertise with he did with couples, but he wasn’t ashamed of it either

      Seeing Stephanie all done up on Saturday night had Dez wishing she and her husband were one of those couples. He’d always thought his petite coworker was cute, and she was a fiery little spark plug, but she looked damn hot all done up. Dez couldn’t take his eyes off her tight little body that night—something he knew had annoyed Charlotte. Dez decided he wanted Stephanie to ask, and if she didn’t, he might find a way to bring the subject of Saturday night up with her himself.

      Stephanie was on the phone when Dez returned, and she watched him moving through the office. Her desk was back in a corner, giving her a vantage point to watch everyone’s comings and goings. Dez laughed with the other drivers, and Stephanie wondered if he was bragging about his weekend conquest. She hoped he was gentleman enough to keep that to himself, but not so proper he’d refuse to answer if she asked about it.

      She had a new appreciation for just how studly this delivery driver was. His gray t-shirt, emblazoned with the company logo, was stretched tight across his chest, and Stephanie wondered if those muscles were from the gym, or if his job was what kept Dez that fit. His jeans hugged his butt, and it looked just as hard as the rest of him. His braids were pulled back into a ponytail, and for a crazy second Stephanie imagined them falling around her face as he leaned down to kiss her.

      Dez looked like he was about to depart the office, so Stephanie rushed through her phone call and called out to him across the room.

      “Uh, hey Dez, can I see your slips from this morning? I think there might be a problem.”

      There was no problem. She just needed an excuse.

      “Yeah, sure,” he said, excusing himself from the other drivers. Dez saw her pretext for what it was, and he was happy to oblige Stephanie. He tried to hide his smile.

      He seemed massive standing over her desk, and she caught herself staring at his thick arms as he handed her the sheaf of paper. Stephanie thumbed through the carbon copies, pretending to look for an error as she tried to think of something to say. Did her nerves show?

      “It was nice seeing you guys Saturday night,” he offered.

      “Yeah, that was some coincidence, wasn’t it? Andy and I don’t get out much. It was nice.”

      “That’s a shame. Got to keep the spark alive, right? Did you guys stay at the hotel?”

      “Yes. We had a room. Did you?”

      Her cheeks started burning immediately. She was an adult—a married woman—but it still felt funny to admit she’d gotten a hotel room to have sex, which was the implication. Not only that, she felt like she’d as much as asked Dez what he was doing that night. He smiled, and she didn’t know how to take that.

      Dez grinned at her embarrassment. Yes, this would be fun.

      “Yeah, I had a room booked. That’s a nice place.”

      “You know how it is with young kids—or I guess you don’t. Your friend seemed nice.”

      “Charlotte’s a nice lady. You’d probably like her.”

      “Oh, yeah, I’m sure I would.”

      An awkward silence ensued, and Stephanie felt like Dez was staring at her, but she wouldn’t make eye contact, so she couldn’t be sure. Standing in front of her desk, he’d be able to see down her pink V-neck sweater. The thought made her pulse race. She didn’t pause to think—she just blurted out, “Do you want to go to lunch?”

      Dez enjoyed watching her squirm in her seat. Of course, he noticed the view down her sweater when she leaned forward. She couldn’t hide her deep cleavage. His angle above her gave Dez a perfect view of her freckled tits disappearing into her bra. Lunch with Stephanie sounded like a wonderful idea.

      “Sure, Steph. What do you have in mind?”

      “I don’t know. We’ll figure it out on the way.”

      Stephanie briefly considered texting Andy to tell him she was having lunch with Dez, but she didn’t think it would be an issue. She could tell him later. Stephanie drove, and with Dez beside her, the RAV4 suddenly seemed tiny. There was a little pub nearby that had Monday burger specials, so they decided to go there. The pub featured high-back wooden booths, lending a sense of intimacy that Stephanie found disquieting. She ordered a beer when they sat. Dez smiled and did the same.

      “I didn’t have you pegged for a day drinker,” Dez said.

      Stephanie laughed. “That’s because you don’t have kids. Really I’m not, but why not live on the edge once in a while?”

      “I couldn’t agree more.” Dez raised his pint glass, toasting it to Stephanie’s. He decided it was time to press his pretty coworker. After sipping, he said, “You can just go ahead and ask. I know you’re dying to.”

      Stephanie choked on her beer.

      Dez laughed. “You don’t have to act all weird. You want to know what was up Saturday night.”

      “I…well…I am curious…I mean…Andy was, too. It’s just…”

      “You’re just wondering what I was doing out with a middle-aged white couple.”

      Stephanie didn’t know how to put it more delicately, so she just said, “Yes. I don’t want to get into your business, but we saw the husband get up and leave, and then you guys were, uhm…”

      “Getting friendly?” Dez was amused, but he was impressed that her embarrassment didn’t stop her from pressing on. “Charlotte and I got very friendly.”

      “And her husband didn’t mind?” She tried to sound nonchalant.

      “It was Isaac’s idea. He encourages Charlotte to see me.”

      Stephanie took a long pull on her beer, swallowed and asked, “So he’s a cuckold?”

      Dez was surprised and paused with his own drink. He didn’t expect a respectable lady like Stephanie even to know what a cuckold was. Maybe he had her all wrong. She wasn’t just a nice suburban mom, but a whole lot of fun. Dez would like to have some fun with her.

      Stephanie was pleased by his reaction. I’m hip, she thought.

      “You know what that is?” Dez asked.

      “I’m not some uptight soccer mom, you know. I know what’s going on.”

      “I guess you’re not. That’s good to know.”

      The waitress brought their burgers and asked if Stephanie wanted a refill. Stephanie looked down to realize she’d drank more than half her beer. She was going to just ask for water, but Dez answered for her, requesting another round. She could tell Dez was looking at her differently and was proud to have broken his expectations.

      “You can’t get me drunk. We have to go back to work,” she said.

      “Two beers get you drunk?” he asked.

      “I didn’t say that.”

      Two of the strong beers would leave her tipsy. Stephanie was a slip of a woman. She already felt heated from the first beer, and her inhibitions were dropping away.

      “So about your friends…”

      “Charlotte and Isaac.”

      “Yes. He’s a cuckold?”

      Dez laughed, pleased that she was a woman who wouldn’t be sidetracked. The way she asked made him wonder exactly what she knew about such things.

      His laugh made Stephanie feel silly. She didn’t like that. She really didn’t want to come off like some naïve housewife.

      “It’s not that clean-cut, Steph. Yes, he enjoys knowing Charlotte is being taken care of, even likes watching us sometimes, but he doesn’t go in for the humiliation stuff. It’s more nuanced than that. He just likes his wife to get pleasure.”

      “You mean…”

      “What do you think I mean, Steph?”

      Stephanie leaned across the table, and this time she caught Dez looking down her sweater. It gave her a strange, warm feeling. She lowered her voice and said, “Sex, right? You guys fucked?”

      Dez leaned across the table too, taking a good long look down her sweater. Stephanie knew he could see, so he wasn’t shy about looking. He looked up and fixed his eyes on hers.

      “Yeah, Steph, we fucked. A lot. I fucked her all night long.”

      Her eyes widened, she couldn’t help it. She couldn’t stop herself from imagining the blonde on her back, her legs in the air, while Dez pounded away at her. Did all night really mean all night? Stephanie thought Charlotte was a very lucky woman. She almost said so. It suddenly felt like they were too close in the small booth.

      “Uhm, that’s…interesting.”

      Dez chuckled. “That’s one word for it. Everyone had a good time.”

      “Especially Charlotte,” she said without thinking. She wanted to hide, but couldn’t look away from his deep, dark eyes.

      “Yes, especially Charlotte, but I hope Isaac got what he needed out of it, too.”

      Dez took a big bite of his burger. Stephanie lifted her lunch too, but suddenly she wasn’t hungry. Her mind was a jumble. She had so many questions, but she didn’t want to come off as too curious—or seem too interested. This conversation had already gone dangerously far.

      After a couple minutes of silent chewing, Stephanie popped a fry into her mouth and asked, “So how does Isaac join in? Does he wait, or is he with you guys from the start?”

      “He’s not with us. I mean, there’s no gay stuff going on,” Dez replied defensively. “That’s cool if it’s your thing, but it’s not mine.”

      “Oh, sure, I wasn’t implying anything. I was just curious,” she quickly responded.

      “Yeah, right. Isaac doesn’t really get involved. I’ve been Charlotte’s Bull for a couple months now, and he used to come over and touch her in the beginning, but now he just hangs back.”

      “He just watches?” Stephanie was surprised. She couldn’t imagine Andy just sitting there and watching another man screw her—if they ever even tried that sort of thing.

      “Yeah, he watches, takes videos. He comes close to get his video at times, but he mostly hangs back and watches.”

      “Does he…you know…”

      Dez chuckled again. He loved her curiosity. She would never admit it, but Dez knew she was more than casually interested. He could see her mind working, wondering what it would be like if it was her instead of Charlotte. Dez was wondering about that himself.

      “Yeah, he jerks off, but he doesn’t always finish. I don’t really ask about that. It’s his deal. I’m really there for Charlotte. Isaac and I are friendly, but we’re not like buddies.”

      Stephanie misread his laughter. She thought he saw her as naïve, and she wanted to prove she wasn’t. She thought about doing something like that with her husband, but just couldn’t see Andy sitting back in a corner, jerking off to her having sex with someone else. She didn’t want to judge, but she didn’t want to see her husband being so passive. Being watched could be fun, but she would want Andy to be so turned on from watching her that he’d have to join in—even if that wasn’t the plan. Not that they would ever find themselves in that situation. Andy said it wasn’t something he was looking for in real life, and Stephanie was being honest when she said her husband was enough for her.

      Dez finished his burger and wiped his hands. He washed it down with the rest of his beer and watched Stephanie as she finished. She really was beautiful. He wasn’t sure, but he guessed she was around forty. He’d always had a thing for older women, and Stephanie was certainly one he’d love to try. He suspected that if he played his cards right he’d get the chance.

      Stephanie felt awkward under his gaze. She sensed it was more than friendly, and she didn’t want to give Dez the wrong idea. Still, she had to admit she liked the way he looked at her now. It made her wonder if she and Andy could do something like that. Would Andy be interested, if they were ever in that situation? It was obvious what Dez got out of the arrangement, but she didn’t understand Isaac’s role. She understood being a voyeur, but being a voyeur to your own wife? She knew Andy liked to watch her, so maybe he would like it.

      “You said you’re a Bull. What’s that?” she asked, reaching for her beer.

      “It’s what they call guys like me in the lifestyle. Like I said, there’s more nuance than just cucks in this. Cuckolds like to be humiliated. If the guy is just into his wife being with other men they call that a hotwife.”

      “Hotwife? That’s the woman, right?”

      “Yeah. There’s not really a name for the husband in that case. Weird, but I never thought about it. But the wives of these guys are called hotwives.”

      “Are they all hot?”

      Dez smiled. “I plead the Fifth. Everyone is beautiful in their own way.” He added, “Most of them aren’t as hot as you.”

      Stephanie couldn’t stop herself from blushing that time. “Thanks, I think. I might be a hot wife, but I’m not a hotwife.”

      “I don’t know. You seem pretty interested.” Dez watched her closely.

      “Sure. It’s exciting.” She kicked herself. Stephanie had meant to say interesting. “But we don’t…we never…”

      “You’d be very popular, Steph. You’d have no trouble finding a Bull.”

      “How do you hook up with them—the hotwives?”

      “The internet. There are websites.”

      “Really?”

      “I can text you some links.”

      “I told you, Andy and I aren’t…”

      Dez reached across the table and put his hand on hers. His thumb caressed the back of her hand. He could see he had her in a spot. It was time to press.

      “You’ve never even talked about it?” he asked.

      His touch was hot. Stephanie felt like she should yank her hand away, but she didn’t. His dark eyes were hypnotic.

      “No,” she quickly said, and knew it sounded like a lie. “Not really.”

      “What did you guys think when you saw us Saturday night?”

      We went up to our room and fucked like rabbits, she thought. She said, “I don’t know. We thought you were having an affair with Charlotte.”

      “You didn’t talk about cuckolds?” His voice dropped low, intimate. The booth suddenly felt very hot.

      “I…well, yeah. Andy said it was a possibility.”

      “So he knows all about this.”

      “I wouldn’t say that. We just talked, y’know. Just generally.”

      Dez looked at her knowingly. “Yeah, I know. It’s an exciting thing for a lot of couples. You’ve been together a long time…”

      “We have…”

      “Sometimes you feel like you need a spark. Swinging isn’t for everyone, and a lot of guys like to watch their wives, but don’t feel the need to be with someone else.”

      “Andy wouldn’t just watch.” Stephanie couldn’t believe she said it.

      “A good tag team is fun. You just need to follow the ground rules.”

      “Ground rules?” she asked softly. Stephanie felt like Dez had hypnotized her.

      “Yeah, Steph. It’s all about the woman. You’re both there to pleasure her.”

      Her mouth was dry. Stephanie finally looked away from him and grabbed her beer, draining it. The hand Dez held had her wedding ring, which felt heavy on her hand.

      “It’s amazing to be the center of attention, if you can handle it. Have you ever thought about anything like that, Steph?”

      Dez’s heart beat faster. He felt Stephanie squeeze his hand back. They were having a moment, and he felt his cock swell as he thought about having the sexy brunette. Dez knew she was thinking the same thing he was, wondering what it would be like. I wonder if she’s a screamer, he thought.

      Stephanie was thinking about it at that moment. It was all she could think about. Andy kissing her, Dez’s dark hands all over her. Undressing for the men, Dez carrying her to the bed while Andy followed them. Stephanie was speechless, because she didn’t dare say what she was really thinking. She slipped her left hand out from under Dez’s. She had to get away

      “We should be getting back soon. We don’t want to be late,” she said abruptly.

      Dez sat back, letting her off the hook. If he pushed too hard, he’d lose her. He had to let her come to him. “You’re right. It’s been almost an hour.”

      The check came and Dez insisted on paying it, even though Stephanie wanted to split it. “It’s not like this is a date,” she said.

      “I never let a beautiful woman pay, but if you insist you can get me next time.”

      Will there be a next time? She replied, “Sure, sounds like a plan.”

      Dez was glad she was driving because he got to watch her on the way back to work. He could see the thoughts flying through her brain as easily as if they were flashing across her forehead. Her figure looked amazing in that sweater, with those jeans, and he was having thoughts of his own. Dez usually liked to keep his play away from his real life, but he’d make an exception for Stephanie. She was the kind of woman you made exceptions for.
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      Andy heard his phone vibrating on his desk, but he was in the middle of a call on his work line and reading off his monitor, so it took a moment for him to glance over and see Stephanie’s text. When he did, time froze.

      [Stephanie] just had lunch with dez

      Andy stared at the phone and an icy fist gripped his stomach as all kinds of crazy scenarios spun through his mind. His pretty wife had just had lunch with the man who slept with married women? It didn’t have to mean anything, but all he could think was, what does this mean? The phone buzzed again.

      [Stephanie] I learned a lot

      Dez surely had a lot to teach Stephanie. Andy just didn’t know she was so eager to learn.

      “Andy? Are you there?” asked the voice on the other end of the line.

      He realized he’d completely zoned on the call and scrambled to correct. “Yeah, sorry. My computer froze up. We can definitely be out there on the 25th. I just need to check a few things and I’ll shoot you an email with all the info.”

      “That’ll be great. Have it to me by the end of the day. I need to let the day manager know.”

      “Sure. No problem, Ted. Thanks again.”

      Andy couldn’t get off the phone fast enough so he could snatch up his mobile.

      [Andy] did you? Where did u guys go?

      [Stephanie] this place near work. That doesn’t matter. He told me all about Saturday night

      The location of their lunch mattered very much to Andy. Did Dez find another place conveniently located in a hotel?

      [Andy] what did he say?

      [Stephanie] we were right. He was with that woman & they went to a room upstairs. Her husband was there. He’s into watching her with other men. Dez is her bull

      [Andy] bull?

      [Stephanie] that’s what they call the guy these couples use.

      The term sounded familiar, but Andy wasn’t fully versed in all the cuckold terminology. Andy wondered if he was a cuckold now. Was Dez their Bull now too? Andy knew he was having an insane overreaction. Stephanie did not go off and fuck Dez at lunch. That wasn’t something she would do. So why did his mind go right there?

      [Andy] that sounds like a crazy scene. How does he find a cuckold couple?

      [Stephanie] Isaac isn’t a cuck. He’s just into her fucking other guys & watching. Isn’t that nuts?

      [Andy] yeah. How did he find them again?

      [Stephanie] he just said he uses the internet. Why r u so curious? R u looking for a bull? ;)

      [Andy] very funny

      [Stephanie] isn’t it wild? I had no idea there are couples out there doing this. Do u think anyone we know does it?

      [Andy] I can’t imagine. Can u see any of them doing that?

      Andy thought of their couple friends, and he couldn’t think of any of them who would go up to a hotel room with a muscular black guy for group sex. But it didn’t sound like it was group sex. Stephanie said this guy Isaac like to watch. Andy could only picture the stuff he’d seen on the internet. It struck him that maybe he’d seen a video of Dez and the couple. He didn’t know that he would have picked Dez out if he hadn’t been looking for him—Andy didn’t focus on the guys—so it was possible. Andy had a sudden, buzzing urge to go look, but he couldn’t go surfing YouPorn on his work computer. His stupor was broken by Stephanie’s next message.

      [Stephanie] he asked if we’re into that

      His hands trembled as he typed out his reply.

      [Andy] why would he ask that?

      [Stephanie] I don’t know

      Andy didn’t buy that. This couldn’t be a common thing, so why would Dez think they might be into it? Was it something Stephanie had said? Or maybe it was her reaction. Andy remembered how excited she’d gotten watching Dez and the blonde together, and how wild she’d been in bed. Dez could have seen some of that enthusiasm, his wife didn’t have a good poker face.

      [Andy] what did u tell him?

      The minutes until she replied felt like hours. Her answer didn’t help settle him.

      [Stephanie] damn. Gotta run. Can’t wait to see you tonight 😉

      Usually, Andy couldn’t think in his cubicle because of all the noise around him. He was surrounded by other sales reps taking calls and making arrangements, or loudly taking personal calls. He hated working in a cubicle farm. All of that fell away. The only thing in Andy’s mind was his wife out for lunch with big, studly Dez, discussing Bulls and married women and husbands who watch. He pictured them in some dark, intimate place, with Stephanie breathlessly asking Dez all about his kinky hobby. Andy knew his wife. He knew she’d keep pumping Dez for information. Of course, Dez would get the impression that Stephanie was interested. Dez as much as asked if she was—that was what Andy had taken from her text.

      Stephanie always swore she had no interest in other men, and Andy always took her at her word. He never had a thought that she might step out on him, and he honestly didn’t believe it now. But he never believed she wasn’t curious about other guys. Andy had been with a couple girls before they got together, so he at least had some experience. Stephanie had been a virgin when they met. She had to have some curiosity about sex with other men, even if she was happy with him. It was just natural. Andy was convinced that seeing Dez with that couple Saturday night had stoked that latent curiosity. It had been in the back of his mind since that night, but her texts had brought it right to the front. Andy believed Stephanie was obsessed with Dez’s arrangement, and he had to wonder if she wanted something like that for them.

      Andy wondered if he could do it. He closed his eyes, and it was all too easy to imagine being in a dark hotel room with Stephanie—and Dez. His heart raced and his cock throbbed to life when he pictured Dez’s hands on his wife, dark hands stroking her tanned skin, peeling her dress away. He saw Stephanie dropping to her knees in front of Dez, his thick cock right in her face. Andy forced it out of his mind because it was so disturbing. He had no idea why imagining that was so arousing. Andy was not a cuckold, and he just couldn’t see himself sitting back to watch another man fuck his wife. What kind of man did that?
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      The rest of the day passed in a blur for the parted married couple. Andy went through the motions, but he mostly just moved paper from one side of the desk to the other. He was thankful for a slow afternoon while he was so distracted. Stephanie was busier at work, but she was good at compartmentalizing her thoughts. She plowed through her work, happy for the distraction. But work couldn’t distract her when Dez came in at the end of the afternoon. Their conversation was still too fresh in her mind, and the memories of him making out in that restaurant came right to her mind. She wondered, Did he want to kiss me today? Stephanie kicked herself for even having the thought, but she couldn’t help herself when she saw him in that t-shirt.

      At home that night, Andy and Stephanie played the good, attentive parents. Outwardly, it was a normal night at home, but Andy felt anything but normal. It killed him that Stephanie acted like nothing was amiss. He watched her moving around the kitchen, wondering if she was thinking about Dez. Was she biding her time until they were alone and Stephanie could tell him that she wanted to fuck another man? Andy didn’t know what he would say if she asked. He had to say no, but was that what he really wanted? Of course it is! he insisted in his head.

      Stephanie could tell Andy was off, and she thought she knew the reason, but there was no discrete way of talking about it until the kids were in bed. She should have asked Dez how these hotwife couples deal with it in their normal lives. He spent enough time with them. Dez must have some insight. Stephanie had a thousand questions for Dez now. She was too shocked to think straight at lunch. Dez would be happy to take her to lunch again and answer them, but she didn’t think that was a good idea. Andy didn’t seem too happy about this one.

      While Stephanie cleaned up after dinner, Andy handled the kids. He got the twins to bed while she handled their older son’s bath. They put him to bed together, and Stephanie took care of a few last chores before getting ready for bed. Andy locked up the house and made sure the coffee pot was set for the next morning. He flopped onto the bed physically exhausted, but mentally wide awake. His nerves tingled as he waited to talk to his wife. Stephanie finally came in from the bathroom, rubbing the last of her lotion into her arms. If he wasn’t already hard, seeing her in her lace-trimmed, black satin slip would have made him spring to attention. Her nipples were puffed out, outlined in the floral print on the black background. She turned out the overhead light and crawled onto the bed beside him, tucking her legs under herself. The bedside lamps remained lit.

      “Are you mad that I went to lunch with Dez?” Stephanie asked. She thought it best to cut to the chase.

      “Of course not. I was surprised, but I’m not mad. You didn’t mention that’s a thing you guys do.”

      “It’s not. We haven’t had lunch before.”

      “Oh.”

      She narrowed her eyes suspiciously. “You don’t think anything happened, do you? I’m not Charlotte.”

      Andy hurried to clear the air. “No, of course not. I know you’d never cheat on me.”

      “Charlotte doesn’t cheat on Isaac.”

      “And I haven’t given you permission,” he smirked. Andy thought it sounded like a yet hung in the air, but he hadn’t meant that.

      “You haven’t. And you’re right. I’d never cheat on you.”

      Silence hung between them. Stephanie wanted him to speak his mind. Communication had never been a problem for them. She gave him room, and Andy finally spoke.

      “You know I trust you. I know you’ve hung out with guys before, and I’ve never been insecure about it. I don’t want to sound insecure now, but I guess it just feels weird that you were alone with Dez because of what he does. Maybe that’s not fair, but I need to be honest with you.”

      Stephanie wasn’t sure what to make of that, or what Andy was trying to tell her. She bristled, thinking he might be trying to control her. “Are you saying I should have asked permission before I went to lunch with Dez?”

      “No, that’s not right. I know that.”

      Andy was flustered because even he wasn’t sure what he was trying to say. He was as bothered by the strange thoughts running through his mind as he was by Stephanie having lunch with Dez. If he told Stephanie she needed permission to have lunch with Dez, it implied there was something questionable to give permission for. He had trouble putting all of that into words because he didn’t want to give Stephanie the wrong idea. Andy didn’t want her thinking he was interested in something he wasn’t. He wasn’t interested in that, was he?

      “Did it turn you on?” she asked hesitantly.

      Andy turned to stone, which was her answer. Stephanie put a hand on Andy’s thigh and he jumped. The tenting in the boxers he’d worn to bed was obvious. He didn’t look at her as she fished his cock out of the boxers. His shaft was hot and heavy, and touching it electrified her. Stephanie stroked him, and Andy shivered.

      “It’s not what you think,” he mumbled.

      “I think that I told you I had lunch with Dez and your brain went places that got you really turned on. I think that for just a second you wondered if something had happened.” Her voice was low and sultry.

      “I knew you didn’t do anything,” he mumbled, closing his eyes.

      “But for just a second you thought maybe…”

      “Steph…”

      Stephanie smiled her crooked smile when he leaked precum onto her hand. She used it to lubricate her fist as she slid it up and down his prick. There was no doubt she was correct. Andy just didn’t want to admit it. She understood why, because Stephanie began to wonder if Andy really wanted something to happen. Had Dez’s revelation unlocked something in her husband? Stephanie started to think it may have unlocked something inside her too, because she was just as aroused as Andy. A subtle hand under her slip confirmed it. Stephanie moaned when she touched her own damp lips.

      “It’s okay, baby. I think it’s hot that it turns you on…thinking about me alone with Dez. It makes me wonder if I could be like Charlotte.”

      Andy watched his wife, so familiar, so sweet with her freckled cheeks broken by the lines from her crooked smile. He loved those smile lines because he knew they came from a lifetime of smiling with him. And then he thought about Stephanie using that mouth for other things. He could just about see Dez kissing her, taking her breath away. Andy even darkly imagined her mouth doing other things to her muscular black coworker. His breath caught in his chest, and Andy groaned.

      “Could you?” Andy asked helplessly. He was under her spell. How did something he could never fathom on his own sound so sexy when Stephanie pitched it?

      Stephanie’s fingers slipped between her lips and she lightly rubbed her clit in little circles. She softened her touch because she was afraid she would just climax in a second if she aggressively touched herself.

      “I…I don’t know. It’s wrong, I know that, but…”

      “But you can’t help yourself, can you Steph?”

      Andy reached for his wife and pulled her onto his lap. She gathered her slip so it was out of the way, spilling over their joining, while he pulled his boxers down to free his cock completely. Stephanie kept hold of him and fitted his head against her juicy lips. Andy’s fingers dug into her slender hips and he jammed her down on his prick. She cried out, throwing her head back, quaking with pleasure. A little orgasm rocked through her body, just like that.

      “Baby…I don’t know…it’s just so hot…”

      “You wanted Dez to take you up to that room…” Andy taunted. He had no idea where this was coming from, but he could see it was electrifying his wife, teasing her with another man. He pulled her up and down on his cock and felt her tightening around him. He watched her tits bouncing inside the slip. He wanted to tear it off of her—wanted to see her body.

      “Yes,” she hissed. “Yesss…I want to be bad…”

      “You wanted to be bad today, Steph…”

      Stephanie nodded hard, tossing her hair. “Yeah…I thought he’d kiss me…he wanted to…I felt it…ohhh baby…”

      Andy pulled at the slip, leaving Stephanie to take over their fucking. She kept moving her hips, raising her arms briefly so he could pull the slip off her and toss it aside. He grabbed her bouncing tits roughly. Dez would be rough with her—somehow, he just knew it. Stephanie yelped. She worked her cunt hard on him. It was almost painful, but Andy felt his climax bubbling up in his balls.

      “Did you want him to kiss me? Did you want Dez to just grab me in the car, baby?”

      “Steph…”

      “Did you want him to touch me, baby?” Her voice got low. It was half-moan, half-gasp. “Did you want Dez to touch me? He stared at my boobs. He wanted to touch me.”

      “Steph…fuck…”

      “He’s so big and strong. Dez could have just grabbed me and I would have been helpless. He could have made me his.”

      “Oh fuck! Steph!”

      “I could let him. I’d let Dez have me if you wanted it, baby. It would be so hot. Do you want to see Dez fuck me, baby? Tell me, baby. Ohhh…babe…ohhh…”

      “Yes!” Andy cried. “Yes! Oh fuck yes! Fuck, Steph! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

      “Baby!” Stephanie shouted, barely checking herself when she recalled they weren’t alone in the house.

      Stephanie came hard as she felt Andy blasting his load inside her. She collapsed onto his chest, and he wrapped his arms around her lithe body, crushing her against him. She almost couldn’t breathe but the tremors still rocked her, so Stephanie just lay there, trembling in his arms. His cock pulsed inside her long after he’d shot his load. It took several minutes for either of them to calm down enough to speak. Eventually Stephanie rolled out of bed, taking her slip with her.

      Andy lay there, wondering what the hell was happening to them. Could they be becoming swingers this far into their marriage? He knew sometimes couples tried that stuff because their long marriages had become boring, but they were anything but bored. This wasn’t coming from that place. Andy didn’t know where it came from, and that scared him enough that he wished it would go away again, but he suspected this Pandora’s Box could not be resealed. Stephanie returned in her slip and snuggled into bed beside him. Andy didn’t know if they could talk about this without it ending in sex, but he knew they should try.

      “Why is it that the hottest sex we’ve had in years involves imaging you fucking Dez?” he asked plainly.

      “It’s wrong, and it’s crazy. It’s not what normal people do, but I guess it’s also hot—on some level. Aren’t the naughty, forbidden things always hot?” Stephanie had been doing her own share of analysis, and that was all she could come up with. Forbidden things were sexy. Like Andy, she was afraid to dig deeper.

      “Okay, but why this? There’s a lot of kinky things out there. There’s leather and whips…”

      “Do you want to whip me, babe?” she asked skeptically. A deep part of her shivered at the possibility. Maybe that could be fun, she thought.

      “Of course not. I mean, it’s fun to get a little rough, but I don’t want to hurt you.”

      Stephanie knew that. BDSM was so not Andy. He was a lover, not a fighter. “We’re obviously thinking about this because it was thrown right in front of us. It’s not the kind of thing that normally comes up, is it? Hey, babe, should we be swingers?” She laughed.

      “But this isn’t quite swinging, is it? We haven’t even talked about my doing anything.”

      “With Dez?” Stephanie shot him a look.

      “Very funny. You know what I mean. And don’t get me wrong, Steph, I’m not saying I want to do anything like that.”

      “I never said that either.” Stephanie caught his skeptical look, and added, “Outside of playing, that is. I really wasn’t going to jump over the table and molest Dez at lunch. There was never any chance of anything real happening.”

      “I get that. You wouldn’t cheat, and we hadn’t talked about it. But there has to be something to this, right? It wouldn’t turn us on so much if there weren’t, Steph.”

      “I don’t know. I guess so?”

      Stephanie was reluctant to admit that. She didn’t want Andy to think she needed anything or anyone else. She didn’t want him to feel deficient. He wasn’t. She would be perfectly happy with just him for the rest of her life, but… Why did there have to be a but? There wasn’t really, not yet, but he was right, there was something to this. There had to be. Instead of directly answering, Stephanie pivoted.

      “What about the reverse?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “What about you and another woman?”

      “What about me and another woman?”

      “Is this just about me and another man, or would you get this worked up if we were talking about you and another woman while I watched?”

      Andy smirked. “Who is she?”

      Stephanie laughed. She didn’t want to go with an obvious actress. She tried to think of someone from their real life. She thought she had a sense of her husband’s type, which curiously wasn’t her. It made her wonder sometimes that when she caught her husband checking out another woman it was the curvy blonde type, not a petite, dark-haired woman like herself. Stephanie wasn’t bothered, but she wondered if Andy would like her in a blonde wig, or if she had a bigger butt. Stephanie’s mind went right to Alyson Parker, who lived a couple streets over with her husband Jack. The Parkers were right around their age, and the Parkers’ son was friends with theirs. Andy always seemed to find an excuse to chat with Alyson when their kids were playing together. Alyson was taller, had dirty blonde hair, and seemed to be all boobs, with a nice, round ass. About the only thing Stephanie had in common with Alyson was big tits, but honestly Stephanie didn’t know if she was in Alyson’s league. Stephanie knew her boobs looked bigger because she was so thin.

      “How about Alyson Parker?” she asked.

      “Alyson?” Andy replied off-handedly. He didn’t want to sound like the thought had ever occurred to him, but he had imagined what Alyson Parker might be like in bed many times—not that he ever gave a serious thought to it happening. And he’d never thought about his wife being in the room.

      “Yeah, you know Alyson. At least you know her boobs well enough. You could probably draw them from memory.” Stephanie smiled to signal she wasn’t disapproving.

      “Hey, I’m only human. If I’ve looked at her from time to time, it didn’t mean anything.”

      Internally, Andy kicked himself. He thought he was subtler than that.

      Stephanie laughed. “This isn’t a trap, babe. I’m just asking, do you get as excited flipping the script and thinking but the same kind of scenario, but with you and Alyson in place of me and Dez?”

      “Do you even think they are into that sort of thing? Alyson is cool, but she doesn’t seem like the kinky type. And wouldn’t Jack have to be there? Do you think Jack is the kind of guy who’d sit back and watch that?”

      “You seem to be missing the point. I’m not saying I want you to seduce Alyson while I watch with Jack.” Stephanie smiled, and added, “Besides, I doubt we’d just be watching if that was going on.”

      “You and Jack?”

      Now Andy’s head was whirling. He just couldn’t see Stephanie with Jack Parker. He didn’t imagine Jack was her type, but he didn’t think about what type of man his wife might like to sleep with—besides him.

      “Really? You and Jack? I can’t see it, Steph.”

      “No, he doesn’t really do it for me. I was only teasing you. But I totally see why you’d want to fuck Alyson.”

      “Yeah, there is something about Alyson, I admit it, but really, I don’t feel any burning need to sleep with other women. Not even Alyson.”

      “If she came to the door in a trench coat with nothing underneath?”

      “I might just be tempted then.” Andy laughed.

      “I don’t feel the need for another man either, by the way,” Stephanie added.

      “I know that,” Andy replied, but part of him wondered. “Still…”

      “I think it’s just because all this is in our heads. If we give all this hotwife talk a breather, I bet it will fade into the background.”

      “You’re probably right,” Andy agreed.

      “So let’s give it a rest.”

      “All right.”

      “Love you, babe.”

      “Love you,” Andy echoed.
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      It was a good, but ultimately flawed plan. Stephanie had to see Dez at work every day, and when she did her mind went right to thoughts of what it would feel like to kiss him before moving on to other, more forbidden things. The seed had been planted, and she couldn’t stop it from growing no matter how much she wanted to. Of course, Dez made sure to pollinate that growing flower every day.

      Dez had to see her to pick up and drop off delivery invoices. It had always been a pleasant, but brief part of Stephanie’s day. If it wasn’t bad enough that her mind went there when Dez stood over her desk while she checked his paperwork, she was tempted even further when Dez actively flirted with her. He made sure no one was within earshot then told Stephanie how pretty she was, or how her top complemented her eyes. Dez said there was something different about her recently, a sexy attitude, and all she could do was blush. How could Dez sense her dirty thoughts about him, she wondered. Stephanie didn’t feel like there was anything different about her, but his comments got her thinking. Had she been dressing differently for work? She didn’t think so, but she may have left an extra button open on her blouse when she knew Dez would be standing over her desk. Stephanie couldn’t help but flirt back with Dez, and despite her efforts he—and his lifestyle—was always on her mind. She just learned to keep it to herself. Dez brought lunch up a couple times, but he never pushed when Stephanie insisted she was too busy.

      Sharing his wife was not as ever present in Andy’s mind, but it did keep coming back to him. He found that when he had a spare moment before bed, he’d pull up some porn video on his phone or tablet, and when he went to a porn website he searched for hotwife videos. Now that the seed had been planted in him as well, it was all too easy for Andy to picture his wife in those videos, especially when he watched the interracial videos. The interracial videos gave him an extra kick, and Andy chalked that up to Dez. Andy didn’t think much about race in his daily life. He just thought of the people he encountered as people. He didn’t think about anyone differently because they looked different. It had to be Dez—that’s what Andy told himself, but when he thought of his pale, petite wife in the arms of a muscular, dark-skinned black man, it made him hard as steel.

      The couple’s sex life was enhanced, even though neither of them was being entirely honest why. They were back to having sex almost every night, no matter how tired they were. Their kinky bedtime conversations did lead to an awkward moment the next time Alyson Parker came to pick her son up from a play date.

      Andy heard the doorbell ring.  Stephanie was in the kitchen, so he dropped what he was doing and went to answer it to find Alyson Parker standing there in a light cream-colored overcoat. The skirt she wore under it was slightly shorter than the coat, leaving her legs bare from the coat to her black riding boots on that crisp fall afternoon. Andy’s mind went right there, imagining that Alyson wore nothing under her coat. He pictured her big, ripe tits there waiting for his touch, and pictured her mound shaved. His mouth went dry.

      “Andy?” Alyson asked.

      “Uh, yeah, sorry,” he stammered. “Got distracted for a second.” Andy felt his cheeks burning, so he turned away and asked her into the house.

      “It’s okay. I zone sometimes too. Jack says he likes it that my feet aren’t always on the ground.”

      Andy almost said Jack’s a lucky guy, but instead he said, “The boys are in the den working on a level. Is it okay to let them finish?”

      “Sure. I don’t want to be the mean mom that makes them start all over next time.” Alyson added a laugh.

      “Let me take your coat.”

      Alyson shrugged off the coat, and Andy took it from her. Her dirty blonde hair fell over her shoulders, the way Andy preferred it—not that she was doing it for him. Her cool blue eyes were set off by black-framed glasses. Alyson was one of those women he thought was hotter because of her glasses, not in spite of them. He thought Stephanie looked hotter in her glasses too, but she only wore them to read. Alyson’s soft white sweater clung to her breasts, and the brown suede skirt that fell above her knees complimented her round butt. Andy made himself look away, and he blamed his wife for putting ideas in his head that forced him to give Alyson extra attention.

      “How’s work going?” Alyson asked.

      “Busting my ass to get a huge 4th quarter so I get a nice end of the year bonus. It’s grueling, though.”

      “I know how you feel. I’ve already started working on next year’s budget. We’ve got all this fall stuff going on, and my email is constantly blowing up. My boss doesn’t care if it’s a Saturday afternoon. If I don’t get back to him right away, he loses it.”

      “That sucks. I can’t say my boss is a dick. He doesn’t care enough to be a dick. He’s just all about the numbers.”

      Alyson’s musical laugh charmed him. Andy kept reminding himself to look her in the eyes. Her tits drew his eyes like magnets. He listened to her, but his mind kept flashing to mental pictures of Alyson stripping down, telling him she wanted him. Andy hadn’t lied when he told Stephanie he didn’t need any other woman, but he couldn’t keep these dirty thoughts about Alyson out of his head.

      “I could deal with cold. Joe is like an abusive mate. He’s a total bastard when he freaks out, and then he’s sweet as pie. The worst part is that whether he’s yelling at me or sucking up to me, he’s staring at my boobs the whole time. I know some people in the office think I’ve slept with him because of how he acts toward me.”

      Andy thought, I can’t blame him! as he focused on her pretty face. Instead, he said, “That really sucks. Are you looking for something else?”

      “Not really,” she replied, smiling. “I have to admit, Joe wanting to fuck me has its advantages. For one thing, I’m paid very well. I’d probably take a pay cut to switch jobs. And I can go back at him in a way no one else can. I think that’s the real reason people think I’m sleeping with him. I can call Joe out on his bullshit. As long as he keeps his hands to himself, I can put up with his leering. I know it isn’t the feminist thing to say, but it is flattering. He’s not a bad-looking guy.”

      Andy felt weird with the direction their conversation had taken. Learning that Alyson didn’t mind attention made it sound like Stephanie’s scenario wasn’t so far-fetched—at least in Andy’s mind. They had been friends for years, but Andy had never seen this side of Alyson. What else didn’t he know?

      “Andy, why don’t you go hurry the boys? They’ll stay in there all night if we leave them alone,” Stephanie said, coming into the room.

      “Sure. I’ll take care of it,” Andy replied. He was relieved his wife had saved him from saying anything stupid. He left the room with most of his dignity intact.

      “Is Andy okay?” Alyson asked, once he was gone. “He was acting a little weird.”

      Stephanie shrugged. “You know guys. They just get weird sometimes, especially when they’re left alone in a room with a pretty woman who’s not their wife.”

      “That’s funny. I was just watching this show, and the plot was how the wife ended up on a playdate where only the other husband was there. The show was about how awkward it was that they were alone. I thought it was silly. I mean, it depends on the guy. You know how some guys are—their wedding rings don’t exactly slow them down, and they don’t wait to find out if you might be interested. But Andy’s not like that. I’ve never felt weird alone with Andy.”

      “Not even today?” Stephanie asked, flashing her crooked smile.

      Alyson laughed. “I know he’s harmless.”

      “You do look great, girl.”

      Stephanie and Alyson had discussed husband crushes in the past, and how some of the men in the neighborhood weren’t nearly as discreet as they thought they were when checking out each other’s wives. Both women found it flattering—if they liked the guy. And they tried to avoid the creepier, sleazier husbands.

      “Oh, thanks. I’ve been trying to have more fun with my look lately.”

      “It’s working,” Stephanie confirmed.

      “Thanks. Jack thinks so, too. I don’t think you realize that maybe things have gotten a little stale until you start making the effort again and see the results.”

      “I hear you.” Stephanie thought about how her own sex life had been supercharged since that night they saw Dez. She and Andy had thought everything was fine before that, but now it was amazing. She was curious what Alyson and Jack’s catalyst was. “What kickstarted you guys?”

      Alyson gave her a mysterious smile and said, “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

      “Ooo, I love a secret. I know you guys have been going out more. What are you up to?”

      “I have secrets, if that’s what you want,” Alyson teased. “Do you know my neighbor Jess?”

      “Not sure.”

      “Jessica Early. Dark hair, sort of curvy, sort of a Martha Stewart with the crafts and stuff?”

      “Oh, yes. Her holiday decorating game is always on point. I’ve seen her around when we’ve been over there.”

      Alyson leaned closer and lowered her voice, even though there was no one to overhear them. “Jessica is stepping out with another man, or I should say stepping in. Dane Armstrong's been seen going into her house more than once while Jared is at work. He’s not as slick as he thinks he is.”

      “Maybe there’s an innocent explanation.” Stephanie laughed.

      “I’m sure. He’s just helping out around the house.”

      “Yeah, laying some pipe.” Both women laughed. Stephanie appreciated that Alyson wasn’t uptight. She enjoyed having a good, bawdy laugh with her friends. “You gotta admit, it’s not a shock that it’s Dane. Word is he’s been on a tear ever since the divorce.”

      “I know! After I heard about him and Jess, I saw him looking awfully cozy with Laura Richards.”

      “Laura? The writer? No way. She is definitely not the type,” Stephanie insisted. She didn’t know Laura Richards personally, but she was something of a local celebrity and everyone knew something about her.

      “What’s the type? How do you ever really know what someone is up to?” Alyson paused, and Stephanie thought deeper about Laura Richards. Alyson interrupted her thoughts, adding, “I think all kinds of people are up to all kinds of things. For all I know, you’re sleeping with Dane Armstrong too.”

      Stephanie laughed. “I should be so lucky.” Dane Armstrong wasn’t a kid, but he was something of the neighborhood stud. Even though they didn’t live in Alyson’s development, Stephanie knew all about Dane. People had been shocked when his marriage broke up and the neighborhood divorcees started circling immediately. He never showed much interest in them, though. He was better known for being friendly with the married women of Kingston. Stephanie just didn’t know that any of the local wives had fallen into his trap. She had run into him a couple times, and she was taken in by his charm. Andy was lucky she was so steadfast.

      “For all you know,” Alyson went on, “Jack and I are swingers.”

      “Yeah, right.” Stephanie laughed, but then realized there was a weird vibe in the room.

      For a moment, it seemed that Alyson was serious. She didn’t think that could be possible—surely she would know—but it’s not like swingers were marked with a scarlet letter. There was nothing obviously different about the couple Dez had been out with that evening. If Stephanie had just seen Charlotte out with her husband, she would never suspect what they got up to in the bedroom. Stephanie didn’t think there was anything outwardly different about her since Dez had planted those ideas in her head, but would she even know? Was there something Alyson could sense? Stephanie thought about everything she knew about Alyson and Jack. They were just so normal. Stephanie felt she would know if her friends were that kinky. Alyson would have said something, right? They were good friends. But maybe not.

      Stephanie wondered if she would tell Alyson if she did something with Dez. It would be good to have a sounding board, but it would be hard to confess such a thing—even to a close friend. Stephanie would hate to be judged. She hoped Alyson didn’t think Stephanie would judge her. Stephanie might have a thousand questions, but she would be totally cool if Alyson confessed she and Jack really were swingers.

      “If you are, you’ll have to tell me how you guys make it work,” Stephanie finally said.

      Alyson laughed nervously. “Why? Are you and Andy thinking about it?”

      “I don’t know if I could handle seeing Andy with another woman, no matter how much I trusted that she wouldn’t try to steal him. No, I don’t think that we’re swinger material.” Stephanie made the decision to throw a feeler out to her friend. “But Andy and I were talking about alternate lifestyles recently. We found out a coworker of mine is up to something kinky, and I have to admit I’m fascinated by it.”

      A strange mixture of relief and curiosity crossed Alyson’s face, but Stephanie hardly noticed. “Do tell.”

      The women sat close together on the couch, barely speaking above a whisper.

      “Do you know what a Bull is? Have you ever heard of a hotwife or a cuckold?”

      “Isn’t cuck like some alt-Right thing?” Alyson asked.

      “I guess maybe it is, but that’s not what I’m talking about. Andy and I were out a couple Saturdays ago and we saw one of my coworkers. He was with this couple. I asked him about it, and he told me that he sleeps with the wife. The husband doesn’t just approve, he encourages it, and even watches.”

      “What? It’s not like two couples swapping, and he’s not joining in. He just sits back and watches while this other guy has sex with his wife. That sounds weird,” Alyson said.

      Stephanie got the distinct impression that her friend didn’t find couples swapping—or a threesome—so weird, just the idea of a husband sitting back and watching. That was interesting. Now she was even more convinced Alyson was up to something she wouldn’t just come out and admit.

      “That’s what I thought at first, but then when I thought about it I kind of got it—at least from the wife’s point of view,” Stephanie said.

      “Sure, I guess I see what the wife is getting out of it, depending on the extra guy.”

      Stephanie smiled. “Oh, you’d like Dez. Women like Dez. He’s younger than we are, cute, handsome. If you met Dez, you’d definitely get it.” She realized she was gushing.

      “Okay then, I do see what the wife gets out of it. But do you think you could do something like that in front of Andy?”

      “Don’t think I’m terrible, but I think it could be hot to have him watching me. You have a sexy guy all over you, and your husband’s watching, kind of like you’re his own private sex show.” Stephanie hoped she didn’t sound too eager.

      “Steph, I’d never think you’re terrible, and I don’t judge. Don’t think I’m all uptight just because we go to church. I have desires too. And what is the husband doing while this sex show goes on?”

      “What do you think he’s doing? Come on, Aly.”

      Alyson giggled. “You don’t think it would be weird watching Andy jerk off while you fucked some other guy?”

      “I told you, I think it could be hot.”

      Alyson was thoughtful. Stephanie could see she was really considering it, so Alyson was pretty open. Stephanie knew she sounded like some kind of sex fiend, but the cat was out of the bag.

      “I don’t know about Jack just watching me. I think you need balance. If you’re going to do something like that, I think you both need to do it, so no one can point fingers afterward—like mate swapping. What if Andy watched you and freaked out?”

      “I’d never do it if he wasn’t totally on board,” Stephanie answered, hastily adding, “not that I’m saying I’d do it.”

      “Of course not,” Alyson replied knowingly. “I guess I’m just a little different. If we were going to do something like that, I think I’d want Jack to be with another woman. I think that could be hot to watch too.”

      “I might be too jealous for that. I don’t know—maybe.” Stephanie laughed.

      Alyson narrowed her eyes. “Are you saying you want to try this?”

      Stephanie wasn’t ready to admit anything to herself—or her husband—so she certainly wasn’t ready to confess to Alyson. “Nooo…I don’t think I could ever really do anything like that. It’s so out there. How about you? Do you think you and Jack would ever do something crazy like swap with another couple?”

      Alyson smiled. “It sounds like you’re offering.” They both laughed. “Seriously though, all I’ll say is ‘never say never’.”

      “Now I’m intrigued.”

      “Better watch your husband around me,” Alyson teased.

      They laughed again.

      “Sounds like you two are having a good time. What’s so funny?” Andy asked, walking into the room. Stephanie and Alyson were sitting very close, and it looked like they were sharing secrets. He’d always wondered what women really talked about when the men weren’t around. He didn’t think it was all gossip and fashion. If other women were like his wife, Andy suspected they could be just as dirty as the guys.

      “Nothing, just girl talk,” Stephanie replied. “Are the boys done with their videogame?”

      “Yeah. Aiden’s just packing up.”

      “I guess that’s my cue,” Alyson said, standing.

      “We need to get together again soon,” Stephanie said.

      The women exchanged a look, confusing Andy.

      “That could be a lot of fun,” Alyson replied knowingly. “We’re busy this weekend.”

      “Hot plans?” Andy asked.

      “Just meeting another couple for dinner. You don’t know them.”

      “Sounds like fun,” Stephanie said.

      The women shared another look. Andy was completely lost. Alyson paused on her way out to give Andy a lingering hug, and a kiss on the cheek. A thrill shot through him, and he knew Stephanie saw it. She looked amused.

      “Not a word,” he warned.
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      Andy glanced over at his cell rattled on his desk. He glanced over to see a text from his wife. It stopped him in his tracks. All of the weird feelings about Stephanie and Dez that he’d been suppressing for the last few weeks came bubbling up again.

      [Stephanie] dez wants to go to lunch. Do u mind?

      The sense of déjà vu was overwhelming. Andy snapped right back to that moment weeks ago when Stephanie had texted him that she’d just come back from lunch with Dez. That strange energy buzzed through him again, and his stomach flipped like he was on a roller coaster—with a subtle difference. Andy realized what he felt wasn’t dread over what could happen, but a thrill of anticipation of what might happen. It was tough to admit, but the possibility of his wife being alone with her hunky black coworker excited him. Andy didn’t want to face what that meant.

      The text hung there, waiting for his answer. It stared at him, daring him to send a reply. The safest option was to reply: I don’t think that’s a good idea. The queasy feeling in his stomach dared him to reply: tell her to go! It accused: You know you want to see what happens. Andy almost wimped out by asking if she wanted to go, but it was obvious she did from her text. Stephanie had said: Do u mind? If she didn’t want to go, Stephanie could have blown Dez off without coming to him.

      It was a simple lunch, but Andy knew he was at a crossroads. He couldn’t fight the feeling that if he said yes he was setting something in motion. Perhaps, he mused, it had been set in motion weeks ago and he was just in denial. Andy almost held his breath when he replied.

      [Andy] go for it. can’t wait to hear all about it

      Andy regretted it the second he’d sent the text. Would Stephanie read some kind of permission into his text? The implied question was: what was Andy waiting to hear about? He leaned back in his chair, thinking, What have I done? What Andy didn’t do was pick up his phone and tell Stephanie he’d changed his mind. He didn’t stop her while he still had the chance, or try to clarify his text. Andy sat in his cubicle stewing and waiting to hear how his wife’s lunch with the sexy Bull had gone.

      The next couple hours crawled for Andy. He went to lunch and sat in his car, blankly chewing on the sandwich he’d packed. He forced himself to think about anything but Stephanie and Dez, but it was impossible. His mind wouldn’t stay away. Andy didn’t think his wife would just go straight to a hotel with Dez, but could he seduce her and get her to one? Dez probably wouldn’t even have to do that. He was a big guy, but there was enough room to fuck in Stephanie’s RAV4 if they were careful and creative. Stephanie was tiny, so the muscular delivery man could easily bounce her up and down on his cock in the front seat. Andy gave in to the racial stereotype and imagined Dez having a giant, dark cock. He feared such a weapon might hurt a tiny woman like Stephanie, but Andy grew instantly hard when he thought about her trying. He forced his head clear, but the erection would not easily go away. His rational mind kept repeating, They’re just having lunch, but Andy wasn’t in a rational place.

      Andy returned from lunch with no word back from Stephanie. He expected to hear from her immediately after she finished her lunch date. He gave them two hours, and then texted his wife to ask where she was.

      [Stephanie] sorry just got back. Lunch ran a little long. Lucky no one saw us come in.

      [Andy] guess that means you had a good time

      [Stephanie] it was interesting. Can’t really tell u all about it now. Too busy. Can u wait til tonight?

      Andy’s stomach dropped. Oh god! What was there to tell? The wait would kill him. Andy wasn’t a masochist. He couldn’t let it drop, and dashed off a text before he could have second thoughts.

      [Andy] did he make his move?

      He held his breath waiting for her answer.

      [Stephanie] he’s interested

      [Andy] what did u tell him?

      [Stephanie] nothing

      [Andy] you didn’t really answer

      [Stephanie] don’t freak out

      [Stephanie] nothing really happened

      Andy knew that meant something happened. He was freaking out.

      [Stephanie] he kissed me. But I stopped him

      [Stephanie] really it was just a flash. It was nothing. Can we talk about this tonight?

      Andy was frozen. His fingers wouldn’t work on his phone. He had no idea how to respond to that. A real man would be enraged. Andy should drive right over there and take care of Dez—except that Dez could kick his ass. Andy wasn’t enraged anyway—not quite. He didn’t know what he was, but he felt a shiver of excitement run through him.

      [Stephanie] ?

      [Andy] okay

      [Stephanie] love u

      [Andy] love you too
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      Stephanie had been in an unusually good mood that morning and didn’t know why—not that she needed a reason. She liked being in a good mood. The return of a regular sex life had put a spring in her step. The rut they’d fallen into the last couple years was behind them. Stephanie preferred not to dwell on the reasons for that, but she was reminded when Dez winked as he passed her desk. She hoped no one noticed her staring at his butt in his tight khaki pants as he walked away.

      The Dez thing—as she liked to think of it—had fallen off into background noise. It still came into her mind every now and then, and Stephanie couldn’t help the stray dirty thought when Dez walked by, but it wasn’t constantly on her mind like it had been after that Saturday night. They hadn’t dropped discussing the kink completely. Just last night Andy brought his tablet to bed and they watched a video of a husband videotaping his wife with another man. The husband joined in pretty quickly. They made it about three minutes in before the tablet was cast aside and Andy was on top of her. Stephanie could still hear the woman in the video moaning as Andy took her, making it easy to put herself in the woman’s place. She and Andy both reached fast orgasms. They didn’t discuss the video afterward, Andy just closed the tablet and laid it aside.

      Her morning peace was interrupted by a text from Dez. She had forgotten that he’d put his number in her phone. He must have taken her information at the same time. She kept typing on her keyboard and finished an email before she allowed herself to pick up her phone.

      [Dez] saw charlotte last night thought you’d like to know

      [Stephanie] really?

      [Dez] u seemed very interested b4 change ur mind?

      Stephanie didn’t want to show him how much she was interested. She had to play it cool.

      [Stephanie] u can tell me if u want

      Dez showed her instead. Her phone chimed with an image. Her screen filled with a large, pale ass impaled by a thick, black cock. It was shockingly graphic. His cock looked very thick. The picture startled her, and it took a moment for Stephanie to glance around and see if anyone was watching her. She switched her phone to vibrate.

      [Stephanie] ooook

      [Dez] want more?

      [Stephanie] I’m in the office!

      Another picture came through. This time, his cock was in Charlotte’s mouth, but only the bottom part of her face could be seen. Stephanie still knew it was Charlotte, and it was obvious who the penis belonged to. It took a lot to shock her, but Dez had done it. She stared at the dirty picture and gnawed her bottom lip. The office felt very warm, and Stephanie took off her sweater. For once, she was at a loss for words. How on earth was she supposed to respond to that? Dez was a cocky sonofabitch. If she complained, he’d be fired in a second.

      [Stephanie] dez!

      [Dez] should I stop?

      [Stephanie] this isn’t the right time or place

      [Dez] let’s do lunch again

      [Stephanie] ok

      Stephanie had answered without thinking. Thinking was suddenly very hard. She hadn’t thought to tell him to stop when he gave her the opening. And she didn’t even think before accepting his lunch invitation. She belatedly realized she should probably run it by her husband. Andy had been funny about Dez the last time they talked about him. She knew the hotwife thing turned Andy on, but it also scared him. It scared Stephanie too—not that she was looking to become a hotwife. The hotwife lifestyle seemed like a wild, scary ride.

      After her strange conversation with Alyson, Stephanie had done her homework. Thank god everything was online these days—especially when it came to sex. She didn’t have to do much work to learn about the practices of cuckolding and being a hotwife. It filled in a lot of the blanks left from her first lunch with Dez. Stephanie discovered that a couple who engaged in hotwife play considered themselves completely different from cuckold couples. She didn’t entirely agree with that. Stephanie thought there was something inherently submissive about letting your wife have sex with another man, even if you weren’t engaging in active humiliation. It was one of the things that gave her pause when she thought about she and Andy trying it. Stephanie did not want to see her husband as submissive. She liked a man being a man. She’d still be happy if Andy became even more dominant than he was now.

      Dez was pleased Stephanie had agreed to lunch. He was playing a long game, flirting, throwing compliments her way, but he was getting impatient. Every time he looked at Stephanie he thought about fucking her and wondered what she would be like. He expected her to be sweet and loving at first, but then going wild. Once he went to work on them, they always went wild. He respected the marriages of the couples he played with, but he was also on a mission to make these married women howl. He wanted to make them come like they’d never come before. Charlotte had been a challenge. She’d had no shortage of lovers over the years, but he got a far more innocent vibe from Stephanie. Women like her were more fun to play with. He could take her places she’d never dreamed of going.

      Her curiosity was his way in he knew, so he played the Charlotte angle with her. It was cute that Stephanie tried to play it cool at first. He decided to take a calculated risk. He had a feeling about Stephanie and was happy when she didn’t tell him to stop after the first picture. He loved the way women like her reacted the first time they saw him naked. He knew the other pictures would seal the deal and noted she didn’t hesitate when he asked her to lunch.

      Dez waited for her in the parking lot, leaning back against his big, kitted-out SUV. He saw Stephanie looking over the vehicle as much as she looked at him. Stephanie made khakis look good, he thought. She had a nice little ass for such a petite woman. She wore a short denim jacket over a tight top. He didn’t hide his admiration as she approached.

      Stephanie felt the desire in his gaze as he watched her. It gave her a deep shiver and put a bounce in her step. He’d taken off his work shirt, leaving him in a tight, white t-shirt that clung to his muscular chest and arms like it was painted on. It was too easy for Stephanie to imagine what he would look like without a shirt on.

      “Where are we going?” she asked, reaching him.

      “What would you like?”

      It sounded like an invitation to more than lunch, but Stephanie didn’t take the bait. “The place we went last time was good.”

      “I know a great food truck. We could grab something and eat outside. It’s a beautiful day.”

      “Sure. Why not?”

      Dez led her around to the passenger side of his SUV and held open the door. He even thoughtfully offered her a hand up. She needed it. The SUV was jacked up on enormous thin tires, with wide chrome rims. Stephanie was glad she was wearing pants, and not a dress or a skirt. There would have been no graceful way to climb into that vehicle in a skirt. As it was, her boots had a precarious grip on the step up. She needed Dez’s assistance.

      She may not have been wearing a skirt, but Dez enjoyed the view of her ass in her tight pants as she stepped up into the SUV. The more he admired her body, the more impressed he was with how she stayed in shape. Dez liked curvy women too, but he could really appreciate a tight, athletic body like Stephanie’s—especially when the woman had big tits, like she did.

      The food truck was a short drive, and its smells were marvelous. Stephanie chose two tacos and a bottle of iced tea. Dez purchased a burrito so large he needed two hands to hold it. Dez drove to a local park she was familiar with, but drove to the far side, where there was a wooded parking lot with picnic tables overlooking the lake. Stephanie wasn’t familiar with that side of it. Theirs was the only vehicle in the lot. They took their lunch to one of the nearby tables. Instead of sitting at it, they sat on the tabletop, looking out at the lake. Stephanie waited for Dez to bring up his extracurricular activities. He waited until they were almost done eating, then he started by asking about her, not talking about Charlotte.

      “Did you tell your husband about our last lunch?” Dez asked.

      “Of course, I did. We don’t have any secrets.”

      “That’s good. Good communication is important in a relationship.”

      Stephanie laughed. “You’re a relationship expert now?”

      “I see a lot of them. I think you get a lot of good insights looking at them from the outside.”

      “But you’re seeing a specific kind of couple.”

      “I don’t know that they’re so different from other couples. Trust me, they all have the same issues, they’re just more sexually open—and not all of them are really that. A lot of couples who try and open things up find out they just aren’t cut out for it.”

      “Oh?”

      “It’s one thing for a fantasy to turn you on. It’s another thing completely to actually do it and have to deal with all the emotions that go with it. A guy might get really turned on thinking about his wife with a guy like me, but when they do it he can get wildly jealous. She moaned louder for me than him, or he sees the size of my dick and thinks he’ll never be able to satisfy her again.”

      “You have a high opinion of yourself,” she said, giggling between sips of her iced tea.

      “You haven’t seen my dick,” he replied, flashing a big smile.

      I kind of have, she thought, thinking of the pictures he’d texted her. She didn’t dwell on those, not when she was sitting so close to Dez. “It’s not all about size,” she said.

      “That’s right. Don’t worry, I know how to use it, baby.” Dez gave her a moment to think about that. The look on her face told him she was. “Anyway, the husbands can’t always handle it, and sometimes the wife can’t either. She thinks she’s a whore because she fucked me, and it drives her crazy. Or she gets too attached and she starts wanting more. Listen, I ain’t looking to break up no marriages. I know what my role is. I’m a good Bull that way. I think it’s important that these couples find a good Bull. A lot of guys will take advantage if they can.”

      “But you don’t?”

      “I know why I’m there. It’s all about taking care of the lady and making sure her husband gets his fantasy fulfilled. They both have to get what they need out of it—too many guys don’t think about that last part of it.”

      “I guess you’re right,” Stephanie agreed.

      “Think about it. A couple wants to do this fantasy, but they usually have no idea what to do next. You’re lucky you met me, Steph. A lot of times they try it with someone they already know, and that can create all kinds of problems if it doesn’t work out, or sometimes even if it does work out. Or maybe they’ll have the wife try to pick up some random guy at a bar. That will probably work to get her laid, but that guy is just looking to fuck. He doesn’t understand the intricacies of this lifestyle.”

      Dez really did have a philosophy, and he did understand the role he played in these couples’ relationships. He didn’t want the drama of breaking up a marriage, and he wasn’t looking for a relationship anyway. He’d done that and gotten burned. It was much more fun just to go out and fuck hot women and leave the drama and hassles to the husbands. Dez felt he had the best of both worlds.

      “So you’re saying a couple needs a professional, like yourself?”

      Dez smirked. “Yeah, something like that, baby.”

      Stephanie noticed he’d taken to calling her baby, and she didn’t correct him, giving tacit consent. She didn’t know what to do with his suggestion that she was lucky she’d met him. The smart thing would be to tell Dez they weren’t interested, and yet she didn’t. It was a crisp fall day, and Stephanie pulled her sweater around her more tightly, but it wasn’t only because it was chilly. She’d caught Dez glancing at her boobs out of the corner of his eye. Her knit top clung to her round breasts. She didn’t like wearing the baggy tops that would camouflage her big tits on her slender body, and didn’t think she should have to. It wasn’t Dez looking that bothered so much. It was the way his looking made her feel.

      A lot of what Dez explained lined up with things she read. As exciting as the fantasy of this kinky sex play could be, she was not blind to the very real risks. Stephanie was sure she would never fall for another guy, but she read stories of other wives who were just as sure, and ended up falling for their lovers. Some of these hotwives had what amounted to boyfriends. Stephanie didn’t know what she wanted, but she knew she did not want a boyfriend. When she thought about the possibility of being a hotwife, it was all about dirty, forbidden sex, and titillating Andy, not forming a bond with some other guy.

      “Did you tell your man what we talked about?” Dez asked.

      “Yes, Andy was just as curious about what you were up to that night as I was. We both found it fascinating.” When Dez smiled, Stephanie regretted saying the last part.

      “What did he think?” Dez asked, drawing in the line. He was not wrong about Stephanie and her husband. He didn’t know much about Andy at all, but if Stephanie was here, Andy hadn’t say no way.

      “We both think it’s interesting. People do crazy things.” Stephanie wanted the attention off of her and Andy. Had Dez moved closer while she wasn’t paying attention? “So you saw Charlotte last night? How does that work?”

      “She calls and asks if I’m free. Sometimes we plan a date, and sometimes I see her on short notice like that. I’ll see her if I’m free, but I don’t want her to think I’m at their beck and call.”

      “No?”

      “They need to know I’m a man, not just some stunt dick for their fantasies.”

      “So you turn her down sometimes?”

      Dez flashed that handsome grin. “Only if I’m busy. Charlotte’s a blast.” His enthusiasm was evident. Stephanie could see he truly enjoyed his role as a Bull.

      “Did you go to the hotel again?”

      “She came to my place.”

      “Her husband wasn’t with her?”

      “Isaac was busy with work. He likes to be there, like I said, so it was only the second time I’ve seen her without him. I think he gets off knowing she’s getting fucked while he’s hard at work. She put him on FaceTime and propped her phone up, so he was there, in a way.”

      Dez couldn’t help smiling as he recalled his night with Charlotte. The sexy blonde MILF was always wild, but without her husband there she found another gear. She’d been a wildcat last night, riding him until his dick was raw. Rarely, had Dez met a woman who could outlast him. He was glad he’d had a little coke laying around to help the cause. If he hit it right, he could last forever, and still enjoy himself. He wondered if Stephanie had ever done illicit drugs. She didn’t seem the type. It would be fun to see a woman like her high.

      The illicit scenario ran through Stephanie’s mind, sneaking away to see a lover and teasing Andy with it—knowing it drove him mad with desire. She did all she could to avoid thinking of Dez as her lover in that scenario.

      “It’s only been a few months, right? How often do you see Charlotte?”

      “We’ve both been busy the last couple weeks, but before that it was almost once a week.”

      “How many wives do you have keeping you busy?”

      Dez looked at her and laughed. His laugh was deep and warm, and he did it a lot. His laugh was seductive, and Stephanie felt its effects. “You’re wondering if I’m a man whore. I’m not indiscriminate about it. I need a connection with the woman. I don’t sleep with just anyone. And I’m safe. I get tested regularly. The most I’ve been with is three different wives at the same time. That got a little crazy. I needed my vitamins then.” Another laugh.

      Stephanie joined his mirth. “I can imagine. I don’t think I could keep up with that schedule.”

      “I don’t know about that.”

      “Are there three lucky ladies now?” she asked, dancing away from his comment.

      “Just Charlotte. There was someone else, but I broke it off. She was getting too clingy. I’m not looking for that kind of drama.”

      “I bet they fall for you all the time.”

      “It happens, that’s for sure. It starts out being about the wild sex and their husband’s fetish, but then they get too into it and see it as something else. It’s natural, I guess, but I’m not looking to steal anyone’s wife, and I don’t need a husband coming after me with a gun.”

      Stephanie thought about whether she would get attached. She got it. Not only was Dez hot, but he was charming and funny. His interest already had her feeling something new and exciting. That could get addictive. It was a real concern. Stephanie didn’t have the experience of one-night stands, or friends with benefits to learn if she could keep sex casual, but she couldn’t see giving up everything she had for sex—no matter how mind blowing.

      “Do you ever get attached?” she asked.

      “Can’t say I never have feelings,” Dez replied, thoughtfully. There’d been one or two women who’d tempted him to break his code, but in the end he’d kept his cool. “But I know the score. If I get hurt, that’s on me.”

      “Ever get worried it’ll lose its excitement?”

      Dez laughed. “It doesn’t for me, that’s for sure. And from her screams, I think Charlotte’s still enjoying herself. Why? You think you might get bored being a hotwife?”

      Her cheeks went red. “I have no idea. How could I?”

      “I think I could keep your attention, Steph.”

      “You’d like to find out, wouldn’t you?” she laughed nervously and shifted the focus back to Charlotte. “So, she came over, turned on her phone…”

      Dez waited a beat before allowing her to change the subject, giving her a chance to change her mind. “Charlotte didn’t turn on her phone right away. That wasn’t until we moved to the bed. After we greeted each other, I put her on her knees in the living room. I love the way she looks up at me while she’s sucking my dick.”

      Don’t even think about it, Stephanie commanded herself. Don’t picture yourself in her shoes. “I imagine most guys like that.”

      “But she gets this crazy look, like she’s fucking desperate for it. It’s a good thing I’m good for more than one pop a night, ‘cause she sucked it right out of me.”

      “Yeah?” Stephanie squeaked.

      “Oh yeah. I tried to keep it out of her hair.”

      Stephanie took a deep breath and closed her eyes, Dez’s cock hung there, ripe and ready for her. She had to wonder how much he came. She may have been a virgin when she got with Andy, but Stephanie wasn’t completely without experience. She’d given maybe half a dozen blowjobs. Back then, she’d struggled to swallow, but no guy ever came on her face. She’d sharpened her skills over the years, and now she could swallow her husband’s load easily enough. Andy had only come on her face a couple times, when they were getting really kinky, but she wondered if she’d want that from another man. Would it be hot to have some stranger come all over her face? Stephanie shuddered.

      “Something wrong?” Dez asked, wondering exactly what she was thinking. He could guess, and knowing her mind was going there made his cock stiffen.

      Stephanie shook her head hard. Dez sat so close her ponytail almost whipped him.

      “So, uh, you moved into the bedroom, Isaac watched…”

      “Yeah, and I made sure he got the show he wanted. I was focused on her, obviously, but I always make sure the husband gets what he needs. What kind of guy do you think your husband is?”

      The question was so out of left field that Stephanie was startled. “What? What do you mean?”

      “Do you think he’d want to be there, or do you think he’d just want pictures or a video after the fact?”

      Dez preferred to have the wife alone. They really lost their inhibitions without their husbands there, sitting in the corner. He could really use the wives then, but Dez was adaptable. He didn’t have an issue with the husband being there—not like some Bulls, who had performance issues if there was another guy in the room.

      “Andy? I don’t know that Andy would want any of it. I told you, we don’t do that stuff.”

      “I know…not yet.”

      “I…uhm…I don’t know that we’d ever do it. We’re not…” Stephanie had trouble finding words all of a sudden. Dez’s hand was on her back, and she didn’t know when that had happened. He massaged her through her sweater and shirt, and it felt good. She felt his strength. His fingers lingered near her bra strap, tracing it along her back. Stephanie stiffened.

      “Not what? Not interested? I don’t know about that, baby. You seem plenty interested to me.”

      Stephanie stammered incoherently while she reached for a response. Lying had never come easy for her, and it was difficult to lie to Dez, even about something like this. She was just an honest person. “I mean, it’s interesting. Of course, it’s interesting. I’m not a prude. I’m interested, but I never said I was interested. I didn’t say we’re interested, not what you’re saying. I mean, we’re not like that.”

      “Like what, baby? All kinds of normal people do this. I don’t know that there’s a type. You just need to be sexual and open to new experiences. You need to be past jealousy.”

      “Yeah, of course. I get it. Trust me, Andy and I are open…”

      “But you’re not that kind of people.”

      “Yes. Exactly.”

      Stephanie knew she sounded confused and realized it would be better if she just stopped talking. She could only dig her hole deeper, and she didn’t want to offend Dez. She realized couples like Charlotte and Isaac weren’t sexual deviants, but she didn’t know if she’d go as far as calling them normal. Inviting a third person into your bedroom was not normal. Stephanie wanted to believe she and Andy were too normal for anything like that, but deep down she was having doubts. It turned her on, when she let herself think about it, and knew Andy got off on it—even if he was reluctant to admit it. Dez seemed to have them pegged, but Stephanie wasn’t about to tell him that.

      “I think you’re afraid, Steph.”

      She snorted. “Afraid of what? I’m a grown woman. I can handle myself.”

      “Oh, I have no doubt that you can handle it, baby. I think you’re just afraid of what you might discover about yourself.”

      “Really?” Stephanie stared at him. She hated being challenged, and she knew herself very well, thank you.

      “How long have you and Andy been together?”

      “Over twenty years.”

      “Damn, you must have just been a girl. You with a lot of guys before that?”

      “That’s a personal question.”

      “You don’t have to tell me, girl.” He knew that meant yes.

      Stephanie narrowed her eyes as she stared at him. His dark eyes seemed impossibly deep. She’d never noticed that before, but then they’d never been this close before. His hand was warm on her back, and had moved up. He fingered her collar now. She felt like if she didn’t answer Dez, it would be some kind of victory for him.

      “Not a lot of guys, no.”

      Dez gave a short nod, like he’d known it. Stephanie was inflamed.

      “What does that mean?” she asked.

      “It means it’s only natural a woman like you would be curious about what’s out there. I’m sure your husband’s great—”

      “Andy is great.”

      “Yeah, I’m sure he is. But there are other things to experience, baby. Other things to feel. You have to think about it—what it might be like. And now that you know there’s a way, if Andy’s down with it…”

      “I never said he is,” Stephanie interjected.

      “But if he is, it’s only natural for you to want it, Steph.”

      “I didn’t say I want it.” Without thinking, she added, “I don’t know what I want.” Stephanie kicked herself. Why did she admit that?

      “There’s a way to find out, baby.”

      Dez tugged her closer and kissed her. He knew she was ready, even if she didn’t. After a moment of hesitation, she kissed him back. It was quicker than he’d expected, given how long it must have been for her, being kissed by a strange man. He held her tight, but Stephanie didn’t struggle to get away. She poured herself into their kiss.

      Stephanie felt his strong hand on the back of her neck, and his possessiveness made her shudder. Kissing him back was all instinct, at least initially. Stephanie was just so used to responding to a kiss like that, she went with it. But kissing Dez was starkly different than kissing her husband. His full lips felt soft for a man’s—not that she was complaining—and his stubble rubbed her cheek. Dez held the back of her neck possessively, sending shivers down her spine.

      Sharing this illicit kiss sparked something inside Stephanie she’d never felt before. Butterflies took flight in her stomach, and her skin tingled all over, heated where Dez touched her neck. Her brain told her this was wrong, but it excited her, and Stephanie’s body craved it. Dez eased back on the kiss, and she took over, kissing him harder. She flicked her tongue at his lips, and he met it with his.

      Dez released her neck when he felt her compliance, and his arm went around her slender body, almost pulling Stephanie into his lap. She gripped his arm, like she was testing his strength. He pushed it further, seeing how far this married woman would go. Her big tit felt firm and warm in his hand. Her nipple popped to life at his touch.

      His granite strength thrilled her. His hands on her body made Stephanie’s heart pound, but the eager way her body responded to him also scared her, and Stephanie pushed away, sliding across the tabletop and hopping down. She rocked nervously back and forth on her feet, trying to catch her breath. Part of her was surprised Dez had let her go—and was disappointed.

      “Nononono…I can’t do this.” The words came out in a panicked rush.

      “You want it. I feel it, baby,” Dez said softly, letting her find her way.

      “I can’t. I can’t. Andy…”

      “It sounds like it turns him on too.”

      “I can’t…we haven’t talked about it…Dez…please…”

      Stephanie felt like she was begging him to stop, which was silly, of course he would, but part of her realized that if Dez pressed, she wouldn’t stop him. Her pussy was soaked. She wouldn’t try to deny she wanted him, but she just couldn’t. Not now. Not yet. She had to talk to Andy.

      Dez read her well. Stephanie was his for the taking, but if he did it now, like this, it would only happen once. Her guilt would consume her. His cock was throbbing, and he wanted nothing more than to bend the pretty wife over that picnic table and make her scream, but Dez was in it for the long haul. He wanted to enjoy Stephanie at his leisure. The smart move was to back off and give her space. Stephanie would come to him again. Dez was sure of it.

      “Baby, I don’t wanna make you do anything. You’re gonna come to me when you want it.”

      “I need to talk to my husband. We should get back to the office.”

      Their ride back to work was quiet, and Dez let the silence lay between them. It was more difficult than he expected. Stephanie struck a chord in him. He wanted her in a way he hadn’t experienced in a long time.

      Wives like Charlotte were a lot of fun. The blonde was out there with what she wanted, and was a hellcat in bed. Dez knew he wasn’t Charlotte’s first Bull.

      Women like Stephanie were different, and the challenge of seducing them was a great thrill. It was taking an inexperienced woman like Stephanie and opening her up that really got Dez going. He really hoped he hadn’t scared her off. He didn’t think so. Stephanie was made of stronger stuff than that.

      Stephanie muttered a simple goodbye in the parking lot and hurried back into the office. Sitting at her desk, Stephanie glanced around. She felt the weight of her scarlet letter, and like anyone looking at her could tell what she’d done. Her guilt was not because of the kiss. She could rationalize that Dez had kissed her. Stephanie’s guilt came from her excitement. Even an hour later, back at work and sitting at her desk, she was still wired from that kiss. Stephanie still felt Dez’s lips on hers and the closeness of his body. Stephanie was guilty because of how much she wanted Dez. It didn’t diminish her love for her husband, but for the first time since they’d been together, she wanted another man. Stephanie didn’t know what to do with what she felt. She started to believe this was something she wanted to do, but only if Andy truly wanted it too.

      Stephanie was contemplating all this when her phone buzzed with a text. Andy wanted to know what happened at lunch. She had to tell Andy what happened. His reaction would tell her a lot. She took a deep breath and texted him back.
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      Andy watched Stephanie all evening. He didn’t know what he was looking for, but he suspected there would be something different about her—some kind of sign that she had kissed another man that day. People said you could tell if your spouse was cheating. Stephanie hadn’t cheated on him, but Andy still thought there should be something different about her he could detect. As she moved about the house, making dinner, taking care of the kids, she seemed like the same Stephanie he’d known for twenty years. It wasn’t until they had a moment alone that Stephanie reacted to what she’d done.

      Stephanie was all over him the second she found him alone for a moment and closed the bedroom door behind her. She plastered her body to his and kissed him hotly. Andy held her, grabbing her tight butt and almost growling while they kissed. Stephanie reached between them and found him hard. Andy had been like that all day, from the moment he’d read about Stephanie’s kiss with another man.

      “I’ve been dying to do this all day,” she said, stroking Andy through his khakis.

      “Ever since lunch with Dez?”

      Andy saw Stephanie hesitate and wondered if his tone was too arch.

      “It left me feeling…something,” she admitted. She squeezed his cock harder. “I think it’s got you feeling something too.”

      “I’m surprised he didn’t take care of that.”

      “I wouldn’t do that without your permission.”

      Andy kissed her again, energy surging through him, but they couldn’t take it further, not yet. The kids were just in the other room. It would have to wait, just a little bit longer. Andy noted that Stephanie didn’t give him her usual response—that she didn’t need another man to take care of her. It was a new admission on her part, even if only a tacit one, and Andy didn’t know how to process it. His own feelings were so unexpected. Andy was so aroused and nervous that his hands shook.

      Later, Stephanie felt bad that she rushed the kids to bed, but she was preoccupied. A tight ball of nervous energy nestled in her chest as she waited to get her husband alone again. She was so horny that she ached for him, but she was afraid of what she would learn tonight. Stephanie didn’t know which scared her more: the possibility that Andy would tell her to stay away from Dez, or that he wouldn’t.

      Andy was in the den, tablet in hand, studying. Unlike Stephanie, he hadn’t done any in depth study of the hotwife fetish. He still only knew what he’d learned from porn. He’d been trying to avoid examining his own feelings during the month or so since they’d learned about Dez. Andy didn’t consider himself uptight, but it was hard for him to accept becoming aroused by thinking of his wife with another man. Other than it just being weird, it challenged a lot of what he’d been taught it meant to be a man. Men were supposed to be possessive of their women—jealous even. They certainly weren’t supposed to share their women with other men—let alone get off on doing it. But Andy had never been overly possessive, and he didn’t really think of Stephanie as his. She wasn’t a possession. Stephanie was with him because she chose to be. Now Andy was considering if she could choose to be with another man and still be with him.

      Honestly, he understood a lot of the appeal of being a hotwife—especially for a woman like Stephanie. They’d been together for twenty years and she’d been a virgin at marriage. The husbands on these hotwife message boards made persuasive arguments about freeing their wives to enjoy sex with other men. Andy saw it as the justification it was, but the arguments made a superficial sort of sense. Andy even understood—on some level—what those husbands got out of it. They swore up and down they just thought it was hot that their wives had sexual freedom, and they didn’t feel like lesser men for it, but Andy had trouble getting there. His mind kept going back to swingers, and how at least in that case both partners were getting sex. The husband didn’t just sit back and passively watch—even if he did get off on seeing his wife perform. But as much as Stephanie’s teasing about Alyson had messed with his mind, Andy had no burning desire to be with another woman. Stephanie was as possessive as he was not. Andy was tossing all the contradictions around in his brain when Stephanie, found him.

      “What are you doing?” she asked, joining him on the couch.

      “Research,” he replied, turning the tablet to show his wife the screen.

      “I see. And what are your conclusions, professor?”

      “It’s normal for you to be turned on by Dez.”

      “I never admitted that.”

      Andy shot her a skeptical look. Stephanie responded with that cute, sideways smile.

      “I didn’t deny it. I just said I haven’t admitted it.”

      “Anyway, if these pro-hotwife websites are to be believed, it’s totally normal for husbands to share their wives with other men, and it can only make your marriage better. In fact, everyone would be doing it if only they weren’t programmed by society to buy into monogamy.”

      Stephanie laughed. “Really? If only we’d known about this sooner. We should spread the word.”

      “I know, right? It’s unnatural to keep your wife to yourself, apparently.”

      Stephanie put the tablet aside and kissed him. “Seriously, what do you really think?”

      Andy was thoughtful. “I think a door’s been opened and maybe we need to explore what it means before we just close it.”

      “And how do we do that?” Stephanie climbed onto his lap, nestling her toned butt right into his crotch. She’d changed into black yoga pants and a white running tank top after work.

      “Let’s start with you telling me how Dez came to kiss you this afternoon.” Andy wrapped his arms around her.

      “He texted me, told me he’d seen Charlotte again. I think he knew I’d be interested. And then he sent me some pictures.”

      “Pictures?”

      “You can guess what kind. She was sucking him, and then he was fucking her.”

      “It turned you on, didn’t it?”

      “Yes,” she admitted, looking down. “I told him he couldn’t send me that stuff at work, and he asked me to lunch, so I texted you.”

      “I know you wanted to go. You weren’t really asking permission.”

      “You could have said no. You didn’t want to. You wanted me to go to lunch with him.”

      “I guess I did.”

      “What did you think would happen?”

      Andy didn’t answer right away, and her eyes blazed into his, compelling him to answer. “I knew nothing would happen, but that didn’t stop me from thinking about what could happen.”

      “What did you want to happen, baby?” She wiggled her ass in his lap for motivation and felt his cock pulse.

      That tingling he felt when Stephanie was back, making his fingers feel like they were buzzing. Andy wasn’t ready to answer. He wanted to know what did happen. His hand rested on her leg, and he slid it up the smooth Lycra.

      “No, tell me how he kissed you, Steph.”

      “We picked something up, and then we sat outside at a park, eating lunch. It was quiet at first, but then Dez was telling me all about his night with Charlotte and he kept asking what I thought about it. I could tell it wasn’t really about Charlotte. He just wanted to see my reaction. He wanted to see how interested I was. Dez wasn’t subtle about it. He wants to be my Bull too.”

      “He’s not a one couple kind of guy?” Andy chuckled.

      “Dez said he usually sees two or three wives at a time, unless there’s a reason not to. Charlotte’s the only one right now because he just stopped seeing someone else.”

      “Why does he stop seeing a wife?”

      “She was getting too attached. Dez doesn’t like the drama.”

      The ice dagger stabbed into Andy’s gut and twisted. Didn’t these guys realize how easily their wives could fall for a guy like Dez? Andy knew Dez turned Stephanie on and he guessed he was fine with that, but how could he ever be sure it was only about the sex? Andy didn’t think some kinky thrill was worth losing his wife, and yet he still thought about them together, and his cock surged…

      Stephanie read the conflict on her husband’s face and could guess what he was thinking about. She’d been thinking about that all day too. Stephanie could see herself having fun with Dez—a lot of fun—but she couldn’t see herself falling for him, not in any meaningful way. She was too practical to throw everything away for a good lay, no matter how charming the man was. Dez could never give her what she had with Andy. She couldn’t see having that with any other man.

      “So, he’s just there to fuck, and that’s it?” Andy asked.

      “Pretty much. Dez says that’s what makes him a good Bull. He’s not a threat to the marriage.” Stephanie added, “He could never be a threat to our marriage. No one could.”

      “No matter how much he rocks your world?”

      “Nope.”

      Andy eased his hand higher, slipping it between her thighs. She gasped when he pressed it against her mound. Her cunt was hot, even through the yoga pants.

      “No matter how many times he makes you come?”

      Stephanie breathed deeply and closed her eyes for a moment, enjoying Andy rubbing her pussy. She needed her pants out of the way. It was very easy to imagine Dez making her come—too easy. Maybe he could turn her into his sex slave, and she’d become one of those women he had to push away. Stephanie always had loved sex. Maybe she would rock his world, and she’d be one of those women Dez fell for. She smiled.

      “I think I’d make him my sex slave, not the other way around.”

      Andy chuckled. “Oh, I have no doubt of that. He’ll forget about all the others when he gets a load of you.”

      “If he gets the chance,” she corrected him. Andy was rock hard against her butt, leaving little doubt how he felt about it.

      “Right. If.”

      “Anyway,” Stephanie said, getting back on topic. “Dez was teasing me; basically telling me I must want to be one of those hotwives. He told me it was natural y’know, having only been with one man for so long.”

      Andy was piqued. It seemed that Stephanie’s conversation with Dez had gotten personal from her end. That intimacy stung him as much as the kiss. What else had his wife shared with Dez? He put it aside. The buzzing inside him had gotten so bad he could hardly stand it. His chest was tight.

      “I told him I loved you. Dez said it wasn’t about that. I told him I wouldn’t do anything without talking to you. He pressed me on what I wanted. I told him I didn’t know. He told me there’s only one way to find out.”

      Andy saw Stephanie was getting flushed. She moved her hips subtly, pressing back against the edge of his hand and grinding her ass onto his lap. He knew Dez had seen her excitement too, when they’d been alone that afternoon. Andy pictured his wife and the big black man sitting on a park bench with no one around. He knew Dez would see that Stephanie wanted it. Andy couldn’t blame Dez for making a move. A dark part of him was even glad that Dez had.

      “And then he kissed me,” she finally said.

      The couple stared at each other for a long moment, each reading the other’s excitement. There was no confusion about what they felt. Their lips crashed together. Andy’s hand turned in her lap, grabbing rather than pressing. Stephanie moaned into his mouth, her nails raking his scalp as she ran her fingers through his hair. Andy gripped the back of her neck like Dez had, but it was different. It felt more like a gesture of need than one of power. Andy wanted her, but he wasn’t trying to possess her—not yet. She squirmed against his hand, cursing her yoga pants. Stephanie wanted to be nude. She wanted it now. She pulled her tank top over her head and tossed it on the floor, then pulled at Andy’s t-shirt.

      “He kissed me… and the world stopped. I didn’t know what to do,” she murmured.

      “Yes, you did. You kissed him back,” Andy countered. He knew his wife too well. She would only respond one of two ways, and she hadn’t pushed him away.

      “I did,” she gasped. “I couldn’t help it.”

      “You wanted him.” Their faces were hardly an inch apart.

      Stephanie turned, straddling his lap to face Andy.

      “I did. I’m sorry.”

      Andy softly shook his head. “Don’t be.”

      “But…”

      “You want him, Steph.” It was a statement, not a question.

      “Yes.” Her answer was barely audible.

      “Fuck me, that’s hot,” Andy said, fire coursing through his veins.

      “He pulled me closer and I was almost in his lap. He was so strong.”

      Stephanie kissed him forcefully, shoving her tongue into his mouth. She wanted to show her husband how intense Dez’s kiss was. She retreated after a moment.

      “His hands were on me like I was his. He touched my boobs.”

      She placed Andy’s hands on her tits. He kneaded them the way Dez wanted to—the way she wanted that sexy black man to, but she’d pulled away from Dez. Stephanie didn’t know where she’d found the strength. She didn’t have to pull away from her husband. She pressed into his hands. Andy pinched her thick, excited nipples and she moaned.

      “Fuck, Steph,” Andy moaned.

      “I was so confused, and so turned on.”

      “You’re always fucking horny,” Andy accused.

      Stephanie almost giggled. She thought the word horny was silly. It reminded her of being a teenager. She wasn’t feeling silly. “Yesss,” she hissed.

      “Horny for Dez…”

      “Mmm…yesss…”

      Andy’s hands drove her crazy. Stephanie needed him. She whimpered, “But I made him stop. I pushed him away.”

      “You didn’t want to.”

      “No…”

      “What did you want, Steph?”

      Stephanie was grinding hard on him. The teasing had to stop. She needed him.

      “I…I…”

      “Say it, Steph. You can say it,” Andy demanded.

      Andy saw it written all over her face. It pained him, but it turned him on more. It was a perverse desire, but he couldn’t deny it. He wanted to hear his wife say it. He shifted their bodies, putting Stephanie on her back. She landed with a huff. Andy yanked at her yoga pants. He loved how her ass looked in them but hated what a pain they were to get off of her. Once they were down, Stephanie kicked her legs to get them completely off, and pushed at Andy’s shorts. He rammed his cock right into her, burying himself to the hilt. Stephanie was more than ready. She was dripping and hot. Andy knew it was as much for Dez as it was for him, and tried not to let it bother him.

      “Say it!” he demanded again, his prick throbbing inside her.

      “I wanted him!” she cried.

      Andy thrust into her hard. Stephanie cried out.

      “Uhn…yes! I wanted Dez!”

      “You still want him,” Andy taunted, taking her with a slow, deliberate pace.

      “Yes!”

      Stephanie wrapped her legs around his waist. Her nails dug into his back. Her eyes were closed and her mouth hung open as she moaned. Her lithe body shook with every violent thrust.

      “I want him! I want it! I…”

      “You want him to fuck you!” Andy spat.

      “Oh god! Andy!”

      Andy felt her clenching around him and knew from her sharp cry that she was coming. He lost the patience to draw it out. He leaned on his elbows and worked his hips as fast and powerfully as he could.

      “Yes! Fuck me! I want it! Fuck me, Dez!” she cried.

      Even though he’d demanded them the words stung Andy, and he came immediately. It was an explosive orgasm that left him drained. He collapsed onto his wife, and she held him tightly.

      “Oh god, baby,” she cooed. “That was amazing. Andy, you’re amazing.”

      Andy agreed the sex was amazing, but it wasn’t all about him. Stephanie’s mind was on Dez. She was thinking about Dez fucking her. Andy felt her tremble beneath him as the aftershocks of her climax rocked her.

      Stephanie loved her husband’s reassuring weight on top of her. She needed the familiarity of his body against hers after what they’d just shared, but his silence bothered her. Andy wasn’t always chatty after sex, but she had to know what he was thinking. Stephanie needed everything to be okay.

      “Baby,” she whispered.

      “Mmm?”

      “Are you okay?”

      “Mmhm.”

      His grunts were not satisfactory. Stephanie shifted his weight off her. Andy rolled onto his back and she rolled with him, draping her body over his.

      “You’ve got to tell me what you’re thinking,” she said fiercely.

      Andy stared at his wife’s familiar face, her brown hair crazy, her cheeks flushed, her forehead dappled with sweat. How many times had he seen her like this—sexually satisfied? Was he truly ready to share that with another man? The fantasy hit him on a deep, primal level and was what had just sent him over the top, but that didn’t make going for the reality a good idea. He could be giving up something he could never get back. But Andy also didn’t think he could just ignore what he was feeling—what Stephanie felt. He knew she wanted to do this. If Andy said no, would she resent him? He knew she’d never tell him so, but on some level he thought she would. Stephanie hated to be teased without a payoff.

      “I’m thinking that I’ve never been more confused and I wish I understood all this,” he answered.

      “We’re having fun. What else is there to understand?”

      Andy laughed. “Come on, Steph. You know there’s more to it than that. This wasn’t just some bedroom game.”

      “Isn’t it?”

      He just looked at her. He didn’t need to say anything, Stephanie knew it wasn’t just a game. Maybe it was that first night, when they saw Dez with Charlotte and Isaac, but the forbidden fantasy had dug into their brains, and it didn’t seem to be going away. She could see Andy was just as gripped by it as she was—and just as conflicted. Stephanie wasn’t used to living on the wild side. She’d never been so drawn to something so dangerous before, and she didn’t know how to handle it. She felt like she should refuse the lure, because it was the proper thing to do, but she wasn’t sure she had the willpower—and she wasn’t sure her husband wanted her to.

      “I guess we need to figure out what we’re doing,” she admitted.

      “Preferably before Dez kisses you again.” Andy smiled.

      “Haha.”

      “He can tell you’re interested. Unless you shoot him down, he’s going to move on you again.”

      “Am I interested?” Stephanie asked.

      “That’s not the question, is it Steph? We both know you’re interested.”

      “Andy, I don’t want any of this to hurt you.”

      Andy chuckled. “It isn’t about me. I get it. I want to talk honestly about this, so stop worrying about how I feel and just say what’s on your mind.”

      “Okay.”

      Stephanie took a deep breath. She didn’t usually have problems speaking her mind, but her concerns for Andy’s feelings were real. Even if they never did anything, just talking about it could be damaging, but Andy wanted honesty and she owed that to him.

      “I’m attracted to Dez. Of course, I am.”

      “And you want to fuck him,” Andy finished for her.

      “If I was single, and there were no complications, yes, I would fuck Dez.” Stephanie allowed a crooked smile. “I’d be doing it right now.”

      Her words stung him for a moment, like getting a shot, just as Andy’s cock twitched.

      “But I’m not single, and this is really complicated,” she continued.

      “Maybe it’s only as complicated as we make it,” Andy offered.

      “You seem to really be arguing for this. You need to come clean, babe. Is this something you really want?”

      “It’s complicated,” Andy replied, laughing at the look she shot him. “You’re right, I guess, but I think it’s both simple and complicated. Here’s the simple part: yes, I think of you with him and as much as it scares me, it really turns me on, and if I’m honest I’m interested in exploring what happens with that—if it’s something you want. And I know you want to, so that’s not a question.”

      “Why do I feel like a slut when you say that?” she smiled.

      “I like thinking of you being slutty.”

      Stephanie’s eyes widened and she stared at him. It was something she’d always suspected of Andy, and it was nice to hear him finally say it so plainly. She felt good that he saw her in such a raw sexual way even after so many years of marriage.

      “Well, maybe I’d like to be a little slutty for a change. It’s exciting when I fantasize about just doing what I feel without worrying about consequences.”

      “We agree on that.”

      “But there could be consequences, babe,” Stephanie said. “Have you really thought about it? Do you really think you could sit and watch me be with another man?”

      “I can’t join in?”

      “I’m serious!”

      “Okay, okay. I have thought about it, more than is probably healthy. Thinking about it is hot. Hearing about Dez kissing you was sexy as hell. I know it would turn me on, and I know it’s going to be weird. I think I would try to join in at some point. I don’t know if just being a voyeur is my thing.”

      “I think I could take both of you on.” Stephanie smirked.

      “I’m realistic. I know that I can’t know what it will be like until it happens, and maybe it will throw me for a loop. Maybe I won’t be able to handle it.”

      “We can only do this if we agree, going into it, that either one of us can stop, at any time, for any reason. I mean it. If we were all in a room, and Dez and I were doing something and you gave the word, I’d stop it. I promise.” Stephanie was solemn.

      “I know that. I really do trust you. And I promise you that even if I have a problem, and we have to stop it, it’s not going to affect us. We can just go back to what we had before.”

      “Can you promise that, Andy? You can’t know that you’ll be able to look at me the same afterward.”

      Andy took her hand and squeezed it. “I know I love you, and that trumps all. I know I’d never lose you over something like this.”

      They were silent, both their minds working overtime. They were on the path to doing this, or trying it, at least. Fear and excitement warred inside Andy, while Stephanie’s heart fluttered with lust as she thought of giving herself to Dez. Her sex tightened, and she wanted to get Andy hard again, but she knew this wasn’t the time for that. They had to work this out.

      “I’ve thought about this too, and you don’t need to worry about Dez. You couldn’t ever lose me to him.”

      Andy’s insecurity flared up. Even if he couldn’t measure up to Dez sexually—the big man was intimidating—he’d never worried he could lose Stephanie to him. So why did she feel the need to reassure him of that? Did she have concerns? Andy wasn’t sure what to say, so he replied, “Okay, but I wasn’t worried about that.”

      “Good.”

      They were quiet again, the unspoken question hanging between them: Now what? It seemed that they’d agreed they were going to try it, so what came next?

      “Should I text Dez?” Stephanie asked tentatively.

      “And invite him over?” Andy laughed. “We probably shouldn’t do it with the kids in the house.”

      Stephanie hit him. “Ew! That’s not what I meant.”

      “I know. I think we should ease into this. Maybe it’s best if we don’t just jump in with both feet.”

      “Babe, Dez isn’t like my freshman high school boyfriend. I don’t know if he wants to go to the movies and get to second base.”

      “Very funny. I was just thinking, I know I like hearing about you and him. It might be better if I’m not there the first time you guys hook up, just as long as you guys don’t, y’know, go all the way.”

      “Now you do sound like my high school youth group leader. Is it okay with Jesus if we just touch over the clothes? Are we good as long as we stay away from the P and the V?” Stephanie couldn’t control her laugher.

      “Are you enjoying yourself?”

      “I am,” she replied.

      “I’m just saying you guys should go out for drinks, or something like that. No expectations. Tell Dez you want to explore this, but you don’t know if you’re ready to sleep with him yet. If he’s not interested, that’s fine.” It felt very strange to Andy to be plotting how far his wife should go with another man. He almost felt like he was giving his kid dating advice, not talking to his wife.

      Stephanie didn’t know how Dez would take that. He didn’t strike her as man who held back, but then he hadn’t been pushy at lunch. Deep down, she was glad Andy wanted to go slowly. She was ready to fuck Dez—was she!—but she didn’t want to rush into this and find out it was a huge mistake. Andy’s weird feelings concerned her. If she went out with Dez, but didn’t sleep with him, and they discovered it was too overwhelming for them, they could back away before any real damage was done. Stephanie was confident she was ready for this while sitting in bed next to her husband, but would she feel the same way when she was alone with Dez?

      “It does make sense,” she finally agreed. “I’ve done some reading, and when couples do this successfully they have ground rules, so it’s important we establish some.”

      “Agreed.”

      “If I go out with Dez, what do you want me to do?”

      Andy felt really uncomfortable now. It was strangely a turn on, but just so strange.

      “I don’t know, do what you like, just don’t, y’know…”

      Stephanie smirked. “Can I let him unhook my bra?”

      “Stop it.” Andy felt like he was blushing.

      “Under the shirt, over the bra?”

      “Steph!”

      She straddled him once more, rubbing her cunt over his reviving cock.

      “So he can play with my tits?” Stephanie stared down at him as she fondled her own breasts.

      “Yeah,” Andy replied hoarsely. His mind was a whirl of confusion again.

      “Below the belt?”

      “Yours or his?”

      Stephanie rolled her own nipples and gasped. “Both.”

      “You’re both grown ups. Just don’t cross that one line.”

      “Do you want to tell him? Give him the talk when he picks me up for the date? Some husbands prefer that—getting to know the Bull.”

      “No, really. I don’t need that.” Andy could not have that conversation. He couldn’t fathom sending Dez off with his wife with a handshake and a talking to.

      Stephanie ground her slick mound on his hard shaft. Andy was ready. She grasped him, put him inside her. Stephanie moaned. Yes, she needed him inside her. She worked her hips in a circular motion, fondling her tits and working her pussy on him. Andy looked helpless before his need.

      “My date’s here, Daddy. I won’t be late. I promise to be a good girl.”

      “Steph…don’t…you won’t be…”

      They had never gone to this weird place in all their years of lovemaking, and Stephanie couldn’t explain why a stupid joke had suddenly become something erotic. It wasn’t about the obvious—neither of them had an incest fantasy, but it was hot in the moment, and Stephanie couldn’t stop. She burned too hot. Stephanie leaned forward, her tits dragging Andy’s chest as she began riding him.

      “I’m sorry…I’ve been a bad girl…I kissed him,” she moaned.

      “Bad girl,” Andy groaned, grabbing her hips tightly. “I knew you couldn’t be trusted out with a boy.” He didn’t know where the words came from.

      “He touched me too…daddy…I didn’t want him to stop…I like being bad…”

      “My girl’s a little slut.”

      Andy slapped her ass hard. Stephanie yelped, surging with excitement. Andy had never done more than playfully swat her butt before.

      “Yesss…I’m so bad…”

      “He made you suck him, didn’t he?”

      “Yes…I did…but he didn’t make me. I…wanted…to…daddy…”

      “Good bad girl,” Andy grunted. He slapped her ass even harder.

      “God! Yes!” Stephanie rode him as hard as she could, moaning her words between gasps. “Punish…me…daddy…”

      “Steph!”

      Andy swatted her, waited a beat, spanked her again.”

      “Oh…fuck…yes…daddy…fuck…”

      Stephanie came so hard she saw stars. She was like a ragdoll that Andy worked on his cock, until he came moments later. She was so lost in it that she was hardly aware of being put onto her back. Her chest heaved and her mouth worked, but no words came out.

      “There’s something very wrong with us,” Andy finally said.

      “Yes. Very,” Stephanie agreed.

      They both laughed.
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      Stephanie fidgeted in the front seat of her RAV4 scrolling through Instagram. She’d already texted Andy to tell him she’d arrived. He’d told her to have fun. Despite his enthusiasm and support, she couldn’t help feeling a pang of guilt. Stephanie was out to have drinks with another man, and here was her husband encouraging her to have a good time. She would be out flirting and drinking and doing who knew what else, while Andy was home taking care of their children and holding down the fort. It just felt fundamentally unfair. Andy really should be here participating in this, but he’d made it clear that he didn’t want to be there the first time. Stephanie knew he was afraid it might be too much for him, which only increased her guilt. She was so afraid this would hurt him, no matter how much it turned him on. Deep down however, part of her was glad Andy wasn’t coming along. Stephanie wasn’t entirely sure she could do this with her husband sitting right there watching her.

      Last week Stephanie had pulled Dez aside in the coffee room and given him the good news. She explained that she and Andy had talked, and they were interested in seeing where things might go. Dez was very pleased and he didn’t blink at all when she stressed they didn’t want to rush into anything. Dez suggested they go to lunch to talk about it, but she demurred. Stephanie knew that something would happen when she was alone again with Dez, and she didn’t want to come back to work looking like she was just returning from a by-the-hour motel. She countered with meeting for drinks sometime after work, and he agreed. It had taken this long to sync their schedules, and here she was, waiting for Dez outside the bar he’d suggested, about an hour after work.

      The drivers always arrived for work before the office people, and left early too, so she and Dez couldn’t leave together—not that Stephanie wanted to do that. She didn’t want to set tongues wagging. Dez had time to go home and shower and change, but Stephanie had come straight from work, so she had dressed for their date in the morning. Date. Stephanie was a forty-two-year-old married mother. What was she doing having a date? The word felt wrong in her mouth. Waiting to meet another man—a man who wasn’t her husband—felt so wrong, but at the same time her heart was pounding and she tingled everywhere. Stephanie didn’t remember feeling this way as she’d waited for a date back when she was younger, but those were different circumstances, weren’t they?

      Stephanie had received compliments on her dress all day. Andy had helped her pick it out, though she sensed he thought she should go with something more obvious—tighter and lower-cut. But she couldn’t wear something like that to work. The drivers all flirted with her but kept it on the decent side of the sexual harassment line. Only Dez pretended not to notice her. It wasn’t the first time she’d worn a dress to work, but those occasions were rare. When a co-worker jokingly asked if she had a hot date, Stephanie laughed and hoped her friend didn’t notice her blushing. Since she had to be at work all day, Stephanie had chosen something practical that she hoped Dez would like.

      The olive-colored shirt dress had a shirttail hem that fell above the knee, with elastic at the waist pulled in by a decorative rope. The three-quarter sleeves were rolled back, held up by a tab, and there were four large polished-copper buttons above the waist. A large pocket over each breast completed the shirt look. She kept all four buttons closed at work, just showing a wedge of her clavicle and the tiny silver cross she always wore. Sitting in the car, she’d been playing with the buttons, first undoing two, then re-buttoning one, then undoing it again. Stephanie had re-done her make-up, going for a more dramatic red lipstick than she’d worn at work. The other change she made in the car was ditching her tights and black-laced booties for a pair of brown suede over-the-knee boots she didn’t wear often enough. The tights were a necessity in the office because the dress was so short, but she’d ditched them to meet Dez. The high boots always drove Andy crazy—he had a thing for boots—even when she wore them with jeans. She hoped Dez would have a similar reaction.

      Stephanie opened the chat app and read back through the week of texts with Dez. Stephanie’s early texts had been timid and exploring, while Dez’s were encouraging. He knew just what to say to draw her out. He told her how much he’d loved their kiss and how he couldn’t wait to do it again. When she said she felt the same, he replied with how hard it made him, and that she should have felt it. Stephanie replied that she was sorry she’d missed her chance, and the kiss had made her wet. Dez worked his way into that opening.

      [Dez] bet u went home & fucked the hell out of andy

      [Stephanie] I was dying for it. time moved so slow that night

      [Dez] he got hard when u told him about us didn’t he

      [Stephanie] yes. It made him crazy when I told him. Made me crazy too

      [Dez] did u tease him abt fucking me

      [Stephanie] no he teased me. It was wild

      [Dez] we’ll give him a lot more to be excited abt

      [Stephanie] promise?

      [Dez] send me a pic

      [Stephanie] maybe later

      Stephanie had shared the texts with Andy, arousing them both. Their sex life was on steroids leading up to the date with Dez, and she kept him updated on it. She even confessed to them both that she’d played with herself alone a couple times, too. Dez made her tell him all about her favorite toy, and Stephanie felt so naughty sharing that with him. When Andy read those texts, a shadow passed over his face, but he was so hard that when Stephanie took him in her mouth he gave right in to his desires. Dez kept asking for pictures, and even encouraged her with photos from another encounter with Charlotte. He swore he had the blonde’s permission to share the photos, but that same sharing was a huge reason why Stephanie wouldn’t do it for him. She didn’t need nude photos of herself floating around out there.

      Dez pulled into the parking lot in his big truck and parked. Stephanie watched him walk inside the bar and let him wait for a few minutes before she went inside to join him. She didn’t want to appear too eager. She sent Andy a final text: I’m going in to see Dez now. Can’t wait to tell u all about this. Love u.

      With each step closer to the bar, Stephanie felt the buzzing nervousness growing in her stomach. She’d been looking forward to this all week, but now all she could think was you shouldn’t be doing this. Turn around! Stephanie steeled herself. She reminded herself of the things she’d missed out on when she was younger because she’d chickened out.

      Stephanie’s virginity had been intact when she met Andy, not due to lack of opportunity, but because she was a good girl—mostly. The opportunities were there. Stephanie had been on dates, and there were three boyfriends before Andy. She just didn’t want to be a slut and had done what she could to remain a technical virgin. Young Stephanie had been a master with her hand and had learned how to give great head—although back then she’d refused to swallow. She was too shy to let the first two guys go down on her, but her last boyfriend before Andy had given her a taste of how great it could feel. Andy was the one who had taught her how fantastic it felt when the guy knew what he was doing. She had kept her V-card through all of that, even stopping one boyfriend when he already had the condom in his hand. Stephanie had chickened out on outright sex, but she hadn’t always been good. She’d had kinky feelings even back then.

      The second boyfriend had become increasingly impatient with her intact virginity, and began suggesting other wild things, just to see how far he could push her. Stephanie didn’t mind making out in front of his friends, and she’d even jerked him off in the back of a crowded van once while he fingered her. It would have been a bigger problem staying quiet if he’d known what he was doing. And then one night they were hanging out with his best friend and he’d wanted Stephanie to flash the guy. She laughed it off at first, but then realized her boyfriend was serious. The friend remained quiet but was clearly interested. It was the first time Stephanie had seriously experienced the thrill of the forbidden, but she’d been too nervous to be the bad girl.

      After twenty minutes of badgering she’d finally slipped off her top but retained the bra and that had been enough to drive both boys crazy. Her boyfriend had demanded she remove her bra as well, but Stephanie had held her ground. She was so excited, she was afraid of what might happen. What she might do. Her boyfriend had started kissing her, and Stephanie melted under his attention. He took out his cock, and Stephanie stroked him. Stephanie stole glances at the friend who was watching the entire time. He rubbed himself through his jeans but didn’t take it out. Her boyfriend came very quickly and demanded that she take care of his friend too. Stephanie was sorely tempted, and even kissed the boy, but she lost her nerve and grabbed her top, running out of the room before things could go any further.

      Stephanie had never told Andy that story, and hadn’t thought about it in years, but as she walked into that bar to meet Dez, it all came back to her, and Stephanie realized this was some weird second chance to do what she’d run away from all those years ago.

      Dez saw her push through the crowded bar. It wasn’t difficult to pick Stephanie out. She was one of the few white women here. He had chosen one of his regular hangouts to meet her. Dez counting on her being one of the only white people here to keep Stephanie off balance. The only other white people in the bar were a couple of other white women dating black men—something the black women generally disliked, and they invariably gave any white women the cold shoulder.

      He enjoyed the view as Stephanie approached. The dress wasn’t some tight clubbing slut-wear, but she was too classy for that, which Dez appreciated. It still showed off her nice tits and legs. He loved the boots. Dez imagined their soft suede rubbing against him when she locked her legs around him. He pointedly checked her out top to bottom when she stopped in front of him.

      Dez looked great, she thought. He’d changed into a tight pair of jeans and a soft dark shirt with a complex pattern on it. His braids were pulled back into a loose ponytail. Stephanie took one look at him and felt her sex tighten in anticipation. He placed a hand on her arm and bent down for a brief kiss. Even with the high heels on her boots, Stephanie had to stretch up to him.

      “You look good, girl. Something’s different from earlier,” he said.

      Stephanie stepped back and did a quick turn, feeling the light dress almost fly up to her butt. “I had to be decent for the office, but I wanted to be a bit sexier for you.”

      “I approve, baby. You should have worn it exactly like this at work.”

      “Oh really?”

      Dez grinned. “The guys would have appreciated it. Let me just adjust one thing.” He opened another button on her dress and parted it, leaving her freckled cleavage mostly exposed. Dez was pleased she’d let him do it.

      Stephanie felt like her dress was just hanging open, leaving her boobs on full display. Dez gazed down at her chest. Her cleavage was augmented by a tight bra.

      “Happy now?” she asked, arching her chest out playfully.

      “Yeah, baby. You look hot. Come on, let’s get a table.”

      Dez led her further into the bar towards the back and for the first time in her life Stephanie had the experience of being in a minority somewhere. The bar was busy with the happy hour crowd, and it was full of young African-American professionals. Stephanie wasn’t the only white person in the room—a couple of the other men had white women with them too—but she was part of a small group. There were no white men at all. Dez greeted several people as they passed through the bar, clasping men’s hands and giving women kisses on the cheek. It made Stephanie self-conscious. If she was recognized, it would appear she was cheating on her husband. She wondered if any of the other drivers hung out here. Stephanie didn’t want to be anywhere either of them might be recognized.

      Dez led her to a small round booth near the back of the bar. The semicircle had a high-backed maroon leather bench, and a small round table. Stephanie scooted in, careful to smooth her short dress down over her thighs. Dez slid in beside her, sitting very close, with his arm up on the back of the booth behind her. Stephanie smiled, hoping she didn’t look as nervous as she felt.

      “This is your regular place?” she asked.

      “I hang here, yeah, but it’s not my only place. It’s got a cool, chill vibe. It’s a good place to get to know someone, but not a place to look for excitement.”

      “Do any of the guys from work come here?”

      Dez placed a reassuring hand over hers. “Don’t worry, baby. I wouldn’t do you like that. No one will recognize you here.”

      Stephanie was relieved and smiled.

      “Do you bring all your hotwives here?” Her smile quirked to the left.

      “Not all of them, baby.” He flashed his big, white teeth. He looked like a shark. “I can’t imagine Charlotte being comfortable in a place like this, but you seem chill.”

      “Do I? I guess that’s a compliment.”

      Stephanie looked around the dimly-lit bar. She sensed that Charlotte was on the haughty side, but this bar seemed classy enough. It was certainly classy enough for Stephanie. A thought struck her. She tried to think of a delicate way to put it.

      “She’s not a racist, is she?” As soon as the words left her mouth, and Dez laughed, Stephanie regretted the way she’d put it.

      “You think Charlotte would be fucking me if she were a racist?” Dez chuckled.

      He knew that wasn’t exactly true. He’d known a couple women over the years who weren’t exactly comfortable being around black folks, but who still wanted to fuck him precisely because he was black. Maybe he should be offended, but Dez took pride in giving them a fucking their limp-dicked white boyfriends could never match. He loved making those women his bitches. But Stephanie would never be his bitch. She would be his lover.

      “I guess not. Sorry.”

      A waitress came over to them. She was a light-skinned black woman with waves of hair falling over her shoulders to her big boobs, barely restrained by a tank top. Her tiny skirt looked painted onto what Stephanie could only call a ghetto booty. The girl smiled warmly at Dez but gave Stephanie the cold shoulder. Dez ordered a Kentucky bourbon, Stephanie a dirty martini.

      “What was her problem?”

      “A lot of sisters don’t like seeing their men with white women. They see you as a threat.”

      “Really? I’ve never heard of such a thing.”

      “It’s sort of a cliché that when brothers get successful they get themselves a white woman. There are even names for it; some people call it the white prize.”

      Stephanie laughed. “So am I the white prize?”

      Dez leaned in and gave her a soft kiss. Tingles cascaded down her body.

      “You’re a prize, baby, that’s for sure.”

      “But is it because I’m white? I think I detect a pattern here. Are all your hotwives white?”

      Stephanie wasn’t angry, but she was curious. She didn’t mind being the object of Dez’s fetish—if that’s what it was—but she’d like to know about it. Stephanie had no room to criticize, given her position.

      Dez considered his answer. His hotwives had all been white, but that wasn’t by design. He loved black women too, but if he was being completely honest, Dez did get a special thrill from bedding married white women. He knew black men were a fetish for a lot of these couples—they loved their BBC—so he didn’t feel guilty about fetishizing them back. Dez didn’t want to get into all of that with Stephanie.

      “They have been, but I wouldn’t rule out a sister. I just don’t know any black folks who are into this. Seems to be a white thing to me. I think when white couples go down this road they end up looking for that forbidden fruit.”

      “What do you mean?”

      Dez looked amused. “You don’t know what I mean?” After she nodded, he went on. “It’s one thing to have your wife fuck another man, but a lot of these couples want that other man to be a big black man. Specifically, they’re looking for a big, black cock.”

      “And I guess you fit the bill?” Stephanie couldn’t help herself.

      “You saw the pictures, girl.”

      “It was, uh, occupied in those pictures.”

      Dez took her hand and put it on his crotch. Stephanie felt him, wiping the smile off her face. She felt a massive package there, which she traced down his pant leg. Her excitement was mixed with a fear that this thing would hurt.

      “Don’t worry, Steph. I know how to make it go good. I’ll take good care of you,” he said, reading her mind.

      He kissed her again. Like the first one tonight, it was soft and romantic, seducing her, unlike their forceful first kiss. Stephanie touched his cheek and felt his arm close around her. Her other hand still rested on his sheathed cock, but she jerked it away when she felt it jump. Stephanie pulled away from the kiss, looking up at him shyly and trying to control her hammering heart. Their drinks had materialized while they kissed, and she reached for her martini with a shaky hand.

      “How about you? Have you been with a black man, like before you were married?”

      Dez kept his arm around her and sipped his drink.

      “I’ve been married a very long time. It’s hard to remember back that far.”

      “I’m sure that’s something you’d remember.”

      “I was only nineteen when I met Andy, so I wasn’t with a lot of boys before him, and I do mean boys. So no, I was never with any men before, let alone any black men.”

      “Sounds like you were a good girl.”

      “I was pretty good. I followed most of the rules, but I wasn’t too good. I liked to have fun. I still do.”

      Stephanie put her hand on his and squeezed it for emphasis. She didn’t know why, but she was embarrassed to admit she’d been a virgin when she met Andy. She didn’t want to be some stereotype to him—not any more than she already was. Dez obviously had formed some ideas about what hotwife couples were like. When she read about hotwives online, the stereotype seemed to be the woman who had married her husband with little sexual experience, and now the husband was sure that she must be curious about other men, and dying to have sex with whoever she could get her hands on. That was not her and Andy. Stephanie didn’t think Andy thought of her that way—even if he did occasionally ask about it—and she didn’t think that’s what drove this for him. And as excited as she was to be there with Dez, Stephanie had not been longing for another man.

      Dez liked what he heard. It made him want Stephanie even more. He would never disparage her husband, but Dez knew he could show Stephanie things she’d never imagined. It was a shame for such a sexy woman to have so little experience. He couldn’t wait to open her up to new possibilities.

      “Hopefully you’ll show me tonight,” Dez said.

      “Slow down there, cowboy. We’re just having drinks to see how it goes.”

      “So, you’re not going to fuck me tonight?”

      “Let’s see how it goes,” she lied. She didn’t want Dez to think she was uptight.

      Stephanie took the initiative and kissed him this time, but Dez swiftly took control, sweeping her into his arms, pulling her against him. She returned the kiss hungrily but jumped when his hand landed on her bare thigh, between her boot and the hem of her dress. His grip was strong, promising how he could possess her later if she allowed him. The hand slid higher, under her light dress and was soon flirting with the curve of her ass. He wouldn’t feel any panties there, Stephanie wore a thong to avoid a panty line. She heard the noise of the crowded bar in the background, but it didn’t deter her like it normally would. Stephanie could be playful in public with Andy, but they never went at it like horny teenagers. They certainly didn’t make out like this. And yet, Stephanie couldn’t help herself. She wanted Dez. She wanted him with every ounce of her soul. Her willpower to keep her promise to her husband began to dissolve.

      Stephanie pushed back from him, breathless. His hand stayed on her ass, holding her against him. Her hand rested on his chest, and she fought the urge to drop it back to his lap.

      “I think you’re ready to go, baby,” Dez said, grinning.

      He could feel how badly she wanted it. Stephanie was as ready as any wife he’d ever met, but still she was trying to take it slow. He admired her self-control. Stephanie’s resolve would only make it sweeter when she finally gave herself to him. Dez knew he could have her tonight if he pushed, just as he was confident he could have had her that day in the park. Stephanie was a restless filly, ready to bust out of her stall. Dez knew she wanted him to guide her, and he would, but only at her pace.

      Dez was supremely confident and in control, while Stephanie felt like a panting mess. She loved his confidence, it was almost enough to get her to give herself to him—and she wanted Dez to control her.

      “It sounds like you think I should just climb into your lap and do it right here.” Her voice was husky.

      “It wouldn’t be the first time that’s happened here, but it’s usually later at night.” Dez gave her his warm laugh. “People usually still have some self-control during happy hour.”

      “Are you saying I don’t have any self-control?”

      Dez slid his hand higher and grabbed her ass roughly. He could have easily pulled the petite woman onto his lap. Her dress was short enough, it would have been easy for him to move it out of the way, slide her thong aside… They were both thinking it. Dez’s cock surged, while Stephanie shuddered.

      “I’m saying maybe we should get out of here after this drink.”

      Stephanie patted his chest. “Nice try, but I’m still a proper woman, remember? I’m not going to go running to your place after half a drink. You’re going to have to put some work in. I need to be romanced.” She disentangled from him and downed her drink so fast she got a head rush. It didn’t calm her nerves.

      “It’s okay, girl. You’re worth the effort.”

      “You probably say that to all the hotwives.” Stephanie smiled.

      “Most of them don’t require that much effort.” Dez chuckled, counting the women who’d thrown themselves at him.

      Stephanie looked around the bar. “Are the other women hotwives too?”

      Dez chuckled. “Are you saying the only white women who fuck black guys are hotwives?”

      “I’m sorry…I didn’t mean…” she stammered.

      “Chill, Steph. I’m just yanking your chain. Lots of white women like the BBC, not just hotwives.”

      “Yeah, I know that,” she replied defensively. She’d seen the term BBC online, and now that she’d felt his crotch, she understood what it meant. “Obviously…not that I’m saying we all want BBC…”

      “I don’t know, based on porn…”

      It annoyed her that Dez was so amused by her. Stephanie was out of her element and she didn’t like that Dez so easily kept her off balance. She really did feel like an inexperienced young woman out on a date. Dez should want her for who she was—and it seemed that he did—so why was it so important to her to impress him? Stephanie took a deep breath and centered herself.

      “I was just wondering if maybe this is like a hotwife bar or something,” she said.

      Dez finished his bourbon and raised a hand to signal the waitress they wanted another round. “There are swinger joints, and they can be a lot of fun. I’ve been a couple times, on nights when they let single men in, and depending on the crowd it’s often easy pickins.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Couples go there, looking for a guy like me to take care of the wife. I prefer to build a relationship and get to know a wife, like we’re doing, but I’ll admit there are some nights when I’ve hit the club.”

      Stephanie had no idea there were such places, and hearing about them gave her a shiver of excitement. She thought about going one night with Andy to see what happened. She imagined a stud—much like Dez—picking her up while Andy was there, hanging back and watching. Would he like that? Stephanie thought it might be a safe way to play.

      “Are there a lot of those in town?”

      “There’s a place down in the city, and there’s a big mansion not too far away where they throw lifestyle parties. I could take you sometime, if you’re interested.”

      Stephanie had been thinking about going with her husband, but the thought of Dez taking her to a swingers club—like she was his woman—made her heart pound. Her mouth was dry and she was glad when their refills arrived. She didn’t even care about the waitress’s hostility. “We’ll see. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves.”

      “I’m good for whatever you want, baby.”

      The flirting and touching continued through another round of drinks. They kissed a couple more times, but each time Dez tried to get his hand up her dress Stephanie froze up and slowed things down. She didn’t want to be a tease, and she didn’t want to frustrate Dez, but she still had a block, that fear of losing control. She may not have wanted to tease him, but she couldn’t help herself either. Whenever she caught Dez looking down her dress, Stephanie leaned forward. Knowing he wanted her so badly boosted her confidence and gave her a feeling she’d never quite had before. Stephanie had always been very pretty, but she’d been something of a tomboy in her younger days. She’d never felt like the sexy vamp. She liked the change. She found it addicting.

      Dez was frustrated, but he also enjoyed playing with the flirty little wife. Her hard-to-get act just made him want Stephanie more. He kept teasing her, looking for the thing that would break her resolve.

      Stephanie cut herself off halfway through martini number three and asked for a glass of water. She still had to drive home, and the alcohol gave her a warm, buzzy feeling that made her slower to push Dez away each time he touched her. With his arm around her, Dez casually massaged her breast as they sat in the booth, and Stephanie found she was shifting to make it even easier for him. His big, strong fingers kneaded her flesh expertly, making it difficult for Stephanie to think clearly.

      Dez loved how responsive her nipples were. Even through her dress and bra, he felt them harden to his touch, and the way her breath caught when he teased her there made his mouth water for her. Dez wanted to tear her dress off and see how she reacted when he really started touching her. Dez was not going to let her go back to her husband tonight without something to think about. He was ready to push Stephanie further when she told him she should get going. Dez took a deep breath to contain his frustration.

      When she thought she’d sobered up enough to drive, she told Dez she had to be getting home. A check of her phone told her it was almost eight o’clock. Andy would be putting the kids to bed. She felt a pang of guilt for missing that. Stephanie was surprised there were no texts from Andy. What must he be thinking, waiting at home for her?

      Dez settled the tab and led Stephanie out of the bar with a possessive arm around her. She was still his for a little while longer. The crowd had thinned considerably, and her presence on his arm drawing more looks than when they’d arrived. The dismissive looks from some of the women were drowned out by the hungry looks of the men. Dez just smiled.

      Stephanie felt the men’s desire for her so acutely it made her shiver.

      “You’re not ready to come back to my place, are you?” Dez asked in the parking lot, as they walked toward her car.

      “Sorry.”

      “It’s all good, girl. I don’t want to push you.”

      “You’re sweet. I’m not wasting your time. I want you to know that. This is just so new to me.”

      “I get it. Some women think they want to do this, and then find they can’t. That’s okay, too. We’ll have fun on this journey, Steph.”

      “You’re too perfect.” Stephanie smiled warmly.

      “Don’t be confused. I’m not all sweetness and patience. I plan on fucking you, Steph.”

      Her eyes widened. They were standing beside her RAV4 and Dez grabbed and kissed her, taking her breath away. It may have been the martinis, but suddenly everything seemed to move so fast Stephanie couldn’t respond, only react. Dez lifted her to sit on the hood of the RAV4. She wrapped her legs around him while he kneaded her ass. Her arms were over his shoulders, and she played with his braids while they kissed. Dez palmed her tits, and when he felt the stiff nubs of her nipples straining through her dress and bra, he teased them with his thumbs. Stephanie stiffened and pushed herself into him.

      “Dez…” she gasped, when he lowered his talented lips to her neck. “Please…no marks, baby…”

      “Don’t you worry, girl,” he whispered, between kisses and nibbles of her neck.

      Dez stroked her cheek with his thumb, and when he brushed her lips she kissed it, flicking her tongue out. He pressed the thumb, and she sucked it between her lips. Dez thought about those lips wrapped around his cock, and he groaned. Her mouth was wet, warm and tight on his thumb. He had to fuck this woman. He wanted to fuck her right on the hood of her car.

      Her mind went to filthy places and Stephanie reached down to stroke him through his pants. God, he was thick and so big. She swore she could feel its heat through his pants, and she barely overcame the urge to take it out. Stephanie was sure if she did that, Dez would be screwing her right here in the parking lot. Stephanie pulled his lips back to hers and attacked him with her tongue. She wanted Dez to feel her need.

      Dez pushed his hand between her legs. She couldn’t close them because he stood between them. He stretched her thong to the side and rubbed her slippery lips. His thumb brushed the small patch of hair above her mound, then pressed lower. Her pussy was drenched, and he was pleased. Dez knew exactly how much she needed him. He found her clit and she jumped. A thick finger pressed inside her, filling her. She tightened around him, making Dez think about being inside her once again. Her mouth. Her cunt. He would have all of her. Stephanie was so ready for him.

      Stephanie clung helplessly to his shoulders. She couldn’t believe this was happening. Another man was fingering her cunt and she was going to come for him. Dez had total control of her. She pushed her hips against his hand, tightening her legs around him. Dez added a second finger, stretching her open. It didn’t hurt. She was drenched. Stephanie lay her forehead on his broad shoulder and bit her bottom lip, trying to stifle her moans. She didn’t want to be discovered in this state. Stephanie had never done such a thing, letting a man take her like this in public. God, what if they were discovered? Stephanie would be ruined if word ever got out, but she didn’t care. She needed to come.

      “Come on, girl, that’s it. You need it, don’t you, baby?”

      “Yeah…yeah…” she whimpered.

      “Just a taste, baby. Just a taste of what’s to come. You’re gonna be screaming on my cock next time.”

      “Yeah…fuck…yeah…”

      Dez had his thumb planted on her clit, rubbing firmly, and the wife came so fast he almost laughed. Stephanie was more than ready. He wanted to fuck her now. Dez didn’t think he needed to wait. She wanted it. He didn’t slow down when she came on his fingers, but worked his digits faster, and a second climax pounded through her in less than a minute. Dez only stopped when she grabbed his wrist. He hoped it was because she wanted his cock inside her.

      Stephanie’s head was spinning. She came so fast the first time, it startled her. The second time, it rocked her from head to toe. No one ever made her come like that with just their fingers. Stephanie didn’t even orgasm like that during sex. Stephanie grabbed his wrist, making Dez stop. She was going to lose her mind if he kept going. And then she would be fucking him.

      “Baby…please…stop…” she gasped.

      “You don’t want me to.”

      Dez kissed her, and she returned it sloppily. It distracted her enough that her grip on his wrist loosened, and his teasing fingers slipped back in. Stephanie moaned deeply, and he thought he had her, but she mustered the strength to stop him again. He had to admire her resolve.

      “No, but you have to,” she panted. “I have to go home to my husband, and you’re not going to do me on the hood of my car anyway…not tonight.”

      Dez withdrew his fingers and gave them a slow lick.  She tasted sweet. He smiled. “Mmm.” Dez pressed the fingers to her lips, and Stephanie greedily sucked them. That’s a good girl, he thought. He’d make her do the same to his cock after he fucked her.

      Stephanie always felt so naughty doing that, but Andy hadn’t done it to her in years. Tasting her pussy gave her a shiver of flirting with the forbidden, even after everything she’d done with Dez. She sucked his fingers clean, giving him a tease of pleasures to come.

      “I really do need to get home, babe,” she said, stroking his hair. She was fascinated with his braids and could have played with them all night. She’d never been with a man with long hair.

      “Your husband is waiting for a full report.”

      “Yes,” she admitted. Guilt flickered through her like distant lightning.

      “Is there anything he needs?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “A lot of husbands have something specific they want from their wives’ dates, especially if they aren’t there. Does he want pictures, or texts? Video maybe?”

      “We didn’t really discuss it. I’ll ask him.”

      “Do that. We want him to feel included, and we don’t want to piss him off.”

      “Andy’s good,” she insisted. They kissed again.

      After a long, deep kiss, Stephanie hopped off the hood, and Dez held her car door. She didn’t try to keep the dress down as she sat. Dez smiled at the flash. Stephanie couldn’t wipe the smile off her face. She felt so daring! She couldn’t believe what she’d done! It didn’t matter that she hadn’t slept with Dez. It had been a real date. It had felt intimate. She felt she’d been his for the evening, and at the end he’d made her climax like she was his—and god, what climaxes! Stephanie still had the shivers. She couldn’t wait to get home and tell her husband all about it.
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      Andy had to laugh at himself when he thought about how he’d thought that waiting for Stephanie to come back from her lunch with Dez had been torture. Stephanie’s after-work drinks date with him was truly the longest evening of Andy’s life. He must have checked the time on his phone a thousand times, wondering what his wife was doing with her handsome black hunk of a coworker. He repeatedly took deep breaths and tried to calm himself. If he couldn’t get through this evening, how was he ever going to survive if they moved forward with all this?

      Getting through the nighttime routine without Stephanie there was more of a hassle than he’d anticipated. Dinner was easy, but bedtime was tough. Andy expected Stephanie might be home by then—it was only drinks, after all—but there was no sign of her, so he handled tooth brushing and stories on his own. It was now after eight, and his wife was still out with Dez.

      Andy fought the temptation to text Stephanie, as he had done all night. With each passing hour the fight grew harder. It was one thing when he had the kids to distract him, but once they were down, all Andy could do was speculate about what Stephanie might be doing at that moment.

      Stephanie could be doing almost anything. Andy kicked himself for leaving it so open, but he honestly hadn’t known what to say when his wife had asked him where to draw the line. It felt like a trap of sorts. Leave it too open, and Stephanie would think he was too eager. Close it off, and risk having Stephanie resent him. He had to trust her, but this was a huge test of that trust.

      Part of the problem was that Andy didn’t know what he wanted. When he tried to think about it, his head got all hazy and he just couldn’t think clearly. His brain filled with jumbled images of Stephanie and Dez together, he got hard, and for a while he felt he was open to anything! He had pictured Dez fucking his wife, and it almost made him come without touching his cock. Andy always calmed down though, and once he did, reality kicked in and his mixed emotions tore him in a dozen different directions. He couldn’t deny that the possibilities were exciting, but they were also insanely reckless. Wasn’t it foolhardy to think he could send his wife out to sleep with some handsome stud and that she wouldn’t fall for him? Andy considered himself a realist. If he had the chance to fuck some hot young thing, of course he’d want more. He couldn’t expect anything less from Steph. Andy also bought into the conventional wisdom that women couldn’t easily separate love from sex. Stephanie had no experience with it, so how could either of them know how she’d react? Andy was too aware of all the dangers, and now that they had penetrated his brain he couldn’t root them out.

      Alone, with the kids in bed, Andy took up his tablet and dialed up some porn. He searched the terms interracial and hotwife, and scrolled through the videos in the search results, looking for women who resembled Stephanie. He settled on one and watched with bated breath. It was so easy to imagine he was watching his wife with Dez. Andy wasn’t sure he could handle being in the same room, but if Stephanie brought home a video it would be incredible. He regretted not telling her before she left that he wanted a video—or pictures at least—but he could request that the next time. Andy was sure there would be a next time. He barely resisted the urge to jerk off. Denying himself felt like some kind of punishment, but he had to save himself for Stephanie. He had been so hard for so long that his balls were aching.

      Andy jumped when he heard the front door open. He’d left the porn behind—he couldn’t take it any longer—and was listlessly watching humorous videos on YouTube when Stephanie finally arrived home. She called out his name, and he answered that he was back in the den. Stephanie strolled into the room, and right away he knew something was different. Andy couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but his wife of twenty years was not the same.

      “What are ya doin’?” she asked casually.

      “Just waiting for my wife to come home from her date. Did you have fun?”

      “What do you think?”

      “I think you look incredible, so yeah, you probably had some fun. I bet he couldn’t keep his hands off you.”

      “Dez appreciated the effort I made to look nice,” she replied coyly.

      “Where did you guys go?”

      “We did not end up at his place, if that’s what you’re wondering. He did ask me, though.”

      “I bet it was hard to turn him down.”

      Stephanie smiled. “Yes and no. I wanted to, but I didn’t have permission.”

      “I never said you couldn’t go to his place.”

      “But if I did…”

      “Oh.” Andy felt stupid for not getting it.

      “We went to a bar. I was one of the only three white girls there. It felt weird, but exciting.”

      A shiver ran through Andy as he thought of his wife in a bar full of black guys, but he wasn’t sure why—or maybe just didn’t want to acknowledge why. He imagined all of those guys watching Stephanie and lusting after her. In that fantasy his wife was being seriously tempted.

      “And?” Andy asked. As much as he loved looking at her, he was frustrated that Stephanie stayed across the room. He knew she was teasing him, but he couldn’t handle much of that tonight.

      Stephanie began slowly walking towards him, savoring the way her husband looked at her. He watched her like she was some erotic creature he’d never seen before. It made her feel sexier than anything Dez had done to her. Andy’s desire for her was palpable, like a charge in the room. She had thought the high point of this experience would be fooling around with Dez, but this reaction from her husband was the real pinnacle.

      “We talked. We had a few drinks. It was so weird. It felt like I was out on a real date.”

      “Weren’t you?”

      “Sort of. I guess. I don’t know. I guess I didn’t really know what to expect. I had no context for it.”

      “And you liked it?”

      She couldn’t keep the crooked smile from her lips. “It was fun. It made me feel sexy.”

      Andy smiled too. “I bet it did.”

      “It was scary, but I liked it.”

      Andy looked up at his wife, who stood over him in front of their large sectional couch. That’s what was different about her. He could see that she felt sexy. Her newfound confidence showed in the way she carried herself. It tweaked Andy that another man made her feel that way, but he understood. After so long together, he couldn’t possibly elicit the kind of feelings in his wife that a new lover could. He had no reason to take it personally, but he was still jealous of the way Dez made Stephanie feel. And that jealousy only seemed to turn him on even more. Andy was so hard he almost groaned.

      “Just how much did you like it?” Andy asked.

      He touched her gently, like he was afraid to do it. He brushed the soft suede of her boots, then the thin material of her inadequate shirt dress. Andy thought something should feel different, but Stephanie felt tight and toned, just like she always had. His hand moved under her dress and she adjusted her stance, parting her thighs for him, welcoming him. The smooth skin of her inner thighs was burning hot. His eyes widened when he didn’t feel any panties.

      “Dez ruined my thong, so I had to take it off,” Stephanie told him, her voice husky. She reached into her purse and withdrew the damp, misshapen scrap of black fabric. Stephanie had stripped out of it at a red light on the way home, as it hung loosely and irritated her. She dropped the sodden scrap of fabric in Andy’s lap.

      Andy stared down at the thong, his mind reeling. He could see it was all stretched out, like Dez had tried to rip it off Stephanie. His mind went all kinds of insane places. Stephanie had said she didn’t go back to Dez’s place, but that didn’t mean she hadn’t fucked him. Andy pushed that aside. She’d promised she wouldn’t, and he had to trust her. He pushed his hand higher. Her shaven cunt was slick, her lips puffy. She moaned and shifted on her feet restlessly when he touched her. Andy’s fingers slid inside her with no resistance.

      “Oh god,” Stephanie whimpered, throwing a hand on Andy’s shoulder for balance. She clenched her muscles around his fingers, quivering for his touch. But it wasn’t his fingers she wanted. She needed her husband inside her. Dez had made her come hard, but even his thick, talented fingers were no substitute for what she really needed.

      “You’re so damn wet,” Andy said, hardly recognizing his voice.

      “Dez touched me…outside…in the parking lot…he put his fingers inside…”

      Andy’s gut flip-flopped. It felt like he’d lost control of his body. He slowly, rhythmically fingered his wife, and she moved her hips to match him. He pictured Dez, towering over Stephanie, pulling her to him.

      “He started in the bar. We kissed, and then we were making out…”

      “Necking in public, you shameless hussy. I didn’t know you were into that.”

      “I didn’t either. Dez just did it, and I couldn’t stop. He put my hand on him.”

      Andy used the fingers in her pussy to draw her closer. He grabbed one of her tits now too, squeezing it roughly, which brought a gasp from his wife. He didn’t imagine Dez had been gentle with her. Andy was torn between taking her like Dez would and being gentle—her loving husband. He didn’t feel gentle.

      “He felt so big. I had to pull my hand away.”

      Stephanie closed her eyes, and she was right back in that bar with Dez, feeling his thickness and wondering how it would feel inside her. When she opened her eyes, Andy was staring at her with the oddest look. He looked at her with awe, but there was something else lurking behind his eyes, something darker. Andy didn’t quite look angry, but his eyes were hard. Stephanie didn’t know how to interpret it.

      Her knees were weak, and she moved to his side, kneeling on the couch beside Andy. She couldn’t stand any longer, not with his fingers inside her. The tease was maddening. Stephanie had enough teasing for one night. Andy’s fingers made her desperate to climax, but he wasn’t quite getting her there. She recalled how Dez had teased her clit when he fingered her and how easily he’d made her orgasm.

      “He made you come, didn’t he? That’s why you’re so wet.” Andy’s voice was a growl.

      “Yes…baby…he just grabbed me…pushed me on the hood…he touched me! Anyone could have seen us!”

      “Little slut,” Andy growled.

      “Yesss…I felt like a slut…”

      Stephanie grabbed for the waist of Andy’s running shorts. She needed him. Andy raised his hips to let her yank the shorts down along with his underwear. His cock sprang up and she grabbed it, hungry for it. Stephanie leaned down and got close. Andy was not a small man, not based on her limited experience, and not even compared to Dez. Her hand couldn’t quite close around him, leaving a couple inches exposed. It didn’t matter to her that Andy wasn’t as big as Dez had felt. He satisfied her just fine, and that was what she needed. With no panties, she could just climb right on top of him.

      “Did he want to fuck you?” Andy groaned. Stephanie’s lightly stroking him was almost too much to bear. He looked down at her face, so close to him. He wanted her to suck him. He wanted her to do something. His arm was stretched out, his fingers still inside her. He fingered her harder, and Stephanie jumped, moaning.

      “Yes! He told me. I…I said I wasn’t ready…but it was so tempting.”

      “I can tell, Steph. You’re soaked for him. He could just slide right inside you.”

      I don’t know, she thought, thinking about how big Dez had felt. “I’m not ready, not yet,” she insisted.

      Andy didn’t know that he believed her. She felt ready. He knew Stephanie’s appetites all too well. He was impressed by her willpower so far.

      “Baby, you’re so hard. This really turns you on, doesn’t it?” she cooed.

      “Yeah…”

      “You like feeling how wet Dez made me?”

      “Fuck…Steph…”

      “He could have fucked me. Do you want that? Do you want Dez to fuck me?”

      “I…I…I don’t…”

      Andy was trying to tell her he didn’t know, even though the idea was all he could think about in that moment, but he couldn’t even speak. The cum churned in his balls and before he could get any words out he was blasting away.

      Stephanie was caught completely off guard. Andy spurted onto her face, catching her across the cheek and shooting into her hair. She pulled his cock away, still jerking it out of instinct, and he finished on her dress. Stephanie was stunned. Andy never came that fast. She was glad he was just as turned on as she was, but she was frustrated, because she really wanted to fuck her husband. She kept stroking him, hoping he’d rebound.

      Andy sensed her frustration and mumbled, “Sorry, Steph.”

      “It’s okay, baby. I’m glad you’re so into this.”

      He was embarrassed. This was definitely not the time to become a quick draw, not when his wife was about to get railed by a well-hung stud. Andy needed to be at the top of his game, but there was no way he was going to hold out. He’d been waiting to come all night. Stephanie didn’t need to do much.

      “Maybe a little warning next time,” she joked, wiping at the sticky fluid on her face.

      “I wasn’t expecting it either,” he said, chuckling.

      Andy watched her sit back and decided he couldn’t leave her like this. He pushed her onto her back on the couch. The loose dress fell around her waist, giving him a good look at her cunt. Dez’s fingers had been there just a little bit ago. It struck him that Stephanie’s pussy wasn’t his anymore—not exclusively. At least in the short term, he’d soon be sharing his wife with another man. The dagger twisted in his gut, and it spurred him into action. Andy hiked one of her legs over his shoulder, feeling the soft suede of her boot, and dove in.

      “Oh! Baby…you don’t have to…mmm…”

      Contrary to her words, Stephanie roughly grabbed Andy’s hair and forced his face to her pussy. He didn’t have to before he started, but she wasn’t letting him up now until he got the job done. Her body twisted this way and that, loud moans filling the room. She worked her hips at him, thrusting herself at the tongue that teased her clit.

      “Oh! Oh! Don’t stop! Baby…please…don’t…STOP!”

      Stephanie came just as quickly as her husband had, so she could hardly be critical. Pleasure surged through her body and she tensed, going rigid while the orgasm held her. She relaxed and came down from her high and realized a little disappointment was still there. She felt guilty. Dez had made her come twice and Andy had given her another climax, and still she needed a cock inside her. It really made Stephanie feel like a slut, but she couldn’t help herself.

      Andy moved on top on her, and they kissed deeply. She may have been disappointed, but she loved her husband. She was married to the best man on Earth. He looked down at her and asked, “Are we good, Steph?”

      “I think we’re perfect. How do you feel?”

      “I love you more than ever. I think we’re very good,” Andy replied.

      He moved off his wife and sat up. She remained reclined on the couch, and he affectionately stroked her leg. Stephanie seemed like she was back to normal, but something was still just a little off. Andy sensed she was holding something back, but it wasn’t the time to press her. They were both in post-orgasmic bliss, and he wanted to enjoy the moment. He looked at his wife and was relieved that everything felt normal. He needed to know that if they went down this road they could get back to normal when they weren’t playing.

      Stephanie watched Andy closely, looking for any signs that everything really was or wasn’t okay. As much as she wanted Dez, she would not let that hunger mess up her marriage. Andy flashed her his old goofy grin, and she was relaxed.

      “This is weird, right? I mean, it’s hot, but it’s weird. I can’t believe we went through with this,” Andy commented. “It almost doesn’t feel real.”

      “I did it. It’s happening,” Stephanie replied. It felt very real to her. She still felt Dez’s kiss, his body against hers. She understood why Andy felt removed from the situation, but that wasn’t possible for her. Stephanie was doing things—feeling things, and she had to deal with the consequences of that.  “How was it for you, waiting for me to come home?”

      “Really fucking stressful to be honest, but at the same time it was strangely exciting. It’s like when you’re waiting to drop on a rollercoaster. I had this anticipation that gave me these nervous tingles all over,” Andy answered.

      “I know what you mean. That’s how I felt before I walked into that bar to see Dez.”

      “It’s not entirely pleasant, but it’s exciting. I feel like that doesn’t make sense.”

      “It does if you’ve felt it, I think. If you haven’t, I don’t think you can understand it. Was it good for you, waiting at home for me?”

      “Are you asking if I want to be there? Do you want me there?”

      “If you want to be. Honestly, I don’t know how I’d feel if you were sitting and watching. The fantasy of it is sexy, but it might just make me feel weird. If you want that though, I want to try it.”

      Andy sorted through his feelings. He appreciated Stephanie’s openness. She wanted him to be included in this, not just be some cuckolded bystander. He was as torn as his wife. He really wanted to watch her, but he was still afraid he’d freak out if he was there watching it happen. Baby steps, he kept thinking.

      “You want to see him again, don’t you?”

      Stephanie looked down, smiled thinly. “I do. I want to see where this goes, but I meant it, I don’t think I’m ready to have sex with Dez.”

      “I want whatever you want, Steph.”

      “You want me to do it?” She was surprised. Andy was moving along quickly.

      “I think I’m okay with it, if it’s something you really want to do.”

      “I need you to be sure before I cross that line. I don’t want this to come back on me, baby.”

      “I’d never hold any of this against you.”

      “I know, but I want you to be sure. Just like I need to be sure,” Stephanie affirmed.

      Andy realized he sounded wishy-washy. Stephanie was right, he couldn’t leave it all in her lap. He had to be a participant in this too. It was just so difficult to know what to do. What if he thought he was okay with it, but found out he wasn’t?

      “I get it. I just want you to know that I support you.” He squeezed her thigh.

      “I know. I love you, baby.”

      “I guess you’re going to go out again. Drinks after work?” Andy asked.

      “I’ll work something out with Dez, but if you have any ideas, I’m open. Is there anything you need from this?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Dez said a lot of husbands want pictures or videos. Charlotte’s husband Skyped in when she was alone with Dez. Do you have any requests?” She was smiling again. This was the fun part, thinking of ways to tease her husband.

      “I get to pick my poison?” Andy chuckled. “No Skype. If I’m going to see it, I need to be there. I would love some pictures, or a video would be awesome, if you can swing it. I guess it depends on what you’re doing.”

      “Don’t worry, I’ll try to do something worth seeing.”

      “Oh, I don’t doubt that. I’m ready to head up.”

      “Me too,” Stephanie said. “I need a shower.”

      “Sorry about the mess.”

      “I kinda liked it, I think.”

      Andy went ahead and brushed his teeth before jumping into bed. His thoughts were still a jumbled mess, but he still had a constant sexual charge that wouldn’t go away. The night’s stress had left him exhausted, and as soon as his head hit the pillow, he passed out.

      Stephanie showered, and the hot water made her feel like a new woman. Scrubbed clean and free of makeup, she regarded herself frankly in the mirror. She recognized that woman. Stephanie looked youthful for forty-two, with just a few laugh lines and crinkles at the corners of her eyes cutting through her smooth skin. The woman in the mirror didn’t look like a hotwife to her. She was a typical mom, not a woman who left her family at home while she went out to meet her lover. That was what made it so exciting. Even at forty-two, she was finding new sides to herself and spreading her wings in ways she didn’t think possible.

      She wasn’t shocked to find Andy out cold when she came to bed. Stephanie’s mind was still tossing all of her choices around, keeping her awake despite her exhaustion. And there was still an aching need deep inside her. Stephanie took up her phone and shot a text to Dez.

      [Stephanie] tonight was fun. We need to do it again soon

      Dez must have been holding his phone, because he texted right back.

      [Dez] for sure. Everything cool when u got home?

      [Stephanie] Andy is good. He was very excited to hear about our night

      [Dez] wait til he hears about the next time

      [Stephanie] oh? Don’t forget. I’m not jumping into bed with u

      [Dez] we didn’t need a bed tonight

      Stephanie’s mind easily went there—imagining Dez fucking her on the hood in a public parking lot, not just fingering her. Deep down she still felt it, the need to have someone inside her. She reached into her nightstand drawer and brought out her favorite toy. Stephanie had more than one, but this was her go-to toy. It was a long, thick vibrator, with two prongs on top to tease her clit while the rest was inside her. Stephanie didn’t want to wake Andy, so she didn’t turn it on, but she didn’t need to. She raised the little soft cotton chemise she wore to bed and teased her lips with the realistic silicone tip, and found she was still so wet that it easily slipped past them.

      [Stephanie] u know what I mean

      Stephanie typed one-handed, pushing the thick toy deeper inside her. Dez was probably bigger than the toy, she realized.

      [Dez] not rushing u girl but next time u need to take care of me

      [Stephanie] sorry babe. I’ll be a better date next time. promise

      [Dez] bet u took care of ur man

      [Stephanie] 😊

      [Dez] did he fuck u good?

      Stephanie wished someone had. She slowly pumped the toy in and out of her pussy, making wet sucking sounds. She glanced at Andy, but he didn’t stir. She limited herself to soft, breathy moans as she fucked herself with the toy. It was a poor substitute for the real thing, but it would do.

      [Stephanie] we had fun

      [Dez] what does that mean?

      Stephanie paused. Was it okay to share those intimate details with Dez? Would Andy be okay with it? He said he was okay with whatever she wanted, and she kind of wanted to show Dez she could be dirty—at least as dirty as the other wives he saw.

      [Stephanie] he was so excited when he felt how wet u made me. He came all over my face

      [Dez] bet u liked that

      [Stephanie] maybe 😊

      [Dez] bet u like to get dirty

      [Stephanie] maybe. Liked it better when he went down on me

      Her orgasm was coming fast and hard, and she dropped her phone. She pushed the toy deep inside her and rapidly thrust it in and out. Confessing to Dez made her hot. She liked that he thought she was dirty, and she wanted to be dirty for him. Her moans got louder, and she was amazed Andy didn’t wake up. She came and squeezed her thighs around the toy, holding it buried inside her. She shuddered and rolled onto her side. She couldn’t wipe the contented smile off her face. Stephanie picked up her phone with a trembling hand.

      [Dez] u still there?

      [Stephanie] sorry got distracted

      [Dez] ?

      [Stephanie] maybe I’ll tell u later. Goodnight. Xoxo

      Stephanie felt electrified. Maybe she was cut out for this hotwife thing after all.
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      It was weird seeing Dez that Monday morning. Stephanie didn’t want to do anything to show their coworkers that something was going on, and she also didn’t want Dez to see her as too eager. Stephanie had to keep her cool. Dez was a determined man, and if he knew how eager she was, Stephanie knew he would take advantage of it. That could be fun, she thought, letting her mind wander.

      Dez shot her a subtle look when he came through the office that morning, but he kept his cool. This player knew the game, and Stephanie appreciated it. It made her feel safe that Dez was the one she’d chosen to play with. But he did text her once he was in the truck.

      [Dez] u look hot baby but I miss that little dress

      [Stephanie] I can’t dress like that everyday. I don’t need that kind of attention

      [Dez] u get it anyway. U look ripe to be picked today baby. Lunch?

      Stephanie wore a tight navy blue mock turtleneck and jeans, pretty standard for work. She didn’t think that would draw any untoward attention.

      [Stephanie] what do u mean I get it anyway?

      [Dez] come on. U gotta know all the guys want u. what do u think we talk abt in the truck all day

      [Stephanie] ?

      [Dez] we talk abt fucking. Sometimes it’s the women we deliver to. Sometimes it’s who we’d do in the office. Everyone wants a piece of u baby

      [Stephanie] what?!?

      [Dez] they’d line up for u. look in the mirror baby. if they knew about Friday…

      [Stephanie] don’t u dare!

      [Dez]  u know I’m cool baby but it might be fun to blackmail u. you’d do anything I want

      [Stephanie] how do u know I won’t do that anyway 😊

      [Dez] gotta get my hands on u

      [Stephanie] soon. Not today. I have errands

      [Dez]  tease

      [Stephanie] haha. I didn’t do anything

      [Dez] all u gotta do is be there

      [Stephanie] I need to get back to work & so do u

      Stephanie tried to do some work, but all she could think about was the delivery guys talking about how they wanted to screw her. Before Dez, she would have been a little annoyed to learn they looked at her like that. She thought they were all cool with her. The guys were outwardly respectful. No one had ever harassed her. But now that she seemed to have sex on the brain, Stephanie was dying to know what the guys said about her. She even wanted to know what they would do to her. Dez would have to give up some more details later. She buckled down and forced herself to get to work.

      Andy was also not very productive that morning. He went through the motions, but he was fixated on his wife being at work with Dez. It was a crazy worry. He knew Dez was out making deliveries all day while Stephanie remained in the office. It would take some doing for them to sneak off and have a tryst, but that was exactly what Andy thought about.

      It was clear as day in his imagination. Stephanie would meet Dez in the warehouse, slipping out of the office unseen. Dez would pull her into some dark, quiet back corner of the warehouse, and they’d be all over each other. Andy saw his wife going to her knees on the dirty warehouse floor, sheltered from view by a stack of discarded pallets. Stephanie eagerly fishes Dez’s giant cock out of his pants and starts licking it. Dez stuffs it into her mouth and holds the back of her head. Stephanie looks up at him, eyes begging. Dez fucks her mouth, and he isn’t gentle about it. Stephanie chokes on his cock and Dez pulls back to let her breathe, but she pulls it right back into her mouth. Stephanie likes the rough stuff. Andy could never bring himself to handle his wife the way Dez is doing. When he’s done fucking her mouth, Dez blows his load all over her face and Stephanie licks his cock clean.

      Andy pulled himself out of the trance. He was rock hard and almost came in his pants. That would have been embarrassing, and hard to explain. The fantasy was fervid and vivid, but Andy knew it would never happen that way. His wife was sexy and fun, but she was also practical, and she'd never risk her job or her reputation that way. Stephanie would make sure no one in the office ever discovered her affair with Dez.

      His wife was having an affair, Andy realized. Permission or not, Stephanie was still fooling around with another man, and in Andy’s book that was an affair. It gave him forbidden tingles, and he was a little ashamed how such a thing turned him on so much, but he couldn’t control his kinks. Andy turned his attention back to work but was soon distracted by a text from his wife.

      [Stephanie] Dez tells me all the delivery guys want to screw me

      [Andy] how did that come up?

      [Stephanie] he said it doesn’t matter what I wear, I’m just hot

      [Andy] he’s right about that. that top you wore today is very flattering

      [Stephanie] I have big boobs. I’m not going to hide them because men can’t control where they look

      [Andy] I’d never tell you to do that 😊

      [Stephanie] that’s because u like when they look

      [Andy] always have

      [Stephanie] and now u like it when they do more than look

      [Andy] so do you

      [Stephanie] the next work party could get a lot more interesting. It doesn’t have to be just Dez

      [Andy] really?

      [Stephanie] u know I can go all night. Don’t worry, I’ll set up a camera in the corner

      [Andy] you’re enjoying this too much. You love playing the slut

      [Stephanie] we should have tried this sooner babe. See u l8tr. Love u.

      Andy sat back in his chair with a strangled sigh. Of course, Stephanie would never let the drivers at work gangbang her. They weren’t all as hot as Dez, he thought ruefully. No, his wife wouldn’t let anyone do that. But she might let Dez fuck her until the sun came up, he considered. It would be fun to be a fly on the wall for that, he thought.

      That night they had incredible sex once again, and Andy managed to hold out a little bit longer when Stephanie described being with Dez. He still came more quickly than normal, though, only just holding out long enough for Stephanie to climax. She didn’t say anything, but Andy was disappointed with his performance. Stephanie did not let it end there, this time, though. If the Dez thing turned Andy on that much that it cut his lead time in half, he was going to have to remember how to go more than once a night. She played with his prick until he was hard again, and the second time proved more satisfying than the first.
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      Dez was in Stephanie’s head. When she dressed the next morning, his comments from yesterday rang through her mind, and she considered him—and the other guys at work—when she chose her work outfit. She was not going to start wearing short dresses to work every day, or dress like a tramp for work, but she did think about the boys while she was dressing. Andy noticed when she came downstairs.

      “You’re running late,” Andy said, without turning around. He was wrapping up the kids’ breakfast. Andy would get the twins to daycare and Stephanie would drop their son at before-care at school.

      “Sorry, it took me a little longer to get ready,” she replied.

      Andy turned away from the sink. The extra time had been worth it. Stephanie looked decent for work, of course, but her top would still catch attention—which was obviously the point. It was a deep purple faux-wrap top, with a low enough V-neck that it showed about an inch of cleavage, something Stephanie rarely showed any of at work. Whenever she wore it for work she’d worn a black camisole under it, but not today. Her gold cross hung down in the valley of exposed, freckled flesh. She leaned forward, hands on the kitchen table, and tons of freckled cleavage spilled forth. Stephanie would have to be careful in that top, and he suspected she wouldn’t be. Andy got stiff, standing there in the kitchen.

      “Aren’t you afraid you’ll be a little chilly at work today?” he asked.

      “I keep a sweater there. I should be fine.” She smiled.

      “I’m sure you’ll be covered up one way or another.”

      Stephanie stuck out her tongue and turned to get a cup of coffee. Her ass looked fantastic in those jeans, but that was nothing unusual. Her ass always looked great in jeans. As he’d often told her, Stephanie couldn’t help having a kick-ass body. The outfit was completed with a pair of black booties with a chunky three-inch heel.

      “I’m going to grab lunch with Dez today.”

      “Uh, okay.”

      Andy’s stomach lurched, and he realized he was going to have another low productivity day at work. He noted she didn’t ask permission this time, she was just informing him. Andy felt a measure of control slip away as Stephanie established her independence. He had to expect it, of course. He couldn’t realistically expect his wife to run every decision regarding Dez past him. He trusted that she would keep him apprised of the important stuff, but he also had to trust her judgment on the other things too. They couldn’t do this at all if he didn’t trust her.

      Stephanie saw her husband was unsettled and she felt guilty. She was trying to be playful, and hoped he’d respond in kind, but he’d stiffened when she mentioned seeing Dez. She wondered if she should have been more sensitive to his feelings, but she didn’t know how. Andy said his feelings on this were very mixed—in ways he couldn’t fully explain—but he insisted that was part of the turn-on for him, and she had to trust him in that. She didn’t understand it either, but she trusted her husband.

      Stephanie crossed the kitchen and gave Andy a long, slow kiss—or as much of one as she could get away with before their son started making gagging noises.

      “I promise I’ll give you all the details if anything happens,” she promised, whispering in his ear.

      “If…” he replied.

      Stephanie smirked. “Are you implying I can’t control myself?”

      Andy smiled, pointedly looking at today’s bountiful offering of cleavage. He was jealous Dez would get to play with her before he did today. “Even if you can, he won’t be able to when he gets a look at you.”

      “You say the sweetest things.” She kissed him again.

      They parted after that to begin their respective days. Andy went to his office and did everything he could to keep his mind on work. If he could make himself focus, he’d hit his number and get that bonus.

      Stephanie went to work and was pleased that her outfit had the desired effect on Dez. When he stopped to get his delivery slips, she leaned way forward to reach into her basket. It was the same trick he’d used before, but this time they were both onto the game, and this top showed off way more than her V-neck had. Dez lingered and didn’t even pretend he wasn’t staring. Stephanie was suddenly afraid the other girls in the office would notice and her cheeks turned red, the blush spreading all the way down her chest. When she checked, the other girls were too busy doing their own thing to pay attention to her.

      Emboldened, Stephanie tested the boundaries by leaning forward when a couple of the other cute drivers stopped for their slips. Dez’s words echoed through her mind. Everyone wants a piece of u baby. When they took the bait, Stephanie’s heart pounded, even as that old blush spread from her apple cheeks to her chest. Scott, the older of the two, took his peek and stolidly moved on, but Evan, who was in his mid-20s, couldn’t help giving her a shy, grateful smile. The attention of such a younger man left her scandalized and excited. I’m old enough to be his mother—almost, she thought. Well, maybe his older sister, or a very young aunt. Either way, it felt good to know she could turn the head of a hunky younger man like Evan.

      After the morning rush, the drivers were on the road and the people remaining in the office got to work. Besides Stephanie, there were two other women and two men. The company accountant, Betty, was one of the women. A younger girl, fresh out of college—Brianna—was the other. Brianna ran around the office doing all the Girl Friday chores. Betty’s desk was close to Stephanie’s, and the two women were friendly, if not friends outside of work. Betty was older, and a little rough around the edges.

      “Are you interviewing for other jobs?” Betty asked out-of-the-blue.

      “What? No?” Stephanie replied, scooting her chair closer to Betty’s desk. “Why would you think that?”

      Betty looked relieved, but skeptical. “You’ve been dressing nicer and you’ve taken some long lunches. It just seemed to me that you might be looking for the exit. I know we didn’t get raises this year, but I’d hate to see you go.”

      “I love working here,” Stephanie replied, thinking, especially since I’ve gotten closer to Dez. “and I’m not looking to leave. You’ve got it all wrong, and don’t let that idea spread. Phil wouldn’t take that lightly.” Phil was the general manager, whose office was beyond the far door.

      “I won’t. You know I don’t spread rumors. I just don’t want to have to get used to someone else.”

      “I’ve been here over ten years, Betty. This job works great with my life. I’m not going to leave and you’re not going to have to get used to someone else.” Despite her protestations, Stephanie knew that Betty was quite the gossip. She was Phil’s ear in the office.

      Betty pointedly looked at Stephanie’s tits, noting her cleavage. “What gives, then?”

      “I, uhm…”

      “You’re not trying to get that raise another way, are you?”

      “Betty! Are you crazy?”

      “I’m just askin’, don’t be offended! If I had it, I’d work it.”

      “Betty! I’m not working it.” Stephanie lowered her voice, hoping Betty would take the hint.

      “I don’t blame you. Chill out, Steph. Phil’s a married man, but I don’t know how happily, if you know what I mean. He’s like any man, he looks.”

      “Really?” It never occurred to Stephanie that their boss might ever look at her like that. She certainly never looked at him like that. She’d heard stories from her girlfriends who worked at other places and had always been relieved that her boss didn’t think pats on the rear end, or off-color comments were okay. Stephanie didn’t want to think that Phil might have checked her out.

      “Honey, you’ve got a tight caboose and a nice rack. Men are men. You don’t need to show it off for them to look. But now that you are…”

      “I swear, I’m not.”

      “Anyway, just sayin’ you should go for it if you want to. Get me a couple extra bucks if you can, while you’re at it.”

      Stephanie wheeled back to her desk and tried to put Phil scoping out her butt out of her mind. It felt like everyone she knew was telling her that every man she encountered wanted to screw her. It was ridiculous. Stephanie knew full well she was hardly a centerfold. She was a pretty, middle-aged mom, but she wasn’t the bombshell who was chased around the office. It was quite a boost to her ego, but it made her head spin.

      The new attention left Stephanie feeling self-conscious. Instead of leaving for lunch with Dez, she made him meet her somewhere. The last thing she needed was for someone to see her going off with Dez. He told her to meet him by the lake. Stephanie didn’t bother picking up food on the way. She was too nervous to eat.

      Dez pulled into the small gravel lot and found Stephanie leaning against the fender of her RAV4, looking at her phone. She wore a cropped jean jacket over her top, but it didn’t hide how low-cut the garment was. Between the top and her tight jeans, Stephanie looked every inch the MILF that she was. Dez smiled. He couldn’t wait to get his hands on her. He suspected she was texting with her husband. In his experience, the husbands of these hotwives wanted to be constantly updated on what was happening. He knew it was important to keep the husbands happy, but keeping the needy ones satisfied could be obtrusive.

      Stephanie watched Dez pull in beside her and pushed her sunglasses down, stowing her phone in her purse. She’d texted Andy to let him know she was waiting for Dez, and he’d told her to have fun. Stephanie knew her husband was sitting somewhere with his stomach in knots as he thought about her and Dez together, and she had to talk herself out of her guilt. Andy insisted the torture was part of the thrill for him. She thought, Then I’d better make it worth it for him.

      “Hey, girl,” Dez said, sliding an arm around her, inside her jacket. He brushed her hair back with his other hand and pulled her into a kiss. She yielded to him, and his balls tightened.

      Stephanie felt the tingling down to her toes when their lips met. Her hands rested on his broad chest. The polo with the company logo was stretched tight over his muscular chest. They kissed until Stephanie pulled back, feeling lightheaded.

      “Let’s take a walk,” she said. Stephanie thought it might a good way to slow things down. Otherwise, she knew she’d be half-naked in the backseat of Dez’s truck in about five minutes. She took his hand and led him up the path into the woods.

      “Tips good this morning?” she asked, straining for small talk.

      “You know we’re not allowed to take tips.”

      “And I know you all take them. Don’t worry, I’m not a rat.”

      Dez smiled broadly. He knew she was cool.

      “We did good this morning, although we had to carry a full bedroom set up three stories and barely got tipped at all. I wanted to slug that guy.”

      “Aw, poor baby. Hope you’re not too worn out for your afternoon deliveries.”

      “I’ve got plenty of energy—for everything.” His hand slid down to her ass, and he gave it a squeeze.

      “Hey!”

      “You gonna play coy with me now, baby?”

      “I’m not used to being groped in public.”

      “No? You seem to like it.”

      “I don’t know that I was thinking clearly on Friday night.”

      “You seemed clear to me. You seemed to know exactly what you wanted.”

      “Something had me a little distracted. I wasn’t behaving like myself.”

      “I think that’s exactly who you are, or who you want to be. You’ve just been hiding it all this time.”

      “You know me so well already?” she asked, looking up at him.

      “I just know the hotwife type, and you seem to fit right in. You’ve been doing everything for everyone else for so long, but now you’re finally able to do something just for yourself.”

      Stephanie turned to challenge him, walking backward to face him. The trail was covered with mulch and it wound through woods vivid with the colors of fall. The light breeze chilled Stephanie, despite her jacket. They seemed to be the only ones around.

      “First of all, mister, I’m not a type. Secondly, I’m not just doing this for me.”

      “Yeah, I get that part. I know your man is getting off on this too, but it’s up to you to decide what you do and how you do it. I’m sure you have rules, but he can’t really control what you do if he’s not here.”

      It was his experience that while most of these couples had rules for the wives’ behavior, those rules often went out the window when the wife got turned on. Dez may have lightly pushed them to go further, but he never forced a hotwife to do anything she didn’t want to. He didn’t need to.

      Stephanie turned serious. “I wouldn’t do anything Andy wouldn’t want.”

      “I didn’t say you would. I want your man to get what he needs, but for me it’s really all about you, baby. I need to make sure you have a good time.”

      “I had a good time on Friday.”

      “So let’s have another good time.”

      Dez reached out and took Stephanie’s hands, pulling her to him. He lifted her off the ground while they kissed, and she wrapped her legs around his waist. His hands supported her butt, and Stephanie loved the way he could support her so effortlessly, his strength was such a turn on. She tightened her legs around his hips, grinding on him, and kissed him harder. Her arm was around his neck and she pulled on several of his braids. Now that they were kissing, Stephanie didn’t want to stop.

      He carried her a few feet off the trail and backed her up against a tree. Dez felt the heat coming from her. It was a huge turn on that Stephanie went right for it, but she wasn’t the outwardly obvious type. She was going to be an incredible fuck.

      Her tongue excitedly sought his, but he teased her by flicking it back. Dez took a step forward, leaning her on the tree, and he pulled at her jacket. He wrestled with it for a second then tossed it on the ground. He grabbed her tits and massaged them. Stephanie gasped into their kiss. Her nipples rose, and Dez pinched them through her blouse and her bra. She shivered and squeezed her legs around him. His cock surged when she tightened around him. Dez pulled her blouse up, fighting the urge just to rip it off. She didn’t let him strip her, but she didn’t make him pull her top down either. Her tits strained against a black, lacy bra, and he grabbed them again. Dez loved her big, natural tits.

      Stephanie stopped kissing him, leaning her head back against the tree with her eyes closed. She savored his hands on her while holding onto his muscular arms. With his every flick of her nipples, Stephanie shuddered and moaned.

      “Baby…” she moaned softly, her nails digging into his arms as the nipple-play drove her crazy.

      “Give me your phone, girl.”

      It pulled her out of her reverie, and her eyes fluttered open. She looked at him, eyes questioning. Dez repeated his demand, pinching her nipples harder. Stephanie cried out and hurried to pull her phone from her back pocket. Dez stepped farther back, stretching Stephanie’s body. Only her shoulders against the tree and her legs wrapped around his waist held her in place. It wasn’t particularly comfortable.

      Dez snapped a couple pictures of her heaving tits, smiling when she squirmed and tried to cover up. She still had some shame. The pictures weren’t souvenirs for him, Dez was trying to serve her husband, but Stephanie must not have gotten it. She loosened her thigh-grip and dropped to the ground, barely getting her feet under her in time.

      “Chill, girl. It’s a present for your man,” Dez said, handing back her phone.

      Stephanie snatched her phone back and confirmed it. Dez had indeed texted a photo of her tits to Andy. Her stomach clenched. Andy had said he wanted this, but did he really? She braced herself for an upset text reply, telling her to stop. Her heart was pounding and her pussy warm and damp, but she would stop if Andy demanded it. Stephanie waited an agonizing minute for his reply. It was one word: Wow!

      “Well?”

      Stephanie’s smile crooked to the left. “I think he likes it.”

      “Keep your phone handy then. Take out my dick, baby.”

      “What? Here?”

      “Right here. There’s no one around, and I know you’re dying to see it.”

      Dez stared at her, daring Stephanie to refuse him. He could see she wasn’t used to being talked to like this. Stephanie was a strong woman, but he sensed she wanted a man to take control. He could only guess her husband wasn’t very dominant in the bedroom. Women like Stephanie were catnip to Dez. She opened her mouth for a snarky response, but instead she tucked her phone into her hip pocket and pulled on his belt. She pulled open his khaki Dickies pants to find silky boxer-briefs distorted by a sizable bulge. He loved the way she stared at it. This was the moment of truth.

      “Come on, girl,” he urged when she paused.

      Stephanie didn’t know what had gotten to her, but she was paralyzed. Touching his cock was such a forbidden act. It was another line crossed, and as much as she wanted to, Stephanie felt decades of morals welling up to stop her. It didn’t matter that she had her husband’s permission, she was breaking her wedding vows. It was a silly argument—making out with Dez and letting him make her come had already taken her across that line—but she was frozen in her tracks.

      Dez pushed his pants and his underwear down. His thick, dark snake sprang out, slapping her motionless hand. Stephanie jumped. He mentally willed her to grab his dick. The game made it all worthwhile, but he really needed his dick sucked.

      “Do it,” he ordered, an edge in his voice.

      Meekly, Stephanie did as she was told. She wrapped her hand around his shaft but couldn’t close it. Dez had a medium complexion, but his cock looked almost charcoal black. Maybe it was the contrast with her small, pale hand. The tool was hot and hard as steel. Andy didn’t usually get that hard anymore—not unless they were discussing her activities with Dez. Dez was also devoid of hair down there. Stephanie liked him smooth-shaved down there, and thought it was only fair, since so many guys seemed to want their women like that. She squeezed, and Dez groaned.

      “That’s it, baby, you can play with it,” Dez sighed.

      Stephanie slowly pumped it with her hand, staring as a droplet formed at the flared head. She was in awe, and a little scared. Dez was a good bit bigger than Andy, the only man who’d ever been inside her, and she’d read enough columns in Cosmo to know that a big guy could hurt her if he didn’t know what he was doing. Dez was confidently smiling down at her. He seemed like a guy who knew what he was doing, but still… Without thinking, Stephanie added her other hand. Both hands didn’t even cover the length of his hard shaft, and it seemed like he was still growing as she played with him. She compared Dez to her vibrator—which was bigger than Andy—and Dez was bigger still. By the time she usually pushed the toy inside her, Stephanie was so worked up that it didn’t hurt. She loved the way it filled her. Dez would fill her so much more, and she shivered when she thought about that. Stephanie realized her cunt was soaking wet as she got acquainted with Dez’s tool.

      “Gimme your phone again. He’s not gonna wanna miss this.” Dez held out his hand. Stephanie reluctantly took a hand from his prick to get her phone and brought it right back. She didn’t look at her phone. All her attention was focused on Dez.

      The intense way she stared at him almost made Dez prematurely bust his nut. Stephanie knew her way around a handjob, making him wonder how many cocks she’d handled in her life. She claimed she wasn’t very experienced, but that didn’t show. Stephanie used the precum dripping from his head to lubricate her hands. Dez clicked away with her phone as she handled him. He wanted to send photos to her husband in real time. He was all about showing these husbands how much their wives loved his big, black dick. Stephanie seemed like she never wanted to let it go. Her husband’s head would explode when he saw these pictures. She focused on his head, and Dez groaned through gritted teeth.

      Stephanie was vaguely aware of the camera on her phone clicking, but she ignored it. Dez applied light pressure to her shoulder and Stephanie glanced up at him and saw him nod at her meaningfully. She resisted at first, but then she slowly sank to her knees. She looked past him, worried they weren’t nearly far enough off the trail to remain undiscovered. Dez was a risk taker, but Stephanie had more to lose. It didn’t stop her, though. She looked up to him from her knees and smiled.

      “Is this to make up for Friday?” She smirked.

      “If you want. That feels fucking good, baby, but I bet your mouth would feel better.”

      “So now I’m the kind of woman who gives blowjobs in the woods? I’m not some nineteen-year-old kid.”

      “That makes it so much hotter. Come on, baby. You gonna tell me you’re not curious?”

      “I never said that. This is all just so weird.”

      “Relax and go with it, Steph.”

      Stephanie leaned in and kissed the head, tasting his salty precum. She swabbed him, getting it all, and softly sucked the head. Dez grunted, boosting her confidence. Am I really doing this? she thought. Blowing Dez in his truck, or at his place, would have been enough of a leap, but this was so dangerous. The danger was like a shot of adrenaline. She realized a little part of her loved being scared like this.

      Her hands kept working his shaft while she struggled to take more of him in her mouth. Her lips stretched taut around his girth, and her mouth was open as wide as it could go. She tried working him with her tongue—the way Andy liked it—but it was difficult with such a mouthful. All Stephanie could really do was suck and try to take more. It looked like she’d hardly taken anything at all, but her hands kept working his shaft.

      Dez had a lot of trouble keeping the phone still as he shot a video of the sexy MILF on her knees, her mouth full of his cock. Stephanie was so pretty, so sweet. It looked unnatural for her to be sucking his cock, and that’s why Dez loved it. He knew her husband would love it even more—unless he freaked out. Seeing how cock-hungry his wife was could make the man lose it. Stephanie sucked him hard, trying to stuff more and more cock into her mouth. Dez felt himself reach the back of her throat, and she eased off, gagging. He shivered, wanting to fuck her mouth and finish.

      “Yeah, that’s real nice, baby. Suck that thing, show your man how much you want it. Feels so fucking good,” Dez moaned.

      If her face wasn’t already so red his words would have turned her crimson. The words made her feel dirty, like the slutty wife she was, and that made her heart race. Stephanie had never known being so bad would feel so good.

      “Fuck, girl, you gonna make me come!”

      Stephanie wanted to give him a sharp comeback, but her mouth was busy. She wanted him to come. Her jaw started to hurt from the strain, and her hands were getting tired. Spit dripped from her lips. It was embarrassing to be so messy, but she kept sucking. She was tempted to do something else with that fantastic erection. Her cunt was dying for attention, but she was not going to fuck Dez here in the woods—or fuck him in general until she’d talked to Andy again. As badly as she wanted Dez, Stephanie still wasn’t going to give in to a fit of passion and just do it. She was too rational for that.

      “That’s it…that’s it…fuck girl…get ready…”

      Dez felt her finally relax, and his head slipped past the back of her throat. That was all it took. He spurted down her throat, and Stephanie choked, tears in her eyes. She pulled him out of her mouth as she coughed. Dez wasn’t finished, but he had no time to warn the pretty wife. He shot his cum across her lips and chin. It dripped onto the leaves covering the ground. Stephanie never stopped pumping his cock, and Dez groaned, only relaxing when his orgasm fully passed. She sat back on her heels and wiped her face with the back of her hand. Fuck, that’s hot, he thought. Dez stopped recording with her phone.

      Stephanie knew how she looked. She could see that Dez liked seeing her on her knees, dripping with his cum. It made her feel good. Would Andy feel the same? Luckily, she had wipes in the car and could clean up. A mother was always prepared.

      “Damn, that was nice, Steph,” Dez said, tucking his snake back in his pants.

      “You approve?” she said, laughing. “I guess I’ve had a long time to get good at it.”

      “It’s a shame, wasting that on just one man.”

      “Giving my husband blowjobs is never a waste of time, pal. I always get the proper appreciation.”

      Dez took her hand and helped raise Stephanie to her feet. He pulled her close, his hands on her ass. She felt his body’s heat and wanted him—badly. She had to push herself away.

      “Let me take care of you, baby.” Dez wanted to peel off her jeans and lick her pussy. She’d tasted so sweet the other night.

      If she’d been wearing a dress—like the other night—maybe. But Stephanie wasn’t going to undress in the park. She would have to suck it up and deal. Andy wasn’t going to know what hit him. Stephanie took her phone back from Dez.

      “Not today, babe,” she replied, caressing his face. “We need to get back, anyway.”

      “I don’t like leaving a woman unsatisfied. Hurts my pride.”

      “You’ll have to get over it today. Walk me back to my car.”

      Stephanie took his hand and pulled Dez back to the path leading to the parking lot. As they walked, Stephanie realized just how horny playing with Dez had left her. Her panties were uncomfortably soaked, and her pussy ached to be touched. She was pleased with herself for her restraint, but it was going to be a long afternoon and evening waiting to be alone with Andy. At least she knew her husband would be as ready as she was.

      “I’ve got an idea that might help you along, Steph,” Dez said, as they walked.

      “I’m open to suggestions.”

      “What are you doing Saturday night?”

      Stephanie laughed. “I have three young kids and a husband. I’ll be home.”

      “You should come out. I have plans with Charlotte.”

      “Then it sounds like you’re already busy.”

      “I think it would help if you talked to Charlotte and got her perspective on things. This all might seem less scary if you talked to her. You could meet us for drinks, y’know, before…”

      “She’s okay with this?”

      “I talked to her. She’s cool. Isaac will be there if he’s back from his business trip. You should bring Andy too, if you can get a babysitter.”

      Dez hadn’t asked Charlotte, but he knew she would be fine with it. More than fine. Fucking a black man was just one of the things on her list. Charlotte had told him that her husband would love to see her with another woman. Dez couldn’t promise the blonde it would happen, but he knew Stephanie wouldn’t disappoint. If Stephanie met them at the club, the fun wouldn’t end there. He didn’t think even Stephanie knew how far she could go.

      “I doubt that’ll happen on such short notice, but I can try. This could be a good idea.”

      Stephanie wasn’t so sure, but she wanted to put up a brave front. She didn’t know that she needed to meet any of the other women Dez was screwing. She had a jealous streak, and even though she had no right to be possessive of Dez, she still felt competitive with Charlotte. However, it would be instructive to find out how Charlotte managed all this, both mentally and practically. It would be great if Isaac was there too; he would surely have some tips for Andy—if Andy was willing to talk to him about it. Stephanie didn’t know if Andy would be willing to out himself like this, but she would ask.

      Dez smiled. “Great. It’s set.”

      “I’ll let you know. Nothing is set that easily in my life.”

      They reached the parking lot and shared an embrace and a kiss. Dez was sorely tempted to get her into his truck. She had to be horny as hell. Stephanie would let him lick her pussy if they weren’t out in the open. But Dez played it cool. The rewards would be greater if he was patient. He left Stephanie in the parking lot and headed back to work.

      Stephanie felt a pang as she sat in her RAV4 and watched him depart. It would have been too easy to pull him into her car to fool around. She opened her phone and thumbed through the photos Dez had taken. Even as he recorded the video, he had snapped stills of her sucking his cock. Stephanie felt a burning in the pit of her stomach looking at the pictures. These would blow Andy’s mind, but they’d also be a kick in the gut.

      She played the video back and her hand trembled as she held her phone. She looked so deliciously slutty, on her knees in the woods, her mouth full of black cock. Dez’s darkness made it so obvious it wasn’t her husband’s prick in her mouth. Stephanie locked in on the wedding ring on her finger as she stroked that big cock. It was so, so wrong, and Stephanie’s face burned as she watched the video. But it was also impossibly hot, and Stephanie couldn’t help herself. She unzipped her jeans and pushed them down her legs—along with her soaked panties—so she could touch herself. She could not wait to show this to her husband.

      Stephanie sent along a few of the pictures to Andy, then went back to watching the video. Her clit burned to be touched, and Stephanie rubbed it rapidly, two fingers flying back and forth. Her heated breath fogged the windows of the compact SUV. She heard herself slurping on Dez’s cock, and his words of encouragement. Texts beeped in from her husband, but Stephanie couldn’t stop watching the video. Her moans grew louder and louder, until they ended in a keening cry and Stephanie clenched her thighs together, a powerful climax rocking her from head to toe. Stephanie sagged forward, resting her head on the steering wheel.

      “Oh fuck,” she sighed to herself.

      Jeans pulled up, fingers and face cleaned with handy-wipes, Stephanie turned to the texts from Andy.

      [Andy] holy shit steph! You went for it

      [Andy] he’s so fucking big! Jesus hon

      [Andy] you look so hot. Oh my god!

      [Andy] are you doing it now?

      [Andy] shit steph…that look on your face

      [Andy] did he finish?

      [Andy] ?

      Stephanie sighed deeply and replied.

      [Stephanie] it’s done. I’m alone. Of course he finished! I know what I’m doing!

      [Andy] yeah. Lucky fuck

      [Stephanie] he came in my mouth…swallowed most of it

      [Andy] shit steph. Where were u?

      [Stephanie] a park. Don’t worry no one saw us

      [Andy] u went on your knees right in the woods

      [Stephanie] too slutty?

      [Andy] didn’t say that. just surprised

      [Stephanie] good surprised or bad surprised?

      [Andy] good

      [Andy] I think. I’m reeling steph. And hard as fuck

      [Stephanie] you’ll have to show me later how much you liked it

      [Andy] count on it

      [Stephanie] there’s video. Do u want to see it?

      Andy didn’t answer right away, and Stephanie held her breath. He said he was excited, but she could tell Andy was knocked back on his heels by the pictures. Fantasizing was one thing—even hearing about her hooking up with Dez was still just mental. Seeing pictures of her with Dez in her mouth was very real. She wouldn’t blame Andy if he couldn’t handle it.

      [Andy] later. Not at work.

      [Stephanie] ok. Love u

      [Andy] love you
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      “Have fun tonight,” Andy told his wife. “But not too much fun.”

      “You too,” Stephanie replied, leaning across the kitchen island to kiss her husband. She’d just said goodnight to the kids, who were already in bed, and she glowed when her son told her how pretty she looked.

      “I have an exciting night ahead of me. I’m going to finish cleaning up the kitchen and watch some college football.”

      “You’re tempting me to change my mind and cancel my plans.”

      Andy laughed. “No, I’m not.”

      “A little.”

      Stephanie was tempted to stay home. They’d had a great family night, eating fish sticks and watching a Disney movie. These were the nights that made putting up with all the bullshit worthwhile. Stephanie had been able to spend the evening with the family because the cool people didn’t go out until late. When she’d missed putting the kids to bed on her last night out with Dez, she’d had to fight a bout of maternal guilt. Tonight, she was experiencing a weird cognitive dissonance from going out to meet her lover after a normal domestic night of being a wife and mother.

      “I’m sure you’re going to have more fun than I am,” Andy said.

      “It’s just going to be drinks and dancing. They’ll go their way at the end of the night, and I’ll go mine.”

      “Okay.”

      “I mean it,” she insisted. “Charlotte’s going to be there tonight. Nothing’s going to happen between me and Dez.”

      “If something does, remember to get me souvenirs.”

      “Of course, dear.”

      Andy didn’t believe nothing would happen. He didn’t think Dez would invite Stephanie out without a plan to get her clothes off. Andy didn’t mind, even if the possibility had his gut tied in knots. If Stephanie came home with a hot story and sexy photos—or even better, video—it would be worth enduring the torture of a night of anticipation. Andy’s prick twitched as he stood there thinking about it.

      When the first photos had come through on his phone, Andy rushed to the men’s room, afraid he was going to be sick. He’d never felt such a sensation. If he thought hearing about his wife with Dez was intense, seeing those pictures of Dez’s big, dark cock in her mouth turned Andy’s world on its ear. He didn’t throw up when he reached the bathroom, but he had a hard-on he couldn’t force down. Andy almost beat off in the men’s room, but he wasn’t willing to sink that low. He was glad he’d delayed on the video. He wouldn’t have been able to deal with that at work.

      They watched the video together that night. Andy’s eyes were opened to what they were really getting themselves into. In his mind he had seen his wife as this sweet suburban mom being seduced by Dez, but he saw the reality was quite different. Stephanie didn’t need any seducing. She went right for it, like she’d been starving for it all this time. Andy questioned the wisdom of allowing Stephanie to continue doing this when he saw how eagerly she’d sucked Dez’s cock. Every insecurity he’d ever had about her lack of experience came shooting to the forefront. If he didn’t know his wife so well, he might have thought she’d been biding her time for this. All of those fears and insecurities were washed away by an overwhelming rush of desire. Andy came quickly that night, almost as soon as Stephanie touched him, but the second time he’d stayed hard long enough for them to make love wildly. The video had the same effect on Stephanie, and she climaxed as fast as he did—to Andy’s great relief.

      “I’d better get going, or I’m going to be late,” Stephanie said.

      “You don’t want them to start without you,” Andy joked.

      “Haha.”

      Stephanie came around the island and embraced her husband tightly. She reminded herself that Andy could have come along if he’d wanted, so she needn’t feel guilty. He held her at arm’s length and looked her over. He looked torn between lust and regret, and it pulled at her heartstrings.

      “I won’t be home late.”

      “I won’t hold you to that. When Dez gets a load of you, he’s not going to want to let you go.”

      “You’re forgetting about Charlotte.”

      “I think he will, too.”

      Andy was proud of how hot his wife looked—even if all that effort was for another man. He hadn’t seen her in that little black leather skirt in years, but it still looked as hot as he remembered. The top was new, and if it was expensive, it was worth every penny. It was crushed velvet in a dark plum color, and tight as a second skin. The low-cut neckline had a lace through it, and the shoulders were cut-out. The lace’s silver tips matched the loose chain belt at her waist. Stephanie told him the cold shoulder look was all the rage. Black suede boots added at least three inches to her height and came up over her knees. Andy thought she’d probably come home with those knees scuffed. Stephanie looked ready for a night of fun.

      “Right. He’ll pick me over the bombshell blonde.” Stephanie rolled her eyes.

      “I would.”

      “You have to.”

      They kissed, and Andy saw her to the door. He watched her pull away and regretted staying home, but just for a moment. If Isaac was really going to be there tonight, it might have helped to talk to him, but he just wasn’t sure he was ready to see Stephanie palling around with Dez—not in the flesh, and he didn’t want to be a drag on the evening. Andy went back into the den to see what the kids were up to.
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      Stephanie felt out of place in the swanky nightclub. She and Andy never went to places like this. Even before the kids, they’d had simpler tastes, preferring a local bar with a good band to a dance club with thumping music, flashing lights and expensive drinks. Stephanie loved to dance, but Andy wasn’t much of a dancer. The club floor was sunken, several steps down from the entrance. It looked like it was all dance floor except for the bar area at the back, but she couldn’t see into the shadows at the sides, underneath the mezzanine. The mezzanine ringed the room on three sides and was bordered with intricate wrought-iron railings. The building’s first life had been as a mercantile trading space through most of the twentieth century. A DJ, on a high riser, lorded over the proceedings, doling out thumping, frantic beats—at least that’s how it sounded to Stephanie.

      The club was packed, and she had no idea how to locate Dez, so she texted him. He replied, telling her to come upstairs. Most of the crowd was at least ten years younger, Stephanie wryly noted as she pushed through it. She liked to think that her teased hair and makeup shaved a few years off her look. A few guys grabbed at her, trying to draw her into their dancing, but Stephanie kept pushing through until she came to the open spiral staircase leading to the mezzanine. To her relief, the music was quieter upstairs.

      The mezzanine was just as crowded as the downstairs, with high-top tables near the railing and booths along the wall. She followed Dez’s directions and found him sitting with Charlotte in a calmer area along the left side. Jealousy stabbed at her the moment she saw the woman. Charlotte’s blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders in waves, and her makeup looked like she was ready for a photoshoot. Charlotte’s red bodycon dress looked like she had been sewn into it. She couldn’t possibly be wearing anything under it, and Stephanie wondered how she could even breathe in that dress. Stephanie wouldn’t have the confidence to wear a dress like that if she spent a week in the gym, even if she could probably pull it off. She was so knocked back by Charlotte’s appearance that she hardly noticed Dez standing to greet her.

      “Hey, baby, there you are. Charlotte, do you remember Steph?”

      The blonde stood and came around the little table. She was such the stereotypical icy blonde that Stephanie expected her to be standoffish, but Charlotte pulled her right into a hug. Those tits have got to be fake, Stephanie thought, as she was crushed against them. She felt Charlotte’s bare back in the embrace, and knew it had to be true. Charlotte couldn’t possibly be wearing a bra with that backless dress, and there was no other way her breasts could be defying gravity like that—not at her age. Charlotte was probably in her mid-to-late forties.

      “Sort of. I was distracted that night. Wonderful to see you again,” Charlotte said, flashing a dazzling smile. “Please call me Charley, darling.”

      “Nice to meet you—again—Charley.”

      “Sit, please,” Charlotte said.

      Dez watched the women greeting each other and was pleased by the waves of jealousy he felt coming from Stephanie. His co-worker wasn’t as worldly as Charlotte, so he did not expect her to be as open about these things. Stephanie’s jealousy proved that she wanted him, and that she didn’t want to have to compete for him. She didn’t, but it would be fun to see if she upped her game. Dez wasn’t above having two women fight over him.

      The threesome sat in the white leather-upholstered booth, and Charlotte snuggled right into his side, while Stephanie sat on his other side, keeping some distance. Dez did not approve, so he pulled her closer. He felt like a king with a beautiful woman on either side of him. Dez had been playing the Bull for a few years now, but two hotwives at once was a first for him.

      “This place is pretty wild,” Stephanie commented.

      “I love to dance, and it’s not really Isaac’s thing, so it’s good I have Dez,” Charlotte said. The music was low enough up on the mezzanine that they could carry on a conversation.

      “Is he not joining us tonight?” Stephanie asked.

      “His plane is getting in late. He could have come along, but he’ll be jet lagged. He’s coming in from Singapore.”

      “Really? Wow,” Stephanie said.

      “Isaac imports trinkets from Asia. It’s cheap stuff, but you’d be surprised how it adds up.”

      “So, it’ll just be the three of us,” Dez interjected. “It’s cool with me. I like having the girls to myself.”

      “I guess he’s really okay with you being out with Dez, just the two of you?” Stephanie asked.

      “He’s really warmed to it,” Charlotte replied. “I think he’s seen that I get crazier without him there, so he likes what he sees on FaceTime.”

      Dez laughed. “I didn’t think you could get any crazier, baby.”

      “Is that a challenge?” Charlotte asked, eyes sparkling. She turned to Stephanie. “What does your husband like?”

      “I don’t think he knows yet. This is very new for us, and we’re still unsure how this will all work.”

      “That’s a fun time, but make sure you two are on the same page. You don’t want to get blamed for doing something you didn’t know you weren’t supposed to do,” Charlotte said.

      “Do you guys fight about it?” Stephanie asked.

      “We’ve had a couple misunderstandings. I guess it’s inevitable with something as fraught as this, but we worked it out. Neither of us wanted to stop, especially Isaac.”

      “He’s that into it?”

      Charlotte smiled. “Sometimes I think it’s what gets him up in the mornings these days.”

      “Ladies, why are we talking about conflict? We’re out tonight to have a good time,” Dez insisted. He did want Charlotte to school Stephanie, but he wanted tonight to be fun. All this talk of husbands and limits wasn’t his idea of a good time.

      The cocktail waitress picked an opportune time to swing by again. Charlotte ordered a magnum of champagne for the group, shocking Stephanie. Bottle service at a club like this must take a small fortune, she knew. The waitress brought the bottle and three flutes, filling them and handing them out. Dez proposed a toast.

      “To sexy wives, and the husbands who let them out to play!”

      “Cheers,” Charlotte concurred.

      “Cheers,” Stephanie echoed.

      Stephanie had a thousand questions for Charlotte, but she didn’t want to be a pest. She warmed to the woman, even though she couldn’t help the jealousy she felt when Charlotte pressed her chest against Dez and kissed him. The third time it happened, Stephanie was two-and-half glasses into the champagne, and when Charlotte finished, she pulled Dez to her and kissed him too. Tipsy from the bubbly booze, she made a show of it, thrusting her tongue into his mouth and practically climbing onto his lap. She ended the kiss excited and flushed down to her chest, and rather pleased with herself. Charlotte didn’t look jealous of the kiss. She was even smiling.

      “I think it’s time we danced,” Charlotte announced.

      They drained their champagne and Charlotte pulled Stephanie out of the booth, leading her downstairs by the hand. Dez followed. The view from behind the girls was nice. He felt like the luckiest guy in the club. He was glad Charlotte had ordered the champagne. It was already loosening Stephanie up. He could still taste her lips on his. The threesome found a space on the dance floor, and at first Dez hung back. The girls went right to dancing together, and grinding on each other, and Dez was happy to take it all in. He imagined them doing it later in the hotel room with no clothes on.

      The music was loud, and Stephanie felt it thumping through her diaphragm. Tipsy from the champagne, she wasn’t so uptight about the age of the crowd anymore. She was ready to have fun with Charlotte and let loose.

      It reminded Stephanie of her younger days, going dancing with her girlfriends and trying to create a scene on the dance floor. It was fun to make the guys around them crazy. She and Charlotte bumped-and-grinded together, sensuously moving their bodies to the beat. Dez joined in, wrapping his arms around both girls. He stood between them, and his women did the bump-and-grind on him. Stephanie was heated, and it wasn’t just from the champagne or the dancing. Dez knew how to move those hips, giving her a preview of how he’d be in the bedroom. His hand was locked on her ass as she rubbed against his side. Charlotte worked his other side, and the women’s hands intertwined on his broad chest. Stephanie could only imagine what a spectacle they were—two middle-aged women throwing themselves at their younger black lover. It was a good thing there was no chance she would see anyone she knew in this club.

      They took a break, and Stephanie clung to Dez as they ascended the spiral staircase and returned to their booth. He could tell she was in over her head, but he wasn’t about to encourage her to slow down. This was the fun party girl he’d hoped would come out in the married woman. Stephanie dropped into the booth and drained half a flute of champagne like it was water. Her flush deepened. Dez anticipated her dress coming off later.

      The champagne gave Stephanie a heady rush, intensifying the excitement she’d felt on the dance floor. Stephanie couldn’t remember the last time she’d had so much fun or felt so sexy. Being out there on the dance floor with Dez and Charlotte—throwing caution to the wind—felt amazing. If she and Dez were alone Stephanie would have gone back to his place with him in a heartbeat—she had no doubt. The consequences weren’t even in her brain. As much as she’d warmed to Charlotte, she still wished the other woman wasn’t there.

      Stephanie looked up from studying her glass to find Charlotte and Dez in a full-blown make-out session. Charlotte was all over him, and Dez had his hand around her hip, pulling her to him. What had been a spark of jealousy turned into a brushfire, and Stephanie did not want to be ignored. She turned and massaged his muscular bicep. She kissed his arm through his shirt, and got up on her knees on the booth, raising herself high enough that she could brush aside his braids and kiss his neck.

      Dez let go of Charlotte and reached back, resting his hand on Stephanie’s butt. The petite brunette did not disappoint. Her competitive fires were stoked. Dez wanted to see how far he could push this. He tore his lips from Charlotte’s, and the threesome stared at each other for a moment. Dez pulled Stephanie in by her ass and kissed her. She gasped from the force of his attention and melted into him. The kiss was as brief as it was intense. Dez pulled back, eyes darting from Stephanie to Charlotte, hoping the girls would take the hint. His cock felt like it was going to burst through his pants.

      Stephanie knew what he wanted and almost laughed. Men were so predictable. Girls weren’t really her thing, but she was willing to play along if it got Dez all hot and bothered. She leaned over the man in the middle and pulled Charlotte to her. The blonde didn’t look reluctant at all. She looked eager, and kissed Stephanie with an intensity that shocked her. Charlotte kissed her like she wanted her, and even though she’d never really given being with another woman any real thought—besides occasionally teasing her husband—Stephanie found herself submitting to the kiss. Charlotte’s lips were soft and smooth, her tongue warm and slick, and Stephanie thought she might be an even better kisser than Dez. Stephanie still heard the noise of the club around them, and felt Dez’s bulk between them, but for a moment everything dropped away, and she fully gave herself to the kiss she shared with Charlotte. Dez’s warm hand caressing her back fed her energy, and it was like the three of them were connected.

      Breathless, Stephanie slipped back into her seat in the booth feeling dazed. Her lips were hot, and she couldn’t stop smiling. She thought Andy would kick himself for staying home when he learned how the night was going. But the real question was, where was the night going, and Stephanie was a little scared by what she felt. Her pussy throbbed, and she thought she might be up for anything. She grabbed her champagne flute and downed the rest of its contents. She needed a breather.

      “It’s time to dance again,” Stephanie announced.

      Charlotte, who was rubbing against Dez like a cat in heat, agreed, “Sounds great. Let’s do it.”

      “I’ll catch up with you guys,” Dez demurred.

      Dez needed a moment to himself. He couldn’t stand up in public after being in the middle of these beautiful wives making out with each other. He knew Charlotte was bi, but he’d only expected Stephanie to make a show of it for him. To see her getting so swept away was incredible. Stephanie was a player. Dez felt like she had years of latent adventurousness trapped inside her, and he was ready to unleash it all. Dez wondered if even he would be enough to satisfy her once she got rolling. Once his cock dropped to a manageable level, Dez went off to take care of some business.

      Stephanie was disappointed Dez wasn’t joining them, but that didn’t slow her down. She and Charlotte hit the dance floor with a vengeance. Their sexy moves, and the intimate way they moved against each other, drew attention. Several men tried to join them, but the women didn’t need a man to have fun just then. Gyrating against Charlotte, Stephanie was sure the blonde was ready to move in for another kiss, but Charlotte was just teasing her.

      Two guys, they looked like all-American college kids book-ended the women and Charlotte decided to play. She turned to the big, dark-haired boy behind her, draping her arms over his shoulders. A pair of hands on her hips had turned Stephanie around and she went with it. She looked up into the deepest blue eyes she’d ever seen on a boy. His chiseled jaw was impossibly strong. At first Stephanie just felt silly being in the arms of such a young man, but she couldn’t help falling for someone so ridiculously handsome and she pressed against him, her hands sliding under his arms to feel his broad back.

      They didn’t try to talk over the music, which was fine with Stephanie. It was better that way. Speaking might break the illusion. She rubbed herself all over his granite body and bit her lower lip to suppress a moan. Drunk and horny, Stephanie thought of all the fun things she could do with a body like this. She’d never been with such a hunk—Dez would be her first—so maybe she should practice on this boy to make sure she was ready for Dez. She wasn’t even thinking about her husband or whether the permission he’d extended covered anyone other than Dez. She wasn’t thinking at all.

      The guy moved his hands from her narrow waist to her ass. He had to bend low to do it, and their faces were inches apart. He kneaded her tight ass, and Stephanie grinded into the bulge in his expensive jeans. She felt a shiver of fear when he started inching up her leather skirt, but she didn’t stop him. Moving to the beat, Stephanie was on autopilot. She was ready to go for it. She kissed the handsome stranger. He was caught by surprise, but he rolled with it. He wasn’t Dez, or Charlotte, or Andy, but the kid’s skill didn’t matter. Making out with a strange boy on a dance floor was hot enough. She might have even let him lift her skirt, if Charlotte hadn’t intervened.

      Charlotte pressed behind Stephanie, moving the boy’s hands, and holding her hips. She kissed Stephanie’s neck, sending her into the stratosphere. Charlotte pushed the boy back and grabbed Stephanie’s hand, waving it in the air—waving her own hand at the same time.

      “Naughty boy,” Charlotte shouted over the music. “Can’t you see we’re married women!”

      “I don’t care,” the guy shouted.

      “But her husband will.”

      Charlotte dragged Stephanie away, both women giggling. Stephanie was elated, and she turned and hugged Charlotte, giving her a peck on the lips.

      “That was fun darling but save it for later. Those boys aren’t worth your time.”

      Dez watched his women returning to him. Charlotte had the now-familiar look. She was ready to get out of here and get going and Dez was right with her. The surprise was Stephanie. The brunette wife looked just as badly in need of a good fucking, making Dez wonder what he’d missed on the dance floor. But he would get the truth out of Charlotte later. It was time to press Stephanie.

      Stephanie slid in and hugged him. “Why didn’t you come down and join us?” she asked.

      “I needed to take care of something. It’s cool, baby. I knew you were coming back.” He squeezed her.

      “I don’t know. A couple guys almost stole us away.”

      Charlotte moved in on his other side. “A couple boys tried, but they had no chance. I prefer men.”

      “Yeah. How about you, Steph? You like men or boys?” Dez asked.

      “Oh, I need a man.”

      “Show me, baby.”

      Dez kissed her and Stephanie gave herself to him. She’d kissed three different people tonight, but Dez was the only who made her feel like he owned her when they kissed. Charlotte’s kiss was sexy and sultry—and she liked it—but it wasn’t the same. Engrossed in the kiss, Stephanie didn’t feel Dez slipping his hand under her skirt until he was touching her drenched panties. She shuddered and collapsed against Dez when he rubbed her mound.

      “Yeah, you need a man, baby. I think it’s time to get out of here,” he said.

      “Sounds perfect,” Charlotte agreed.

      “I’m not ready to go home,” Stephanie protested. She looked around the club and was relieved no one seemed to have noticed Dez molesting her. Almost no one, anyway. Charlotte watched with an approving smile. How did Dez get her to do such crazy things?

      “It’s not time to go home. You’re gonna come with us to the hotel,” Dez said.

      Dez was confident that this time Stephanie wouldn’t turn him down. She was just as wet as that night he’d made her come in the parking lot outside the bar. She couldn’t resist him then and she wouldn’t now. He saw the conflict on her face as she tried to decide and made decision more tempting by peeling her thong aside and grazing her clit with his fingers. Her velvety cunt felt good on his fingers. It would feel better on his cock. Her body jerked, and she moaned, when he rubbed her clit.

      Stephanie couldn’t think of anything she wanted more, especially with Dez playing with her clit. She couldn’t think straight. She was supposed to go home to her husband. Stephanie knew she should follow the plan. She didn’t want Andy to be angry. She was supposed to go home, and Dez and Charlotte were supposed to go off together. Stephanie didn’t want to be a third wheel, but she suspected that wasn’t what Dez had in mind. It was difficult to think clearly through the champagne and lust, but she reminded herself, You’re not supposed to fuck him tonight.

      “I don’t want to intrude,” Stephanie told Charlotte.

      “You won’t be intruding at all, darling. I think it’s a great chance for you to see what you’re in for. You should definitely come with us.”

      Stephanie wasn’t as conflicted as she thought she should be, and that was the problem. She felt guilty, but she was more than ready to go with the couple to their hotel room. Stephanie jumped through mental hoops trying to justify doing what she wanted. Dez flicked her clit with the tip of his thumb. Stephanie barely stifled a scream. Her mind was made up.

      “Okay,” she panted. “Just let me check in with Andy.” Stephanie dug her phone out of her tiny purse. It was difficult to text with Dez playing with her cunt.

      [Stephanie] I’m going to be later than I thought. Is that ok?

      Andy’s reply came quickly, he was obviously waiting for her by his phone. Stephanie felt guilty.

      [Andy] guess you’re having fun. It’s not a problem.

      [Stephanie] ur the best. Love u

      [Andy] care to share?

      [Stephanie] they want me to go with them and watch

      [Andy] dam steph! Jealous! Just to watch?

      [Stephanie] I promise I’ll be good. Mostly

      [Andy] don’t be too good. I want pictures

      [Stephanie] I’ll see what I can do. Gotta go. Luv u

      Stephanie put her phone away and asked the others, “Ready?”

      “When you are, girl,” Dez replied, relieved. He was going to be pissed if Stephanie’s husband ordered her home. Andy must have known what was going to happen if his wife went with Dez and Charlotte, and he let Stephanie go anyway.

      “I can’t wait,” Charlotte said.

      Neither could Dez. He was going to enjoy his willing wives.
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      Dez took the keycard from Charlotte and unlocked the door, ushering the ladies into the hotel room, Stephanie first, followed by Charlotte. He loved this part of it best—the anticipation of what was to come. He generally knew what to expect with Charlotte—although the blonde usually had some surprises in her—but he was about to find out what made Stephanie tick. He was going to learn her body and discover how to make her scream. There was always the chance of disappointment, some of the hotwives he’d been with did not live up to their own hype, but he knew Stephanie would not disappoint. The only question in his mind was, how crazy would things get?

      Stephanie couldn’t stand still. Every nerve tingled with anticipation. She kept reminding herself, You’re not going to fuck Dez. You’re not going to fuck Dez. Charlotte’s hands appearing on her shoulders made her jump, and Stephanie realized her hesitancy had made her stop, blocking the short hallway. She allowed Charlotte to steer her into the room.

      The luxurious room was gorgeous, far nicer than anyplace Stephanie had ever stayed in with her husband. The sitting area to the right—with a full-sized couch—was all by itself almost the size of the rooms they typically stayed in if they were alone. The carpet was a fancy white trellis pattern against a blue background, while the walls were papered in a subtle beige pattern and hung with abstract modern art. Beyond the sitting area was a king-sized bed with a leather-padded bench at the foot. Staring at the bed struck fear into her heart. Stephanie took a deep breath and willed it away, a task made easier by the champagne she’d guzzled back at the club. Oddly, she felt like a hooker, arriving in a fancy hotel room with a man who wasn’t her husband.

      That feeling had begun creeping in during the UberBlack ride over from the club. Dez had sat between the women and alternated making out with each of them. Stephanie had felt special when Dez was focused on her, but then she heard sucking sounds and glanced down to see Charlotte going down on him. Stephanie was shocked and excited. She stared at Charlotte’s bobbing blonde head until Dez pulled her in for another kiss. Stephanie wasn’t the only one staring. She looked forward and caught the driver watching all the action in the rearview mirror. She didn’t blame him, although she’d felt self-conscious making out with Dez while a strange man watched.

      “Here we are ladies,” Dez announced.

      “It’s a beautiful room,” Stephanie said. She didn’t know what else to say.

      “Isaac has an executive account with this chain. He usually books suites for us, but we won’t need that much room for just a few hours,” Charlotte explained.

      Stephanie tracked Dez as he went to the desk and cleared the ice bucket and other items off a metal tray. He dug in his pocket, producing a little baggie of white powder, the fruits of his ‘business’ at the club. He poured some of the contents onto the tray and began cutting it with the room’s cardkey.

      Stephanie’s mouth hung open. She wasn’t naïve, she knew people who partied did drugs, and with the way Charlotte and Dez rolled she shouldn’t have been surprised. But she and Andy weren’t party people, and since they’d gotten together so young they’d never gone too crazy in their twenties. Stephanie knew what cocaine was, but she’d never seen it in person. The night had suddenly taken on a real, dangerous edge, and Stephanie felt like she should get out of here. She wasn’t ready for this, but she also didn’t want to seem like a wet blanket. If she ran from the room at the sight of a little coke, would Dez think she was no longer worth his time? She didn’t want this to be the end of the road, so she froze in place, her head filled with logic warring with emotion.

      “I was hoping you’d bring some party powder,” Charlotte approved.

      Stephanie turned at the voice and found the statuesque blonde already nude except for her giant, diamond-studded ring, matching jeweled necklace and bracelets, and spiked heels. Charlotte’s skin was a golden brown from head to toe, unmarred by tan lines. Her mound was utterly smooth, surely a wax job. She had a tiny red heart tattooed next to her pussy, so close it would have been hidden by hair if she’d had any. Charlotte’s nude breasts were beautiful, two perfect globes. Whoever did her implants was an artist, Stephanie thought. Charlotte’s body was flawless, and it looked like it belonged to someone half her age. Stephanie felt she could never compete with that.

      Dez admired Charlotte’s directness. There was no time wasted. His cock swelled at the sight of her perfect, nude body. In her spiked heels she was only a few inches shorter than he was. He also watched Stephanie and registered her shock at the cocaine. He knew drugs were outside of her experience, but she’d been trying a lot of new things tonight, so he hoped the coke would be one of them. He suspected she’d be a lot of fun all coked up. He laid the tray on the bed and turned to find Charlotte right beside him. She kissed Dez and unbuttoned his shirt. No, she wasn’t wasting any time.

      Stephanie watched them, mesmerized. Dez held her hips as they kissed; Stephanie had expected his hands would have been all over her. Charlotte stripped off his shirt, cast it aside and started to work on his pants. Stephanie stood in place. She didn’t know what they expected of her. Charlotte knelt before Dez, pulled off his shoes and finished stripping him. His cock sprang forward and she grabbed it, covering the head in kisses.

      “That’s so good, baby,” Dez cooed, staring down at her with pride. He turned to Stephanie. He had not forgotten about her. “Come on over, girl. Join the party.”

      “I don’t know, maybe I should just hang back and watch,” she replied, unsure of herself.

      “That’s no fun,” Charlotte pouted, smiling up at Stephanie from her kneeling position in front of Dez.

      Stephanie walked over, and it felt like someone else was controlling her body. She was compelled by Dez’s incredible physique. His chest was finely muscled, with sparse hair, like he’d been sculpted from stone. Stephanie had fantasized about his body, but the reality was ridiculous. She touched his chest, staring at him in a trance. She felt like she was in a trance. Charlotte popped up, putting a hand beside Stephanie’s, and another on the woman’s back.

      “Amazing, isn’t he?” Charlotte said. “I love my husband, but I can’t ever get enough of this.”

      Stephanie smiled. “I get it.”

      “You’re going to give me a big head, ladies.”

      “You already have that,” Charlotte replied, tugging on his cock.

      Stephanie was studiously ignoring his cock. That was the only way she was going to control herself.

      “You’re a bit overdressed, darling,” Charlotte said, turning her attention to Stephanie. “we should help you with that.”

      Stephanie was in awe, standing beside two such beautiful, naked people. She couldn’t imagine being so comfortable nude like that, but maybe if she looked like them she would. She wasn’t ready to just throw her clothes off yet. She found her voice.

      “I’m just here to learn, remember? I want to hang back and take it all in.”

      “If that’s what you want, girl, it’s cool. But if you change your mind, feel free to join us,” Dez said. He was disappointed. He thought Stephanie was ready to go, but it appeared she needed more coaxing.

      “I bet we could change your mind, darling,” Charlotte said. She softly kissed Stephanie.

      Stephanie’s mind spun, and her resolve began melting.

      “Why don’t you do a bump and see how you feel?” Charlotte suggested.

      Stephanie wasn’t sure what a bump was, but guessed it had to do with the drugs. She demurred. Stephanie slowly backed away, making her way to a loveseat in the corner, which would give her a perfect view of the bed. “I’m good. I really just need a minute.”

      “Suit yourself,” Charlotte said.

      Charlotte held her long, blonde hair back and snorted the fattest line of cocaine that Dez had laid out on the tray. She theatrically sniffed hard and threw back her head when she was done. She nudged the tray to the side and Dez did a small, thin line. Dez loved how fucking felt on coke, and it had the added benefit of making him hold out forever—he’d need that with two women to satisfy tonight, but he had to be careful. Too much party powder and he’d be left with nothing to work with. But he certainly didn’t have that problem at the moment. He was steely hard. Dez shot Stephanie a quick look to be sure she was watching and kissed Charlotte.

      Stephanie felt her jealousy rearing up again as she watched Dez and Charlotte making out together. She wasn’t ready to jump in, but she didn’t like just being a bystander either. She wanted to be involved. Dez pushed the tray aside, sliding it onto the bench at the end of the bed, and pushed Charlotte onto the bed. She rolled onto her side, pulling Dez closer by his cock. Stephanie could only see Dez’s ass from her seat, but it was a nice view. She’d never seen such a tight, muscular ass on a man. She wanted to grab it for herself. Its flexing muscles looked impressive as he thrust into Charlotte’s mouth. Stephanie heard wet throat noises, and it sounded like Charlotte struggled to handle him. Charlotte’s blonde hair cascaded down the side of the bed when her head hung off to the side. Dez held the back of her head and fucked his cock down into her mouth. Twisting to the side to peer around Dez’s body, Stephanie saw Charlotte’s eyes widen as the blonde strained to take him deep into her throat. Stephanie was impressed. There was no way she could have taken Dez that deep.

      “That’s good, baby, suck it down. Take it nice and deep, baby,” Dez cooed, as he used her mouth.

      Stephanie licked her lips instinctively. She wanted Dez in her mouth too, to see how deep she could take him if she really tried. She wanted to do better than Charlotte. Dez used the mouth for a couple more minutes and let her go. Charlotte coughed and her eyes watered, but she quickly recovered and gazed up at Dez with burning desire. Drool ran down her cheek. She looked over at Stephanie with a wide smile.

      Dez threw back the duvet and sheets and lay on the crisp white bottom sheet with his legs spread. He hoped Stephanie was enjoying the show and would be inspired, but she wasn’t the only audience he needed to serve. Charlotte was there because of her husband, and Isaac had to be included too. He reached for a cellphone on the nightstand, while Charlotte crawled back onto the bed and knelt in the V between his legs. She gripped his shaft and continued giving him head.

      “I think it’s time to give Isaac a call,” Dez said, bringing the husband up on Skype.

      “Hey, man,” came Isaac’s tinny voice from the phone.

      “If you’re looking for your wife, she’s busy at the moment.” Dez smiled, happily taunting the man. He tapped the phone, switching to the camera on the back, and directed it at Charlotte, working between his thighs.

      Dez swept Charlotte’s hair back to give Stephanie, and the phone, a perfect view of the blonde sucking his big piece of meat. Charlotte’s tight, wet mouth felt incredible on him. The brunette wife sitting in the corner was transfixed. Her eyes were wide, and she looked like she wanted to jump right in with Charlotte. Dez knew she wouldn’t be able to resist the temptation much longer.

      Stephanie couldn’t tear her eyes away. His cock looked obscenely large disappearing into Charlotte’s mouth. Charlotte backed off of it before licking up and down the sides, smacking her lips when she kissed the head.

      “Are you sure you don’t want to come over? You’re really missing out. Dez’s cock is amazing,” Charlotte teased. She continued rubbing his head over her wet lips.

      “She knows, baby, she knows,” Dez informed her. “Mmm, that feels fucking good, baby. Get that thing back in your mouth.” Dez used his free hand to push the blonde back onto his shaft.

      Jealousy didn’t keep Stephanie from reacting to the live sex show in front of her. Watching Charlotte worship Dez’s cock was so sexy. She scooted her tight leather skirt up to her waist. Stephanie sat back on the couch, parting her thighs just enough to rub herself through the scrap of black lace that was her thong panties. The lace had been soaked all night. She moaned when she touched herself, but the others were too wrapped up in themselves to notice.

      “Fuck, baby, you want that load?” Dez growled at Charlotte.

      “Mmhm,” the blonde vocalized through her full mouth. She nodded as best she could, bobbing on his shaft.

      “You want it in your mouth?”

      “Mmhm.” Charlotte’s eyes smoldered at the phone and her husband on the other end of the FaceTime call.

      Charlotte caressed Dez’s shaved balls and jacked the base of his shaft as she sucked. Dez wrapped her long, golden locks around his fist and used his grip to control her head. His hips pumped off the bed. Dez mercilessly fucked her mouth. He loved fucking a hotwife’s mouth, loved it even more when they gagged on him. Charlotte gagged every time he pushed past the back of her throat, and it even looked like she was trying to get away, planting her hands on his thighs. Dez held her fast. She would not be getting away. Charlotte’s lips were obscenely stretched. The coke was kicking in, and Dez felt powerful, felt his cock throbbing. If he didn’t blow his load down the blonde’s throat quickly, it wasn’t going to happen—not for a while anyway.

      Stephanie watched them and wished she was in Charlotte’s place—even though having her own mouth fucked like that was a scary proposition. Stephanie didn’t think she could handle it even as well as Charlotte did. Dez’s power and control over the woman was intoxicating. Stephanie was a strong woman—she’d never been a pushover—but she realized that she too wanted to be used like that. She craved to be taken aggressively, in ways her husband wasn’t even capable of. Stephanie pulled her panties aside and directly rubbed her clit.

      “It’s coming, baby. It’s fucking coming. Show your man what a good cocksucker you are,” Dez taunted. He thought of Isaac watching on the other side of the phone connection, beating his cock while his wife choked on Dez’s big, black cock. Did Isaac feel like less than a man? Dez didn’t know how he couldn’t. He also didn’t care. Dez liked possessing other men’s wives.

      Stephanie was getting close to orgasm, too. She loved that Charlotte was performing for Dez and her husband. She wanted Andy to see her like that, but she didn’t know that he would want the taunting, and she was afraid of being too slutty with Dez.

      “Oh fuck…oh fuck…suck it, baby…take that fucking load,” Dez growled.

      Dez held Charlotte’s head back so just his tip was between her lips. He held her hair tightly with one hand and controlled the phone with the other. The blonde pursed her lips around the head and held his cock with both hands while she jerked it. Dez groaned and his entire body twitched. His eyes almost rolled back into his head. The blonde was that good. She sucked dick like it was her life. He came! Charlotte’s cheeks bulged out as he ejaculated in her mouth. She gagged but didn’t lose a drop. Dez wouldn’t let her. She wouldn’t be freed until she’d sucked out every last drop.

      “Look at her taking that load, man. Your wife loves my fucking cum. She loves that black dick,” Dez bragged.

      His cock slipped from Charlotte’s mouth, and she hopped off the bed. Stephanie was so shocked by what came next that she couldn’t do anything but go with it. Charlotte rushed across the room and straddled her lap, then held her face in both hands while she kissed Stephanie, sharing Dez’s load with her. Stephanie felt the thick, salty fluid being pushed into her mouth like a treasured gift, and overcome by what it was, and insanely, with gratitude, she drank it down like it was sweet nectar, kissing Charlotte passionately. Charlotte broke the kiss and tugged at Stephanie’s top, and like a compliant pet she allowed the blonde to pull it over her head before raining kisses all over her mouth.

      “Doesn’t he taste good, darling?” Charlotte breathed, between kisses.

      “Yes, oh god yes,” Stephanie moaned, completely swept away.

      “His cock is marvelous!” Charlotte gushed, “I can’t wait for you to feel him inside you.”

      Charlotte unclasped Stephanie’s bra and tossed it away. She bent to suckle Stephanie’s tits, and the brunette laid her head back on the couch, mesmerized by the blonde’s tongue dancing over her nipples. Stephanie had been just about to climax before Charlotte pounced on her, so she was right on the edge, putty in the blonde’s hands. Stephanie massaged Charlotte’s breasts, and found they felt surprisingly real.

      “Ohhh…” Stephanie moaned.

      Dez watched the women and already his cock was twitching with new life. Charlotte was incredible. He knew she would get Stephanie going. This blonde hotwife wanted to seduce the innocent brunette just as much as he did. He licked his lips in anticipation as Charlotte stripped Stephanie. Stephanie groped the blonde’s tits, and Dez loved that she wasn’t holding back. Stephanie looked dazedly past Charlotte to Dez, and he grinned his approval.

      Charlotte slid to her knees in front of the small couch. She pushed Stephanie's legs wide open and back so her heels were hooked on the edge of the seat. Stephanie was totally open. Charlotte yanked the lacy thong aside and dove in.

      “Ohhh! God!” Stephanie cried.

      Stephanie grabbed Charlotte’s head with both hands and dug her nails in, the pain just making Charlotte lick harder. The blonde’s tongue worked like a dervish, torturing Stephanie’s clit. Charlotte didn’t mess around. She was focused on making Stephanie come, and was getting there fast.

      Dez was already getting hard again. He was going to have to fuck Charlotte extra hard for what she was doing to Stephanie—even if her motivation was more for herself and her husband. Dez held the phone to make sure Isaac was getting a good view of the two wives. Stephanie had to know, but she didn’t even seem to care that Isaac was watching. Stephanie didn’t seem to care about much at the moment except for coming. Seeing Stephanie in the throes of passion like this, Dez finally understood something of what these husbands felt. Seeing the pretty wife being seduced was a great thrill. Dez, however, didn’t want to see another man fuck her. He wanted that pleasure for himself.

      “Oh god! Oh god! Awww gawd! Yes!”

      Charlotte sucked Stephanie while she licked. The combination was incredible. Stephanie needed to come so badly.

      “YES!” she screamed. “Yes! Yes!”

      Stephanie’s legs went rubbery and her feet slipped from the couch. Charlotte stared up at her, grinning. She removed Stephanie’s booties. Charlotte fluidly rose to her feet and held out her hands. “Come over to the bed and join us, darling,” the blonde said.

      Dez saw the fight had abandoned Stephanie. Stephanie looked dazed. She let Charlotte pull her up, and she kissed the lips the blonde placed in front of her. Charlotte led her by the hand to the bed and stripped off Stephanie’s skirt and thong, then placed her, presenting her to her lover. Dez saw her fully nude for the first time, and he was impressed. Charlotte was perfect, but almost too perfect, her body sculpted by surgeons. He admired Stephanie because she was hot and natural. She was small, but still had curves, and her tits, even though large, were impressively perky and beautiful. They were real. Dez didn’t expect to see the tits of a twenty-year-old on a woman in her forties, he preferred the softer flesh of an older woman. Stephanie was in good shape, but she was still soft like a woman, not a hardbody and Dez wanted her all the more for her realness. He put the phone aside, propping it against the lamp on the nightstand, hoping he gave Isaac a proper view but leaving it at that. His eyes swept over Stephanie and he smiled and reached, caressing her bare hips, drawing her closer so he could feel her ass.

      Stephanie fought the urge to cover herself as Dez perused her nude body. She didn’t know how she could possibly compare with the model standing next to her, but she could feel the heat in his gaze as Dez stared at her with a hunger that made her shiver. Still holding her shoulder, helping her to remain standing, Charlotte moved Stephanie’s hair aside and kissed her neck. She cooed in Stephanie’s ear, “You’re so beautiful, darling.”

      “Fuck, you’re sexy, girl. Goddam it,” Dez added.

      Dez extended a hand to her mound. Stephanie was slick from her orgasm, and his fingers slipped right in. She gasped, and Charlotte held her steady.

      “You’re so fucking juicy, baby. You need a good fucking.”

      Stephanie trembled, without volition instinctively rocking her hips against the motion of his fingers. She couldn’t agree more, that was all she needed. She climbed onto the bed kneeling, pressing her upright nude body against his, and kissed him. His cock pulsed against her thighs, growing hard. Stephanie wanted it to get hard again. She was so hungry for him. For the moment it was just the two of them, Charlotte fading into the background. According to Stephanie’s perceptions, off camera.

      Dez roughly kneaded her ass, and she ground her slippery sex against his twitching prick. His fingers crept between her thighs from behind, brushing her lips, making Stephanie moan into his mouth, while she sucked on his tongue. He wanted her so badly it was a physical ache. Stephanie had to give herself to him tonight. He couldn’t take being teased any longer. He couldn’t remember ever wanting another woman like this. Dez lowered her onto her back and followed, his cock pressed between her thighs. She reached between them and caressed it.

      “You’re ready for this cock, aren’t you, girl?” Dez whispered, nibbling on her ear.

      “Yes,” Stephanie gasped without hesitation, trembling when his lips found that special spot on her neck.

      “I’m going to make you scream tonight. You’re gonna scream so loud your man will hear you at home.”

      The mention of Andy set off alarms in her brain. This wasn’t supposed to be happening tonight. Would he feel left out because he wasn’t here to see her with Charlotte? He could have been here, she thought defensively. She’d told Andy she wasn’t ready to fuck Dez yet, but now that was all she wanted. She had to have him! She knew she shouldn’t do it until she’d talked it over with Andy, and she searched for the strength to stop. Dez’s tongue teased her nipples, distracting her train of thought and she groaned. She wanted it so badly. The last thing Stephanie wanted was to stop, but still she tried to marshal her willpower.

      “Dez…wait…” she gasped.

      Dez did not wait. Instead, he plunged his fingers inside her once again. Stephanie cried out and arched her back, pushing back at his thrusting fingers. Those digits filled her, but they weren’t a cock, and right now she needed a cock. Stephanie opened her eyes and found Charlotte by her side, lying on the bed.

      “I know what you’re feeling, darling. It’s new and scary, but you have to let go. Once you give in to the pleasure it all comes naturally. Your husband will love this, trust me. He wants you to do this, or he wouldn’t have sent you here. He knows what will happen when Dez has you. He wants Dez to fuck you.” Charlotte was reassuring her soothingly, her beautiful face hovering just inches from Stephanie’s ear.

      Stephanie processed Charlotte’s words, and she believed them because she wanted to, but she knew Andy was still on the fence. Maybe he’s just stuck there, she thought. Maybe he needs to be pushed off that fence. Stephanie would use any reasoning to get what she wanted, she knew she was going to do this, but the guilt was still there.

      “Darling, don’t think so much, just feel,” Charlotte urged.

      Two things happened simultaneously. Dez flicked her clit with his thumb and Charlotte pressed her finger to Stephanie’s nostril. Stephanie cried out and inhaled, snorting the white powder on Charlotte’s finger. Her nose burned instantly, and her eyes went wide with shock. Stephanie was about to protest, but Charlotte kissed her mouth with great passion, in effect changing the subject. Dez kept his attention on her clit—while his other fingers pumped in and out of her—and Stephanie’s will to resist her seducers melted away, overwhelmed. Instead of pushing Charlotte away, Stephanie wrapped her arms around her blonde head and returned the kiss with every ounce of passion she had.

      Dez didn’t think it was cool that Charlotte had sprung the coke on Stephanie like that, but things were rolling so fast he wasn’t going to stop. Stephanie’s cunt pulsed around his fingers, pulling them into her. Her tight, wet sheath was going to feel amazing around his cock. He knew she was ready to fuck, but he’d make her come again first, give the coke time to work. Her inhibitions would be gone by then.

      The strange new sensations came over Stephanie gradually over a few minutes. She was already so excited that they were hard to notice at first, lost in all the pleasure she felt. Before she knew it, Stephanie was wired. All those sensations were sharper, so powerful they knocked her back, and it was almost too much. More than any of that, Stephanie felt powerful and confident. She didn’t care about being seen naked by these two perfect specimens. She was proud of her sexy body, dammit! All doubt was gone. Stephanie was a strong, gorgeous, passionate woman, and she would take what the fuck she wanted. She wanted Dez inside her. Stephanie’s thoughts were such a whirl that her orgasm hit her like a smack in the face.

      Stephanie howled and twisted spasmodically on the bed. Charlotte played with her nipples and Dez with her cunt, and she almost twisted away from them. The climax was so strong, so vivid, that she swore she left her body for a moment. She was as tense as a steel bar, but when she went limp, it was limp as a dishrag. She needed a moment to collect herself and recover. Meanwhile Charlotte and Dez didn’t slow down.

      Charlotte put Dez on his back and locked her mouth onto his cock. She was going to single-handedly bring it back to life. He was mostly there. He’d planned on planting his cock in Stephanie immediately, but Charlotte had taken over and he couldn’t fault the blonde. She’d earned this, and tonight was about both women. He could not short change Charlotte because he was looking forward to having Stephanie for the first time. So he lay back and enjoyed Charlotte’s talented mouth.

      Stephanie watched jealously. Charlotte was having all the fun tonight, and she wanted in. Stephanie’s strength came back quickly, riding on her high. She crawled down beside the blonde and gripped Dez’s exposed shaft. Charlotte sucked him, and Stephanie stroked him and played with his heavy balls.

      Charlotte came off his cock with an audible pop of her lips and turned and kissed Stephanie. As they kissed, she guided the brunette toward Dez’s now-hard shaft, and Stephanie began sucking. Charlotte got down low and licked and sucked on his balls while Stephanie swallowed as much cock as she could manage. She looked up with lust-lidded eyes, staring at Dez. The view was incredible, hotter than anything he could have imagined. Charlotte sucked cock like a pro, but Stephanie was going at it with the enthusiasm of a woman who really, really wanted it. He loved her passion. Having both women down there at the same time was a dream come true. This had to be the pinnacle of his entire time as a Bull. Dez snatched up the phone. Isaac needed to have a good view of this. He wished Andy was watching too. Andy would have to get copies of tonight’s videos. Dez loved showing husbands what little sluts their wives could be.

      “Fuck! You girls are going wild. Fuck, yeah! Awww, yeah,” Dez moaned, barely able to hold the phone still.

      Stephanie sucked until her jaw hurt, and when she pulled off she thought Charlotte would take over again, but now Dez was steely and it was time to fuck. Ignoring Stephanie, Charlotte moved into place and squatted over him—her heels digging into the bed—and lowered herself onto Dez. She took it nice and slow, savoring every inch.

      “Ohhh…fuck…” Charlotte moaned, low and throaty.

      “Yeah, fuck me girl! Ride that dick!” Dez ordered.

      Charlotte planted her hands on Dez’s washboard abs and worked her hips while Stephanie watched with awe. Charlotte’s muscle control was impressive, and all Stephanie could think was that the blonde must spend every waking moment in the gym. Charlotte’s thighs worked, and her core flexed effortlessly, bouncing her cunt on him.

      “Fuck, baby! Feels so fucking good! I love his big dick, baby! Ohhh, he’s so fucking big!” Charlotte cried, staring right at her husband through the phone.

      It was an impressive performance, leading Stephanie to wonder again how Andy wanted to see her. Did her husband want her to act all slutty for Dez, or let her lover take the lead? She knew what she wanted, but it was important Andy enjoyed this too.

      Stephanie touched her pussy as she watched the lovers, thinking that her last orgasm seemed so far away now. She wanted to be in Charlotte’s position. She wanted to be the one bouncing on Dez’s cock. Hopefully Charlotte would finish soon so she could have her turn.

      “Hold this, baby,” Dez ordered, holding out Charlotte’s phone.

      Stephanie took the phone and pointed it at the lovers. She was shocked to see Isaac in the reverse window, sitting in a chair somewhere with his pants around his ankles. He jerked off as he watched, which Stephanie found kind of hot. She moved around the bed, trying to find the best possible angle for Isaac to watch his wife.

      Dez showed off his muscle, lifting Charlotte off him and tossing her onto the bed. He flipped her by the hips and stuffed a pillow under them, angling her butt in the air. It was time to take charge. He was going to give Charlotte the fucking she’d earned, plus show Stephanie what she was in for. He growled as he rammed his cock into Charlotte.

      Stephanie watched his rough treatment of Charlotte with jealous fascination. Andy had never taken her with such focused attention on his own desires, and she knew she wanted some of that.

      “It’s time to get pounded, baby,” he announced.

      “Fuck yes! Please, baby. Fuck me good,” Charlotte cooed, wiggling her ass. Dez slapped her ass and she cried out. “Please fuck me!” Dez buried his cock in her and she moaned, “Oh gawd yes!”

      “You like that? That what you wanted?” Dez taunted, holding her hips in an iron grip. He drilled down, pushing Charlotte into the plush mattress. He was owning this wife. It was thrilling.

      “Yes! Yes! I need a real fucking!”

      Dez slapped her haunch, leaving a big, red handprint, but he never slowed his pace. Stephanie’s reaction to Dez screwing her was so loud and over-the-top that Stephanie was sure it was at least in part for show—for Isaac on the other end of the Skype call. She was sure Charlotte was having fun, but she was wailing like Dez was killing her.

      “You gonna come? You gonna come on my black dick?” Dez growled.

      “Yes! Fuck me! Gimme that black dick! Honey, he’s fucking me so good! He’s gonna make me come! I love his black dick!” Charlotte cried.

      Stephanie thought Charlotte sounded almost silly. She had a nice shot of Charlotte’s bouncing ass for Isaac, but moved to Charlotte’s face when she began shouting about Dez’s cock. Dez got down low over Charlotte, flexing his hips to fuck her. Stephanie had to move back to get the couple framed properly.

      “Take that black dick! I wanna feel you come,” Dez commanded. He turned and winked at Stephanie. She smiled. It only made him go at Charlotte harder. Taking charge of a woman like Charlotte was especially gratifying. Women like her were shown deference everywhere they went, even by their husbands—but not in Dez’s bed. Stephanie appeared to agree, and that was good.

      Charlotte came loudly, and Stephanie thought her eardrums would pop. She expected hotel security to bang on the door any second. Dez kept drilling Charlotte through one orgasm and right into another, and it seemed like the blonde could go all night, but eventually Dez pulled out and sat back on his heels, his cock dripping from her juices. Charlotte stayed slumped in a prone position, kind of twitching. Stephanie was glad they were finished. Maybe it was the drugs, but she was aching for Dez. She needed to feel him inside her.

      “It’s your turn next, girl,” he said, as if reading her mind.

      Dez hopped off the bed and grabbed a bottle of water from the minibar. Stephanie wasn’t sure what to do, so she brought the phone close down by Charlotte’s face. It was dreamy as she took possession of the phone.

      “God, honey. He wore me out. You’re going to have to give me time to recover,” Charlotte cooed.

      “You’re a fucking star,” came Isaac’s tinny reply through the phone. “You’re goddesses tonight—both you and Steph. My god!”

      Stephanie felt a shiver of forbidden excitement, knowing Isaac was getting off on her, too. Should she tell Andy about that part? It made her hot, but it could make her husband angry. There was just no road map for what they were doing.

      “She’s so sexy, hon. You’d like her. Maybe you’ll meet her someday,” Charlotte replied.

      “Yes, please!” Isaac said.

      “You can look, but no touching,” Charlotte cautioned.

      Stephanie found it absurd that the couple was talking about her like that. She’d never meant to put on a show for Isaac, and she didn’t think a repeat performance was in the cards. Tonight was fun, but she far preferred Dez to herself.

      Dez came in from behind Stephanie and kissed her neck, wrapping his arms around her. He hefted her breasts and rolled her nipples. She moaned and leaned back into him. He dipped a hand down to touch her pussy. She was drenched. This wife was ready, but he’d tease her anyway. She’d made him wait for so long, he’d make her wait a little while longer. He’d make her beg, and then he would make her his.

      “Are you ready, baby?” he whispered in her ear.

      “Yes,” she moaned.

      “You sure, Steph? You sure you want it?”

      “Yes, come on, baby. Don’t tease me. I’ve had enough teasing.”

      “You liked watching?”

      “Yeah…it was hot…made me…want…god, baby…” It was difficult to form any words when he kissed her neck like that and rubbed her pussy. Stephanie wanted him just to bend her forward and take her.

      “Let me give you two some room,” Charlotte said, rolling over and taking her phone along. The pillow that had been under her hips was soaked.

      “Get Stephanie’s phone. Her man likes videos,” Dez ordered.

      “Yes, sir,” Charlotte said, giggling. She had no apparent jealousy issues.

      Stephanie rolled onto her back and Dez slithered on top of her. He seemed like a giant, hovering over her petite body. They kissed sensuously, his braids falling around her face. Her heart felt like it was going to explode out of her chest. Stephanie blamed the drugs but knew that wasn’t the entire cause. She reached for his hard cock, still wet from Charlotte’s cunt. She pulled him to her. His head touched, and Dez flicked his hips, pushing it just past her lips before pausing for what she feared would be a mighty thrust. She threw her head back and cried out, “Easy! Please go easy!”

      “Don’t worry, baby. I’ll take it nice and slow,” Dez cooed, kissing her.

      Stephanie had been afraid his impressive tool might seriously hurt her, but she was so wet, so ready from all the teasing, that as he eased himself gently inside her she felt nothing but pleasure. It was okay, she didn’t need Dez to take it easy on her, Stephanie needed him to fuck her. Dez was not massively longer than her husband, but he was thicker, and the way he stretched her open made Stephanie emit a long, low moan, her mouth hanging open. She felt every inch, every ripple of the big cock filling her. The same cocaine that made her heart pound also made every sensation so sharp, so intense. Stephanie wasn’t screaming like Charlotte, but she’d never felt anything so amazingly intense.

      “Fuck, you feel good, baby. So fucking tight. Damn, Steph!” Dez moaned in her ear.

      “God,” she moaned, clinging to his broad, powerful back.

      A clarion thought rang through her brain like a bell: You’re fucking another man. You’re cheating on Andy. It wasn’t cheating, true, but Stephanie had just broken the vow she’d taken all those years ago, to hold herself sacred for one man—her husband. Stephanie was no longer just Andy’s, she was giving herself to another man. After forty-two years on the planet, Stephanie had finally slept with, no, fucked, more than just one man. It was strange, because she should have felt panic, or guilt, or felt something other than what she did feel—raw desire for Dez. The cocaine made Stephanie feel like a powerful woman who took what she wanted, and she wanted Dez to be her lover. She deserved it. Stephanie kissed him hard, as his cock slowly, deliberately opened her up. She pushed her hips up at him, planting her feet on the bed, wanting all of him inside her.

      The unexpected orgasm hit her so fast, Stephanie cried out in surprise as much as pleasure. She’d never come that quickly—not that she could remember—and certainly not from intercourse. Stephanie bucked beneath Dez, her body wracked with hedonistic pleasure, her cunt rippling around his shaft.

      “Yes! Ohhh…Yes! God!” she cried, her nails digging into Dez’s ebony muscles. Her legs locked around him, but Dez never missed a beat, now riding her slow and steady.

      Dez was shocked she had climaxed so quickly. Did she come like this for her husband, or was it the taboo of another man that did it for her? Stephanie was so sweet, so maybe she’d been longing to be bad for her entire life. Dez was going to give her room to be as bad as she could.

      “You fucking needed that, didn’t you, girl?” Dez groaned.

      “Yes! Fuck me, baby! No more gentle! Fuck me hard!”

      “I’ll fuck you, baby. I’ll fuck you real good. That pussy is so sweet.” He turned to the side. “Her pussy is so fucking sweet, man!”

      Stephanie was confused for a second—until she remembered that Charlotte was there and recording everything for Andy. Stephanie looked to the side and saw the blonde kneeling beside the bed, holding her phone in a perfect position to capture all the action. Stephanie moaned when she thought about Andy watching the video. She wanted to be a good slut for him and that wouldn’t be difficult.

      Dez pried himself from her iron grasp and sat back on his heels. Stephanie whimpered when his dripping cock momentarily slipped from her. He grabbed her slim hips and pulled her closer to him. “Put it back in for me,” he demanded, lifting her hips from the bed. Stephanie was a good girl and did as she was told. Her body was angled up at Dez, while her shoulders rested back on the bed. Once he was back in her pussy, Dez pulled her back and forth on his cock, using her to fuck himself.

      “Ohh! Oh! OH! Yes! Yes!” Stephanie shouted.

      This was a move that wasn’t in her repertoire with Andy. They’d tried it maybe once, back when they were working their way through The Joy of Sex at the start of their marriage, but even as a younger man, her husband hadn’t had Dez’s power. Dez worked her on his cock like it was no effort at all, like she was a toy, and it felt incredible. His fat head dragged itself across her g-spot with every thrust. Stephanie looked to the side, staring into the camera helplessly, knowing that at some point her husband would see her like this as her lover used her. Her mouth was wide open and her moans were constant. Was this what Andy wanted? Did he want to see Dez use her like this? She hoped so, because right now this was who she was.

      Dez loved showing these wives his power. He was sure her husband didn’t have the ability to fuck Stephanie like this. He seemed like a nice enough guy, but he didn’t seem like the power-fucking type. Dez looked down on Stephanie stretched out below him, her big tits bouncing around on her chest, and all he could think of was doing this all night. She pulled on her nipples and his balls surged. Damn, was she sexy. Her husband would love seeing this.

      “Oh fuck!” she wailed.

      “Play with those titties! You’re gonna fucking come for me again, aren’t you?”

      “Yes! God, yes!”

      “Tell me you want it, baby! Tell me, Steph!”

      “Oh god! Fuck me! Yes, fuck me, dammit! Oh fuck!”

      Dez brought her to another orgasm with ease. His manhandling of her made Stephanie want to please him. It was easy to come when he was in control. Her cunt milked his cock, but Dez remained hard. It seemed he could go all night.

      “She loves your black dick, baby,” Charlotte cooed from the side.

      “Yeah, she does,” Dez agreed.

      Dez flipped Stephanie onto her stomach as he had Charlotte, but he didn’t use pillows to prop her in position. He just held her hips and hammered into her from behind. Stephanie clutched at the pillows near her head, holding on for dear life. The wild sounds coming from her mouth was music to his ears. Stephanie was screaming and babbling incoherently in ecstasy, just as he’d planned. Dez knew she’d never admit it—certainly not to her husband—but she’d always craved being taken like this. Dez was able to tap into the animal side of his MILFs.

      Stephanie could have never imagined it could feel this way. Maybe it was the cocaine, but it seemed that Dez could make her come at will, and she was content to let that happen. She had lapsed into a kind of stupor when a new surprise pulled her out of it. Out of nowhere, she felt Dez’s thumb pressing against her anus.

      Stephanie’s eyes shot open and she stiffened. His thumb was slick with something, but her tight ring still resisted. “Baby…” she pleaded.

      “Relax, girl. Just chill and you’ll love it,” Dez assured her.

      Dez had already had Charlotte’s ass, but she’d given it up easily, so it wasn’t as special. He suspected anal wasn’t in Stephanie’s regular sex play, which made Dez want her sweet little ass even more. Her husband would be thanking Dez when she learned how good anal sex could be. But Dez had to start slowly. He had to work her up to it. Her ass was incredibly tight. It would take some work to get her ready for his cock.

      Stephanie didn’t know about Dez’s thoughts, but after her brief, startled plea she didn’t ask him to stop doing whatever he was doing back there. Letting another man probe her ass was the definition of taboo, and Stephanie now found herself wanting to give her ass to Dez. She concentrated on the cock throbbing in her pussy, not the stretching of her tight anal ring. Dez popped through, provoking a sharp pain and she cried out. With her anal chute gripping his thumb, Dez began slowly fucking her again.

      The sensations were strange, and no doubt heightened by the cocaine. At first she just felt full, while her pussy felt wonderful. Her anus tugged on his thumb as her body moved on and off his cock, and that contrast of sharp pain versus growing pleasure blew out her brain with another infusion of adrenaline. When Stephanie came again, it was like she was being turned inside out, then filled to overflowing with bliss. It left her feeling used up. She felt like a half-deflated, limp sex doll in Dez’s hands when he finally released her and she slumped bonelessly down to the bed. She didn’t understand how he hadn’t come yet.

      Dez rolled her to her back again and slid back inside, holding her tight. Stephanie remained pliant at first, laying there and just letting him take her—exhausted. She felt she was crashing. But the sweet friction roused her, and Stephanie clung to Dez once again. She didn’t know if she could climax another time, but she wanted Dez to. She needed him to.

      “You feel so good, baby. That’s so good. Yes…yes…mmm…” Stephanie moaned, her voice a breathy whisper.

      “Fuck, baby. I can’t get enough of you. You’re fucking incredible,” Dez moaned, his deep brown eyes locked onto hers.

      It was a deeply intimate moment, and a shiver of fear shot through Stephanie, thrilling her. Dez felt it too, felt that for a moment they were beyond just sex. They shared a real connection. These moments were rare for him with hotwives, and it filled Dez with an unfamiliar warmth.

      “Don’t stop, come on, baby. Dez…I need you…please…” Stephanie was performing for him—she needed him to come—but a part of her meant them.

      “Oh fuck…fuck…fuuuck!”

      Dez throbbed deep inside her, and at long last Stephanie felt him coming. He filled her and Stephanie trembled, just short of coming again herself. She locked herself around him, never wanting to let go. It was Dez who finally extracted his spent organ but remained lying entwined against her.

      “That was so hot, girl,” he said affectionately. He softly kissed her. He didn’t always cuddle with the hotwives, but he didn’t want to let Stephanie go, not yet. He wanted to feel the warmth of her body against his. He knew how difficult and special it had been for Stephanie to give herself to him, and he wanted the moment to last.

      Stephanie was speechless, but she smiled contentedly. Her night with Dez was everything she’d fantasized, and so much more. She closed her eyes, slipping away into blissful sleep.

      When Stephanie relaxed her grip on him, Dez eased away from her, not wanting to wake the wife. Charlotte was on the couch, still watching them but no longer filming. Her eyes twinkled when she looked from his face to his cock.

      “I hope you didn’t give her everything you had,” she commented.

      “Jealous?”

      “Of course not, but I want to get mine, too. I want our time together, you and me—no husband watching, no sharing with anyone.”

      Dez chuckled. “You are insatiable, girl. Don’t you ever get tired?”

      Charlotte stood and walked over to him and began caressing his cock. “Not when I have something like this to play with. You may have worn the soccer mom out, but this girl still has needs.”

      “She was fun, wasn’t she?” Dez asked, looking back at Stephanie passed out on the bed.

      “That woman was a party waiting to happen, and I don’t know how she survived this long without it. She wants it all, and she wants it now. Of course, she’s going to hate herself for it in the morning.”

      “Why do you say that?”

      “I know the type. She wants to—has to—go crazy, but she’ll feel guilty for giving into that side of herself. I hope you had your fun because I think there’s a good chance our sweet Stephanie won’t be coming back to you.”

      “Oh, she’ll be back. You girls always come back.”

      Dez didn’t want this to be his only time with Stephanie. Charlotte didn’t know what she was talking about. He’d had women like Stephanie before. Sure they felt guilty sometimes, but they always wanted more, like moths to a flame.

      Charlotte looked amused. “I thought you never got emotionally invested, but you like this one.”

      “It’s not like that. It’s just different with ones like her.”

      “The ones you have to coax?” Charlotte laughed musically. “You boys are all the same. You want to take the sweet ones’ purity. You don’t appreciate the ones who already know how to rock your world.”

      Dez grabbed Charlotte roughly, his fingers teasing her wet sex. He was sure he could get it up one more time, especially with the help of her hot mouth. Dez would show her. “I do appreciate you, baby. Come in the shower, and I’ll show you how much.”
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      The shaking of her shoulder awakened Stephanie. It felt like she’d only been out for a second, but it was Charlotte shaking her shoulder. The blonde was fully dressed. Stephanie didn’t see Dez, but she heard the shower running.

      “Darling, were you supposed to be out with him all night? I don’t want you to get into trouble. It’s important to stick to your rules.”

      Stephanie glanced at the bedside clock and shot wide awake as panic gripped her heart. It was after three in the morning! Andy must think she’d been kidnapped, or worse. Somehow she was under the sheet, and she threw it off, unconcerned with her nudity. She went looking for her scattered clothing.

      “I guess you were expected home sooner,” Charlotte commented.

      “This is not how this night was supposed to go!”

      “Dez didn’t tell me what to expect. He just said you were curious. I thought it was glorious!”

      “I don’t know if Andy is going to feel that way,” Stephanie worried, pulling on her panties. Her brain was so fuzzy. She couldn’t focus on anything without effort.

      Charlotte took Stephanie by the shoulders and faced her. “Take a deep breath, darling. Calm down. The only thing to expect in these situations is the unexpected. Couples, especially husbands, think they can control everything. You can’t. It will be fine. You’ll go home and tell Andy all about tonight, and he’ll love it. Trust me.”

      Stephanie took that deep breath, but it hardly calmed her. She had no idea how Andy would react, but if he was furious she could hardly blame him. She’d gone out for drinks and dancing. She was just supposed to get some questions answered, but she’d ended up in bed with Dez and another woman. Stephanie wasn’t even into women! Or was she? Everything was so jumbled. She didn’t know how she could possibly explain all this to her husband. She couldn’t even explain it to herself!

      Once she was dressed, Stephanie looked in the mirror. Her chestnut hair was a rats’ nest, her make-up worn completely away. She could see every line in her face. Every wrinkle. Dez had used her up and she looked it. Stephanie felt every second of her forty-two years. She had to go! She couldn’t wait for Dez to get out of the shower.

      “Tell him we’ll talk, okay? I really have to go.”

      “Okay, darling, but please try to calm down. Trust me, your husband will be on board. They all are. Oh, I copied some videos from my phone to yours, as a thank you to Andy for letting me enjoy you.”

      “Uh, thanks.” Stephanie fled the hotel room.
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      Andy fought to hold onto sleep, swatting at the hand nudging his shoulder. Sometimes he fell asleep on the couch while watching TV, and Stephanie would have to wake him and tell him to come to bed. He was harder to rouse when he’d been drinking, and he’d done a lot of drinking before passing out on the couch in the den. Only an inch or so remained in the bottom of the bottle of Glenlivet sitting, fortunately upright, on the floor beside the couch.

      “Andy, come on, wake up,” Stephanie urged.

      The drunken stupor made it more difficult for his sleepy mind to recall the circumstances that had caused Andy to fall asleep on the couch, but as he came to the wakeful surface it came back to him, and his eyes opened, blinking against the light. He’d been watching TV, but it was turned off now. He rolled over and looked up blearily at his wife and was suddenly wide awake.

      Andy flinched. Instantly, he knew. He knew what she’d done. She was clothed but obviously braless. Her chestnut hair—expertly teased when she’d left home—was a mess, like she’d just rolled out of bed. Her makeup was worn off and she looked exhausted. She was obviously totally drained, and Andy knew why.

      “I’m sorry it’s so late. I lost track of time,” she said.

      He reached for his phone. It was after four a.m. He looked at Stephanie again, then just stared at her. Andy didn’t know what to say. He’d known this moment was coming, but he hadn’t thought it would come so soon, and he wasn’t prepared. Andy didn’t have any words, so he just stared silently at his freshly-fucked wife.

      Stephanie saw Andy flinch, and she knew he knew. He didn’t look happy, or excited. He just looked blank. She searched for the right words.

      “Andy, I know I said I wasn’t ready…and I didn’t think I was. I did not know this was going to happen. Not tonight. We met at the club, and we were drinking and dancing. Charlotte was really cool. They invited me back to their room, and I was curious. I wanted to see what was going to happen. I swear, I didn’t mean for things to go so far. It just happened.”

      Andy blinked at the rush of words. Stephanie’s confession sounded sincere, but things like this didn’t just happen. People made choices. Stephanie had made choices, and those choices had led her into Dez’s bed. Maybe she hadn’t planned on it happening, but she wanted it to happen. He knew she wanted it.

      “Baby?” she ventured.

      Andy sat up on the couch and stared at Stephanie. She’d made an effort to clean up, but her mascara was still smeared around her eyes. She looked uncertain, like she was waiting for him to react. His gaze crawled down her body, a body that Dez had enjoyed all night. Andy fought back a wave of nausea and he was left angry and anxious in its wake. He stared at Stephanie—a body that Dez had enjoyed all night. He couldn’t stop himself from thinking, She’s a whore! His wife of almost twenty years had just spent most of the night fucking another man. A big, black, stud of a man. Dez had probably nailed her much better than Andy ever could in his life. Andy couldn’t hope to compete. What had he been thinking sending his Stephanie off with someone like Dez?

      The way Andy stared at her scared Stephanie. Stony silence was not what she was expecting. Even if he was angry, she wanted Andy to say something. He needed to yell at her to get it out. Stephanie needed to know what was going on in his head.

      “Baby, say something,” she pleaded, falling to her knees in front of him. She put her hands on his legs and Andy flinched.

      Andy stared at her hands—these hands that had been all over another man. He imagined Dez’s cock cradled in these hands—thick and full and throbbing. He’d often watched the video of Stephanie blowing her lover. Andy knew she needed both of these hands to take care of him. He stared at her mouth. It was too easy to imagine her lips stretched around Dez’s thickness. For the first time, Andy felt a stirring in his shorts. Did you swallow his load? Andy wondered. Or did he come all over your face? He preferred to think Dez had given his wife a facial—that was sluttier.

      “Undress,” Andy said, tonelessly.

      Stephanie wasn’t sure she’d heard his words correctly. His voice was barely more than a whisper. He repeated himself, this time it was more of a growl. She had an uneasy feeling but did as her husband asked. She owed him her obedience. Remaining on her knees, Stephanie pulled her top over her head. She was indeed braless—it was in her purse.

      Deep crimson marks marred the freckled skin of her torso, readily apparent on her pale breasts. Her dark nipples were still engorged, a deeper red than usual from all the abuse they’d taken. Andy gaped at the physical evidence of his wife’s night with Dez. His stomach turned again, but he was gaining control now, and he batted it back. His mind went through the ways those marks must have landed on Stephanie’s body, and his cock felt like steel.

      Andy touched her tits, tracing his fingers over the marks. She winced when he touched her nipples.

      “Easy, baby, I’m a little sore.”

      Stephanie was far more than a little sore. A night of Dez and Charlotte sucking and teasing and nibbling her nipples had left them very painful to the touch. But Andy was being gentle, almost like he was exploring her body for the first time again. His caresses felt good, tender, even if she was too sore to become aroused by them.

      Andy pushed at her skirt, but he couldn’t get it past her waist with her kneeling. He tried pulling it up, frustration making his movements frantic. He wasn’t thinking clearly. He wanted to see all of her. He wanted to see what Dez had done to his wife.

      “Andy, baby, it’s okay, let me do it,” Stephanie said, patting his arm reassuringly.

      “I want to see you,” he said. “All of you.”

      “Of course, baby. Anything you want. I’m yours.” Stephanie locked her eyes on his. “You know I’m yours, Andy.”

      Stephanie rose up on her knees, unzipped the skirt, and pulled it up over her body awkwardly. Andy took her by the hips and turned her this way and that, like he was examining her. It felt weird. All of his behavior felt weird, but she was not going to judge him. Andy was entitled to his feelings, and she had to let him get through them,

      Andy saw more red marks on her lower body, but he locked in on her pussy. Her mound was shaved bare, with just a neat triangle above the lips. In the past, she didn’t always stay on top of that, but her cunt had been nice and neat since they’d started exploring things with Dez. She’d just needed the proper motivation, he supposed. Her whole mound was puffy, but it was her labia that got his attention. Her cunt was red and swollen—the very definition of well-fucked. Andy felt a surge of anger and possessiveness that was alien to him. He wanted to fuck his wife and assert his dominance. He touched her pussy, and Stephanie winced.

      “Baby, I’m really sore down there. I just need a little time to recover,” she said.

      Andy could read between the lines. Dez had used her up earlier. His wife didn’t want to fuck him tonight. His anger grew, irrational as it was. Andy knew his part in this. It wasn’t like Stephanie went out and did something behind his back.

      Stephanie saw her husband’s disappointment, and decided she’d make love to him if he needed it, but she really was sore. Incredibly sore. If Andy insisted on having sex, it was going to hurt. “If you really want to Andy, it’s okay.”

      “No, it’s all right. I don’t need your pussy tonight,” Andy replied, hoping his words didn’t sound as bitter as they seemed.

      Andy pushed his shorts down to his ankles. His cock stood straight up, a monument to how he felt about his wife’s behavior. Stephanie took him submissively in hand and stroked him gently. He knew that wasn’t how she had gone for Dez’s cock. She would have attacked his big dick. Andy wanted Stephanie like her lover had taken her. He grabbed her head and brought it forcefully down to his cock. She only resisted for a moment.

      Stephanie was shocked by how her husband handled her. He wasn’t normally like that. He’d just grabbed her head and shoved her face at his cock. She wasn’t going to judge. Stephanie locked her lips around his shaft and sucked, cheeks hollowing as she bobbed on him. Andy maintained his grip on her head, forcing her deeper. Stephanie fought the urge to resist, and instead she let Andy use her however he saw fit. She would do the same for Dez, god knew. Andy wasn’t being the gentle lover she was used to, but she went with it. He jerked her mouth back and forth on his cock aggressively. He didn’t slow down when he hit the back of her throat even when she was audibly choking. Stephanie tried to force herself to regulate her breathing and let Andy have his way, even though every ounce of her being wanted to push away and chastise him.

      Andy saw his wife’s eyes pleading—pleading with him to take it easy. He wasn’t in the mood. Dirty, angry thoughts came to his mind as he used his wife’s mouth, but he didn’t dare vocalize them. Take it, you little whore. Suck my cock slut! Just like you sucked his! Show me how much you love dick! Andy was grunting, pumping his hips off the couch. He was completely overheated, and it was over as soon as it began. Andy pulled Stephanie back by her hair and took over jacking his cock.

      Stephanie’s mouth hung open in shock when Andy finished on her face. He blasted thick ropes of cum across her cheeks and into her hair. He even managed to get some in her mouth. Finished, Andy sagged back onto the couch. Stephanie stared at him, speechless. What did all this mean?

      The sudden silence, broken only by the sounds of their labored breathing, seemed to stretch forever, for both of them.

      “Andy?” she asked finally.

      He sighed deeply and stared at his wife. Her face was a mess, matching her used body. He felt a measure of satisfaction that he also had left his mark tonight, but it didn’t ease the conflicting feelings surging inside him. Andy pushed the anger down. It wasn’t constructive.

      “Steph…”

      She put a hand on his thigh. “I’m sorry if this hurt you. I didn’t mean…”

      Andy saw her beginning to fall apart, tears welling in her eyes. It softened him. “It’s just that you said you weren’t ready…”

      “I know. I didn’t think I was.”

      “But you were?”

      “It’s not that simple. I don’t know how to explain it. I just got caught up in it.”

      “You couldn’t help yourself?”

      “I…maybe…I don’t know. If I thought any of this would hurt you…”

      “I know, Steph. I know, it’s not about me, you keep saying that, but I can’t help but have some kind of reaction when you want to fuck other men.” Andy saw her wince. “Sorry, I didn’t mean it that way.”

      Stephanie felt her own anger welling up. She didn’t go out and cheat on Andy. They’d talked about this. Exhaustively. They’d role played in bed, and Andy had really gotten off when she described being with Dez. Maybe she’d gone further than she planned tonight, but it was going to happen eventually—unless Andy put the brakes on it. However, Stephanie realized that this time Andy had never had the chance to tell her no.

      “I should have checked with you first before I went all the way. I’m sorry. I thought this was something we were both into, but I shouldn’t have crossed that last line without talking to you.”

      Andy saw she was genuinely sorry, and it softened him even more. Everything she said was true. It was something they were both into. When he thought about Stephanie with Dez—when he watched that video from the park—it gave him a charge like nothing else. The problem was that he had to fight off all those traditional feelings of possessiveness that came with being raised to be a stereotypical man. They weren’t so strong when they were fantasizing, but they hit him like a hurricane when his wife arrived home used by another man. His excitement over Stephanie being with another man warred with his possessiveness, and he honestly didn’t know which side was stronger. Andy did know that the internal battle created the weirdest feeling inside him—a feeling he had to admit was intoxicating. It bothered him that he actually enjoyed suffering that conflict, but he did.

      “A phone call would have been nice, but I guess I understand.” Andy thought back to his teenage days, when his hormones had raged so strong he had no willpower to resist their call. He understood being swept away. It was just a bitter pill to swallow that it was another man stirring those feelings in his wife.

      “I’m sorry, baby. I don’t want this to come between us.”

      Andy took her hands in his. “It can’t. This is just a reaction. I’m sorry I couldn’t process it better.”

      “I want your honest feelings, Andy. I don’t want you hiding anything from me.”

      “Good.” Andy allowed a grin. “I don’t think I could.”

      “Good,” Stephanie agreed. She began to recognize the man sitting in front of her. It was a start. She was relieved.

      “I guess you had fun,” he ventured.

      Stephanie scrutinized him. “I don’t know if now is the time to talk about this. Wait until you’re sure you really want to know.”

      Andy really did want to know. He didn’t know how it would make him feel, but he wanted to know it all—every detail. He had to know, but he wouldn’t press her tonight. “Okay,” he agreed.

      “Besides, isn’t it almost dawn? I swear the kids are going to be up in, like, five minutes.”

      “Don’t worry about that. Go get cleaned up and go to bed. No offense, but you look like a hooker at the end of a rough shift.”

      Stephanie frowned. “That bad?”

      Andy chuckled. “I didn’t say it was bad.”

      For the second time that night, Stephanie gathered up her discarded clothes. She trudged upstairs and ran a hot shower. She was too exhausted to think and willed the steaming water to wash it all away.
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      Stephanie awoke to the afternoon sun streaming through the curtains in their bedroom. She rolled over with a groan and saw it was almost one o’clock. Andy wasn’t in bed with her, but he couldn’t be. Someone had to be up with the kids. God bless him for letting me sleep in, she thought. Speaking of God, she wondered if Andy had taken the kids to Sunday School and church.

      She smiled wryly as she thought about joining them at church, given what she’d done last night. Would everyone in the congregation sense sex on her and see her for what she was? A whore! Stephanie could imagine them readying her Scarlet Letter. She doubted however that she was the only one with a secret sin she wanted to keep hidden.

      The warm sun on her skin felt nice, but she knew it was probably cold outside. Stephanie rolled onto her back and stretched, feeling the soreness right away. She kept in great shape, but she hadn’t had a workout like the one Dez and Charlotte had given her in a long time, if ever. Her legs were sore, but that would pass when she got up and moving. She brushed her nipples through the tank top she had worn to bed, and they were still sore. She felt the soreness in her pussy without even touching it. She hoped that would pass quickly. Stephanie climbed out of bed and threw on a robe.

      The house was empty, and while she missed her kids, she was relieved she didn’t have to face Andy yet. Things had gotten really weird when she came home. She hadn’t known how Andy would react when she told him she’d had sex with Dez, but she could never have predicted his actual reaction coming. It had been a side of her husband she’d never seen, and it might have been exciting if she hadn’t been sexed out. She liked seeing an aggressive side of her husband, but it was also scary. Andy had been so intense. She didn’t get the vibe he was playing. A serious conversation was inevitable, and Stephanie welcomed it—mostly.

      Andy told Stephanie her night with Dez wouldn’t come between them, and she believed him, but that didn’t mean they were in a good place. After almost twenty years together, Stephanie was confident they could talk it out and come together, but the problem was she didn’t know where they would end up. After the way he’d reacted last night, she had no idea how Andy felt about the idea of her being with Dez going forward. It could go either way. Stephanie was afraid Andy would tell her they were done. She would respect his decision of course, but she knew how she wanted it to work out. Stephanie wasn’t ready to give Dez up. She’d only had a taste, and she wanted more.

      Stephanie felt terrible about her illicit desire, but it was undeniably there. Being with Dez had given Stephanie a thrilling high, and it wasn’t because of the cocaine. She’d had a taste of it before when they’d been alone together but being with him last night had been an astonishing rush, and she didn’t want to give it up, not yet. Seeing how Dez had been with Charlotte had shown her how crazy and sexy it really could be, and Stephanie wanted that for herself. She craved the danger and excitement, and the sex—oh yes—she craved the incredible sex. Stephanie needed to come like that again. She would accede to her husband’s wishes if he wanted her to stop of course, but it would be a tough pill to swallow.

      After coffee, Stephanie compiled a shopping list. She was still exhausted and didn’t feel like going out for groceries, but real life wouldn’t pause for her fantasy life. She left before Andy came home with the kids, but before she did, Stephanie copied the videos from her phone to Andy’s tablet. She left a note inside the cover, telling him the videos were there if he wanted to watch them. She wondered if he would.

      While Stephanie was out at the store, Andy came home with the kids, surprised to find her gone. A quick shiver of fear ran down his spine as he thought perhaps his wife had run off with Dez. But that was crazy, he knew. Andy got the kids settled playing and turned on the football game. He took up his tablet and while he watched the game he found Stephanie’s note inside.

      Andy almost dropped the tablet like it had scorched his hands. He stared at the home screen with his apps like he couldn’t believe what the tablet contained. Their son was in the room, playing on his Kindle, so there was no way Andy could open the videos Stephanie had installed, but even if he could, Andy wasn’t sure he should.

      He wanted to, badly, which was part of the problem. His cock lurched in his jeans. Andy stared at the tablet and imagined this was how an alcoholic felt staring at a bottle. He wanted what was inside, even if it might not be good for him. He didn’t understand how he could want something so much when it might hurt him. Andy took a deliberate breath and closed the cover.

      Andy still hadn’t dealt with his feelings from the night before. He’d spent the morning being a dad and plowing through chores, purposely avoiding his feelings. Now the football game on the TV was like background noise as he was forced to think about Stephanie and what she’d done.

      Watching his wife all dressed up to go out with another man had been more exciting than he’d expected. Andy had felt the fear and jealousy, but Stephanie looked hot, and he was excited about her going out and being naughty. She was just supposed to meet Dez and Charlotte for drinks, but he knew it wouldn’t end up that way, no matter how much Stephanie insisted that was all she had planned. Stephanie wouldn’t have dressed like that just to have a drink or two. He’d gotten so hard watching her leave that he almost grabbed her and threw her on the couch.

      Andy had spent the night on pins and needles, wondering what Stephanie was doing while he was home watching TV. His anxiety didn’t ramp up until she texted and told him she would be out later than planned. While Stephanie was at the club she would have had to be relatively well behaved, he reasoned. She didn’t say, but he knew staying out later meant they were going somewhere more private. He didn’t think Charlotte’s presence would slow his wife down. Andy started drinking then, thinking about his wife with Dez. He even imagined Charlotte getting in on the action, as far-fetched at that was. Stephanie had only ever teased him when he suggested a threesome with another woman in the past. She always told him, You know I love dick too much. Thinking about Stephanie in a threesome with Dez and Charlotte made him burn with jealousy, as he would be left out, and it made him jerk off, too. In the end, the bottle almost empty, Andy had passed out waiting for his wife to come home.

      She fucked him, Andy thought. He repeated it in his head, trying to get used to it. She fucked him. Andy had always known that was the endgame if they kept going—and that was the issue. Andy had felt sure there would be a discussion just before Stephanie crossed that line. Andy had felt sure she would make sure he was okay with it before she took that step. That didn’t happen. She fucked him. Now Andy had to deal with the aftermath.

      Andy’s musings were cut short when Stephanie arrived home. He lay the tablet aside and helped her carry in the groceries. She kissed his cheek hello and acted normal, but Andy felt tension between them. Every time he looked at his wife he pictured Dez on top of her. If he couldn’t get that image out of his head now, would he ever be able to do it if he watched the video?

      Stephanie saw her husband struggling and wished she could do something to reassure him. She tried to pull him aside several times, but the kids wouldn’t leave them alone long enough to have a conversation about what had happened. They would have to wait until later, and the waiting was killing her.

      Andy paced the den while Stephanie was upstairs putting the kids to bed. They weren’t one of those couples who just let things sit between them, so they would be talking. He still wasn’t sure what to say. He was trying to sort out whether he was angry that Stephanie had done it at all, or just that she hadn’t talked to him first. The former wasn’t fair, he understood, and the latter sucked, but he understood why he’d lost control. Andy also realized he was angry at himself. He was angry because all of this had turned him on so much, and that just didn’t seem normal. Or even right. Could he ever come to grips with that?

      Stephanie had been watching Andy pacing for a moment before he realized she was there. Her heart went out to him. She decided that if this was going to torture him like this, it wasn’t worth it. Sex with Dez was incredible, and she wanted it, but it wasn’t worth ripping apart her husband.

      Andy noticed Stephanie standing in the doorway. She looked sexy without even trying. He couldn’t look at his wife these days without his head filling with sexual thoughts. Her tank top had a built-in bra, but it couldn’t handle her tits. Thin, soft cotton pajama pants sculpted to her ass. He pictured her with Dez again, and this time it didn’t trouble him, it only made him harder faster.

      “Do you want to come to bed?” she asked.

      “Yeah, in a minute,” he replied, stalling.

      Stephanie came and sat beside her husband. She took his hand. “I want to talk about…y’know…”

      “I know. It’s just a weird thing to talk about.”

      “Are you that upset?” Stephanie’s brow furrowed.

      “It’s not that. I mean, listen, you should have at least snuck away for a second and called me before you…”

      “I know. I’m sorry. If I was thinking clearly, I would have.”

      “You were that drunk?”

      “Among other things. I told you, I was just swept away. I honestly didn’t think it through. I just wanted it, and it happened.”

      Andy tried to hide his reaction to her words. She just wanted it. “Other things?”

      “How specific do you want me to get, babe?”

      “You don’t have to hide anything from me, Steph. We can’t start down that path.”

      “Okay. Well then, I was really horny. You know how I can get. After watching Dez and Charlotte together, and then they were touching me…”

      “They?” Andy’s eyes went wide.

      Stephanie flashed her sideways smile. “Yes, they. Charlotte seemed to like me—a lot.”

      Andy’s weird, negative feelings were pushed to the side as his excitement overcame him. “Just how much did she like you? Did you like her back?”

      “She liked me a lot.” Stephanie laughed. I didn’t like her quite as much. It’s on video, if you really want to see.”

      Andy stared at the tablet on the coffee table. He was dying to watch his wife with another woman, but he knew where it would lead if he started watching. Andy wouldn’t stop before Dez came into the picture.

      “Don’t do it if you’re not sure,” she said.

      Andy had to see. He grabbed the tablet and flipped the cover open. The video files were easy to find as they were named ‘skype_session’ followed by the date and time. He didn’t ask about the Skype part.

      The first video started with a closeup of Charlotte sucking Dez’s cock. God, it looked huge. Even though his wife wasn’t in the frame, Andy felt his gut tighten knowing she’d been fucked with that thing. Andy knew it was ridiculous, but he wondered how he was going to satisfy Stephanie after she’d had that thing pounded into her. Andy was definitely not a cuck. He had no desire for another man to take his wife and turn her inside out, nor did he have any lasting concerns that he couldn’t please her himself. If he were a cuck, this whole adventure would probably be easier for him. Charlotte was a sexy woman. He would have been able to enjoy watching Charlotte’s oral skills much more if he didn’t know that big cock was soon going to be in his wife. He fast-forwarded past the blowjob.

      Stephanie was jealous watching Andy watch Charlotte give Dez head. She didn’t want her husband getting any funny ideas. Stephanie didn’t know if Andy was Charlotte’s type, but she suspected the blonde wouldn’t hesitate to jump into bed with another man. She was happy when Andy moved past that part of the video.

      Andy marveled at Charlotte’s body. The blonde was stunning. Perhaps a bit too artificial for his tastes, but he wouldn’t kick her out of bed. The view of her ass was fantastic and made even better because now he could see his wife, too. She’d been sitting in a chair watching the others. Charlotte hurried across the room, straddled Stephanie and kissed her. Andy thought his cock would explode, and he wasn’t even touching it.

      “You like that, eh?” Stephanie asked, watching her husband’s reaction.

      “Uh, yeah. Wow, hon. Wow.”

      On the tablet, Charlotte began undressing Stephanie and sucking on her tits. Andy’s mouth was dry. He would have started touching himself if Stephanie hadn’t done it for him. She rubbed him through his loose pajama pants, and he was relieved he didn’t just come on the spot. Charlotte slid to her knees and went down on his wife. Stephanie’s reaction was priceless. He loved watching her face as the blonde worked her over. Stephanie’s moans drove him crazy. He was married to the sexiest woman alive.

      “We should go upstairs,” he croaked out.

      “That’s probably a good idea.”

      They reconvened in the bedroom after Stephanie made a pit stop in the kitchen for a couple bottles of water. She found Andy on the bed nude, so she joined him in kind, throwing her clothes on the end of the bed. His cock stood straight up, and she stroked it lightly while he watched her on the video. She was thrilled to see him so excited, but she found it difficult to watch herself like that. It was strange to see a woman between her legs, and stranger still to see the way she looked when she was in the throes of passion. Charlotte had no trouble getting her off, that was for sure. Stephanie wondered if that made her bi. She was confused, because as much as she had enjoyed being with the blonde, she had no burning desire to run out and be with another woman—not the same way she wanted to be with Dez again. It was fun, but she didn’t need it. But this wasn’t the time to over-analyze. She needed to focus on her husband.

      “I guess you think that’s hot?” Stephanie asked, snuggling against Andy’s side, while stroking his prick.

      “Goddam, hon. Holy shit!”

      “I wish you’d been there with us. That would have made it perfect, babe.”

      Andy was only half-listening to her. He was focused on the version of Stephanie on the tablet. The one who was shouting and moaning and about to come. Emotionally, he was right there with her. Andy knew he was about to finish, too. On the video, Stephanie screamed, “Yes!” one final time. He knew how she looked when she came. It was too much. Andy wanted to throw the tablet aside and fuck his wife, but he came before he could make a move. His load shot into the air, and then oozed down over his wife’s pumping hand. He would have been disappointed if he believed this was the only time he’d be coming tonight.

      “Let me clean that up for you,” Stephanie offered, smiling indulgently.

      Andy watched his wife lean down and appreciatively suck him into her mouth. She licked her sticky fingers, too, and his heart pounded harder. Stephanie had always been fun in bed, but she’d found a new gear since that night they’d seen Dez at the restaurant. He loved her new slutty side and was afraid it might disappear if Dez disappeared from their lives. That shouldn’t have been a consideration, but it was.

      He turned his attention back to the video. Charlotte was leading Stephanie toward the camera—toward the bed—where Dez waited. The video ended.

      “Wow. That was… I didn’t know you… Steph, wow…”

      Stephanie moved the tablet and sat astride her husband, her arms draped over his shoulders. She played with his hair. “Left you speechless, did I?”

      “You and Charlotte…”

      “It wasn’t my idea, babe. I just rolled with it. It was…fun.”

      Andy smirked. “You looked like you had a little fun.”

      “Don’t get any crazy ideas. I don’t see that happening again any time soon.”

      “No?” Andy pouted.

      “Maybe. I don’t know. We’ll see. It’s just not what I’m looking for.”

      “I know what you’re looking for.”

      “Oh yeah?”

      “And I think you got it, too.”

      Andy allowed a smile. Watching Stephanie with Charlotte and getting off with his wife’s willing assistance had relaxed him. His anxiety temporarily abated. He was feeling playful, especially with Stephanie now rubbing her wet sex against him. She tried to be subtle about it, but she worked herself against him, and the feeling was already coming back into his spent shaft—even if he wasn’t hard again yet.

      “Do you?” she replied, winking. Stephanie was relieved to see him relax.

      “If I doubted it, I think I have proof right here.” Andy nodded toward the tablet.

      “I think you should check.”

      Andy hefted her breasts in his hands and teased her stiff, dark nipples. Stephanie shivered, pressing her pussy harder against him. “Or I could just torture you until you tell me the truth.”

      “Just be gentle, babe. I’m still sore there.”

      Andy could see that her nipples were still red, but honestly it wasn’t going to slow him down. He didn’t want to be mean, but Stephanie was his wife, and she wasn’t going to be denied to him because Dez had been too rough with her. Andy would not make that accommodation. However, he knew how just light touches drove her crazy. He strummed her nipples just so, and Stephanie closed her eyes, while her bottom lip quivered. He loved seeing that.

      The more Andy teased, the harder Stephanie grinded on him, and his cock continued to spark back to life. “Babe…” she moaned.

      “Confess,” he demanded, grinning wickedly.

      “Ahh, babe…”

      “Tell me the truth, Steph.”

      Andy lightly pinched her inflamed nipples. Stephanie winced and moaned.

      The sting of pain added to Stephanie’s excitement, and she feared that if Andy didn’t stop teasing her she would scream. She needed her husband to fuck her. The words Andy wanted were on the tip of her tongue, but she was afraid to say them—afraid Andy couldn’t really handle it, but he was unrelenting.

      “I…I…need to be fucked,” she moaned, both elated and angry that he’d broken her.

      “What do you want, Steph?”

      “I want to be fucked. I want you to fuck me.”

      “I’m sure you do, but that’s not all, is it?”

      She shook her head, but the words didn’t come right away. Instead, Stephanie moaned and trembled. Her voice was low when she finally spoke. “I want Dez to fuck me. I want his big, black cock,” she gasped, echoing the words she’d heard her lover use to tease her the night before.

      Andy’s cock surged beneath her, the side of his shaft parting her lips, and he was pleased with his rapid recovery, even if the cause still confused him. As hard as her words made him, they equally twisted his gut. His fear was as real as his arousal, but in the battle between the two, the arousal kept winning. He wasn’t sure how much of that was down to his trust of his mate of 20 years, or how much of it was some kind of perversion. He reached for the tablet.

      Stephanie wasn’t sure how to feel when Andy leaned the tablet against her while she grinded her pussy against his horizontal cock. She was right here, he was hard, she needed to get fucked, but he started to watch a video of her. She was happy he wanted to watch it, but she also wanted his attention on the version of her that was right here in the flesh.

      She couldn’t see the screen in this position, so she watched her husband, while he watched her, and listened to the tinny sounds coming from the tablet’s speaker. Stephanie heard herself begging Dez to fuck her, and she heard him telling her how sweet her pussy was. Her cunt contracted as she remembered how Dez had filled her. Andy’s eyes were wide as he watched the video, and he never looked away from it as he started grinding back against her. His mouth hung open. Was he awed in a good way or a bad way? She couldn’t tell from his expression.

      Stephanie was self-conscious listening to the video. It felt weird to her, but not weird enough to dampen her need. She wanted to rip the tablet out of Andy’s hands and stuff him inside her. She felt he was ready. His cock was twitching against her wetness. Andy was all about the tablet—until he wasn’t. He laid it aside, stared up at her with deadly serious eyes, and demanded, “Fuck me.”

      In a single swift move, Stephanie rose up, grasped his cock to line it up and slipped down onto him. She whimpered when he filled her, still a bit sore from Dez, but she liked how the sting reminded her of her bad behavior. She braced her hands on Andy’s stomach and began riding him, churning her cunt at a slow, steady pace. Stephanie tried not to be put off that his gaze kept darting between her and the tablet.

      Andy wanted to concentrate on his wife, but the fucking sounds coming from the tablet kept drawing his attention. His mind was in a dark place. To say that watching his wife squeal and writhe on another man’s cock was a punch in the gut was an understatement. Andy had felt like he couldn’t breathe when he started watching. Anger burned inside him when he saw how enthusiastically Stephanie gave herself to Dez. He thought she might have some hesitation to fuck a different man for the first time in her life, but Stephanie had begged for it. All those strange feelings were subsumed into his passion, and as the blood rushed to his cock, Andy found he couldn’t stop watching. Seeing his wife as a slut was like a drug. He rode the high as long as he could, and then he needed relief. He needed Stephanie for himself.

      He watched his wife riding him, her fabulous tits bouncing and swaying, and he thought about how Dez had probably had the same exact view. It was a sight only he had ever seen until last night. Seeing his wife like that used to be a privilege reserved for Andy, but no longer.

      Stephanie held her breasts and lightly stroked her nipples. She was close. She didn’t want to give Dez too much credit, especially out loud, but reaching orgasm had become so much easier since she’d gotten involved with him. It was like she was always ready for sex, which could be so annoying if she didn’t get it enough. Stephanie was glad she had made Andy come with her mouth first. He was lasting longer than he’d been doing lately.

      “Baby…baby…yes!” she cried.

      Andy felt his load bubbling up in his balls, and he grabbed hold of Stephanie’s slim hips, bouncing her harder on his cock. She trembled and cried out, stiffening on top of him. He didn’t stop until he jacked his shaft hard into her and with a deep groan, shot his seed deep in his wife. As he came inside her, a thought flashed through his mind. Had Stephanie made Dez use a condom?

      On the tablet Dez kept going, still driving Stephanie wild, while Andy was already done.

      Stephanie rolled onto her back with a deep, satisfied sigh. She reached over and clasped her husband’s hand. She needed to be connected to him. Andy squeezed her hand back.

      “So you don’t hate me?” she asked, adding a nervous laugh.

      “Not even close, Steph. I’ll always love you. I’m sure there are things I still don’t get about how you feel about this. By the same token, my feelings on all this are more complicated than you can appreciate. It turns me on, it’s fucking hot, but I still have a lot of other weird feelings about it.”

      “I don’t want to torture you.” Stephanie felt like they’d already had this conversation too many times. It was not one they could keep having.

      “I know. I don’t want to be tortured.” Andy smiled.

      “I guess that means we shouldn’t…”

      “I didn’t say that,” Andy added hastily. He knew the smart thing was to stop this entire circus, but he didn’t want to make that call—for several reasons. “I still need to think about it.”

      “Of course. I don’t want you to feel rushed, babe. We’re only doing this if you want it too.”

      “Love you,” he said, closing the tablet.

      “Love you, too.”
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      Andy was all over the place in the days that followed. The only constant was his fixation on Stephanie and Dez. When he let his mind wander, it went right to his wife with Dez in the hotel that night. It was funny, but Charlotte’s presence hardly registered at all, despite how hot it had been to see her part of the video. He’d had fantasies of his wife with another woman for years, but he wasn’t even thinking about that anymore. It was now all about his sexy wife and her well-hung, muscular, black lover.

      It didn’t help things that Andy could easily relive that night over and over again. Andy copied the videos to his phone, and he found himself watching them whenever he had a free moment. He didn’t watch them again with Stephanie. That had been a weird experience. Andy didn’t want his wife knowing just how much watching those videos turned him on. He even jerked off in his car one day at lunchtime while watching one. He worried it was becoming an addiction, and that complicated his upcoming decision about going forward. Andy knew Stephanie was on tenterhooks waiting for it, but he couldn’t bring himself to give her one.

      Stephanie had trouble looking Dez in the eye when they returned to work that Monday morning. Going crazy in bed for her husband was one thing, but she’d acted like a total slut for another man—a flirty acquaintance from work—and she didn’t know how to react to him after doing that. She’d thought it was bad after fooling around with Dez in a parking lot, but this was ten times worse. Stephanie was so tense she was sure others had to sense it, but no one said anything. Dez smiled warmly when he came to her desk, showing no sign of their new relationship. He was a cool customer. Dez was so cool that Stephanie was hurt, like it had been just another night for him. And then the texts began.

      [Dez] u party hard! Sat night was incredible. can’t wait for repeat.

      It was mid-morning, and reading the text froze Stephanie. She immediately thought of Andy, and how he was still on the fence about going forward. It didn’t make her confident but reading Dez’s text reminded her of how much she wanted to see him again.

      [Stephanie] started to think you’d moved on when I didn’t hear from u

      [Dez] wanted to give u space. Figured u had a lot to think about. I’m rdy to go when u r Lunch?

      [Stephanie] can’t go down that road. We need to keep work separate

      [Dez] like last week?

      [Stephanie] we can’t risk getting caught. I can’t come back from lunch looking like I just got fucked

      [Dez] I’ll be gentle

      [Stephanie] haha

      [Dez] r u free this weekend?

      Every fiber in her being wanted to scream Yes! Even if she was free however, even if Andy decided he was okay with her becoming a fulltime hotwife, Stephanie didn’t think her husband would be okay with her going out every weekend to be with her lover. She could handle it, but she suspected Andy could not. Stephanie hadn’t thought much about the future and what life might look like if they ever reached this point. It had been easier to focus on the moment, and the moments had been divine thus far.

      [Stephanie] I’ll have to check with andy. Probably not.

      [Dez] that sux. Keep me posted.

      [Stephanie] will do

      [Dez] and send me a hot picture while I’m waiting

      [Stephanie] haha

      She may have replied haha, but just thinking about sending her lover dirty pictures made her wet. Stephanie wanted to text Andy and see where he was on all this, but she didn’t want to push him. He needed the space to make up his own mind.

      Stephanie left it alone in the days that followed, but Andy didn’t give her an answer as she hoped he would. She became frustrated. She needed an answer one way or the other, so she could make plans or try to move on. Dez kept asking for a couple days, but then backed off. She became concerned he was losing interest so she and caved to his demands.

      One night while Andy was downstairs with the kids, Stephanie stripped down to an ivory lace, see-thru shelf bra and matching thong that had been lurking at the back of her lingerie drawer. As she posed in the full-length mirror, Stephanie frowned at the little bit of mommy belly that just would not disappear, no matter how much she worked out. At least that was balanced by how her boobs had grown during the second pregnancy. The lingerie pre-dated her son, and she was bursting out of the skimpy cups. The thong made the most of her shapely butt, and she posed to accentuate her toned legs. Overall, Stephanie knew Dez would be happy. She took several shots—in different positions, keeping her face out of them—and sent the best two to Dez. Her phone chimed with a text right away, almost as if Dez was waiting for her photos, phone in hand.

      [Dez] damn girl. Ur body rocks. Show me more

      Stephanie knew she should stop, but she was enjoying herself, so she laid on the bed and took a couple more. Dez replied with a photo of him fisting his hard cock. She bit her lip and squirmed on the bed. The kids were still up, so she couldn’t drag Andy to bed with her. Besides, she didn’t know how he would feel about why she was so turned on. Her thong was damp when she touched it. Stephanie texted Dez: is that for me?

      [Dez] anytime all the time. Show me those titties

      Stephanie giggled at titties, but did as Dez wanted, slipping the bra straps from her shoulders and folding the bra down. Her nipples were dark and rock hard. After she sent the picture to Dez, she touched herself. Her pussy was juicy and ready for cock. God, she wanted Dez inside her! She remembered the way he’d pulled her to him and took her. Stephanie didn’t care that she was sore afterward. It was worth it.

      [Dez] fuck! Love those titties! Gotta have u again girl!

      Legs bent at the knees, her thong pulled aside, Stephanie rubbed her shaved mound, fingers dipping between red lips to stroke her clit. She relived every moment of her night with Dez. Stephanie swiftly brought herself to climax, squeezing her thighs together around her hand, while she turned her face into the pillow to stifle her moans. She was satisfied for the moment, but still planned to pounce on Andy the moment the kids were asleep.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      It took Andy almost two weeks to come around. He still wasn’t as certain as he’d like to be, but he decided his reasons for holding Stephanie back were all in his head. He trusted her. He had no serious worry that Dez could ever steal her away from him. Stephanie wouldn’t ever give up her family for great sex—no matter how great the sex was. Andy still worried that he might seem unimpressive after she’d been fucking a hung black stud like Dez, but he had to have some confidence in his own skills. Finally, he didn’t want to admit it—again, he knew Stephanie loved him—but he feared that if he told his wife no after opening this door, she would resent him for it. Stephanie would hide it. She would never tell him, but she would resent him for taking something away from her and treating her like a possession. Andy knew his fears were all instinctive, not rational. It didn’t make any sense to stop something they both enjoyed because of that. He was sure he could handle Stephanie being a hotwife.

      Andy sensed that Stephanie tried to temper her excitement when he gave her his decision. She smiled, she hugged and kissed him, but her reaction was more subdued than he’d expected, based on how she’d acted while she was in bed with Dez. It was nice that she didn’t want him to feel slighted, but Andy didn’t want Stephanie to feel like she had to hide anything from him. He asked when she would be seeing Dez again, and she didn’t know without talking to her lover first. Andy felt a mixture of dread and excitement, knowing the big stud would be bedding his wife again soon.

      Stephanie did try to tamp down her excitement when Andy told her of his decision. She didn’t think it was proper for her to be too enthused about going off to fuck another man—at least not in front of her husband. But in truth? She could hardly wait to text Dez and give him the news! Stephanie asked Andy if he wanted to be there this time, but he still insisted he wasn’t ready for that. She didn’t really understand. Stephanie knew it would be exciting to have her husband there, but she also wanted to be alone with Dez. This time it would just be the two of them. No Charlotte. No distractions.

      Alone, Stephanie sent Dez a message. He wanted to see her right away of course, but she insisted they wait for the weekend. If it was going to be anything like their last time together, she wouldn’t be fit for work the next morning. They set a date for the coming Saturday—assuming Andy was okay with it. He had no objections.

      The runup to Stephanie’s date with Dez was sweet torture for Andy. The last time, he’d convinced himself—perhaps foolishly—that she was only meeting Dez and Charlotte for drinks, so he was somewhat chill leading up to the night. There was no doubt about this next date. Stephanie would be fucking Dez. Dez would have Stephanie to himself all night. Andy had three ground rules for the night. She had to come home, Andy did not want her spending the entire night with Dez. Andy wanted video. He didn’t need a live stream like Isaac, but he wanted video when she came home. And she had to use condoms with her lover. Stephanie agreed, but it took more of a discussion than the other two conditions.

      “Do you mean for everything, even, like, oral?” she asked.

      Andy hadn’t thought about that. It seemed silly to have her use a condom when Dez fucked her, but not when she went down on him, but it seemed equally weird for Stephanie to go down on a condom. Personally, Andy thought getting a blowjob with a condom on would be pointless.

      “Not oral, no. That’s silly. But when he’s, uh…”

      “If I’m going down on him and not using one, then why does it matter if we use one the rest of the time? I mean, the horse is out of the barn already.”

      “Yeah, but isn’t it easier to catch something vaginally?” Andy asked. He couldn’t believe he was trying to figure this stuff out.

      “I don’t know. But I wouldn’t be doing this with Dez at all if I didn’t know he’s clean. He gets regular blood tests.”

      Stephanie wasn’t sure why this was a sticking point for her. It was the logical choice. She hadn’t thought about it at all during her first night with Dez. It just never came up, and she just wanted him. Condoms had never been a part of Andy’s and her existence. Stephanie had used birth control for years except when they were trying for the kids, and after their second Andy had had a vasectomy. Stephanie probably hadn’t used a condom since that first month she and Andy had started having sex. She had jumped on the Pill right away. Pregnancy wasn’t the only concern, of course, but she did trust Dez to be clean.

      “Do you know how many women he’s screwing? I’m just saying…” Andy said, skeptically.

      “Dez takes care of himself.” She couldn’t help feeling Andy was attacking Dez.

      “I’m not saying he doesn’t. Come on, this is important to me.”

      “Okay. It’s really not a big deal, I guess,” Stephanie agreed. It just felt like stopping for a condom was unsexy.

      Andy thought he should probably have some other rules, but he couldn’t think of anything.

      Stephanie knew she was overcompensating, but she was saccharine sweet to her husband all week. She understood what she wanted was a big ask—even if Andy got off on it too. They made love every night, and whenever she brought up fucking Dez the only issue was that Andy came very quickly, which was no problem. She didn’t always climax as fast, but she didn’t mind. Stephanie was thrilled that Andy was so turned on.

      Seeing Dez every day was its own kind of torture for Stephanie. It was like being tempted by a slice of chocolate cake that was just out of reach. She couldn’t have her treat until the weekend rolled around. Dez was respectful when others were around, but he sent her sexy texts all day. Stephanie was getting used to walking around everywhere with wet panties.

      Saturday was tense for the married couple. They were both so concerned with saying—or doing—the wrong thing that they were constantly polite with each other. Andy felt like he was walking around in a fog. If he paused to think about it, all he could see was his wife and Dez together. Stephanie felt like time crawled. Ten o’clock could not come fast enough—and then she felt guilty for being so eager to go to Dez. They put the kids to bed just like any other night, and then Stephanie retreated to the bedroom to get ready, while Andy tried to concentrate on a football game and hit the Macallan. Stephanie asked Andy to pick her outfit for the night, but he said to surprise him.

      Andy was in the den when he heard her heels clicking on the floor in the kitchen. A glance at his watch told him it was time for her to go. He downed his glass and went into the kitchen to send his wife off to be with another man.

      Stephanie could tell Andy was deep into the single malt by the way he was swaying on his feet when he came through the doorway. He put a hand on the counter to balance himself. He eyed her hungrily, and she felt unexpectedly self-conscious. She didn’t want Andy to get angry that she was all done up for Dez. Stephanie had dressed for Dez before, but she knew tonight was different.

      Andy looked at his wife and thought she was hot—no doubt about that. She looked sultry and ready for sex. She looked like a woman who was going out to get laid, which she was. Even as his cock twitched, he felt a pang of jealousy that all this effort was for Dez. She wore a snug velvet dress that only came to mid-thigh, with a baroque pattern burned into it. Skinny straps by her neck held the dress up, leaving her shoulders—front and back—bare. He didn’t see how she could be wearing a bra with that dress, but her tits were pert and pushed out. Her black spiked heels looked dangerous, strapping around her ankles with silver buckles. Stephanie’s hair was teased the way she did it when they went out for a date night. Her makeup was dark. She looked ready for a night on the town, but he didn’t think they would be out for very long. Stephanie was meeting her lover for drinks, then his place. Andy didn’t expect the drinks would last long.

      “You look hot,” Andy said, unable to come up with fancier words.

      “Do I look hot enough to seduce another man?” She smiled.

      “He’s already hooked. I don’t think you’ll need to try very hard.”

      “Do I look like I’m trying too hard?”

      “No, you look perfect. I’d do you.”

      Andy advanced on her, holding her slender hips. They kissed slowly, sensuously, but Andy knew the way Stephanie kissed when she didn’t want to mess up her makeup, and it annoyed him. He pulled her to him harder, kissed her harder.

      Stephanie felt like her husband was trying to stake his claim before she left. She didn’t mind, but it wasn’t necessary. As excited as she was to see Dez, she knew who she belonged to. She would fix her lipstick in the car.

      “I’d better get going,” she murmured, their faces close together.

      “Don’t want to be late for him…”

      “Are you really okay with this?”

      “Yeah, sorry. It’s hot, it just feels weird. I don’t know if the weirdness will ever go away, but I do want you to do this. I can’t wait to get my video when you get home.”

      “I love you. You know that, right?”

      “Of course, honey. I love you too. Have fun tonight.”

      “I think I just might.”

      Andy watched his wife pull out of the driveway and returned to the den. It was going to be a long night.
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      Dez restlessly waited for Stephanie at the bar. He knew the game, so he understood things could be rocky for these hotwife couples at the beginning, but he’d been dying to get into Stephanie’s panties again after that first night. Dez had played it cool over the past couple weeks, but he planned to channel that impatience into giving this sexy little wife the fucking of her life tonight.

      Stephanie was a good and loyal wife, so she had stayed mum about the complications, just pleading with Dez to be patient, but he knew the score. Dez sensed she was ready to go again, so the problem was with the husband. Andy probably saw how his wife had been in bed with Dez and freaked out. It wasn’t uncommon, and it was one of the more annoying aspects of the lifestyle. Dez was, more or less, at the mercy of these couples. They came into his life, and—unless he cut it off first—they went back out of it, and Dez was just an illicit thrill for them, a spice they had added to their marriage for a while. Dez didn’t think half the couples even saw him as a man, he was just a stunt cock to them. Not that he had much to gripe about. He got to indulge his own fetish, older, married white women, pretty much at will.

      Dez never really analyzed how he’d become a Bull. His first time was an accident. He was out at a club and an attractive woman—about ten years his senior—had approached him. Dez saw her wedding ring right away but didn’t care about it. He was angrier back then, and if some white jerk-off’s wife wanted to walk on the wild side for a night, he was game. A few drinks and an hour in, the wife was practically jerking him off in the club. Dez knew he was about to get laid, but that’s when she dropped the bombshell. She wasn’t cheating. Not only did her husband know she was there picking up a man, but he wanted to watch Dez fuck her. It sounded insane. He was sure it was a trap, but Dez was in his early 20s, and mostly thought with his dick back then. If things turned bad, he reasoned he could take the guy, whoever it was. Dez went home with the woman and fucked her, while her husband played with his tiny cock in the corner. Dez felt a strange thrill, something he’d never experienced before. Taking care of that wife in front of her husband, showing her how a real man fucked, was a shot of adrenaline. After that, he never went back.

      “Hey man, you flying solo tonight?” came a voice from his left.

      Dez turned to see one of his boys at the bar, fetching refills for himself and his date.

      “Nah, just waiting for someone,” Dez replied. He looked back to where a pretty young black woman waited for his friend in a booth. She was sexy, but she just didn’t grab Dez the way a woman like Stephanie did.

      “The blonde again? That bitch was hot, but she looked like she wanted to run out of here.”

      “She’s a good girl. She just doesn’t get around black folk much.” Dez smiled at Charlotte’s reaction when he’d brought her to the bar. She didn’t roll with it the way Stephanie had, and was stiff the entire time.

      “You should make those bitches pay you. I’d take their money.”

      “I’m not some gigolo, my brother. I get as much out of it as they do.”

      The friend shook his head. “If you ever need backup, let me know.”

      The guy left Dez at the bar to return to his girl, and Dez ordered another drink. It felt like he’d been waiting for Stephanie forever, but she actually appeared right on time.

      “Hey there, stranger,” she said, laying a hand on his arm.

      Dez drank her in, his eyes mapping how the velvet dress clung to her curves. It looked like it had been poured over her. Stephanie looked like a sultry goddess, and he wanted to take her in that dress before he stripped her out of it. He wondered if a woman like Stephanie had a dress like that in her closet already, or did she go out and buy it just for him? Did she have occasion to wear something like this in her everyday life?

      “Damn, you look good, girl,” he said, leaning down to kiss her. Her tongue flicked at his, and his cock stirred.

      Stephanie felt the heat prickling her skin the second Dez held her in his gaze. The way he looked at her made Stephanie as hot as his touch—or so she thought. When he pulled her in, with a big hand on the small of her back, and kissed her, Stephanie wanted to claw his clothes off and pull him inside her. She’d never had such a visceral reaction to just a kiss, and it scared her. Could she become addicted to her lover? Every time she was with Dez her reaction to him grew stronger.

      “I’m glad you approve,” she replied breathlessly. She licked her lips, and still tasted his on them.

      “I think every guy in here approves. Let me get you a drink.”

      “I’ll take a glass of cab,” she replied.

      The other men in the club did approve of the effort she’d put in tonight. Stephanie felt their eyes on her as she moved through the crowd. The black men around her made Stephanie feel like a piece of meat, and she was shocked she didn’t mind. It made her cheeks burn, but there was only one man on her mind tonight. She was less self-conscious than the first time she’d met Dez at this bar, but she still felt out of place. Stephanie didn’t see any other white people in the bar tonight. Dez rested his hand on her ass possessively. If Andy did something like that she would have laughed and moved it away, but she allowed Dez to handle her like that.  She stayed pressed to his side.

      Dez could tell she was ready. Her body was practically humming. Dez grew thick as he thought about having her. If he thought he could get away with it, he might have sat Stephanie on one of the barstools and taken her right there, but Stephanie hadn’t even had a drink yet. She was the kind of woman who needed a few drinks—or something else—to get past her anxiety and really let go.  Dez had a little packet of cocaine in his pocket. He hoped Stephanie would indulge again.

      “What’s the plan?” she asked. She stared up at Dez, and almost couldn’t believe how handsome he was. His braids weren’t tied back tonight, but fell freely around his face. She blocked everyone else in the bar out of her mind.

      “A few drinks, go back to my place? Unless you want to go dancing again?”

      Stephanie put a hand on his muscular chest. She didn’t want to go anywhere but his bed. “No, I don’t want to go to the club.” Dez gave her a questioning look. She knew he wanted to hear her say it. Butterflies took flight in her belly. “I just want to be with you.”

      Dez chuckled. “Maybe we should have skipped the drinks.”

      “We could have.” She liked the way her admission widened his eyes.

      “I didn’t want to make you feel cheap, baby.”

      Stephanie stood up on her tiptoes to nuzzle his ear. His masculine scent made her shiver. “I like it when you make me feel like a whore,” she whispered.

      “Fuck, baby.”

      They kissed, ignoring the bartender when her drink arrived. Stephanie hoped her body blocked the view as she slid a hand across the front of his tight black jeans. She felt his excitement for her, and her pussy contracted with thoughts of him inside her.

      Once they had sufficiently collected themselves, the couple made their way to a booth. Dez chose one very close to the back of the bar, where there would be fewer prying eyes. It was after eleven on a Saturday night, and the bar was only half full, which was unusual, but he didn’t care who saw them. He wasn’t planning on waiting to get home to have some fun with Stephanie. He couldn’t.

      Stephanie was sitting almost in his lap in the booth and sipped her wine as she tried to calm down. Her other hand rested on his thigh. They were both adults, and they knew what they were here for, but old instincts died hard, and part of her wanted to hold back and play hard to get, even if she had just told Dez she wanted to be his whore. A girl shouldn’t be too eager, her mother had always told her. That pull between who she’d always been—good girl, wife, mother, reliable, well-behaved—and who she felt like with Dez—the tramp who did coke and came in parking lots—was part of her thrill. She wondered if it would ever become old hat for her, like she’d just strip and jump into bed with Dez. She thought about Charlotte that night in the hotel room. The blonde had shed her dress like it was nothing, ready to get on with it. Had Charlotte once been different? Stephanie didn’t know if she could ever take this so casually.

      “How’s Charlotte?” she asked.

      “She’s good,” Dez answered, annoyed. He wanted to stay focused on Stephanie. His arm around her shoulders squeezed.

      “Have you seen her since that night?”

      “Yeah, we had some fun the other night. She liked you, said you should come out again.”

      “That’s, uhm, nice,” she replied, unsure what else to say to that. The night she’d shared with Dez and Charlotte was hot, but she wasn’t in a rush to repeat it. Yes, Charlotte knew how to get her off, and Stephanie was still confused by the strange feelings the blonde had invoked in her, but Stephanie hadn’t been converted into a bisexual woman that night. She wasn’t dying to be with Charlotte again—or any other woman. Her sexual fantasies were already full—with dreams of Dez.

      Dez chuckled. “You don’t sound like you had a good time, baby.”

      “I had a good time. I can’t deny that. But maybe it was a little too much of a good time.” She smiled and patted his thigh, resisting the urge to feel for his cock. “I don’t know how many nights like that I can handle, though. Charlotte’s wild, maybe a little too wild for me.”

      “I thought you fit right in.” His hand dropped down her side, resting on the swell of her hip. Her dress was short—very short when she sat—and his fingers toyed with the hemline. Dez was pleased she didn’t push his hand away.

      “It just wasn’t me, that’s all.”

      Stephanie kissed him to avoid discussing it further. As she stretched up to reach his lips, his hand moved with her, and she felt his thick, warm fingers on the bare flesh of her hip. The dress did a poor job of covering her but was excellent for giving Dez access. He nudged the dress higher, his fingers travelling up her hip before sliding back to cup her bare ass. The thong she had chosen for the night didn’t cover much. Stephanie sighed into their kiss, realizing that once again she was allowing Dez to manhandle her in public. It made her heart pound to think that someone was most likely watching them as she plastered herself to her lover.

      Dez was happy for the kiss, and to get off the topic of Charlotte. Not only did he want to focus on the hotwife with him, but Charlotte was high maintenance, and it was wearing thin. Dez loved fucking her, but she was making increasing demands on his time, and pouted when he said he wasn’t available. Charlotte was incredible, but it might be time to move on. Besides, Dez was hoping to spend lots more time with Stephanie in the near future.

      “So what is you, then?” Dez asked, keeping her close with the hand kneading her ass.

      Stephanie didn’t have a witty response so she went with honesty, even if the confession left her vulnerable. “I just want to be with you. I want…” She paused. The words make love almost slipped out of her mouth, but that was habit, not because she loved Dez. Stephanie made love to her husband, that’s not what she did with Dez. “I want you to fuck me.”

      “That’s all I want, girl.”

      Dez slid his hand from her ass, moving it around between her legs. Stephanie gasped when he touched her cunt. The scrap of lace that was her thong was drenched. He pulled it to the side and stroked her smooth, slick lips. Stephanie gasped, and laid her head on his shoulder. The tiny triangle of hair that had rested above her slit was gone, and Dez was pleased he hadn’t had to direct her to go bare for him. It was hot that Stephanie just knew what he wanted her to do. She trembled when he lightly caressed her labia, fingers dipping between them to tease, but ignoring her clit.

      “It feels like you want it now,” he said.

      “Yes,” she hissed, closing her eyes.

      “Do you need me to fuck you, baby?”

      “Yes, please,” she begged, nodding against his shoulder. He jacked up two fingers inside her, and Stephanie cried out. She glanced around and was relieved no one was watching.

      “How bad do you want it?”

      Stephanie looked up at him, feeling foolish. She should be more self-possessed. She should be stronger. Stephanie was never the girl—or the woman—who was just all about a guy, but Dez made her feel things she hadn’t ever felt before. He made her feel sexual in a way she didn’t know was possible.

      “You know,” she moaned.

      “You’ll do anything, girl?”

      She smiled. She knew better than to promise that. “Just about,” she replied.

      Dez took his fingers from her cunt and pressed them to her lips. Stephanie eagerly cleaned them, seductively flicking her tongue. It kept her distracted, and she didn’t notice him pulling the little pouch of white powder from his shirt pocket. He shook it before her eyes. Dez saw a mingling of fear and excitement in her eyes.

      “I don’t know, baby. I don’t need that,” she said.

      “I don’t need it either, but it makes everything a hell of a lot of fun. Come on, girl. It’s no fun to do alone. I saw how it rocked you last time.”

      Stephanie gnawed on her lower lip as she eyed the cocaine. It had made her feel so alive the first time, but she’d been tricked into taking it. She would never have had the nerve to do it by her own volition. Stephanie didn’t do drugs. She wasn’t that kind of person. She was a mother! What would people at church think? Stephanie almost laughed when that went through her mind. She was fucking another man, and a little coke was her moral boundary? I can’t do that, can I? she thought. But it had felt good. Really good.

      “I don’t know,” she hedged.

      “It’s not really dangerous, baby, not unless you’re a cokehead, and doing it twice doesn’t make you one. I just use it to party. I’m not addicted.”

      Doing the cocaine presented the same moral quandary as hotwifing, she realized. Stephanie knew it was wrong, but she wanted to do it anyway. She thought of herself as another person when she was with Dez, and maybe that woman did cocaine with her lover. Still, it felt like a leap.

      “Just a little bit. I’m trusting you, Dez.”

      “That’s my girl.” Dez grinned.

      Dez knew he had Stephanie pegged. She was a party girl, dying to get out and play. She was built for fun, not wiping noses in the suburbs. She was with him because she needed the excitement. Dez tapped out a small bump onto his finger and presented it to her. Stephanie hesitated, took a deep breath, and finally snorted the white powder. Her eyes went wide and she turned red.

      “It burns!” she cried.

      “You didn’t feel that the first time?” Dez chuckled.

      “My mind was on other things.”

      Stephanie couldn’t shake the feeling she had to sneeze, but the burning slowly subsided. She watched Dez do some of the drug as well, and although she knew it was too soon for the drug to be working, she suddenly felt hot all over. She drained her drink. Dez pressed his finger to her lips again, and she sucked on it. He rubbed his finger inside her mouth, and her gums and tongue tingled, then went numb. It felt strange, but she kind of liked it. Stephanie felt so alive. She threw herself at Dez and thrust her tongue into his mouth.

      Dez saw she was wired, and slipped his fingers back inside her, and Stephanie squeezed them.

      “Take me home,” she whispered. Stephanie thought she would die if she didn’t get him inside her.

      Not yet, baby, he thought.

      “Take my dick out.”

      Stephanie reached between them and fumbled for his belt, acting on instinct. She didn’t feel like herself, but she’d also never been clearer. It was awkward at this angle, but she didn’t shift because that meant Dez would stop touching her. She made the effort and freed his cock. It was hot and thick, mostly hard. Stephanie stroked him without being told to.

      “That’s real nice, Steph. You know how to make me feel good, baby,” he moaned.

      Stephanie beamed. She couldn’t help thinking, Take that, Charlotte. He’s all mine now! She wanted to make him feel good. She wanted to be his favorite. Pride played into her lack of resistance when Dez nudged her head downward. Stephanie slid back in the booth, looking around and hoping no one was watching. She couldn’t believe she was doing this, but she wasn’t going to stop. His fingers slipped from her, and Stephanie groaned with disappointment as she moved beneath the tabletop.

      Dez leaned his head back with a long, low sigh. The wife’s hot, wet mouth enveloped him, and his cock surged. He felt her lips stretching around his girth. Her tongue flitted around his head as she sucked him, and he considered Stephanie’s husband was a very lucky man. If Dez had this fine piece of ass as his wife, he’d make sure to use her mouth daily, and he knew Andy didn’t take advantage of that. He’d been with enough hotwives now to know how their marriages were. These women couldn’t wait to suck Dez’s cock, but they weren’t blowing their husbands every day. Dez loved reminding these women of how much they loved sex. Stephanie bobbed on his shaft, hesitating when he touched it to the back of her throat. He stroked her pretty hair and lightly pressed, reminding her of what he expected. He felt her choke, but then relax, and as he persevered the back of her throat tightened around his head. Dez trembled—there was no better feeling than this.

      Stephanie struggled to give Dez everything he wanted. She relaxed her throat and took him deeper, her drool dripping from her lips. Dez plugged her throat, and Stephanie felt lightheaded. Her heart was pounding now, like the last time she’d done cocaine. She had the focus to relax her throat, and she felt she could take it all. The loud music and sounds of the people around them seemed to strobe in her ears. She didn’t want to stop sucking him, but she needed to breathe. Only when she began to struggle did Dez let her up. Stephanie gasped for air as his slick cock rested against her cheek. She caught her breath as quickly as possible and stuffed him back into her mouth.

      Dez loved the struggle. He’d never really hurt a woman, but he loved when they struggled on his cock. He held the back of her head and jacked his prick into her mouth. Stephanie’s nails tightened into the meat of his thigh, but she let him fuck her mouth. Dez looked around the bar as he fucked the hotwife’s mouth and exchanged a knowing nod with a friend. Here was someone’s sweet wife, a nice mommy, a perfect neighbor in her normal life, and she was eagerly sucking his cock in a club. Stephanie was all his right now, ready to do anything for him, and that thought alone nearly made him come down her throat. But that wasn’t going to happen. Not yet.

      Stephanie kept stroking his cock. She wanted it in her mouth like this. She wanted to make him come. It was all she could think about. Distantly, she knew it was the coke working on her, but in the moment that didn’t matter. She needed to make Dez come. He pulled her up from his crotch, and Stephanie felt like she was climbing his body. She put her soul into this kiss. It felt like they could join together. Dez swung her over, and Stephanie straddled his lap. She didn’t care about the people around them anymore. She just wanted to feel Dez against her.

      The hotwife rubbing her cunt against his cock was too much. Dez knew the coke had her feeling wild. She was ready to do whatever he wanted. He easily lifted the petite wife—just enough—and fit his prick against her slippery lips. The moment he was slotted against her sex, Stephanie settled down onto his cock without prodding.

      “Ohhh…baby…mmm…yesss…” she cooed, clinging to him with eyes squeezed shut.

      Stephanie clung to him and worked her hips, milking his thick shaft. He felt so big. She felt so full. She savored the feeling of having him inside her. She couldn’t help thinking about what her husband would say if he ever saw her like this. It was so wrong, which made it so hot for her. Stephanie kissed him with furious power, moaning into his mouth as she gyrated her hips. With every motion, a fresh jolt of pleasure rocked her body.

      “That’s it, girl, work that cock. Show me you want it, baby,” Dez cooed.

      His voice was hypnotic against the background din of the bar, and she concentrated on it, reducing her world down to Dez and his voice and his cock. Stephanie needed to block everything else out, or she’d lose her nerve.

      Dez held her tight ass in his big hands, pulling the petite hotwife onto him. The harder he pulled Stephanie onto him, the harder she ground her pussy on his cock, the more intensely she kissed him. It felt like she was trying to scale him. Her excitement for him made Dez burn for her. Dez used his grip on her ass to fuck her up and down on his prick. He was going to make her come right there in the bar, just to prove he could.

      “Ohhh…ohhh…yesss…yesss…Dezzz…” Stephanie moaned, hanging her head on his broad shoulder. His power was amazing. Dez used her like a sex toy, and Stephanie loved being at his mercy. She struggled to maintain control. She didn’t want to have a screaming orgasm in the bar, but the coke made her feel invincible, and that made her want to show off. Stephanie fought the urge. Her brain was all over the place, and then she was coming. She bit his shoulder and shouted into it as she trembled against his chest.

      “Come on, girl. Come for me. That’s nice, baby. Love fucking that tight little pussy.” Dez’s words poured into her ear.

      Dez kept her working on his cock, and Stephanie built toward another climax right away, but she pushed off his chest. They had to stop. If they didn’t, Stephanie was afraid of what might happen.

      “Take me home, baby. Take me home and fuck me, please,” she begged, a tremble in her voice.

      “Okay, girl. Okay.”
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      They were tearing at each other’s clothes the moment they stepped into Dez’s place. The car ride over had been uneventful. Dez thought Stephanie might blow him on the way over, but she curled up in the far corner, against the door, and he left her alone with her thoughts.

      Stephanie spent the trip trying to calm herself. The cocaine had her mind racing, and Stephanie was afraid of the crazy thoughts blazing through it. She was obsessing on Dez and his body and having him inside her. She wanted him to fuck her until she passed out, but she was afraid if she came again her heart would explode—and then she thought even that might be fun. Stephanie did some deep breathing and chilled out by the time they got to his place, but her deep yearning for him didn’t abate. The moment she had him alone, Stephanie pounced.

      His apartment was a blur. All she saw was him. Stephanie was in Dez’s arms, her legs wrapped around him, and he carried her back to his bedroom while they kissed. What came next was a jumble, but somehow Stephanie ended up on her back in his bed, Dez sheathed inside her.

      Dez remembered every moment in sharp detail. He savored these moments with other men’s wives. Dez reveled in the feel of Stephanie in his arms as he carried her into his bedroom. He loved the enthusiasm she showed in going after him, and her breathless anticipation when he peeled that sexy dress off her body. The moments he needed to take to set up her phone to record them were torture.

      Dez tried to go down on her, but Stephanie said no, she wanted him inside her—she needed it. He knelt on the edge of the bed and pulled her to him, placing her heels against his shoulders. Dez enjoyed this position because he could watch the wives as he drove his cock into them. Stephanie was particularly fun to watch because of the way her big, natural tits bounced around when he thrust into her. It was mesmerizing.

      “Yes! Ohmygod! Yes!” Stephanie cried, over and over.

      Dez held the wife by her narrow hips, tilting them up as he pounded down into her. The first time he’d thought he might need to take it easy with the petite woman, but Stephanie proved she could handle everything he had. She watched him intensely as they fucked, but when she came, she leaned her head back and clawed at the sheets, howling in ecstasy. Her cunt became so tight around him that Dez was glad he had the coke to help him hold out on coming.

      Stephanie was still blissed out on her orgasm when Dez turned her onto her side and spooned behind her. It felt vaguely like a porn movie, the way Dez changed positions with her, but his creativity was exciting. She’d never just been thrown around and used for sex before and Stephanie loved it. He lifted her leg and took her from behind, grinding against her ass when he was fully sheathed in her. Dez held her by her breasts and tweaked her nipples. Stephanie cried out and quaked through another orgasm.

      Their coupling seemed endless. Stephanie demanded a break or two, just for a glass of water, but then they were right back into it. Dez was insatiable, and he never went soft. She didn’t know she could come so many times in one night. Stephanie felt herself flagging, and this time she eagerly took a bump of cocaine from Dez. It reinvigorated her, and Stephane rode his cock like a madwoman. Dez slipped a finger into her ass and she rode him harder. He added a second and that spurred her into another screaming climax. She knew he was working his way up to anal sex and knew she was willing to give him her ass if he asked. She was willing to do anything for Dez.

      When Dez finally came, it felt dangerously like lovemaking. Her stud lover was on top, and Stephanie was wrapped around him. He slowly took her in long, deep strokes, and they were kissing almost constantly—when they weren’t whispering to each other.

      “You’re beautiful, baby…can’t get enough of you…” Dez moaned.

      “Yes…please…don’t stop…never stop…” she begged.

      “Never. You’re mine, Steph. Always mine.”

      “Yes…yours…god…Dez…baby…”

      “Steph…”

      Dez came inside her and she felt like she was going to burst. He kept his shaft buried, filling her with his load, trapping it in her, and Stephanie had a final, deep, shuddering orgasm that she felt down to her soul. It was so impactful that forbidden words of love almost slipped from her lips. She stopped herself, but only just. It was too easy to be caught up in the moment. Afterward she cuddled against his massive body and it just felt right. Stephanie was so glad she’d done this. It was torture to pull herself away from Dez, but she had to go home to her husband. No matter how she felt with Dez, Stephanie still belonged to Andy.
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      Andy knew his wife was different when she came home that night. It wasn’t anything she said. Stephanie said all the right things. And even though she walked stiffly, she still insisted they make love so he could reclaim her. Stephanie was truly a mess, hair and makeup ruined, red marks all over her body, her pussy raw and swollen. He could only imagine what Dez had done to her. Later, when he watched the video, he would know. Andy’s reclamation was brief. He was so excited by his wife’s condition that he came in record time. Afterward, he helped Stephanie to bed, where she passed out without even showering.

      The dark bedroom was closing in on him and Andy couldn’t sleep. He watched his wife’s nude, sleeping form and kept flashing on images of her and Dez together. Realizing he’d never get to sleep like that, Andy went downstairs and found Stephanie’s phone in her purse. The battery was dead, so he had to plug it in to watch what she’d recorded.

      The video was an hour and seventeen minutes and Andy wondered if they’d really fucked all that time. It started with Stephanie on a bed, naked. The camera angle was great, and it stayed stable. Dez stood over her, his impressive cock standing out in front of him. Andy didn’t think Dez was that much larger than he, but it still intimidated Andy. Andy certainly wasn’t in Dez’s shape. The large black man looked like an Adonis standing over Stephanie, and she was his for the taking. Life pulsed into Andy’s prick as he watched.

      Dez tried to lick her pussy, but Stephanie pushed him away, begging to be fucked—at least that’s how Andy heard it.

      “No, please,” Stephanie breathed, pushing Dez’s face from between her legs. “I don’t need any more teasing.”

      “What do you need?” Dez asked. Andy thought he sounded cocky and didn’t like it.

      “I need you, baby.”

      Dez knelt on the bed and pulled her toward him. “What do you need, girl?”

      Stephanie took a deep breath and begged, “I need you to fuck me, Dez. I need you right now.”

      Andy’s stomach clenched even while his cock surged. His wife sounded like a wanton whore. She was literally begging another man to fuck her. Stephanie had never begged him like that in all their years together. Andy burned with jealousy, and yet he couldn’t stop watching. Seeing this new side of his wife was almost like watching a complete stranger. The woman begging to be fucked could not possibly be his Stephanie, the woman who made their kids’ lunches and took care of everyone around her. The woman on that bed was only thinking about being taken care of herself by the huge black stud looming over her. Of course, she was still Stephanie, his wife, and Andy was fascinated to see her like that, even if it was another man bringing it out in her. Maybe it was because she was always so perfect and so proper—the perfect wife—that Andy wanted to see Stephanie as another man’s slut. She did not, Andy noted, make Dez put on a condom, even though Andy had insisted on it. It felt like a slap in the face, but somehow seeing Dez take his wife bareback made Andy even harder.

      Dez flipped Stephanie around at will, fucking her in many positions. It seemed like Dez was trying to discover what she liked best, or he was putting on a clinic for Andy on how to properly use his wife. When Andy made love to his wife, they usually had one, maybe two positions, and she’d had no complaints. Was Stephanie craving more variety? The view of his wife on her knees—taking it from behind—was Andy’s favorite. Her tits swung as they hung below her, and Stephanie clutched at the pillow she buried her face in, muffling her cries as Dez fucked her mercilessly. Andy jerked off and came while watching that. He made a note of where in the video it appeared.

      Andy had to hand it to the man. Dez was like a machine. Andy didn’t think he’d be able to do his wife like that even if he had a fistful of Viagra. He understood why Stephanie walked so stiffly when she came home. He was surprised she could walk at all.

      Andy was stunned by what came toward the end of the video. He wasn’t down with the party scene, but he knew cocaine when he saw it, and he couldn’t believe it when Stephanie did the drug with her lover. Using drugs was a line he didn’t think his wife would ever cross, but wasn’t she all about crossing lines now? Fucking other men without condoms. Doing cocaine. Andy wondered if he even knew his wife anymore. He and Stephanie were going to have a long talk when she awoke, but oddly he knew he wouldn’t tell her to stop seeing Dez.

      The morning came and Andy was exhausted, but he got up with the kids and let Stephanie sleep in. From what he’d seen, she needed it. She and Dez were still going strong when the video had cut out, leaving Andy to imagine what else they did. Andy didn’t like that they were doing things he couldn’t see, but there were limitations if he didn’t want to be there physically. It was midafternoon when he finally heard the shower turn on upstairs. He parked the kids in front of the TV and went up to the bedroom to wait for Stephanie to come out of the shower.

      Stephanie jumped when she saw Andy sitting on the bed. She was wrapped in a towel, with her wet hair combed straight back, and she felt his eyes on her. He looked concerned, but Stephanie felt his lust pricking up when he saw her. It reminded her of early in their relationship, when Andy couldn’t keep his hands off her. She liked feeling that Andy always wanted her and hadn’t realized how much she’d missed that. But Stephanie didn’t know if she was up to giving him what he wanted today. She still felt terrible, and just wanted to go back to bed.

      “Hey,” she said, holding the towel tight around her as she sat on the bed.

      “How are you feeling?”

      “About how I look.” Stephanie had winced when she saw her reflection in the mirror. She felt she looked much older than her forty-two years. Used up were the words that came to mind. Stephanie was sore all over and her head pounded. How does Charlotte keep up with Dez? she wondered.

      “I think you look sexy.”

      “Puh-leeze. I way overdid it last night.”

      “Maybe I like seeing you like that,” Andy said, confused why seeing her like that turned him on so much. There were red marks, from when Dez manhandled her, visible on her pale skin above and below the lines of the towel.

      Stephanie rallied, knowing she owed her husband that. She smiled and said, “You can show me tonight after the kids are in bed.”

      “Are you sure you’re up for it? You, uhm, really went for it last night.”

      “You watched the video?”

      Andy nodded.

      “Did you like it?”

      “I did…”

      It was what he didn’t say that concerned her. “But?”

      “He didn’t use a condom.”

      “I’m sorry, babe. Things just get going and I don’t think of it, and next thing I know…”

      “He’s fucking your brains out.”

      “I guess you could put it that way.” She tried a smile. He didn’t return it. “I’m sorry, really. I’ll try to be better.”

      Andy knew what that meant—next time she fucked Dez she’d try to remember the condom. Stephanie took it for granted there would be a next time. He was tempted to tell her he wanted to stop, just to see her reaction, but he didn’t have it in him to play hurtful games.

      “Steph, it’s only because I want you to be safe.”

      “I know. I’ll do it, I promise.”

      “Maybe if you tell him ahead of time.”

      “I got it,” she snapped, quickly adding, “Sorry, I’m just exhausted.”

      Andy’s anger was pricked. “Should I get you a pick-me-up? If you tell me where I can score…”

      Stephanie was confused for a moment. She replayed the night in her head and her stomach sank when she realized what Andy referred to. It hadn’t made it onto the video the first time she’d tried coke, and she’d never told her husband about it. Stephanie rationalized that it wasn’t a big deal, but she was really ashamed for being so weak. At least that first time she’d been tricked into it—an excuse she didn’t have last night.

      “Andy, it’s not what you think…”

      “That wasn’t cocaine you snorted?”

      “It was, but…”

      “Do you have any idea how dangerous that is?” Andy took a deep breath and lowered his voice. He didn’t want the kids downstairs hearing him. “What were you thinking, Steph?”

      “I wasn’t. I don’t have an excuse, Andy. You don’t understand how it is. We’re together and we’re having a good time, and things just happen. I’m just feeling when I’m with him. It’s like I don’t have to think at all.”

      Andy chewed on the implications of that. The dangers of what they were doing hit home. Andy considered that perhaps they should stop, but his hard cock whispered, Be reasonable. It’s not that bad.

      “Are you saying you have feelings for him?”

      “Not like that, no. It’s not that I have feelings for him. I just feel free.”

      “You’re not free with me?”

      “Andy, you’re twisting my words!”

      “I don’t get it, Steph. Are you unhappy with me?”

      Stephanie sighed. This was getting away from her. She harbored the same thought as her husband—maybe they should stop. She loved being with Dez, but it wasn’t worth it if it caused problems in her marriage. She didn’t want to hurt Andy. She tried to explain it better.

      “Of course not. I love you. I want you to enjoy this just as much as I do, but when I’m in the moment, I have to be honest, it’s not about you. It’s really about me. We got together so young, babe. I wouldn’t trade our lives together for anything, and I treasure all our memories, but I feel like I’m living something I never had the chance to before. Truly, I’ve never felt I missed out, but now I’m seeing this other side of life, and it’s fun and exciting. I like dressing up and going out and getting a little crazy.”

      “And fucking Dez…”

      “Yes…and fucking Dez. God, the way he uses my body…” Stephanie closed her eyes, recalling it.

      “I know. I saw.”

      “I thought you liked it too, babe.”

      “I do, Steph,” he replied. The rod in his pants testified to that. Andy was afraid he liked it too much, just like his wife. “I just don’t want to see you slip away.”

      “That could never happen.”

      Stephanie crawled to where Andy sat at the end of the bed. Her towel fell open and she let it. She crushed her bare breasts to her husband, and his arms went around her. He squeezed her ass. She pressed her face to his. “I love you. I want this to be as fun for you as it is for me.”

      Andy allowed a smile. It was hard to remain angry with her decadent body draped against him. “I don’t know if that’s possible.”

      “Really?” She grabbed him through his pants. She knew she’d find him hard. Stephanie understood his concerns, but she also understood how much all this turned him on. “It feels like it’s fun for you.”

      “Steph…” His cock throbbed.

      “I can be a good girl…if that’s what you want,” she cooed.

      “Steph…”

      Stephanie pushed her hand inside his running pants and boxers. Wrapping her fingers around his cock made her wet, despite her soreness. Andy had everything she really needed. She stroked him and Andy shuddered. It would probably sting, but Stephanie was ready to make love to her husband. Could they sneak in a quickie with the kids downstairs? It was so irresponsible, but that made it more fun. She stroked his shaft.

      “Steph…the kids…”

      “Tell me your favorite part of the video, babe. Did you like seeing me ride his cock? God, I was so full of him…”

      “Fuck…Steph…” Andy closed his eyes, saw her getting fucked from behind. “When he fucked you…your tits…just pounded…”

      Stephanie wasn’t sure what he meant. That could have been anything on the video. She didn’t have time to ponder it, either. Andy groaned, and suddenly he came in his pants, gushing over her pumping hand. She was disappointed, but knew it was for the best. She was sore, the kids were downstairs… They could make up for it later.

      Andy was embarrassed. It felt like he always came quickly these days. All he had to do was think of Stephanie and Dez, and he lost it. He thought of how that compared to the endless hammering Dez gave his wife. It wasn’t a good comparison. He turned red.

      “Sorry…” he murmured.

      “I love you, babe. I like getting you off. I don’t care how it happens.”

      “But I want…”

      “We’ll take care of that later. I promise,” she insisted, taking her sticky hand back.

      “I, uh, I guess I’d better get changed.”

      “And I should get dressed.”

      Stephanie hopped off the bed, felt Andy watching her as she moved around the bedroom nude. “I still want you there,” she said. “It would be so hot to have you there. You could join…”

      “We’ll see,” Andy answered, knowing he couldn’t do that. He didn’t see how he’d feel anything but intimidated by being in the same room while Dez hammered his wife.

      Andy realized nothing had really been resolved, but Stephanie would still be seeing Dez. All he could do was hope his wife could control herself.
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      Their conversation that afternoon only solidified Stephanie’s relationship with Dez. She insisted it was just fucking, but Andy didn’t know what to call it other than a relationship. Stephanie saw Dez on a regular basis after that. Andy got his videos and pictures, but his sense of unease never went away. His wife’s slutty behavior turned him on, there was never any doubt about that, but no matter how many times he tried to analyze it, how hard he tried, Andy just couldn’t feel right about it.

      Stephanie made Dez stick to the no screwing around at work rule, at least at first. Her fear of being discovered overcame the throbbing need she felt whenever Dez was around. It was a struggle. Real life made it impossible to see Dez as much as she would have liked. Even once a week wasn’t practical. She saw him twice in the first month, and even that took juggling the family schedule. Stephanie felt guilty to be missing out on family time and leaving Andy home alone with the kids. That guilt was quickly forgotten when she was back in Dez’s arms.

      Dez couldn’t get enough of the hotwife, but he knew he had to stay respectful and not push her for more than she was ready to give. His other lovers had given him more of their time, so it frustrated him to see Stephanie on such a limited basis. It didn’t help that he had to see her every day. Dez felt a pull toward Stephanie he’d never experienced with a hotwife before. He played it cool, but subtly chipped away at her resolve to play it safe, and the plan paid dividends.

      Stephanie gave in on the work thing first. She hoped Andy would put his foot down and tell her it was a bad idea, but he only encouraged her to go for it. She suspected he was reasoning that if she fucked Dez on her lunch break it wouldn’t take time away from the family. Stephanie was careful to leave work separately from Dez when they met, and she would only go places they couldn’t possibly be discovered. That translated to a lot of car sex. It was fortunate Dez had such a large SUV. This circumstance led to Stephanie changing how she dressed for work, trading jeans and slacks for a lot of skirts and dresses. People noticed, and the extra attention from her male coworkers only made Stephanie more daring. She knew there were whispers she was having an affair, but as long as no one pinned them to Dez, she let them gossip. Stephanie took to practically snubbing Dez in the office to overcompensate.

      Dez was willing to have Stephanie anywhere. His thirst for the tight-bodied hotwife was unquenchable, but he wanted more space to play with her than the back of his SUV. His place was too far from work, and he knew she would never bring him home, but there was a no-tell motel not too far away. He would have taken Stephanie somewhere nicer, but the truth was that neither of them had the money to regularly hit a hotel. She laughed the first time be suggested it.

      “I can’t meet you at a motel for a nooner. That’s crazy.” Stephanie was brushing out her hair after fixing her clothes in the backseat.

      “Is it crazier than this?” he asked.

      “Maybe not? I don’t know. It just feels so…I don’t know.”

      “I thought you’d like it. You like being dirty, Steph.”

      She gave him the distinctive sideways smile that Dez found so cute. He liked that smile because it reminded him of her other life, and remembering that Stephanie had a husband and family and a whole life in the suburbs made fucking her so much hotter.

      “Someone could see our cars parked there,” she worried. Since meeting for lunch had become a semi-regular thing, they’d devised a plan where Stephanie would leave her car in a lot by the mall and Dez would pick her up. They went to a dark back corner of the parking garage at the mall.

      “Who’s going to be looking for our cars there? Think of it as an adventure.”

      Stephanie took the suggestion to her husband and Andy thought it was a better idea than meeting in the car. She’d hoped Andy would be the voice of reason, but he was not. Dez was thrilled when she told him the news and they made plans.

      Andy wasn’t as excited about the cheap motel as he pretended to be, but he had made the decision he wasn’t going to be the wet blanket that stopped Stephanie from doing what she wanted. He wasn’t her daddy, Andy reasoned, and it wasn’t his place to tell her what she could and couldn’t do. He’d hoped against hope that this was a phase and Stephanie would get it out of her system, but his wife showed no signs of slowing down. She was fucking her lover several times a week now and showed no signs of slowing down.

      The motel was well and truly a dive, with cheap periwinkle wallpaper and a nautical theme that looked like it’d been last updated twenty-five years ago. It still had a big, tube television. Stephanie had never been in such a place and was fascinated by it. Just stepping into the rundown room made her feel like a cheap whore, and the first time Stephanie felt a tingle as soon as she arrived.

      “What do you think?” Dez asked, pushing the door closed behind them.

      “It’s…something.” Stephanie looked down at the stained duvet covering the queen-sized bed with distain.

      “Not up to your standards, princess?”

      Stephanie turned toward Dez but found him smiling. “Somehow I don’t think you’d bring someone like Charlotte to a place like this.”

      “She might like a place like this for the kitsch value. But she usually books the hotels, and she only does 5-star. You can book our place the next time, if you’d like.”

      Stephanie’s smile quirked up. “5-star isn’t in my budget. This will do for our purposes. It’s not like we’re moving in. We only need about forty minutes.”

      “Is that all?”

      “We can’t come back from lunch too late. We’ve really been pushing it lately. It looks suspicious if we both come back late on the same days.”

      “You worry too much, girl.”

      “Sorry. I want to keep this private.”

      “I get it.”

      Stephanie turned on a light and threw back the duvet. The white sheets underneath didn’t look much cleaner, but they would do. She tossed back the top sheet and the blanket too. Her phone went on the nightstand, leaned against the cheap lamp. She turned to Dez and began unbuttoning her pink fitted blouse. “Well?”

      “You don’t want to be romanced, baby?” Dez pulled his shirt off.

      “We don’t have time for that, hon.”

      Dez watched Stephanie undress. It had been too long since he’d seen her really strip down. Sex in his SUV mostly involved hiking up her skirt and pulling off her top. He never got to sit back and regard her body. He took his time undressing as he watched her. Stephanie caught him, smiled, and slowed her undressing too. Her tits strained against a black lacy bra, which she left on while she unzipped her black skirt. She turned to show him her tight ass in a black thong. Dez surged to full mast, ready to take the hotwife.

      Stephanie’s heart pounded from flaunting her body. She’d never tire of the way Dez looked at her. She left her lingerie on and knelt in front of him in her low heels. Dez loved when his women started by going to their knees. It was a power trip for him, and Stephanie was happy to indulge. She pulled his cock out and it practically slapped her in the face.

      Dez groaned as the hotwife took him in her mouth. In the few months they’d been together, Stephanie’s oral skills had come a long way. She could now easily relax her throat and deep throat him. Dez sometimes missed the way she used to struggle. But then she swallowed his entire length, locked her lips around the base of his cock, sucked him hard, and his eyes rolled into the back of his head. He disregarded her rule about messing up her hair at lunch and held her head, so he’d always be in control. She stared up at him, submission in her eyes, and pliantly sucked him. Her lips stretched around his base and her nose pressed to his shaved crotch. He could see her struggling to hold her breath, but Stephanie held him there. Dez felt his balls drawing tight. She was damn good with her mouth, better than any other hotwife he’d ever had—even Charlotte with all her porn star theatrics.

      Stephanie pulled herself off his cock, coughing as spit dribbled from her lips. She’d ceased being embarrassed by being a cock sucking mess. She licked his wet shaft and pressed it to her cheek as she sucked his musky balls. She stroked him while she sucked, tempted to make him come in her mouth. She missed him coming in her mouth, but in the car he always came in the condom. They both hated the condom, but they abided by Andy’s wishes. Stephanie wouldn’t suck Dez after he’d worn the condom. She hated the taste.

      Dez let her blow him for a couple minutes more, then tossed her onto the bed. He loved how easy Stephanie was to handle. He loved a hot little spinner. She backed toward the head of the bed, and he crawled after her. She had nowhere else to go, and he loomed over her, cock threatening.

      “Take off your bra, baby,” he commanded.

      “You wanna see my tits?”

      “Don’t tease me, girl.”

      “Will you punish me?” Stephanie trembled, hoping he’d say yes.

      “Do it.”

      Dez smirked as he watched her free her tits. Damn, those big tits were perfect. They had just the right amount of hang. He loved big, real tits. Dez mauled them with both hands. She yelped when he pulled on her nipples, biting her bottom lip. Stephanie reached for his arms, trying to pull him down to her. Dez swept his hand to the side, knocking her phone over. Stephanie reached out to fix it, but he pinned her arm down. She gasped. His other hand ripped her thong away. He didn’t care if she went back to work without panties. Dez pressed himself to her cunt.

      “Baby…the condom…” she moaned, keeping her voice low, so the recording wouldn’t catch her.

      Dez leaned close, nibbled her ear. “Not today,” he whispered. “I want to feel you. He can’t tell.” His lips slid down her neck.

      “But…” she weakly protested.

      Stephanie was silenced by a kiss and he jacked his cock into her. She gasped into the kiss and clung to his muscular body. Once he was fully sheathed inside her, all thoughts of condoms or stopping flew out of her head. His hot, bare cock felt perfect in her. It’s a little white lie, she told herself. It doesn’t matter if we do it this once.

      Dez took her slow and sensually, enjoying the feel of her body. He didn’t have to rush like in the backseat of a car. She tried to work her hand free of his, but he didn’t let her. Dez grabbed her other wrist and pinned it to the bed as well. Stephanie moaned from deep in her throat and thrust her tongue wildly into his mouth. Her legs hooked behind his knees and she pulled herself up onto him, impaling herself deeper. Her tight pussy squeezed him and Dez was in heaven.

      Stephanie was filled with butterflies at being held down on the cheap, scratchy motel sheets. His show of force almost made her come on the spot, but she had been wet before he even touched her. Just riding to the motel with him had that effect on her. The bed sounded like it was going to collapse under the weight of the coupling, and their wet sounds competed with the wheezing heater under the window. The room was chilly, but it was warm under Dez. She worked her body back against his twisting thrusts. God, those thrusts. Dez knew how to work his cock in ways that made Stephanie want to scream. Dez’s tricks in bed were mind-blowing.

      Dez let a wrist go, but only so he could work a hand under her, grabbing that perfect ass. He squeezed while prying her cheeks apart. Her pussy dripped down from their coupling, giving him just enough lube on the tip of his finger. Stephanie didn’t even flinch when he pressed it to her tight rosebud. He’d trained her well. His finger pushed into her and she let out a low, animalistic moan. He pressed deeper and her cunt clenched around him, making Dez moan. As she pumped herself up onto his cock, he worked his finger deeper and deeper into her ass.

      Stephanie welcomed the burning pain that came with his finger in her ass. She knew it would fade to sweet pleasure and make her orgasm burn that much hotter. She’d learned to love the finger in her ass but wondered when Dez was going to push her further. She knew he wanted to fuck her there. It scared her, but deep down she knew she wouldn’t deny him. Stephanie wouldn’t deny Dez anything.

      Dez stared down at her, watching her eyes go wide, while her mouth opened and closed. No words came out, only moans and whimpers. “You feel so fucking good, baby,” he cooed. “Come for me, baby. I wanna feel that pussy come.”

      “Yesss…baby…mmm…”

      “You need my big black cock, don’t you, girl?”

      “Yes! Fuck me, babe! Please fuck me!” she begged. Stephanie didn’t give a damn about his racial taunts, but she sensed Andy got something out of it, she was certain Dez did, and she would have agreed to anything, so he just kept screwing her. Stephanie was already close to her first climax. With Dez, she knew it would only be her first.

      “Oh fuck, girl…Steph…”

      “Yes! Yes! Yesyesyesyesyes! Goddam it! Yes!” she cried, her entire body tensing as a bright orgasm burned pleasure through it.

      “Yeah, baby, that’s it,” Dez groaned, forcing himself to hold out as her cunt contracted around his prick.

      He pulled his dripping cock from her before she could make him come and took a deep breath to calm himself. Dez felt an obligation to perform for this hotwife, which meant not giving into her incredible body too soon. He couldn’t do a line in the middle of a workday to hold out, so he had to do it the old-fashioned way.

      Stephanie stared up at him. Dez’s body was beautiful in its perfect masculinity. She wanted to climb it. She wanted to be all over him. She had only just climaxed, but the need still burned inside her. “You’re not done yet, are you?” she gasped.

      Dez chuckled. “That’s funny, baby.”

      After fixing the phone to record the action again, Dez spooned in behind Stephanie. Her husband would never be able to tell he didn’t wear a condom from that angle. He pulled her leg back and pushed inside her. He massaged her tits and teased her nipples as she slowly took her, burying his face in her hair to inhale the fresh scent of her flowery shampoo. Dez wanted to drive Stephanie out of her mind, because he was ready to reach another milestone. This cheap motel room was the perfect place to take her ass.

      Stephanie closed her eyes and just reveled in Dez possessing her. His cock rubbed her g-spot perfectly in that position, and he handled her breasts like he owned them. It felt like Dez owned her body, but she would never admit that to Andy. There were certain things she could never tell her husband about being with Dez. She could never expect him to understand or accept the way Dez made her feel. It wasn’t love, for sure, but it was something more than just sex. That would remain her secret. She opened her eyes and stared into the phone, imagining her husband watching them. Stephanie rubbed her clit while she stared into Andy’s imaginary eyes. She wanted him to see how much she enjoyed being a slut. It would make him come in two seconds and knowing that made every inch of her burn even brighter.

      “Oh god! Oh yes! Yes! Baby!” she cried, another orgasm sweeping her away.

      “Fuck, you can’t get enough, girl,” Dez whispered, his lips just beside her ear.

      “God…don’t stop…don’t stop…” she cried through her current orgasm.

      Dez wasn’t stopping. Oh, no. He fucked her right through her orgasm. He fucked her faster and harder, letting go of her titties so her husband could see them bounce around on the video. He held onto her narrow hip and drilled her hard. Only when he was sure she’d come a third time did Dez slow down. She was ready.

      “Baby, don’t stop. I want you to come,” she panted, reaching back for his cock as Dez slipped it from her pussy.

      Dez nibbled her ear. “Not stopping, girl. I want your ass.”

      Stephanie couldn’t suppress her smile. “I thought you’d never ask.”

      “Do you want it, girl?”

      “I don’t know. Oh!”

      Dez pushed his fingers into her cunt, getting them nice and slick. He then pressed them against her asshole, slipping the tips past her tight ring. It felt good. Really good. His fingers stretched Stephanie open. She felt so full, but it only dully hurt—in a good way. Stephanie was still afraid it was going to hurt too much. His cock was much bigger than a couple fingers. And what would Andy think? She looked into the camera, and into Andy’s eyes past it. How dirty do you want me to be? She wondered. I’m such a slut, babe. I hope you love it.

      “Be careful, baby,” she sighed, the feeling of his fingertips in her ass winning her over.

      Stephanie gritted her teeth when Dez replaced his fingers with his cock. The spongey head pushed hard against her, and Stephanie didn’t think he’d be able to force it inside her. But Dez was insistent, pushing hard, and her tight anus stretched open. The pain was sharp, and Stephanie gave a mewing cry. Her entire body tensed and she fought the urge to tell Dez to stop. She was right. His big cock in her ass was not like fingers back there at all.

      “Relax,” Dez whispered. “Relax. It’s gonna feel good, baby. Rub your clit, girl.”

      Stephanie did as he instructed, fingers finding the throbbing nub of her clit. Pleasure spiked through her immediately, and the pain felt different. The sharp pain in her ass blended with the throbbing pleasure of her clit, and a heady feeling came over her. Stephanie was no longer fixated on the pain of the anal invasion and she relaxed. Her mouth hung open, and she gasped. She licked her dry lips, and before she knew it Dez was completely buried in her ass.

      “Ohgodohgodohgod…be gentle…” she moaned. Every time he moved, pleasure/pain jolted through her.

      “Always, girl.”

      This was one of Dez’s favorite things—taking a woman’s ass for the first time. It was especially delicious when a hotwife had a virgin ass. Dez was sure Andy did not use his wife’s ass, which was a shame. Stephanie had a hot little ass. Her ass squeezed his cock so tightly, Dez felt the cum bubbling in his heavy balls, but he fought back his orgasm. It wasn’t easy. Her anal chute rippled around him, randomly tensing, relaxing, even quivering, as the hotwife rubbed her clit. Dez decided she’d had enough time to adjust. He looked over Stephanie’s shoulder—at the camera on her phone. He wasn’t being mean, he just wanted her husband to see how much he enjoyed her ass. Dez held her hip and slowly started fucking Stephanie’s ass.

      “Oh…my…gawd!” she cried.

      It took time. Dez had to pull out and push back in very delicately, but Stephanie finally adjusted, and he fucked her tight little ass in earnest. He released her hips and played with her tits again.

      “Your ass feels so fucking good, baby,” he grunted.

      “Ohgodohgodohgod…fuck…ohgodohgodohgod…”

      “Can’t hold out, Steph. Gonna come in your ass…”

      “God….yesss…”

      “Do you want it in your ass, Steph?”

      Stephanie nodded, biting her lip. “Yesss…baby…”

      “Want my hot cum in your ass?”

      “Please…please…fuck…my…ass…Dez!”

      “Say it, girl!”

      “Fuck my ass! Fuck my ass, baby! Please!”

      “Oh fuck, Steph…fuck, girl…”

      “Yes…yesss…YES!”

      Stephanie screamed as she came. Begging her lover turned her on as much as the cock in her butt. She loved that Dez knew he had to stimulate her mind as well as her body, and Dez knew how to hit all the right buttons. She screamed and cried and shook in his arms. Her fingers grew wet and sticky as her pussy gushed. Dez made her climax harder than she ever had. It wasn’t the first time he’d taken her to a new level, and she knew it wouldn’t be the last.

      Dez growled and she felt him pumping his load into her ass. The sensation plus just the thought of it extended her own orgasm, and for a second Stephanie felt dizzy and faint. Her vision went blurry as she stared at her phone, picturing Andy watching her. What would her husband think about this?
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      Andy watched his wife getting ass-fucked. For the third time. He already came, but this time he was determined to watch the video through to the end. The first time he watched Dez take his wife’s ass Andy came in about thirty seconds. He lasted marginally longer the second time. Shame filled him when he thought of just how aroused this particular video made him, but that didn’t change anything. Andy couldn’t get enough of it.

      Stephanie came over and over in the video, begging Dez to fuck her ass. That filled Andy’s veins with acid but left his cock throbbing painfully hard. Please fuck my ass, Dez! The words echoed in his brain. Please fuck my ass, Dez! Andy got hard just remembering the words. It was his Pavlovian bell. For Andy, this was her ultimate surrender. His wife had given her lover everything there was to give. Stephanie had finally proved that she was fully Dez’s whore. Andy wasn’t sure whether it exhilarated or frightened him more. It didn’t help that she had never surrendered anal to him. To be fair Andy couldn’t recall ever asking for it, but that didn’t matter when he watched Stephanie frantically begging Dez for it. Dez had now had more of his wife than Andy ever had.

      And yet, Andy couldn’t be angry. Stephanie hadn’t done anything wrong. They had discussed her rules, and Andy had never said no anal sex. It’d never entered his mind. Andy had gotten the things he’d asked for. Stephanie was using condoms with Dez now. So Andy had no justification for being angry, but he couldn’t control how it made him feel.

      Stephanie did a good job of soothing his feelings. Perhaps she sensed she’d crossed a line. She was extra affectionate in the days afterward, and their sex was unhinged. His wife became his whore in the bedroom like never before. Andy knew he could be as filthy with her as he wanted to be, but he didn’t have it in him to be overly punitive or mean. It also occurred to him that they never made love anymore. Not really. They had sex every night, and it was wild and great, but they didn’t make love—not like they’d always done during all their years together. Andy loved his new, wild and crazy wife, but he also missed the old Stephanie. He wondered if she was still in there someplace.

      One night while he was taking her from behind, Stephanie offered Andy her ass. He paused in mid-stroke.

      “I want you to take it, babe. Please, baby. I want you in my ass,” she begged.

      Andy surged to a halt inside her and felt dizzy for a second. He had a sudden, mad thought: I’ll fuck her ass! I’ll ram it until she can’t sit down! But the words didn’t come out of his mouth. Andy couldn’t make himself do that to the wife he loved. Instead, he started moving again in her pussy while she kept begging for it in the ass. Andy came so fast his head spun.

      Stephanie knew Andy was different now, just as she was. She cooled it with Dez for a couple days, and made sure Andy knew it. She hoped that would make it blow over and things could return to normal, but they didn’t. She tried being Andy’s fantasy whore, going all out to prove there was nothing she would do for Dez that she wouldn’t do for her husband. If anything, that made Andy act even weirder. Stephanie didn’t know what to think when she’d begged Andy to fuck her in the ass and he didn’t do it. When she tried to ask him why not, he shrugged her off and just said he was tired.

      After a few days, Stephanie was back to fucking Dez again. She was frustrated that Andy wouldn’t communicate with her. If he wanted her to stop, he would have to tell her so. And if he couldn’t bring himself to do that, she was going to enjoy herself. Dez lured her to the sleazy motel again that Friday after work. Without the lunch hour time constraint, they could really enjoy each other. Unfortunately, that led to Stephanie staying with Dez way too long. It was almost 8:00 when she realized how late it was, and she scrambled home. Andy barely spoke to her all weekend, but he did fuck her—rougher than ever before. She knew she should be concerned, but the sex was incredible. Instead of confronting Andy, she would make him come to her.

      Andy became more and more tortured. He’d convinced himself he was losing his wife, no matter how desperately she clung to him. He was sure Stephanie was fully in thrall to Dez and it was a danger to their marriage, but he was still watching her videos every chance he got, and he feared his wife would thoroughly resent him if he told her to stop. After days of soul-searching, he finally realized the solution.

      Stephanie wasn’t surprised when Andy finally told her they needed to talk, but she was scared. They had been together for so long. She almost thought of her husband as an extension of herself, and yet she had no idea what was going to come out of his mouth. They’d stopped connecting on any fundamental level. Stephanie almost launched into an apology, but she held her tongue.

      They sat on the couch staring at each other.

      “Things have been pretty weird lately,” Andy began. They sat on opposite sides of the couch. He noticed how Stephanie sat with her legs crossed between them and her arms folded over her chest, her body almost quivering in self-defensive body language.

      “I know. We really need to talk about what’s going on.” Stephanie stared into her lap, unwilling to meet her husband’s eyes. She didn’t know how it was possible to feel guilty and resentful at the same time, but here she was.

      “That’s on me. I cop to it. This isn’t easy for me to talk about, Steph. I don’t even have a reference point for all this.”

      “If it’s torturing you…”

      “I told you before; it’s not that simple, Steph.”

      “I just don’t understand. I know you like it, but I feel like you don’t like me doing it.”

      “But you like doing it.”

      “I can’t lie to you, babe. I do. I love how I feel with him. But…”

      “I know, you don’t have to say it again. But it’s got nothing to do with me. You love me, not him. I get it, Steph.”

      “Why do I feel like you don’t believe me?”

      Andy searched for the right words. He believed her, or at least believed she believed what she was saying. “I believe you. I just can’t get over my worries, no matter how much it turns me on.”

      “I don’t think there’s anything I can tell you at this point that’s going to make you more comfortable with this.”

      “Probably not.”

      Stephanie’s heart sank. Here it comes, she thought. “I’m sorry, Andy. What do you want?”

      Andy saw how twisted she felt inside, and it pained him, although the fact that she was twisted played to his fears. He started with, “I’m not asking you to stop, not right now.”

      “Okay.” She hoped her relief wasn’t too obvious.

      “I think it’s time I came along.” There. He said it. Andy couldn’t back out now. Fear gripped him.

      “Really? Are you sure?” She’d thought she was ready for anything, but she wasn’t ready for that.

      “I think so,” he replied timidly.

      “If you’re not sure…”

      “I’m as sure as I can be. Listen, Steph. I think if I’m there, watching, it’ll be different for me. I’ll feel like I’m part of it.”

      “That’s how I want you to feel. It’s how I’ve always wanted you to feel.”

      Andy watched his wife visibly relax. She was really afraid he was going to tell her to stop seeing Dez. He knew it. Stephanie didn’t want to give up her lover. Andy thought about the things she said in bed with Dez. Please fuck me! Please don’t stop! Please fuck my ass! His wife loved Dez’s thick, black cock. It had turned her into a new woman. Andy felt himself getting hard just thinking about it. Stephanie must have sensed a change in him, because she crawled across the couch to him.

      “It’s going to be good for you. I promise. I’ll make sure it’s good for you,” she cooed.

      “I know you will, Steph.”

      Stephanie tore off her sweater. She wore a tight cami underneath. Her breasts threatened to burst from it. Her nipples stared at Andy through the thin, stretched material. Andy’s thoughts turned cloudy, the way they always did when Stephanie came on to him. He knew he was easy, but who would blame him? His wife was so damned sexy.

      “When do you want to do this, babe?” She rubbed him through his pants.

      “Set it up. Just let me know when and where.”

      She kissed him—slow and deep, tugging at his pants.

      “I’ll take care of it, babe. Now let me take care of you.”

      Stephanie twisted her hair back in a knot and went face down on him as she freed his cock. Andy was afraid he might come right in her face. Her mouth closed over him and he shut his eyes, thinking about his wife doing the same thing to her lover. It was all he thought about these days.
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      Dez did a last-minute walkthrough of his apartment to make sure he’d done a proper job cleaning the place. His bed had fresh sheets, the bathroom was stocked with clean towels, and he had drinks ready. He didn’t mind hosting couples here, but he preferred meeting them at their place, or even a hotel. He’d suggested a hotel to Stephanie, but she said it just wasn’t in their budget this month. Dez understood. He did well as a delivery driver, but he wasn’t rolling in cash either. Not every hotwife couple was like Charlotte and her husband.

      The couple would be here soon, and Dez found he was uncharacteristically nervous. He’d fucked many women with their husbands present in the room. Dez enjoyed making the hotwives his in front of their men but found some of those women could be many different degrees of reserved with their husbands physically in attendance, which meant they were more fun to play with alone. But the usual rules didn’t apply to Stephanie. Dez had known for a while that his feelings toward the pretty, brunette hotwife were different than the ones he had for his other women—and it wasn’t just because she was so sexy. Stephanie’s spark ignited him in a way no other woman could touch. So tonight, everything had to be perfect. Dez knew if the night went badly, her husband could pull the plug. She had never been specific, but Dez had always gotten the impression that their arrangement was on shaky ground with her husband.

      The intercom rang, and Dez jumped at the bleating noise. It was jarring against the background of soft R&B he’d put on. He pressed the button that unlocked the security door downstairs. Stephanie knew his apartment number. Dez took a deep breath and prepared himself to charm Andy.

      Andy shook Dez’s hand when they walked into the apartment, but he had tensed up the moment he entered Dez’s presence. It was the first time he’d actually been around Dez since that night they had run into him on their date night—the night that had kicked all of this off. Andy hadn’t given Dez any serious thought that night, but in his presence this time, Andy sensed the confidence and strength that rolled off Dez in waves. He could see in an instant why his wife was so enthralled by the man. Dez was a couple inches taller than him and had an easy smile. His braided hair was tied back in a loose ponytail. Present or absent, Andy couldn’t help being jealous of his wife’s Bull, but in person Dez was one of those guys it was difficult to be hostile to.

      “Can I get you guys something to drink?” Dez asked, after greeting Stephanie with a hug and a peck on the cheek. He knew to play it cool and not grab her like he normally would.

      “Wine for me, please. You know what I like,” she replied.

      “Jack and Coke, if you have it,” Andy said as casually as possible, walking into the living room and taking in the place. It was nicer than he’d expected. He thought it would be more of a stereotypical bachelor pad. Andy reasoned it was probably decorated to make wives feel more at ease.

      The living room and kitchen were in an open space design, allowing Dez to watch his guests as he prepared their drinks. Andy was clearly tense, and Stephanie stayed close to him, rubbing his arm and whispering something Dez couldn’t hear. He tried to keep from gaping at Stephanie, but it wasn’t easy. She looked good in anything, but she looked particularly sexy tonight. Slipping out of her coat, the hotwife revealed a tight, see-through navy lace top that stretched tightly over her ample chest. Her tits pushed a low-cut navy bra to its limits. A black wrap skirt, black fishnets—which Dez hoped were stockings—and stiletto heels completed her look. Dez was practically drooling. If her husband wasn’t here, Dez would have been all over Stephanie.

      Andy noticed how Dez looked at his wife. He didn’t blame Dez. She looked amazing. Seeing the Bull’s hunger for his wife made Andy stir in his pants. He almost wished Dez would just grab Stephanie and get the night started. Andy didn’t know how much small talk he could handle.

      Dez distributed the drinks and invited the couple to sit. They took the loveseat, while he sat across from them in an oversized armchair. Stephanie held Andy’s hand tightly. She could see he wanted to down his drink in a single gulp. She began to fear this wasn’t going to work. Andy had said he wanted to be here, but she didn’t know if he could really handle it and most likely he didn’t know either. Stephanie wondered if she could temper her enthusiasm with Dez so Andy wouldn’t be hurt. She knew that seeing Dez fuck her in person would not be the same as watching a video. She also sensed the coiled desire in Dez, and it made her damp between her legs. Stephanie couldn’t be this close to Dez without hungering for him.

      “How does this usually go?” Andy asked. It felt like they were waiting for him—the husband—to start things. The sexual tension between his wife and her Bull made him sweat.

      Dez smiled, hoping to put Andy at ease. “I don’t know that there is a usual. I don’t have a handbook.”

      “It would be interesting reading if you did,” Stephanie added.

      “A manual on how to seduce other men’s wives would be a bestseller,” Andy commented. When he saw they couldn’t tell he was kidding, he added a chuckle and said, “I’d buy it.”

      “I don’t really seduce wives,” Dez said. “I mean I don’t go out and try to screw married women.”

      “They just come to you,” Andy said.

      Dez shrugged instead of answering.

      “I mean, I get it. I understand why.”

      “I don’t make anyone do anything, man,” Dez replied.

      “I know. I’m not trying to be a dick. I meant what I said. Couples come to you. You provide a service.”

      “You could look at it that way. I’m not some kind of gigolo, though.”

      “I’m not saying that…”

      Stephanie saw the night really going off the rails. She didn’t know if Andy was trying to ruin it on purpose or not, but it was certainly going that way. She jumped in. “Dez helps couples fulfill their fantasies, that’s all, really. Everyone’s a consenting adult. Everyone’s having fun.”

      “That’s how it’s supposed to be,” Dez agreed.

      Except I never knew I had this fantasy until he came along, Andy thought. He still wasn’t positive he did have it. Stephanie clearly had, even though she’d never said anything. Andy took a deep breath and downed his drink. He knew he had to chill out. Between his nerves and his erection, he wasn’t thinking clearly.

      “Let me get you another, man,” Dez said.

      Andy offered up his glass and Dez returned to the kitchen.

      “Are you okay with this? We can cancel,” Stephanie whispered, squeezing Andy’s hand tighter.

      “I’m good. I’m good. Really,” Andy said. “I’m not going to ruin this for you.”

      “It’s not just about me, babe. If you don’t want to do this…”

      “I do. I want you to do it. And I want to be here.”

      “If you’re not sure…”

      “Steph, I really want to. I mean it.”

      Dez returned with Andy’s refill and sat back down. He’d overheard bits of the couple’s conversation but pretended he hadn’t. He sincerely wanted Andy on his side, but he knew from experience that if he pushed, or was overly friendly, it wouldn’t help. Only a few of the husbands wanted to befriend him. Most preferred to keep him at arm’s length.

      “So really, how does this go?” Andy asked.

      “Any way you want it to, man. I’m here to serve,” Dez said.

      You’re here to fuck my wife, Andy thought, not in an entirely negative way.

      “What do you want, babe? What do you want me to do?” Stephanie asked.

      “I don’t know. I guess whatever you usually do.”

      Stephanie looked from her husband to Dez. It felt too strange to just walk over to Dez and start fooling around with him while her husband sat right there. She and Dez exchanged a look.

      “Sometimes husbands like to give their wives to me—like present them,” Dez suggested.

      Andy mulled it over. It sounded appropriate. “How do I do that?”

      Dez smiled. This was one of his favorite scenarios. It was one thing to make a hotwife his in front of her husband, but quite another to have that husband present his wife. His heart began pounding in anticipation.

      “Stephanie, stand up, girl,” Dez instructed.

      Goosebumps broke out across her flesh, and Stephanie was suddenly so dizzy that she didn’t know if she could stand. She kissed Andy’s cheek and stood in front of Andy. A low coffee table separated her from Dez.

      “If you don’t mind, Andy, I’d like to see more of your wife.”

      “I get it. She’s fucking hot,” Andy replied, barely recognizing his own voice.

      “Let me see some skin.”

      Andy sat forward, placing his hands on his wife’s waist. A golden buckle held her wrap skirt closed. His hands trembled so much he could barely operate the buckle. Despite being all thumbs, he freed the buckle and tugged at the waist of her skirt. The fabric came apart, opening like a curtain to reveal a major portion of Stephanie to her Bull. Andy groaned from his tension and placed the skirt beside him on the loveseat.

      Stephanie was wearing thigh highs, as Dez had hoped, and her top was a bodysuit, sheer all the way down to the crotch. He didn’t see any panties beneath it. He took a calming breath to maintain his cool. He wanted just to pounce on her and pound his cock right through the hotwife. He considered leaning her back against her husband as he fucked her. Some guys liked that. He wondered what got Andy off about this experience.

      “Turn around, baby,” Dez said smoothly.

      Stephanie turned. She felt so exposed, a feeling she was getting used to with Dez, but this was different—more intimate—to be displayed with Andy present. She could feel the smooth fabric of the bodysuit was slick with her arousal where it rubbed her pussy. She knew her husband could see it as she stood in front of him while showing Dez her ass. The bodysuit didn’t cover much in the back.

      Andy saw she was wet. Stephanie was ready to fuck, and she hadn’t even been touched yet. She is such a slut, he thought. It was a compliment. He wanted to touch her. He wanted to play with her, but it didn’t feel appropriate. Stephanie hadn’t dressed like this for him. She wasn’t wet for him. This was all for her Bull. His stomach tightened. It was so wrong. Why did he love it?

      “Mmm, she’s got such a sweet ass, doesn’t she, Andy?”

      “I’m right here,” Stephanie interjected. She felt compelled. She didn’t want to admit she liked being objectified like that.

      “I know, baby. I see you. And you have a sweet ass,” Dez replied, chuckling.

      “You do, Steph. I love your ass,” Andy agreed. He knew he shouldn’t need Dez to remind him to tell her.

      “What do you think, Andy? Think she needs some attention?”

      Andy stared at her nipples, straining through her bra and the stretch-lace bodysuit, and down at her wet cunt. “Yeah, she’s definitely needs some attention.”

      “Got any ideas, my man?”

      Stephanie realized she was trembling in her heels. “One of you better stop talking about me and do something to me, or I’m gonna scream.”

      “I think she should suck your dick,” Andy said. Speaking the words aloud jolted him. How could he say that?

      “Better listen to your man, girl.”

      “If that’s what he wants.”

      Andy stared up into his wife’s eyes. “Do it, Steph. Suck his fucking dick.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Stephanie bent over, grasped his face with her hands and kissed her husband deeply. As she straightened, she mouthed thank you to him, and turned to her lover. She shoved the coffee table aside, straightened, took three steps, and knelt submissively in front of Dez. When she looked up, she was already lost in his eyes. His power over her was almost hypnotic, and tonight it was amplified by Andy ordering her to perform for him. Stephanie wasn’t just submissive to Dez anymore, but now to Andy as well. She could hardly stand it. Stephanie wanted her husband and her Bull to tag team her. She wanted to be used. But for now, she was to please her Bull.

      The world seemed to go sideways as Andy watched his wife take out Dez’s black snake and suck it. His view was limited, being behind her, but just seeing Stephanie’s head slowly bobbing in the other man’s lap was surreal. The emotions hit Andy so fast, from so many sides, he didn’t know what he was feeling from one second to the next. He was excited, nauseous, hard, jealous, enthralled, all at the same time. It should have been impossible to feel all those things at once, but Andy felt them. He watched Dez smooth Stephanie’s chestnut hair down and gently hold her head, keeping her down on his shaft longer. Andy heard wet sucking sounds, and his wife struggling to contain all that cock in her mouth over Dez’s shitty music, and the sounds alone almost made Andy come in his pants.

      “Fuck, she knows how to suck cock, man. Did you teach her that?” Dez moaned.

      Andy’s mouth was dry, but he found his voice. “We learned everything together.”

      “You taught her good. She’s hungry for that fucking cock. Bet you use this mouth every night.”

      Andy was getting a lot of oral sex these days, but Stephanie hadn’t sucked him very often before meeting Dez. He owed the Bull that much. But he didn’t feel that even now Stephanie attacked his cock the way she was going after Dez’s. Stephanie sucked her Bull’s cock like she was starving for him. Dez kept grunting encouragement to Stephanie as she sucked, keeping all his attention on her. Andy knew it shouldn’t but hearing the Bull talk about his wife that way enflamed him.

      “You’re gonna make me come you keep doing that, baby. Shit. Oh fuck,” Dez moaned, jacking his prick up into Stephanie’s hungry mouth.

      Dez was glad he’d jerked off before the couple came over, because otherwise he’d be blasting his load right into Stephanie’s mouth, and he did not want to have a poor showing tonight. He had a show to put on, and one glance at Andy told him the husband was eating it up. He’d learned over the years that all these men wanted to see their wives used like whores, and Dez was more than happy to make that happen. But he really had to pull Stephanie off his dick before he shot his load.

      Stephanie sucked Dez like she was possessed. Her fears of being reserved with Andy present were unfounded. Instead, she found that with him right here she was driven to show him what a good little slut she was. Stephanie couldn’t be sure she’d feel that way all night, but at the moment she was all in. Dez had to use some real force to pull her mouth off his cock. She stared up at her lover panting, truly a bitch in heat. Dez pulled her to her feet and spun her, and there it was. Having to see her husband watch her lose control did make her feel different. Stephanie looked for judgment and anger on his face, but Andy only looked stunned. She hoped that was a good thing.

      As her husband watched, Dez pulled the hotwife into his lap and back against his chest. He mauled her tits, pulling on her nipples through her bra and top. Stephanie squirmed on his lap and moaned, her nails digging into his bare thighs. Dez watched Andy as he played with the man’s wife, and he saw that same hungry look they all had. Andy might be trying to fight it, but he was fully in the grip of the hotwife fetish, and all he had to do was to stop fighting it and accept it. Dez would do whatever he could to make that happen, because he didn’t want to give up his favorite toy.

      Andy clenched his hands in his lap. It took every ounce of willpower to keep from taking his cock out and stroking it while this black Bull played with his wife. Stephanie’s eyes were squeezed shut as she moaned, gasped and surrendered to her lover’s machinations. Dez unsnapped the crotch of her bodysuit and the stretched garment sprang up out of his way. Her mound was slick and shiny, so wet with her arousal Andy could see it from across the room. Dez spread her open as he touched her, revealing the glistening pink inside. Stephanie wantonly spread her thighs wide, inviting Dez to touch her.

      “You need it, don’t you, baby?” Dez cooed, biting her ear and kissing her neck.

      Stephanie nodded, biting her bottom lip. Dez stroked her clit, and she hissed, “Yesss…”

      “I don’t know if you’ve ever been this fucking wet. I think you like having your man here.”

      “Mmmhmm…Ohhh…”

      “You like showing Andy there what a slut you are?”

      “Yeah…yes…ohhh…baby…please…”

      “Please what, girl?”

      “Please…”

      Dez just chuckled and kept playing with her pussy, waiting her out.

      “Please! Make me come, baby!”

      “Yeah? You wanna come for me in front of your husband?”

      “Yes…please…” Stephanie whined.

      If Dez kept teasing her cunt like that she was going to lose it. Her eyes flickered open and she looked at her husband. His eyes were so intense—burning into her—that she had to look away. But she still felt his eyes burning into her, and she could hardly stand it. Stephanie wanted to scream!

      Dez started with two fingers, but soon added a third. He pumped those thick fingers in and out of her pussy, and Andy heard her gushing around them. Stephanie looked obscenely stretched open. Andy didn’t know how this didn’t hurt her, but Stephanie only whimpered and begged for more. Andy lost his self-control and took his cock out. It felt odd to be so hard and stroking it in the same room as another man, but that didn’t slow him down.

      “Oh god! Oh god! Ohhh…ohhh…yeah…YES!” Stephanie cried, slamming her thighs closed over Dez’s busy hand. She trembled and tossed her head back and forth, wailing as she climaxed.

      “Fuck me,” Andy murmured to no one but himself. His cum went flying, hitting his thigh and dripping over his hand. Andy trembled, coming just as hard as his wife did.

      “That’s it, girl, come for me. Come for me, baby,” Dez cooed. His fingers kept working her pussy and she clenched around him again, one orgasm flowing into another.

      “OH GOD! FUCK!” she cried. “FUCK! Ohh…”

      Andy knew his wife was coming again, and he couldn’t believe it. He'd seen Stephanie have multiple orgasms like this on video but seeing her this far out of control in the flesh was unreal. It wasn’t his wife he was seeing. This couldn’t be the sweet girl he’d met all those years ago. This was a sex-crazed slut. But it was his wife, his own sweetheart, and she was incredible.

      Stephanie curled forward, nudging the hand away from her pussy. She was going to melt away if Dez didn’t give her a second to catch her breath. She would have gone to her husband if she thought she could stand. While she panted, Dez took her head, turning her to him for a kiss. Stephanie couldn’t resist him and locked her lips to his, her tongue chasing into his mouth.

      She’s his, Andy thought, watching his wife kiss her lover. She looked like she fully belonged to her lover, not her husband. At the same time, it was fascinating to watch Stephanie kissing from an outside perspective, to see the way she threw her whole body into the kiss. She touched Dez’s cheek, lovingly stroking it. It looked to Andy like he’d been forgotten. All his old fears rose to the surface, but he couldn’t look away. He wanted to watch.

      “Let’s take this into the bedroom,” Dez suggested. “You okay with that, Andy?”

      It took Andy a moment to realize he was being addressed. “Uh, yeah, sounds good.”

      “I think it sounds very good,” Stephanie cooed.

      Stephanie pried herself from Dez’s lap and looked from one man to the other. They both wanted her, and she shivered at the sight. She still had hopes her husband would double-team her with Dez before the night was over. But she wouldn’t suggest it. She didn’t want to pressure her husband.

      Stephanie pulled the bodysuit over her head and tossed it away as she walked toward Dez’s bedroom. Her bra followed, leaving a trail of clothes. Andy tucked his still-erect penis away and pulled up his pants. Dez kicked off his pants and came forward with his big dick hanging ahead of him. Andy kept his distance, like the other man’s prick might spring out and bite him. The men stood and followed her down the hallway.
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      The bedroom was large and well-furnished in blonde wood. A cushy chair sat at the foot of the bed. Stephanie knew that’s where her husband would be sitting while she and Dez had sex. She shook out her hands and breathed deeply, pushing out her nerves. Andy will be okay with this. This is what he wants, she told herself. I’ll make him love it. She walked to the far side of the bed.

      “Anything you need, my man, just let me know,” Dez said to Andy.

      “Okay, sure.”

      Dez turned to him, suddenly serious. “You need to know. I get what a privilege this is, that you trust me with your wife. Stephanie is a special woman, and I know that. I just want to please her and make sure you guys are getting what you need as a couple. Seriously, man. Thank you.”

      “Uh, sure. Okay. No problem,” Andy replied. He had no idea what to say to that. Should he thank the Bull for fucking his wife? Should he say he appreciated that Dez wasn’t trying to steal his wife? Dez might not be trying, but that magic cock of his might be doing it for him.

      Andy looked around the bedroom. This is it, he thought. This is where it happens. Andy wondered how many wives Dez had fucked in this room. Did he keep a notebook somewhere with all their names and what they liked? Maybe he rated them. Andy wanted to think his wife was special, however thinking of Stephanie as one in a series of hotwives Dez had bedded made him feel better. The Bull was probably always on the lookout for his next conquest. Even if Stephanie was dedicated to Dez, eventually the Bull would move on.

      Before Andy could ask what would happen next, while they were all still standing, Dez went to Stephanie and pulled her into a kiss. She frantically unbuttoned his shirt and pushed it off his body. The couple devoured each other and Dez lifted her off the wall-to-wall carpet for better access. He supported her ass and Stephanie wrapped her legs around his waist, her big tits crushing against his chest. Andy stood back against the far wall and watched the couple. Stephanie looked like she was trying to scale the Bull like a large rock. Andy’s cock throbbed. He was painfully hard, even though he’d just come all over himself a few minutes ago.

      It appeared that Dez was prying her cheeks apart. Andy’s suspicions were confirmed when Stephanie jerked. Dez had to be pressing his finger into her rosebud. Andy couldn’t believe Dez was playing with her ass while he was there. The Bull would probably fuck her ass tonight while Andy watched. He realized he wanted to see it. He wanted to watch his wife being fucked in the ass. Andy groaned as he thought about it, but the couple didn’t notice.

      “You ready to be fucked, baby?” Dez murmured between kisses.

      “Yeah, I’m ready.” Stephanie thought about her husband behind them. “Fuck me, baby. I’m so fucking ready, baby.”

      “Grab it. Put it in,” Dez ordered. He turned their bodies, deliberately giving Andy a profile view.

      Stephanie figured out what Dez wanted. God, it was hot. It was so sexy to be with a man who could hold her in the air and fuck her standing up. She grabbed his thick shaft. He was ready for her. Stephanie was past being surprised by her Bull’s incredible staying power. Dez lifted her just enough that she could position his head against her pussy, then he lowered her onto his dick. He speared her open, spreading her lips wide as her juices ran down his shaft.

      “Oh god,” she whimpered, sinking down on him, clinging to his muscular arms. Her pelvis touched down on his, and Dez was fully sheathed inside her. Stephanie felt every inch of him pulsing inside her as he held her there. She wanted him inside her forever.

      “I’m gonna make you scream, girl,” Dez growled.

      “Shut up and fuck me,” was her retort. She kissed him, biting his lip.

      Dez bounced the hotwife on his cock. He wanted to show off his power to her husband. You ain’t fucking her like this, he thought. You’ll think about this every time you fuck her, man. Dez worked her slowly up and down first, enjoying the tight grip of her cunt on his shaft. Stephanie really did feel incredible, even with the condom. The hotwife’s low, throaty moans made his balls tingle, and Dez worked her faster. It was like he was jerking off with her body. Stephanie trembled in his arms. He pressed his finger to her anus again. The tip slid right in. With every flex of his hands, that finger pushed deeper into her ass.

      “Oh fuck!” she cried. She felt so full. Stephanie had learned to love a finger in her ass while she was fucked. More than once she wondered what it might be like to have a cock in both holes. Maybe tonight, she thought.

      Andy was more intimidated than ever. He’d seen Dez power fuck Stephanie plenty of times, but this was impressive. His wife clung to the Bull like she wanted to climb inside him. Dez bounced her on his cock effortlessly, like he was carrying a stuffed teddy bear. The harder he bounced her, the louder Stephanie cried out. Her smooth stockings seemed to make the motion easier. Her feet hung out behind Dez, her heels almost bouncing off her feet. Stephanie hung onto his shoulders, leaning back as she enjoyed his prick.

      “Ohhh…ohhh god…ohhh yesss…baby…” Stephanie cried.

      “You love that big cock, don’t you, girl,” Dez grunted.

      “Yes! Yes! I…I…I…need your cock! Oh god, Dez!”

      Stephanie was out of her mind, bouncing on that cock, but she was not going to say love in front of her husband—even if it was just about Dez’s cock, which she truly loved. She held onto his muscular arms, digging in, and allowed Dez to use her as he wished. Her entire body jarred each time he dropped her onto his cock, and it only took a few moments more for Stephanie to experience a screaming orgasm. Dez supported her as she went limp, but then his prick slipped out of her when he lowered her to the bed.

      Watching his wife come over and over for her lover was a sight to behold, especially when seeing it in person. Stephanie lay on the bed, panting, while Dez stood over her triumphantly, his cock threatening to take her again. She looked back at Andy, and the helplessness in her eyes made him shiver. Andy moved to the chair, feeling dizzy. He needed to sit down before he fell over.

      “Anything you want to see, man?” Dez asked. “Any way you want to see her fucked?”

      It made Andy feel good that Dez asked for his input. He didn’t feel quite so passive. Stephanie was the passive one now, waiting for however she was to be used. His wife was not a passive woman, and it was odd to see that new side of her. Andy found his voice.

      “Fuck her from behind. She seems to like that.” Even Andy heard how cold his voice was.

      “Oh yeah, she fucking likes that. Come on, girl Get on up.”

      Stephanie was on fire. It was shameful, but she loved being used like this. It was so much better with her husband there. Dez could be a tender lover, but she didn’t feel that today. Her men were intent on using her like a whore, and it was hitting buttons Stephanie didn’t even know she had. She crawled onto her hands and knees facing her husband and felt the bed shift as her Bull took his place behind her. She stared at her husband as Dez slid his cock back inside her. It looked like a new emotion crossed Andy’s face every two seconds.

      Andy took out his cock. He didn’t even think about it. He just started jerking off. His wife was right in front of him—just a couple feet away—getting railed by her Bull. Dez held her hips and grunted as he slammed into her. Every moment of pleasure was etched into Stephanie’s face. Her big tits bounced beneath her with every powerful thrust. Stephanie’s mouth hung open, and she stared at Andy the entire time.

      “He’s fucking, babe…so hard…god…so hard…” Stephanie gasped.

      “Steph…” The word escaped Andy’s lips like a strangled moan.

      “So deep…mmm…babe…it’s soo good…on god…babe…”

      “You love getting fucked,” Andy growled to his wife.

      “Yess,” she hissed.

      “You’re his whore…”

      “Yess…”

      “You need his fat black dick…”

      “Yess!”

      “Beg for it!” Andy demanded.

      “Fuck me! Please, Dez! Please fuck me!” she begged.

      “My pleasure, girl,” Dez grunted. “Show Andy how much you like it.”

      “Yes…yes…yesyesyes! Mmm…”

      “Steph…you’re so hot…such a whore. Such a fucking whore!” Andy spat.

      The words should have stung Stephanie, but they didn’t. They enflamed her.

      “Yes! Dez made me a whore! I’m his whore!” she cried. Her eyes fixed hard on her husband. “I’m your whore, babe!”

      Stephanie howled as she exploded in another climax. Her arms failed her and she face-planted onto the mattress. Dez kept hold of her hips and kept plowing her. Only when she’d stopped quaking did he pull his dripping cock from her cunt.

      “Can I have her ass?” Dez asked Andy.

      Please say yes, she thought. Stephanie now loved her man giving her away.

      Andy was so flushed with adrenaline that the hand on his prick trembled. “Only if you fuck it hard.”

      Stephanie groaned helplessly. Yes!

      Without pausing, Dez plunged his entire cock right into her ass. Stephanie howled, but he didn’t slow down. Dez almost couldn’t control himself. He’d forgotten how much fun it could be to have the husband there—with the right couple. Stephanie and Andy had definitely turned out to be the right couple. Charlotte could fuck like a pornstar, but it always felt a little like she was playing a part, and when Isaac was there, he was like a shadow in the corner. But Andy was fully engaged with them. Dez was electrified by the way Andy had surrendered his pretty little wife and kept on surrendering her. It had better be going as well as Dez believed it was, because he did not want to give this hotwife up.

      Stephanie did not come this time. It had hurt when Dez plunged into her ass, and even though she played with her pussy while he took her, she was overwhelmed. But she was still pleased her men were getting off, so it was a small sacrifice. Stephanie would have more than enough orgasms before the night was through.

      She was limp when Dez flipped her onto her back. He whipped off the condom and knelt over her, stroking his cock. She looked up, and Andy was standing at the edge of the bed, jerking off as well. It was like the men had planned this. Dez shot his load all over her stomach and tits, while Andy unloaded on her face, in her hair, and onto her tits. Stephanie frantically rubbed her clit, and surprisingly she came again, moaning as both of her men bathed her in their cum. She truly felt like their whore.

      Andy fell back into his chair—overwhelmed. He couldn’t believe that had really happened. It was like his wife had become a pornstar. Regular women didn’t like men coming on them. They certainly didn’t want two men doing it. But Stephanie had rubbed her pussy and came while they did it. She loved it. His mind was blown. Andy didn’t know what could happen that would top that. He watched his wife twitching on the bed as she calmed—a smile on her face. Dez sat back on his heels, looking rather pleased as well.

      “Can I get you guys anything?” Dez asked.

      “I’m going to clean up,” Stephanie said.

      “There are fresh towels in the bathroom,” Dez replied. He turned to Andy. “Can I get you a water, man?”

      “Uh, sure.”

      Dez left for the kitchen, his dick swinging in front of him, and Stephanie hopped off the bed and left the room nude. She had never been quick to cover up in the past, but it felt weird that she walked around nude so freely in front of both of them. Andy was left alone with his thoughts.

      As the rush faded, Andy’s thoughts became jumbled. It was easy just to go with the flow and indulge his darker fantasies when his dick was hard, but now he was smack in the aftermath, and he didn’t know what to think about what had just happened. It was hot. It was the hottest thing Andy had ever experienced—maybe the hottest thing he would ever experience—but was that the most important thing? Was it enough to justify their behavior? I told him to fuck her ass—hard, Andy thought. I urged my wife to fuck this guy right in front of me! I watched another man come all over my wife! She was such a whore! But Andy had to admit, And she was in her glory.

      Andy closed his eyes and relived Dez pounding his wife while she stared into his eyes. He would never forget the look on her face. And he could never reconcile the mix of feelings it had evoked. Andy could no longer hide from what they had become. They were a hotwife couple. And he couldn’t hide from the excitement it gave him. He just didn’t know if he could accept the risks that came with it.

      It occurred to Andy that he’d been sitting in the bedroom lost in his thoughts for quite some time, and Dez had never returned with his water. Stephanie was still in the bathroom. Andy pulled up his pants and went searching. He didn’t have to look very far. The hallway door to the bathroom was open and the small room was filled with steam. Looking through the beveled glass shower door, Andy saw the distorted silhouettes of his wife and Dez. Stephanie was on her knees in front of the big black man while the water pelted his back. She couldn’t keep her hands off of her Bull, apparently. Had Dez followed her in, or had she asked him to join her?

      Andy grew hard again from watching. It was his first three-erection night in who knew how long. He didn’t touch himself. He just stood in the doorway and watched. Andy imagined his wife was sucking her Bull to get him hard again. Stephanie labored for a few minutes longer and the lovers switched places, Dez going to his knees in front of her and lifted her leg over his shoulder. It only took a few moments to hear his wife’s moans over the running water. Her cries of pleasure echoed off the tiled walls.

      He almost felt dirty watching like this, even though it was his wife in there. They didn’t know he was watching them—unless they assumed he would come looking for them. The couple acted as if they didn’t know, consumed with their own pleasure. After Stephanie’s cries reached the crescendo of orgasm, Dez stood and turned her to face the wall. The Bull showed impressive flexibility in getting low enough to shove his cock into Stephanie from behind and start fucking her.

      Andy was sure Dez hadn’t brought a condom into the shower with him, but Andy couldn’t get angry about that—not after everything that had happened. This new couple—his wife and her Bull—had a frenzied lust for each other, and if Andy was going to allow this to continue, he knew he would have to accept certain things. Dez had already fucked his wife so many times—with and without condoms—did it really matter? Arbitrary rules just to make him feel better now felt silly. After watching them coupling for a few minutes, Andy withdrew to the bedroom.

      Stephanie returned to him about twenty minutes later, wrapped in a fluffy towel and scrubbed clean. Her clothes were gathered in her arms. She closed the door behind her and wrapped her arms around Andy from behind and kissed his cheek. “Come here, babe.”

      Andy let her lead him onto the bed and lie him on his back. She dropped her towel on the floor and followed, kneeling beside him. Stephanie went right for his cock, fishing it out after pushing down his pants. He hardened quickly when she stroked him.

      “Where’s Dez?” he asked.

      “I wanted to be alone with you. He understands.”

      “You were gone for a while.”

      “Dez wanted to help me in the shower. I hope that’s okay.”

      Andy didn’t comment that she had waited until afterward to say that. Seeing her nude body, and her hand on his prick, made it difficult for Andy to think clearly. She leaned forward as she stroked him, her tits hanging towards him, and he gathered them in his hands. She shuddered when Andy pinched her nipples.

      “Mmm, you know just how to touch me,” she moaned.

      “As good as he does?”

      “He doesn’t know my body the way you do.”

      Andy slid a hand to her cunt and Stephanie jumped when he touched her.

      “Sore down there?”

      “A little. I don’t know if I’ll ever get used to so much sex.”

      Andy chuckled mirthlessly. “I’d think you’d be used to it by now.”

      Stephanie smiled as she straddled him. “There’s only so much a girl can take.”

      “Are you sure?” Andy asked, glancing down to where her well-used pussy hovered over his cock.

      “I need you, babe. We need to do this, and we need to do it right now.”

      Andy considered stopping her. He didn’t know that he wanted to make love to his wife with her Bull in the next room but watching her fuck Dez all night had left him desperate for it. Stephanie sank onto him and Andy groaned. She felt so good around him. A fleeting thought: Does her pussy feel better now that it’s freshly fucked? If he hadn’t jerked off twice, Andy would have come in that very moment.

      “You loved watching. I could see it,” she moaned, slowly rocking on his cock.

      “Yeah,” he admitted in a moan.

      “It was so intense having you here, babe. When Dez was fucking me and you were staring me in the face…oh god…babe…”

      “You were in heaven, Steph…”

      “Having both of you…I can’t…it was so…”

      “So fucking hot…”

      “Yesss…”

      “You were so slutty, Steph…”

      “Can’t help it…you watching me…”

      “Wasn’t just me. You love fucking him. You need to fuck him.” Andy’s voice took on an edge. He wasn’t angry, but aggressive. He couldn’t be angry, he’d signed on for this.

      “Mmm…I do…I do…I…”

      “You’re his whore. I know you can’t control it.”

      Andy gripped her hips hard, thrust up at her. Stephanie’s tits swayed hypnotically.

      “Babe…”

      “It’s okay. I can’t control myself either. I love watching you.”

      “Babe…”

      “I love you dirty, Steph. I love you nasty.”

      “Oh god! Babe!”

      “I need you to be a slut. Fuck, Steph!”

      Andy didn’t mean to speak the truth so plainly, but it just came out. He wanted this as much as she did, no matter how else it made him feel. At long last, in the midst of coupling, they understood each other. Andy didn’t know if it was healthy, but he couldn’t quit it. He would keep giving his wife to her Bull.

      Stephanie leaned back and thrust hard at her husband. Her ecstatic cries grew louder. She wanted Dez to hear her in the next room. Her lover need to know how good her husband made her feel. Andy grabbed her breasts and pulled on her nipples. Stephanie was getting close. She didn’t know if she could climax again while she made love to her husband, but she had to do it. They needed to bond. And now their rapport was building them both to shattering orgasms. Stephanie stared at her husband, and once again his intensity frightened her. She knew he would never look at her the same again—not really. They hadn’t just crossed a line, they’d dashed right across it—together. Andy’s admission made her love him even more. For the first time, she truly felt like they were in this together. She hoped it would become easier for him over time.

      “Oh god! Oh god, Andy! Fuck me!” Stephanie screamed.

      Andy came in a rush that made his head spin. Stephanie kept bouncing on his cock as he added his load to her Bull’s and thinking of that made his orgasm so much more intense. Stephanie gave a long scream and came on him, making Andy proud. She froze for a moment, her mouth hanging open, and then she rolled to the side, shivering as she curled into a ball. She smiled at her husband. Neither of them said I love you. The look they shared was saying everything they needed.
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      Andy and Stephanie fully entered a new phase of their marriage—eyes wide open. Andy remained uneasy with sharing his wife, but he accepted that unease for part of the thrill, and it would never completely go away. It was internal. It wasn’t because he didn’t trust Stephanie. If anything, he trusted his wife more than he ever had in the past—because he had to. They could never do this if he didn’t.

      Not that Stephanie was perfect. Their ground rules were light after that night. Andy wasn’t worried about condoms anymore, but they agreed she would try to limit her time with Dez to when Andy could be there. It was so much better for Stephanie when her husband was there, but it was still pretty great being alone with Dez, and the truth was that with their busy lives it was difficult to arrange times when they could both see Dez together. Stephanie still fucked Dez on the side—sometimes after work, sometimes at lunch—but she always made sure to get a video for Andy. She even video called him once, which was almost as good as having him there. Andy sometimes grumbled when she came home late after an evening with Dez, but she always brought her husband around by being as good a slut for him as she had been for her Bull. Stephanie also realized that Andy secretly liked her rule-breaking. He wanted her to be naughty.

      Stephanie was a new woman, but she tried to hide the changes from their friends and family. She did not start dressing like a slut—except for Dez. She did not become reckless or crass or openly sexual around other people. Stephanie liked that they lived a double life. She liked talking to her friends at church and hearing them whispering over the latest minor scandal. If only they knew, she thought. Having a sexy secret was more fun than she ever would have thought.

      Dez could never get enough of Stephanie. He’d fuck the hotwife every day if she allowed it, but he understood his role—even if he chafed at its limitations. Stephanie was his only hotwife for a long time, but eventually that itch for a new conquest returned, and Dez added a new, sexy, thirtysomething blonde with a small-dicked husband. Unlike Andy, her husband was a straight-up cuck, and Dez enjoyed putting him in his place.

      Stephanie wasn’t ready to give Dez up, but as with Charlotte, Dez’s new playmate made her realize she was a jealous hotwife. She decided that if she had to share her Bull, perhaps she should branch out, too. She brought the idea to her husband and Andy was all for it so long as he could be included in everything. Stephanie was surprised, but happy.

      The couple began their search, which led to all kinds of new adventures…
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      Believe it or not, this was supposed to be a short. A couple runs into an acquaintance who is on a date with a couple and learn what the hotwife lifestyle is through him. And as they learn, the wife, Stephanie, becomes curious. But the story took on a life of its own and began a long novel. I had a lot more to say about Stephanie and Andy than I thought I did. I enjoyed writing about a woman who takes charge of her own sexuality. A lot of these hotwife stories are not about that, but about a wife living out her husband’s fantasies. I like looking at these things another way, and I hope you enjoyed my exploration.

      It takes a village, as they say, and first I have to thank my family—the kids who are (sometimes) patient enough to leave me alone, and the husband who manages the chaos when I’m in the basement writing. I need to thank Gary and Tex, who whipped this manuscript into a readable condition. Any remaining mistakes are mine, not theirs. And I need to thank the other writers who inspire me everyday when I am writing about naughty women owning their sexuality: Kenny Wright, Ben Boswell, Arnica Butler, Max Sebastian and KT Morrison.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Kirsten McCurran

          

        

      

    

    
      Tempted by Tickets: A Fiancée Exchanged

      Kayla Captivated: The Club

      Shoot The Messenger

      Best Hotwife Erotica Vol. 3: Caught!

      Gentrified

      A Swinging New Year

      Halloween Fling

      Hawaiian Swing

      Hot Dates 3: Consequences of Being a Shared Wife

      Domestic Bliss

      Queen of Hearts

      Her Other Husband: The Complete Series

      Hot Dates 2: Living as a Shared Wife

      Meghan is Wild

      Ana’s Forbidden Fantasy

      Hot Dates: Becoming a Shared Wife

      Emma's Escape

      Blank Canvas

      The Wedding Party

      Devil's Bargain

      Sydney's Sin

      Truth or Treat

      Bound By Two

      The Coach’s Wife

      Flirting With Trouble

      Swinging Saved Our Marriage

      Her Other Husband Series

      A Snap Decision/Kissing In a Tree

      Kelly Crosses the Line

      Kelly Can't Help It

      Kelly's Last Date

      Substitute Wife

      Swapping Around the Christmas Tree

      Sex Equity

      Stormbound: Seduced by the Neighbors

      Because He's Watching

      Eve & Friends Series

      It Started With a Joke

      It Started With Mistletoe

      It Started Over Coffee

      It Ended With an Announcement

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Kirsten McCurran is the nom de plume of an average thirtysomething woman with a dirty mind and the drive to share her vivid fantasies. She is especially interested in tales of women like her, who are tempted by the forbidden and give in—only to discover the complications that can cause. Like many of her characters, Kirsten lives in the ‘burbs and has a loving husband and a couple of children, so she understands how difficult it might be for one of her characters to balance a real life with her erotic adventures. Her neighbors may be scandalized to discover what is going on in her head, but Kirsten’s husband fully approves, and even lends a hand in the creative process where he can.

      Kirsten has written over 30 ebooks. She loves to hear from her fans and can be reached on Twitter @kirstenmccurran or by email at kmccurran@gmail.com. Checkout Kirsten’s blog and all of her books at her website, kirstenmccurran.com.

    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/stephanies-hotwife-seduction.jpg
Stephanie’s Hotwife
SEDUCTION

Kirsten McCurran





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen-fixed.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created-fixed.png





